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The air in Castle Acorn felt heavy as the servants and the remaining Freedom Fighters milled about, trying to keep their minds off of the fact that the princess Sally Acorn had gone on a mission personally to free some of the subjugated animals that had been taken prisoner by Eggman. The servants cleaned up the halls, walls, floors, and windows to keep busy. They dusted the valuables, the decorations, the expensive vases and the ledges in the private chambers. No job was too small; it was everything they could do to not fear the worst. The Acorn Council, disapproving of the princess’s front-line presence, waited impatiently for her to return. The remaining freedom fighters tried thinking ahead - a victory could mean retaliation, and they had to be ready.

Prince Elias Acorn had been left in charge of keeping order, but even he was at a bit of a loss. When it came to nights like that, it was all a waiting game. There wasn’t much Elias could do to keep anyone from worrying, including himself. He tried, though, and found himself talking down the Council more than anything. The last thing they needed were a bunch of the elders falling into hysterics.

And then there was Snap. Not really a servant, not really a Freedom Fighter, and not part of the Acorn Council, he felt particularly lost without the princess. He was something of a personal assistant to her, in a manner of speaking. He only took orders directly from her, and without her around he had no direction at all. he’d already done everything he thought he could do to make her return a pleasant one. He’d made her bed, put out her spare clothes for her, and was ready to run a bath to help her relax. All that was missing was, of course, her; and there was always the fear that she might not come back. It wouldn’t have been the first time she was captured or kidnapped.

But Snap tried not to think that way. He believed in the princess. She was strong and full of willpower that was second to none. She’d already sacrificed so much in the fight against the mad roboticist and had made so many great strides for him and all her people. He had to believe that she’d make it back again. She’d been on missions like that hundreds of times. She knew what she was doing.

Still, in the dead of night in that big old castle, it was hard not to feel dread closing in.

Snap’s friend KG headed off somewhere when Prince Elias had requested his presence and left him on his own. He was getting impatient just when he heard someone sound the horn to signify that the Freedom Fighters had returned. That sent the entire castle into a tizzy, people suddenly picking up the pace and running left and right and all over like busy bees. Despite nothing being left until the last minute, they sure acted like they were completely unprepared. Snap, rather than run around like a madman, headed straight to meet Sally.

A crowd had amassed at the castle’s entrance, where Sonic, Tails, and Sally were returning triumphant. With them were several refugees that had been saved before they could be roboticized. There was a split in the commotion between greeting the Freedom Fighters as they returned and dealing with the now-displaced animals they had brought with them. It was wild on the scene, and Snap found himself unable to push through the shoulder-to-shoulder crowds to meet with Sally. Sally herself was finding it difficult just to get through, and the noise? It was unbearable. Snap could barely hear himself think!

Snap hopped up and down trying to see over other people and paced around the outside of the gaggle of servants and subjects that crowded the princess. It felt like it took forever for people to start moving on, but Sally started giving orders to keep people busy and get things under control. Finally, the crowd had dispersed enough that Snap could see Sally standing with Sonic and Tails. He couldn’t help but smile as she had the people calm down and ran through a list of tasks for the servants and the council to do in order to house the new refugees.

The Princess was always every bit as beautiful as people would claim a princess should be, according to things like fairy tales and story books. She had poise and grace and was a competent and level-headed leader. Her beauty was paramount to most - just her beautiful copper-toned head of soft, smooth hair, and her royal blue eyes, was enough to radiate an air of class that elevated her above the common folk. Of course, it didn’t hurt that she had a rocking body as well.

She was wearing her stealth suit upon returning from that mission. Her stealth suit was a skin-tight, blue, full-body number made of synthetic fabrics designed for being light, easy to move in, and lacking in resistance. Because it had to conform to her every movement, it hugged her body like a second skin. No detail of her body’s voluptuous shape was lost in translation. Her sleek, slender chest, her healthy bosom, her narrow waist... it was like she was wearing nothing over any of it! Snap couldn’t have been the only one staring.

Sally knew that people looked at her that way no matter what she wore, but only because of her lower body. She was slender up top, but everything beneath her waist was wide, big, and thick. Her hips alone jut out to give her a particularly broad gait, and her thighs seemed intent on filling the spare space with their own considerable girth. There was muscle there - Sally had always been a good runner, jumper, and climber - but it was layered by thick fat that had been expertly crafted by the powers-that-be to bless her with a bouncy, jiggly set of curves.

Hands down, though, her ass was the main attraction. To say it was big was under-selling it. It was massive. Each of those big, bouncy cheeks was bigger than her head, almost twice such, and stuck out so far that someone could have placed a drink glass on her gluteal shelf, and it wouldn’t have easily tipped over. It was so big, so round, so bulbous, that it didn’t matter what Sally wore. Any pants, any bottoms, were stretched around that impossibly massive ass as if she were going out of her way to show it off. She wasn’t, Snap knew, but it was just too huge to be denied.

Snap loved it.

Oh, how he stared at that big, bouncy ass. He tried not to drool even then, even while everyone was celebrating such a monumental occasion as a successful mission end. He tried, and he failed. This was nothing new. While Sally’s ass may have been beyond impressive and had admirers across the entire kingdom, Snap had more than once claimed to be its biggest fan. He loved it so much that he had jumped at the chance to be Sally’s personal assistant. Any job she had, no matter how menial or mundane or downright embarrassing, he performed gladly; all for a chance at further admiring that booty.

That isn’t to say that this was his only motivation. The Freedom Fighting against Eggman was incredibly important. It was a battle against a tyrant, and one that effected every animal in the Acorn Kingdom and beyond. Snap wasn’t so lecherous as to ignore this for the sake of a big butt, far from it. he would have just been lying if ever he claimed that it didn’t factor in. Truly, beyond that ridiculous badonkadonk, Snap admired the princess. She was an awe-inspiring person and worked tirelessly for her people. Anything he could do to support her; he did without hesitation.

He was once again eager to get to work as he approached her, ready and willing to serve.

“... We’re lucky we made it out at all, Sonic!” She scolded her blue hedgehog comrade, “You took a terrible risk to break everyone out of that holding cell. It may have worked this time, but don’t think that Eggman will let you do the same thing twice.”

“It’s fine, Sally! Don’t worry about it!” Sonic insisted, “Look, everything worked out and everyone’s home. That’s good enough for today, don’t you think? Let’s just relax while we can before Egghead tries to pull another fast one.”

The blue hedgehog saw Snap approaching and he kind of grinned. “Ah, besides, here comes your man... servant... or whatever he is,” He said, “I guess it’s time to drop the Freedom Fighter thing and start doing the Princess thing.”

Sally flattened her mouth and glared at Sonic in frustration. She turned to regard Snap, and her expression barely changed. She was obviously irate. “Snap!” She put on a commanding, royal tone, “I hope you’re prepared. I’m hot, I’m sweaty, and I’m ready to wring someone out. I need some stress relief, and I need it now.”

Snap paused, struck by her tone and her glare. It was enough to make a grown man scared. Even Sonic seemed uneasy, and he just bowed out by zipping away too quickly for anyone to stop him. Sally tried, but knew it was futile to try and keep up with the Blue Blur once he decided to avoid her. This just frustrated her even more, and she took on a stiff, angry posture as she turned and marched toward her chambers. Snap scuttled along behind her, following her close as she began going off on a frustrated rant about everything that went wrong on the mission... even though it ended in success.

She marched through the corridors and up the stairs toward the highest point in the castle, where her chambers were housed. She was very animated as she moved, waving her hands around after tugging the black gloves off them, flapping the empty gloves around like she was going to smack someone with them. She complained about the lack of professionalism with her fellow freedom fighters and how difficult it was to always keep them on task and under control. She complained about the cramped spaces she had to crawl through just to get into the base Eggman had set up - spaces like small ventilation shafts where her rear end did not fit easily. She complained about feeling sore and tired, and lamented that the fighting had even gone on as long as it had.

Snap was only half-listening, as following behind her on the stairs meant that he was face-to-face with her ass. it rolled, it bounced, it wobbled with her angry stomping. Her tight suit was like wrapping paper around a gift. Snap just wanted to tear into it, open it up, and enjoy what was inside. Eventually, he zoned out completely; so much so that he didn’t hear Sally ask him if he was listening. She stopped abruptly to turn and demand his attention, only for him to run smack into her butt when she did. He bounced back quickly and flailed his arms to catch himself on the stairs’ railing, otherwise he would have tumbled all the way back down.

“Ugh,” Sally groused, “Focus, Snap!”

“A-Ah, yes, sorry Your Highness...” Snap smiled sheepishly at her. She turned and continued leading the way, her complaining simmering down into quiet discontent. Snap remained silent as well.

She stopped at her chamber door so that Snap could get around her and open it for her. He stepped in only after she did and closed the door behind him. It was a room fit for a princess alright - a big, fancy canopy bed, a vanity that was truly vain, big, tall windows with fancy regal frames and silky, sheer curtains, to say nothing of a walk-in closet and attached bathroom that were as big as most garages. The floors were smoothed marble covered in velvet rug, and the walls were carved by expert craftsmen and painted a clean, pure white. She had more end tables than anyone had any right to, and the lighting was nothing if not extravagant coming from a crystal chandelier overhead.

Snap half-expected to see a harp-player in there... but their shift was long done for the day. It was late.

Sally threw herself onto her bed and lay out flat on her stomach. For a little while she remained there, groaning in discomfort and squirming around. Obviously, she really was uncomfortable, but Snap didn’t dare speak up. It was best to let her unwind first.

Eventually she pushed herself up with her hands and looked down at her chest. “I need to get this thing off of me,” She said, “Right now.” She then flipped over to sit up and undid the zipper. Snap tried to both pretend he wasn’t watching her, while absolutely watching her as she parted the skin-tight fabric to peel it off her body. She pulled her arms out of the suit first, then pushed it down to her waist. She had to stand to get it all the way down, but she hit a rather prominent snag. She pushed down and wiggled her hips, but the suit wouldn’t go any lower. She felt stuck, particularly around her massive ass.

“Ugh!” She groused in absolute frustration, “Stupid... suit...! It’s stuck!”

Snap cleared his throat, getting her attention. “Well...” He said, “It wasn’t exactly easy getting you into that suit...”

“Who designed this thing?!” Sally complained, “How am I supposed to get it off my fat ass if it doesn’t unzip further?!”

Snap grinned nervously. Sally rubbed the sides of her head with her fingers, trying to coax herself into being rational.  Reaching an epiphany, she sat up straight and then stuck her legs out straight off her bed. “Pull them off, Snap,” She ordered, “It’s the only way.”

Snap blushed as he briefly admired her half-naked self, but he dutifully stepped up. He stood before her and reached down to grip at her suit but found he couldn’t pinch even a little of the fabric between his fingers. It was designed that way, of course. Try as he might, the material lacked the friction he needed. Sally grew increasingly impatient as he fumbled about trying to get some kind of hold, until he eventually just wide-gripped her ankles. “Maybe this’ll do,” He said, “Hold on tight, Your Highness, and pull back when I tug.”

Sally frowned, bracing herself on her elbows and bending her knees to lift her legs. Snap met her eyes, nodded a count to three to her, and then yanked back. Sally pulled back, but Snap ended up dragging her across her silken bed sheets a little. “Hey!” She shouted, “You’re not doing it right!” She shimmied back and the two of them continued to pull apart from one another, but there was no purchase.

Knowing that her enormous rear was the problem, Sally elected to shoo Snap back and roll over onto her front. She was hesitant to do this, of course... something about the act of showing her ass to him seemed submissive, and that just wouldn’t do. Unfortunately, she had little choice if she wanted to get out of that thing. “Try now,” She said, “And put your back into it.”

Snap made sure to keep his time staring at her ass to a minimum. He stepped back up to the bed and at first reached down to tug on the legs of the suit again. It was just as ineffective as before. He pondered how he could go about it differently, his gaze once again falling on her ass. It wasn’t out of perverted interest this time though - not entirely, anyway - as he instead noted that it was the source of their difficulty. He reached out and grabbed the loose part of the suit, just above her rear, and hooked his fingers under it. He planted his foot on the bed and then heaved back, pulling to try and stretch the fabric over her backside.

He almost did it. He yanked back, the princess’s royal, furry cheeks spilling into the open a bit, soft and deep of cleavage. Sally grunted, packed in too tight for it to be removed comfortably, and Snap found himself unable to pull the suit down more than a quarter of the way past those massive cheeks. He released the suit panting for breath, having exerted so much energy to the task, and managing to get nowhere. “I don’t think we’re getting this off without some kind of oil, princess,” He said, “This arse of yours is just impossible.”

“Excuse me!” Sally chastised him, “You think *my arse* is inconvenient for you?? Think about how bad it is for me!” Sally huffed, turning back around and sitting up quickly to poke Snap in the chest, shoving him a little. “You and your butt-lust, it’s unreal! You’re obsessed! Can’t you turn it off for even a second?”

Snap blushed. “Your Highness, it’s just... it’s a magnificent arse.”

“Ugh...” Sally growled. She felt so frustrated that she thought for sure she was going to have an aneurysm. If she didn’t get some way of unloading all of that, she was surely going to explode. She very quickly, almost frantically searched her thoughts for something, and settled on but one thing. She set her eyes squarely on Snap.

Snap was pretty average for the most part, as far as anyone she’d ever met went. He was a ferret, rusty brown fur kind of like hers, with a mane of dirty blonde hair and a couple of light-cream “fluffier” parts around his face and eyes, the tip of his tail, his lower abdomen and spread across his entire back. He was on the lanky side, but not terribly unfit. He was good for manual labour and servant work. Though there was something else he was good for, too...

As annoying as he could be sometimes, Sally couldn’t deny it: he was packing. He had a significant bulge in his trousers that just didn’t quit. he was fit, masculine, and had a big dick. What more could a princess ask for?

... Well, aside from some level of decorum and class. Still, setting aside his butt-ogling and occasional goofing off, he was quite a specimen. Of course, she could say the same for Sonic. Maybe it was her taste in men that was flawed. They always seemed to be so frustrating and yet... so attractive.

It wasn’t what she had planned, but now? It was all she could think about as she sat half-naked on a bed with him in the room. She stood up and pointed to the bed with authority. “Lie down!”

“Mm?” Snap blinked, “Okay, but I don’t--”

“I command you,” Sally said, “To lay on your back on my bed this instant.”

Snap instinctively straightened up at the sound of her tone. he knew better than to question what amounted to a royal order. Quickly, he got onto the bed and laid out onto his back, just as he was told to do. He felt Sally’s hands on his trousers before he saw them, and his head shot up to watch in shock as she undid his pants and yanked them right off him in one swift motion. He moved to cover up by reflex, but Sally made a harsh sound and snapped her fingers, ordering him to stay put. He did so, exposed from the waist down, flustered and a little excited. This wasn’t the first time something like this happened. It wouldn’t be the last, either, as he understood it.

Sally climbed up onto the bed and over top of him. She turned about-face, giving Snap a glorious view of her massive, looming ass, which he got to enjoy for a moment before she slammed it down onto his face. To say she “slammed” it isn’t to simply express that she planted it firmly on top of him, no... it was a slam. A hard, heavy WHUMP that smothered his head from his shoulders to his ears. His arms were pinned to his sides as she clamped her thighs in on either side of him, squeezing in a submission-hold that dug his elbows into his ribs uncomfortably. he couldn’t breathe, and he couldn’t move a muscle.

His prison of spandex-clad ass-flesh was hot. It was heat all around him, the steamy work-up of a physically exhausted and frustrated young princess. He squirmed and struggled against it, trying to turn his head to get a breath of air, but this defiance was met by harder pinning. She shoved her ass back down against his head, swallowing up what little of his ears poked out from beneath, and she ground her hips into him like she was trying to sand a deck by hand. “You like my ass so much, fine. You can have it!” She said, planting her hands on the bed and rocking her hips roughly from side to side over his face, mashing him deep into her mattress.

Whatever he said in response was muffled nonsense that didn’t really matter anyway. Sally wasn’t interested in hearing any more back-talk - not during the mission, and certainly not from her servant after the fact. There would be no more back-talk.

Poor Snap’s nose felt like it was being ground into dust as she rolled her hips and squeezed her glutes around his head. She wasn’t the strongest girl around, but those cheeks had some grip! When she finally did lift her rear, she brought his head with it. She rose a few inches, then thrust back down to slam his head into the bed again. She began bouncing like this repeatedly, beating his skull into the soft, silken sheets and feather-soft luxuries she slept on. Snap was lucky she hadn’t decided to do this on the marble floor.

She carried on like this for several minutes, just bouncing his head between her ass and the mattress with a passion and power that bordered on cruelty. Snap was looking more messed up by the second, his hair starting to stick up all over the place, his body getting flush and sweaty, his toes curling up so tight he felt like he’d pulled a muscle in the soles of his feet. Sally, for her part, was composed and poised like royalty. She couldn’t hide her smirk though, not that she had to. Snap wasn’t going to see it.

Finally, she released him. She lifted her hips and he gasped for air, blinking his eyes. He was dazed, seeing stars, and his hair was a little matted, and he felt sweat around the fur on his face. “How’s that?” Sally asked, “Is that enough ass for you, Snap? Don’t answer, there’s more to come whether you like it or not.”

Snap tried to answer, but all he did was open his mouth in time to catch her ass as it beat him down onto the mattress again. Abuse aside, it was obvious that he was enjoying himself. His massive hard-on was a dead giveaway. It stood like a flagpole, high and proud, having sprung up from having the object of his desires being so rough with him. Sally grinned. Snap was such a glutton for punishment.

She rose and turned ‘round again, then facing him. He opened his mouth to say something, but she covered it with her hand to shut him up. She used her other arm to reach back and press his dick into the deep canyon that was her ass crack, and it fit snugly in between the clingy fabric-sheathed mountains of booty-cheek. Once again, she squeezed, pinning his arms to his sides with her legs and keeping a grip of his dick with her ass. She then planted her hands on his face for balance and began to hammer her hips up and down again. This pulled and tugged Snap’s dick, and not gently. She was bouncing on him and the bed with enough force to make his hips move with her. He was bouncing involuntarily right along with her.

Each drive of her ass that met the mattress knocked him around just so. He found it hard to breathe, and pain throbbed in his lower abdomen as she carried on like a jackhammer, drilling into him time and again. He grunted and fussed but couldn’t move. She wouldn’t even let him talk, her hands haphazardly slapped down onto his face, shoving him down against the bed and keeping him pinned. He didn’t need to say anything anyway; Sally could feel it just fine. The suit was so tight, it was almost like she was naked. She could feel the hot stiffness of his dick and the way it throbbed with excitement between her cheeks. He was loving it, even if it sounded like he was getting beat up on the playground.

“Hn... Hnngh!” Snap groaned as he felt like he was losing his mind. He was getting antsy beneath her, wriggling around weakly with more and more desperation. Sally relished in this for a moment - she felt like a conqueror of flesh. She had this little man pinned beneath her superior form - though, she only topped his height by a couple of inches at best. She was a benevolent ruler, but sometimes? It was fun to just be bad. Snap looked so anguished beneath her... in a good way.

Bullying him was a lot of fun, but she decided that it was time to let him get off. Of course, her suit was still stuck on her body, which made other options limited. Still, she rose so Snap’s cock would slip free of her cavernous ass crack and tormented him by mashing the head of his member up between her legs, right on the mound of her puss. She gyrated her hips in slow circles, rubbing against him seductively, silently promising something he couldn’t have. Snap watched this with wide eyes, squirming around anxiously as it felt like he was about to pop.

The last thing Sally did was plant her ass down, stuff his cock up between her thighs, and clamp down around it. She was in control of course, tensing her thighs and squeezing, grinding them together to wring his cock out mercilessly. Still, she couldn’t completely stop him from moving around. He bounced and bucked his hips, his swollen, stiff dick poking up wildly from between her legs. She gripped it in her hands and stroked him off, sending him over the edge of climax quickly. It didn’t take long for him to tense up and shoot hefty ropes of cum into the air. Sally squealed as it was sent sailing over her head. Some of it got on her face and in her hair, the rest simply made a mess around the bed.

Finally, Snap was able to take a level-headed breath and relax his muscles. He felt tender after his orgasm, though, and Sally didn’t let up as she gently coaxed trembles through his body by caressing his shaft with her fingers. Panting and sweaty, Snap couldn’t keep himself from trembling, nor his hips from twitching.

“Well,” Sally said, “Now I really need a bath.” She flipped her bangs away from her eyes, a sticky strand of jizz hanging from them. “You really do shoot too much, it’s shameful.”

Snap laughed breathlessly. “My pleasure... princess.”

The princess looked him over, particularly his still-stiff dick between her thighs and in her hands. “Still hard?” She noted, “Hm, well... you’re not getting anything more until this darn suit comes off.” She regarded the suit with renewed frustration. “Let me get the oil...”

She got off him, stretching out and leaving him to shake the cobwebs out for himself. She made her way toward the bathroom with a little sway in her gait. “I am going to need such a bath after this...” She groused, “If you behave, you might even get to join me.”

Snap weakly propped himself up on his elbows. He scrunched up his face and blinked his eyes. He shook his head out and got his wits about him while Sally disappeared into the bathroom and returned with a bottle of baby oil. She presented it to Snap, who took the bottle and poured some of it into his hands before he set about trying to parse how he was going to apply it to her.

“Alright Princess, stand still, aye?” He said, and Sally did just that as he got up and rubbed his hands together before he stuffed them down into her suit. Her reaction was strong and sudden. She practically jumped out of her skin and was prepared to throttle him, but Snap just responded with some agitation. “I have to do this to get the oil on!” He said, “Hold still, please.”

With his hands stuffed into her suit, he was very blatantly feeling up her ass and thighs, even her inner thighs. He was far, far too close for comfort! She toughed it out though, grumbling to herself. “This does it,” She said, “I’m having the royal tailor make me a new suit after tonight. One that’s easier to take off.”

Snap rubbed the oil into her fur, which shook and jostled her body around a little as he was very thorough in his application. Eventually he withdrew his hands and gave it another try, tugging on the suit to remove it. With enough effort and time, it finally slid down low enough to have momentum. Snap was able to work it off by tugging and wiggling the fabric bit by bit down the massive swells of her ass, until it passed the half-way point and came loose. He pulled it down very suddenly. FWUMP!

Sally squeaked in alarm when suddenly, the suit just came flying off into a pile around her ankles. She went from being inconvenienced and struggling to naked in an instant.

She tried to cover herself for modesty as she stepped out of the discarded thing. “Finally!” She said, “Burn that stupid outfit. It’s well past the point of being useful.”

“You got it, Princess.” Snap nodded, collecting the sweaty, oily, scrunched up suit. It was awkward, and a little unpleasant, but the sight of the princess’s naked body made up for that. She covered herself well between her legs and around her chest... but there was much more of her that was bare rather than not.

She blushed at her exposure and felt a tingle in her body she couldn’t quite explain. Before she even gave it any thought, she regarded Snap thoughtfully. “Well, that’s done... But don’t think we’re done here yet. I suppose you should be rewarded for your... hard work.”

She eyed his stiff dick as the word “hard” escaped her lips.

Snap was no moron. He caught her looking. He smiled excitedly, more than ready for more abuse. “Oh, that sounds grand, Princess.”

“I’m sure,” Sally curtly responded. She had him toss her suit away and then pushed him onto the bed. He sat there and watched as she took the lead, a hand on his chest to keep him at arm’s length while she climbed into his lap herself. This time without the suit to keep them apart, she tucked his turgid shaft up between her legs and made a point to grind her plump pussy down on it. “Do try not to go off too early. If you don’t satisfy me, I’ll fire you on the spot.”

Snap was confident by then in his ability to do what she asked; however, her tone still struck the fear of failure into him. “I promise!” He insisted.

Unceremoniously, she lowered herself, taking his dick inside her easily. Snap grunted, as even though she’d done this plenty of times, it was still a snug and welcoming fit. Her thighs clapped down on his lap as she took him all, where she stopped and closed her eyes to take in the sensation of it all. She sucked in a shaky breath, struggling to maintain her poise for just a moment... but once she got herself together, she shoved him down onto the bed and began bouncing on him all over again. She roughly clapped her ass down on his legs as she plunged his cock into her hot depths repeatedly, and rapidly so. Snap was immediately on the back foot, forced to endure the sudden riding.

Sally let herself get into it quickly. She was on a mission to get off. He had once already, and she was owed equal satisfaction as far as she was concerned. She didn’t play around or hold back, pinning him to her bed and using him by pumping her hips like a jackhammer to make sure his big, fat dick filled her up in quick, powerful succession. She only adjusted her hips once or twist, rolling and grinding them against his lap until she found just the right angle to hit her most sensitive spots. Then, she mercilessly slammed her pussy down on him over and over again, a sudden jolt running through her body that stiffened her posture and had her moaning in bliss.

“Oh, Princess!” Snap gasped through grit teeth, wincing as she battered his poor pelvis all over again. Her tight mound tugged on his dick as she rode him, making it feel hot as all get-out as the friction really picked up. More than that, though, was that his already-sore hips were once again being taxed. It had him groaning in a pleasure-pain mixture that made his body shake and tremble. He may have had a collapsible skeleton, but his skin and muscles still brushed as badly as anyone else.

The mattress bounced beneath him, the bed shook with her efforts, and together they rode to climax. Moaning out in ecstasy, Sally threw her head back and surrendered to it. The rush of climax washed over her, and she felt it from the tips of her ears to her toes. Quickly, desperately, she came, and let all her stress wash away with her cum as it splashed out over Snap’s crotch. Snap, himself, was so very close to blowing another load, but Sally greedily mashed down on him and stopped moving to enjoy it all herself. Her inner walls trembled around his dick, only edging him closer without actually sending him over the edge.

It was but a few moments before Sally let out her breath and collapsed against Snap. She made sure not to stay laid into him too long, though, and propped herself back up with purpose. She rose from him, sliding off his cock, leaving the swollen, eager member to flop down against Snap’s own tummy. Sally sighed in relief, a smirk on her face. “Ahh, finally!” She said, “I needed that.”

Snap was as frustrated as a man on the edge could be. He squirmed and panted, but meekly nodded his head. “Delighted to be of service, Princess.”

Sally got up from the bed and clicked her tongue as she looked him over. “Look at you,” She said, “So desperate. Mm, well, it’s time to run my bath. You’ve made a real mess of me. Come along! If you’re good, I may just do something about that.”

She didn’t wait for him, and instead turned to depart again for the bathroom. Snap was exasperated, sighing as she disappeared through the door. He had to take a moment to rest or something! He couldn’t be expected to do his normal duties as servant in the state he was in.

He stretched, popping some of his bones. Sally was rough! Rough, but beautiful and fun.

“Snap!” She bellowed from the bathroom, snapping him out of his distraction. “Are you coming or not?!”

He smiled. “On my way, Princess.”
