When Hunter's pickup pulled up to her trailer, she jumped down from the cab and slammed the door. The red-head southern girl was in a clearly pissed mood. Work had been shit and she'd not heard from Beryl all day. Her girlfriend was on another business trip, which left Hunter with few options for fucking. Luckily, one of those options was guaranteed.

Xyvr was in the bedroom, again, playing League of Legends, again, on Beryl's computer. The devil had been living at their place almost a month since those trespassing assholes summoned her on Hunter's property. Hunter kindly showed them to the septic tank, but Xyvr was worth a bit more fun than a few cultists.

The devil was a sexy, red-skinned babe with a cock that even Beryl, who cared for dick like she cared for dumbasses, had to admire. Hunter managed to convince Beryl that a pet devil was just the thing they needed to curb Hunter's wilder urges. Not that Xyvr got much of a say, having been summoned on Hunter's land and all. Too bad the devil was more into games than anything else.

“Off the computer,” said Hunter without so much as a “hello.” “I need my ass full.”

“Get out from under the tower,” Xyvr said into the mic. She was sitting in Beryl's office chair with nothing but a white tank-top and panties on. Her black and white eyes were fixed on the screen. “Great reaction time. Now if you can just keep hitting those shots like that, we'll have this game.”

Hunter unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them off her hips. Her wide ass spilled out, the thin red line of her panties tucked deep in her cleft. As she squirmed out of them, she said, “Hey. Demon girl. Ass. Now.”

“I'm a devil and can't it wait? We're about to get the Baron. Ten minutes. Just give me ten minutes.”

“I'll give you ten seconds,” said Hunter. She shoved her ass in Xyvr's face, rubbing the soft dome against her cheek. The devil sighed, annoyed. She turned her chair so that she could still play, but offered her lap to Hunter to sit in. Her thick, red cock wasn't even partly tucked inside her panties. It sat heavily on her thigh, throbbing slowly. She took her hand off the keyboard for a moment to stroke it hard. 

Hunter took some lube from her drawer of Beryl's desk, rubbed a little on her asshole, and sat down in Xyvr's lap. The red-head groaned as she pushed herself down on that thick length, not even taking her time. Her ass was greedy to be full, and she came down hard on Xyvr's thighs. 

Groaning, she bounced on Xyvr's lap, her face red in only a few seconds from the pleasure of feeling thick, living flesh inside her. She gripped the table so tight her fingers turned white.

Xyvr hardly noticed. She pushed up with her hips a little, but she leaned to the computer, continuing to play.

“You're Mordekaiser,” she said. “Don't stand around. Get in there. We've got two seconds before three of them are back on the field. One. Two. Great, good, now you join the fight. Awesome. You're a real hero, coming in when the dragon's already dead. Whatever. Let's push bottom and get this over with.”

“Fuck yeah,” said Hunter. “Push my fucking bottom.” She moaned, bouncing harder, faster.

“Don't slow down, you jerks,” Xyvr shouted. “Get in there. The Nexus is literally in front of you. Don't run towards middle. Come on.”

“Uggh, fucking hell.” Hunter hung her head, her hair in her face, her body shivering from pleasure. “More, you fucking shit. Deeper.”

“Cock doesn't go much deeper than that,” said Xyvr. “I wasn't talk to you guys. How about finishing the push before you ask dumb questions.”

“Damn it, Xyvr, fuck me harder!”

The devil rolled her eyes. She rolled the chair back and, with a swift twist of her body, threw Hunter against the desk, leaning over her as she continued to work for that last push of the game. She pounded Hunter's ass. The human moaned under her; her fingers dug into the wood of the desk as if it were a raft at sea. The whole desk shook beneath them. Xyvr had to lean over to reach the mouse.

“Come on,” she shouted over Hunter's moaning, her breasts shaking under her tank top with every thrust. “Just kill them. There's five of us and three of them. Don't let him get off his ult! That's it, almost there. A little more.”

“Yes, almost there,” Hunter groaned, biting her lip. “Almost there. Fucking shit, Xyvr, almost. Aaaaahhh~”

Hunter cried out as her body tensed in pleasure. Her ass clenched and yanked Xyvr's hips forward, pulling her by the cock deeper into Hunter's guts. Xyvr shouted, annoyed. 

“Hunter, not yet! Let go!” Hunter groaned as the convulsions of her orgasm continued to slurp Xyvr into her colon. The devil shouted into her headphones, “Finish the push! Don't let them recov-” With a wet squelch, Hunter's lubed asshole slithered over Xyvr's red face. Her black hair slowly snaked its way into Hunter as the devil slid up into her groaning, angry guts.

Panting, Hunter rose from the desk, rubbing her face clean of her sweat. Her belly hung heavily and low over her hips, gurgling. On the screen, Xyvr's team took down the enemy's Nexus. Hunter couldn't care less. She closed the window out to shut up the victory music. 

Patting her sloshing gut, she said, “God, Xyvr, you sit in there like a fucking brick. You're like ass-eating a tub of fucking paint.”

She lifted one leg and, with a grimace, let out a nasty, wet fart. Then, lying back on the bed, she dozed as her guts churned the devil into slurry.

A few hours later, Hunter rose from a hazy nap. She stumbled past the bathroom, not even bothering with the toilet. Tripping her way out into the yard, she squatted a ways from the trailer's back door. With a disgusted sigh, she pushed out the thick, wet log Xyvr had become. It steamed in the cool evening air, swirling loosely on the ground, its greasy, cracked surface shining from the last rays of the sun. The long, brown-and-black turd flopped out into the grass with another loud fart.

Hunter staggered back to the house, rubbing her sore ass, mumbling, “Fucking devils. Like shitting out a hot grill.”
