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		Chapter One

		Sounds like something a thickheaded person would say, right? Well, Eve is not dim-witted and is telling the truth. Eve's a time traveler. She doesn't travel through time because she necessarily wants to, or because she's searching for something; she travels because she must, because she cannot help it. In truth, she'd much rather stick around in the present and live her life, but every so often she finds herself slipping out of focus and whoosh, she's in some strange place, either in the past or in the future.

		It started when she was twelve and hasn't stopped now that she's forty. Most doctors she met regarding her eccentric condition, thought of her as a fraud, a mischief-maker, or a clown. It was always the same inevitable conclusion with them:

		"You're not serious,"

		"You're wasting my fucking time,"

		"I have better things to do."

		One doctor though believed her. Difficult to know why, but she did. And she's been trying to help Eve ever since. After numerous tests and experiments, she concluded that Eve had a genetic disorder that grants her this alien ability. It would be cool if she could control it, but she can't. It just happens, normally catching her by surprise.

		But over time, Eve's become skillful at telling when she's about to skip time: usually she gets queasy and lightheaded for no apparent reason, and then it happens. Like right now!

		***

		It was dark and dry when she awoke, and the air was filled with electric whispers as reality slowly returned. She came to her from everywhere, a specter of beauty with shiny blond hair that floated on a whispered breeze. Her skin was pale, and her eyes glowed with wanton desire as her full red lips whispered of the desolate times from whence she came. She could not fully understand her sing-song stories as she was completely enraptured by her flawless and innocent beauty.

		The transparent gown that floated from her delicate shoulders gave tantalizing glimpses of her pert little breasts that were crowned with delicate pink nipples. She came to her and caressed her face with a sweet soothing touch that aroused every fiber of Eve's femininity. Eve found herself wanting her more than she had ever wanted anything before unaware that her needs were far more costly than she could imagine.

		Entranced with her caresses, she closed her eyes as she slowly removed her clothing. Her breaths came in ragged bursts as her mind raced to explain this vision of eroticism that had overtaken her during her most desperate hour.

		Explanations escaped her as her gown drifted from her delicate curves and disappeared into the air. She caressed her captive with the curiosity of a child and the touch of a temptress. Eve was enraptured by her vitality and the scent of her arousal and began to touch her private places with unhurried passion. Her response was held on the wind as her breath quickened noticeably and her sighs filled the air.

		Despite her own arousal, Eve found herself captivated by the magic of her spiraling arousal and was soon focused solely on the ecstasy of her explosive orgasms, triggered only by her touch. She cooed and sighed as her glorious body twisted and swayed in its orgasmic song.

		She turned abruptly and placed her throbbing femininity gently to her tiny mouth, tracing its uniqueness with her tongue as her tongue swirled rhythmically around the sensitive folds. All too soon, her orgasm released with explosive force covering the fine details of her visage as she continued to swirl her tongue in side her with the experience of the ages.

		Eve's back arched high towards the heavens as her breath came in tattered gasps as she exhausted the last of her juice without a pause. The waves of ecstasy continued to pummel her body as her delicate hands gently massaged her clitoris.

		In the angelic voice of forever, she spoke of her need for her essence, as her kind had long ago lost the desire to procreate and lust for those of the same gender. Her life was explained away simply as one of frustration because of social laws that kept her from attaining her full orgasmic potential. She led her to her spacecraft and continued to explain the big picture of the universe to Eve.

		How wasteful her world was; misusing much coveted female orgasm pathetically into the air, into infertile inferior creatures, or onto artificial phalluses that captured the precious fluids only to be disposed of as disgusting waste. By sacrificing her lifestyle for her, she could thrive for several lifetimes, basking in her essence while her life would be fulfilled beyond her deepest longings; no longer to be manipulated by the fickle attitudes of her controlling partners.

		Gazing into her wanton eyes, Eve could see beyond forever, and felt her resistance melt away. A life of loving offered so much more than her life had thus far rendered and would fulfill her deepest desire. In knowing that her very existence would perpetuate the life of another she had finally found her purpose, and her gentle embrace confirmed her commitment forever.

		Her angelic sigh flowed through the heavens on a graceful wave, touching the souls of even the most hardened, as she returned her embrace with infinite tenderness. Their bodies entwined in an eternal embrace as the spacecraft eased from the rain glistened forest depths into the clouds on a beam of unearthly light.

		People who knew Eve, say that a bright light was seen arching towards the heavens that night from the woods where she disappeared..

		Others claim that she lost her mind and disappeared into the depth of the woods where her remains would someday be found by some unsuspecting hiker. No one could ever imagined the happiness Eve had found in those woods that night in the face of the beautiful creature that had changed her life forever.

		But with Eve, time and forever are a paradox, and the spacecraft had barely left the Solar System and Eve felt the THING start in her stomach, Eve felt the queasy stomach, her head began to spin. She looked at the beautiful alien that has whisked her away from Earth. Eve was about to skip time: Eve was queasy and woozy for no apparent reason, and then it happened

		***.

		The Brew Haus was seething with costumed customers, flickering pumpkins, and the drone of Ozzy Osborne barely audible over the babbling din. Eve refilled her LightSky draft and gazed over the myriad of personalities while absently brushing pretzel crumbs from the front of her very tight black shirt with the words " Halloween Costume for Professionals" stenciled across her ample breasts. The crowds all but obscured the piercing glare that had followed her unblinkingly since she entered several hours earlier.

		'Where the fuck am I' thought Eve.

		She knew the mysterious spacecraft and the beautiful horny alien were gone, and somehow she emerged here. What year was it? It appeared to be earth. It seem to be part of the United States. She'd have to play it by ear to get some idea of where she had jumped to.

		A bar stool opened, and Eve slid onto it quickly, cradling her beer gingerly. The pale white figure adorned in silky black slid next to her effortlessly and signaled the bartender for a refill on her Bloody Mary. Her musky perfume slowly overwhelmed Eve's senses until she turned to gaze upon the gothic face whose eyes had been locked on her all night.

		"Quite a fashion statement," Eve observed with her eyebrows raised.

		She reached up to her breasts and fondled the bulge she found under the black tee shirt gently. Eve crossed her arms quickly, stunned by her forward approach. Why is it everywhere she goes the women are so horny?

		"Nice equipment," the goth crooned seductively, never lowering her gaze.

		"Works for me," Eve quipped as she noticed the flawless alabaster leg slid from the smooth folds of her gown.

		"Haven't been treated right for a while has it," she queried in a seductive growl.

		Eve turned from her slowly and turned her gaze back to the milling crowd, her mind clouded by the brew, and the imposing figure that seemed obsessed with her sexuality. With a dismissing nod she rose swiftly.

		This was getting too weird even for Halloween, Eve thought to herself. With the door just a few paces away, she set her empty mug on bar and made for the comfort of the outside. She'd need a place to stay, perhaps a motel is nearby.

		As the door closed noisily behind her she stared into the dark void of a midnight black Mercedes with an alabaster leg dangling seductively out of the dark interior onto the wet pavement.

		"Leaving alone," the gothic beauty queried?

		"How did you get out here so damn fast?"

		A sensuous, almost delicate hand with long, blood red nails emerged from the car with a come hither gesture.

		"Don't be shy; come, share your warmth with me."

		"Oh fuck, not again. My poor 'warmth' will be worn out before I'm 50."Eve brooded.

		"I don't think . . ." Eve's voice trailed into and inaudible whisper, as she felt her body being inexplicable drawn towards the darkness of the idling car.

		Her thoughts suddenly became flooded with a symphony of erotic images, beautiful breasts, and warm dripping virgin pussies. Her groin warmed and flowed into dampness, as the door closed behind her and her mysterious host roared and weaved through the traffic onto the interstate.

		"Where's your spaceship?" Eve tried to joke.

		Ignoring the comment, she drove like a possessed banshee into the darkness, beyond where Eve could reckon her location, onto a dark overgrown trail and into the depths of a scraggly wood where a small cabin with a large bed awaited. In a hazy stupor, Eve staggered through the threshold and into her dimly lit lair, where she was pummeled by musty odors of female arousal

		The mysterious Goth chick suddenly appeared before her, disrobing slowly and efficiently, as the throbbing in her sex reached a deafening crescendo. Once fully naked, she turned slowly on her delicate feet, revealing a pristine, glowing beauty that eclipsed the timeless icons of femininity.

		Her flowing shiny crown of hair trailing to the firm rounding of her bottom only highlighted her smooth, sensuous curves – her flowing neck, firm upright breasts crowned with tiny cherries, gentle curving hips and thighs that supported legs that went on forever.

		The tiniest fluff of dark curly hair crowned the moist, tight lips guarding her deepest treasure. Her eyes, dark as midnight, glowed with desire as Eve stumbled backwards onto the bed, mesmerized by the goddess before her.

		A cynical smile creased her full, blood red lips as she leisurely removed her sweaty attire. As Eve's cotton panties slid from her ankles, Mystery girl's passionate kisses covered her fully exposed body, drawing her trembling skin past her sharp teeth that occasionally nipped her oversensitive flesh.

		Eve moaned and writhed shamelessly as she was devoured, her pussy throbbing painfully as her mind fought to gain some semblance of sanity. Her mind and body in sensory overload, she trembled uncontrollably, as the goth beauty's skillful administrations quickly brought her arousal to a boil.

		Moving to Eve eagerly, she slid between her thighs and inserted her tongue into the warm silky tightness of her essence, penetrating slowly while flattening out the firm oral organ providing what only a female could offer. She brought her trembling hands up to her hardened nipples, holding them firmly to the soft globes as Eve's muscles within her sex slowly and persistently clenched at the penetrating tongue from within.

		With an agonizing groan, Eve lost her remaining elements of control and erupted into a body quaking climax instigated by the warm silky tongue caressing the sensitive insides of her femininity. Her boiling juices flooded from her sex and her goth lover's face was bathed in the produce of her pussy, stimulating her into a hitherto unknown realm of ecstasy.

		She groaned contentedly, as she continued to ride out orgasm with the delicious sensations that would assure her youthful appearance for yet another year. Eve's hips continued to jerk spasmodically, as her captor laughed with her successful fulfillment before fading slowly into a shadows on the dimly lit wall.

		As her spent sex continued to dribble her juice onto the now empty bed, the cabin gradually disappeared around her until, with a gentle thud, the bed disappeared, and she was left on a bed of decaying leaves with her clothes strewn around her haphazardly.

		On a lonely, one lane logging road, Eve was found wandering aimlessly among the tall pines. After a barrage of unanswered questions, and a myriad of mental tests, she was committed to a local institution where the label of "the living dead" seemed to apply uniquely to her particular case despite her perpetual smile.

		She sat for hours on her neatly prepared bed, while visions of ecstasy whirled through her senses and the hope of her reappearance when the leaves fall again keep her at peace with her world.

		The room began to spin, Eve began to retch her guts out. Eve's body was telling her it was about to skip time; and then it happened...

		

	
		Chapter Two

		Eve was aware of a female form in her line of vision, consoles flickering with each blast. Muffled explosions emanate through the ship, a dozen women in uniform jog from one place to the next, each with a sense of purpose, but each with a look of panic. Hands on her hips, she stands calm, eyes darting from one screen to the next. Her lips move, orders given firmly and quickly, with confidence.

		She doesn't bark, she doesn't shout, but there is authority to her voice. This female Captain could easily drown out the steady thrum of the engines and the heavy reverberations of explosions without ever raising her voice. The crew dart about; shouting, yelling, running. She is the eye of the storm.

		"Dammit!" cried a Chief Gunner at her quivering screen and the gunners beyond, "Fire as they bear, don't waste your time shooting at the fucking stars, wait until you've got a clean shot!"

		The ship rocked, shaken by another blast, driving a few new hands off their feet, the veterans quickly grabbing rails to hold themselves up, bending their knees as the ship listed. Still, she stood, leaning into the list, but keeping her feet firmly planted as though she had rooted herself to the deck.

		Eve, by now had come to her senses, shit she was on another spaceship. 'I usually get fucked in one of these, but nothing ever turns out great.' She thinks. Then, slowly, the gravity of the ship aligned itself, and the storm of voices and feet continued.

		Even as far as the bridge, Eve could hear the shell casings hitting the deck from the heavy guns. The empty tubes falling from the guns rang as they clanged to the deck.

		"Dorsal batteries aren't responding, Captain," shouted a panicked Ensign from her station.

		Leaning onto the rail, she stared at the helmsman, "Come about, present our main batteries," then turning quickly to the Chief Gunner, "Hold your fire until every gun is in range."

		"Aye, Captain" they responded in unison.

		The Comet Chaser rolled, still shaking with every hit taken, but the gun batteries ominously silent. It was then that Eve realized, in a strange, half dazed sort of way, that the ship itself was turning. With artificial gravity, one couldn't even feel it, as might be expect, only the vision space spinning around. In this almost shell shocked way, despite the din of battle, Eve wondered at the notion that outside of the ship, despite all the chaos and fury inside, it was absolutely silent in the vacuum of space.

		"Guns are brought to bear, ma'am!" cried the Chief Gunner.

		"Give them a broadside."

		Eve felt the concussion in her breasts, the impressive display of light as the ship lived up to its reputation, blinding as the guns erupted.

		The clang of empty shells rang once more, and the sound of metal on metal as the crews deftly reloaded. Eve could hear it so clearly because the storm had abated. The bridge was suddenly tense, as if every officer were ready to pounce, flexing their bodies and eying their prey.

		She allowed herself a glance through the open windows, turning away from her own screen as she did. Eve thought it was improper, turning away from her work to see what the guns would do, but she didn't have a clue what her work actually was, however she was rewarded for the risk. Plumes of flame blossomed from the vessel, dissipating quickly in space, leaving behind scattered scraps of metal, spinning endlessly in the void.

		Cheers erupted, officers stood and yelled, pumping their fists in triumph, shaking hands. As Eve glanced back at the Captain, she saw something she hadn't yet done. She smiled. It wasn't that she was dark and brooding, or overly stern and cold, just that she'd had a goal. It was set, she knew what she needed to do, and she'd done it. Now, she could revel in the glory of the moment.

		"Captain," said the navigator, her wide eyes and broad smile betraying the good news, "The enemy vessels are showing their engines, they're fleeing!"

		"Shall we pursue?" asked the helmsman.

		"Our duty," said the Captain, "Is to provide support for the troops planet side. The enemy fleet fled; we've done our job."

		"What bearing shall we take?" asked the Navigator.

		"Set us in low orbit, I want us in position to begin an orbital bombardment if necessary. Understood?"

		"Aye, Captain"

		Turning to her executive officer, an impressive woman in a pristine uniform, "The bridge is yours. Alert me if we have any more trouble."

		"Aye, ma'am."

		***

		It was a short while later that Eve was asked to join the Captain in her quarters. The large, open room doubled as a conference room, as was evident by the long table in the center of the room. It was a nod to the practicality of the Captain that the well-kept room had a double purpose.

		The walls were smooth and freshly painted. They were divided by dark blue on the bottom, and gray on the top, segregated by a thin gold line. Her large velvet bed sat against one corner of the room, pressed up against the wall with a locker at the foot of the bed, and a bedside table that was bare save for the Inspiring Reader and a single lamp. Unlike much of the ship, the quarters had a pleasant smell to them, devoid of the oil and grease of the rest of the vessel.

		Sitting at the table across from Eve, she sat contentedly. Her uniform was a utilitarian jumpsuit of gray and blue, with gold piping and a gold emblem pinned proudly to her breasts. Simple epaulets clung to her shoulders, and her commander's cap sat on the table.

		Despite the practicality of the uniform and the military bearing of it, or perhaps because of this, she maintained a feminine sensibility. The jumpsuit was simple, practical, and functional, yet accentuated the curve of her body. Her dark hair was tied back, but a few locks hung to either side of her face, framing her expression.

		"I'm glad you could join me, Illuminator," she said with a sly smile arching over her lips.

		"It's my pleasure, ma'am," Eve said, feeling distinctly out of place in her khaki uniform, worn and faded evidently from countless campaigns.

		"I understand that your efforts as an Illuminator are for the benefit of your home planet."

		"To be fair," Eve ventured, "What benefits one of our worlds can benefit all of them."

		"A noble effort," Captain said, brushing a lock of hair from her face.

		"I can only hope to have an inkling of the effect you and your fleet have had today. It was very impressive."

		"It was nothing," she said humbly, her eyes beginning to bore into Eve.

		"Uh," she said, stumbling over her words, "I, uh, can't help but admit my admiration for you, Captain Sansa."

		She blushed a bit, blinking as her smile grew wider.

		"Is there anything I can do to thank you for your efforts?" Eve asked, feeling her heart race in her breasts.

		Her fingers wandered to the top button of her jumpsuit, slowly pushing each button through each hole.

		"There is one thing." With her free hand, never breaking her stare into the Illuminator's gaze, she pressed a button under the table, ordering to an unseen subordinate, "I am not to be disturbed."

		"Understood, ma'am," came back a tinny, electronic voice over an unseen speaker.

		Standing from her seat, she continued to unbutton the uniform, peeling it open bit by bit, walking deliberately over to the bed.

		Eve stood reluctantly, unsure if she were testing her, but her eyes couldn't lie, and they were confident in their desire. Clumsily, she tugged at her uniform, shrugging off the coat as she made her way to the bed.

		She lay back, her uniform open, hair splayed on the pillow. The open jumpsuit allowed Eve to see the flesh of her body perfectly framed, running down her cleavage, over her belly button, dangerously close to her sex.

		Between the open uniform, Eve could see the black bra clinging to her breasts, but it was evident there was nothing more beneath.

		Peeling her shirt over her head, Eve bared her breasts, her muscles outlined in the electric lights of her quarters. Climbing enthusiastically onto the bed, she laid on her, kissing behind her ear, feeling her hands on her arms. Eve's lips kissed down the gentle curve of her neck, between her breasts, down to her soft stomach. She felt her fingers in her hair, her body squirming slightly as Eve caressed her with her lips.

		Entwined in her hair, her fingers squeezed and rolled over her head, her toes curling inside her boots. Eve kissed back up her body, pausing between her breasts, holding them in her hands, easing the uniform open around them. Her lips met hers, locking them into an intense, passionate kiss. Through her breasts she felt her heartbeat, her thighs pressing against Eve's hips.

		Their bodies rocked together, swallowing their choked moans of pleasure. She slid her hands beneath her uniform, over her shoulders, under her epaulets. Eve remembered how she clung to her; her cheek pressed against her as she eased the clothing down, slowly revealing more of her pale, soft flesh.

		Her hands slid down Eve's breasts, tugging desperately at her khaki slacks, attempting to open her trousers. she felt the throbbing heat of herself inside them, pressing against her clothes, begging her to break free.

		Eve peeled the jumpsuit down past her thighs, and she pulled her hands away to drag it past her boots. She hadn't realized, truly, what was happening until that moment. She was lying with Captain Sansa on her velvet sheets, barely clad in her open trousers, blood pumping through her veins as she writhed beneath her in nothing more than a bra and boots. All it took was this moment's hesitation. She planted her hands into Eve's shoulders, spinning her onto her back. It was her turn.

		She kissed down Eve's neck, down her breasts, pulling her trousers down as she did, stripping Eve nude. Her well-trimmed sex now free, throbbing in her apex as her hands rubbed over her thighs. Now Eve was squirming, writhing against the mattress, grabbing the bedposts in balled up fists so tight, her knuckles turned white.

		"Remona," she groaned, all pomp and rank forgotten in her begging tone.

		She only glanced up at her with a devilish smile, stroking her fingers through her folds, one after another. she felt herself growing wetter by the attention, her arousal causing dampness on Remona's fingers. Next her hand plunged slowly in and out, torturous in its pace.

		Eve's head rolled on the pillow, heels digging vainly into the soft sheets, hands flailing for a grip on something, anything. Suddenly Remona released her. She looked down at her, her breasts heaving with every breath, to meet her gaze with Eve's. Then, as if to assert her dominance, her tongue dragged over her. The full length of her slit was met with her warm, wet tongue.

		Eve grit her teeth, her muscles tight, her hands wandering up her body, wrapping over her shoulders. She felt her swollen, fleshy sex against her belly button, her knees locked to either side of her bare hips, the cold leather of her boots wrapped around her ankles.

		"I'm ready for you to show your thanks," she whispered.

		Her hands wrapped around her hips, almost independent of her own thought, seizing her. Her hips rose, pressing the fullness of her pussy against her. At first, her body seemed to pause, but with wide eyes, and an open mouth, her body slowly began undulating against Eve's damp throbbing sex. The Captain's full length cover Eve's body. Her slick hairless sex, grinding into the Illuminator with purpose.

		Sansa arched her back, her hair draping down behind her like a dark waterfall, eyes shut tight. For a moment, leaning back on Eve, she shook. A shiver ran through her, her hair stood on end.

		Together, they pushed their hips into each other, reveling as she felt the climax build inside her. For a moment, they stayed there, their hips grinding together, enjoying the pleasure of that first envelopment.

		Slowly, at an almost torturous pace, her hips rose from her, sliding up her stomach leaving only her sweat and juices as her quivering body lifted from Eve. Sansa returned to her place between Eve's thighs thrusting her sex against her, hands buried in her hair again, hips pushing down hard, causing Eve's lips to spread from her actions. Eve let out a groan of pleasure, her hands wrapping around her back. She rubbed and grinded, time and again, their hips slapping together.

		"Oh god, Remona," Eve groaned, sweat beading down her forehead as she rose to meet her each time she thrust down.

		She pushed on her shoulders, shoving Eve onto her back, sitting erect on her, straddling her, her body bouncing onto Eve, smashing her throbbing sex on her time and again. The mattress creaked under them as their bodies convulsed together. Reaching behind her back, she unlatched the bra, slipping it free one strap at a time, baring her breasts to Eve, leaving her in nothing but a pair of immaculately polished boots.

		Unable to resist, Eve rolled into her, turning her onto her back. Her arms wrapped under her knees, spreading her legs to her. Each time she pumped into her; she could hear it. Her crotch slapping into her, their juices squelching together, mixing with their sweat. Her head rolled on the pillow, hands grasping at whatever they could grab.

		Eve kicked against the sheets, pushing her down against them. Together their bodies swayed, like a ship on the ocean. Every thrust brought a new moan, every grasp of her fingers drove Eve on.

		"I'm almost there," She warned, feeling the warm conclusion rising up her shaft.

		"Me too," she said breathlessly, with a look of astounded innocence.

		Suddenly, her hips blurred into her, churning rapidly, firmly. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and then she felt it. She poured over Eve, spilled onto her vagina, her body contorting in pleasure, wrapping her arms tighter around her like a vice.

		Eve couldn't hold it back. Lifting up, she strummed her rigid nub at the top of her folds so quickly it seemed a blur . Eve then erupted onto Remona, dripping warm, girl goo onto her nude body.

		"Remona!" She cried in pleasure. Her fingers strummed a few times at her hard throbbing love button, encouraging a few more drops of sticky goo onto her. She laid atop her, despite the juices between them, and held her. Panting, they rocked together, recovering from their pleasure.

		"Wow," was all Eve could manage.

		Sansa smiled, giving a peck on the cheek. Panting, trying to catch her breath, she whispered, "I look forward to debriefing you after future engagements."

		But it was time, Eve was about to skip time: she had become queasy and woozy for no apparent reason, Remona looked at her in shock as she began to fade, and then it happened.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		Eve found herself in a place where few dared tread, she could tell she was older, that happened sometimes when she jumped, it looked to Eve as if she barely had money for her daily needs. Eve was a quick learner. Life was hard here in the desert, where the preservation of water was almost as sacred as life itself.

		Yet the solitary life held its private rewards with an iron grip, protecting its own from the ravages of pressure and identity with the serenity of its auburn skies. Her nights were filled with the deserts song and the dreams of eternity, and she hungered for little, knowing that possession feeds upon itself. And no horny space broads, or oversexed aliens. Eve thought.

		Eve could tell it was a cold and starry night and she wished she hadn't jinx herself with her smug thought about women. Because, at that moment, she came to her on her ship of a thousand winds.

		Unlike any she had known she appeared as a vision and spoke through her mind's eye of ages past and futures lost. Her plight was as timeless as her flowing lines, merging on themselves in a delicately haunting tune of grace and nurturance.

		Eve thought sardonically to herself, she must have a target on her back or something.

		She had searched the depths of galaxies for one who's essence might offer the tranquility her needs would require in an expanding universe of technocracy and apathy. She chose Eve for her non-evasive wisdom, and gentle acceptance of all things under the sun.

		They would spend a night of passion in the sand, unfolding their secrets and caressing their cares. Few would achieve the flight of ecstasy they shared that gentle night, and fewer still would allow the glorious creature to escape with nary a whimper as she. With their song still echoing its ecstasies in her being, she disappeared into the starry sea without promises while nurturing her last best hopes for humanity.

		She would perish alone yet fulfilled.

		She arrived on a beam of light in the midst of a dark night to an enslaved world of greed and poverty. Her heart cried out at the lonely desperation that flooded her senses and she fled into the desert wilderness of her forefather only to find her remains blowing through time.

		Sleep would flee her this night as she struggled to understand this world of plenty where most was given to an elect few. Her tears would flow as petals from a dying rose and she would come to know of the evil that women do is as universal as characteristic as the love they hunger for.

		Her departure would go unnoticed by all save Eve, a nameless vagrant in her mind, that was awakened from her drunken dreams by a brilliant beam of life. She remains sober to this day.

		Several cycles would pass before she had attained the wisdom to understand this world and return to its madness. Arriving in a remote community by the sea on a particularly cool and damp night, she strolled through the sand towards the time-worn vessel of a woman, Eve, lost in her loneliness.

		Her hands soothed her hardened heart as she guided her from the pounding surf up into the trees that surrounded the rocky shoreline. She smiled up at her with a toothy grin, surrendering herself completely to the soft touch of her angel.

		She felt the love she had imprisoned for decades begin to flow from within, and she caressed her tired, weather-worn lines with timeless gentleness, caressing her fears from their bastions into the open sea air.

		Despite the chill from the northerly autumn winds, Eve was warmed by her embrace and found herself caressing her flawless beauty with the childlike curiosity that only virginity can embrace.

		She responded with grace and empathy, awakening senses that long ago retired in futility. Their caresses became bolder and assuming, until they were totally disrobed and starving for one another. Impassioned, they rolled through the sand, locked in a lovers embrace that enjoined not only their longing spirits, but the universality of timeless love itself.

		In an unending symphony of unselfish beauty, they brought each other to the brink of passionate ecstasy, only to withdraw much as the sea from its earthy host.

		The cycle of ecstasy continued until, in one blinding moment, they became enjoined ultimately, and with the rush of the winds, their passions exploded across the seas of time in the harmony of the heavens.

		Then, just as her forebear's had conceived in ages past, so too did she, feeling the warmth of her fulfill the desperate yearnings she had suppressed through the ages. As their passions ebbed, she allowed herself the luxury of her intimate embrace until her spirit begrudgingly fled.

		Through the night she held her near lifeless form and sang songs of tomorrow as the peace within her flowed through time. The early light of morning would find her a free spirit, dancing through the stars on her way home..

		And for one night, the world would know peace.

		But Eve was not a corpse and she would endure the ravishes of the morning tide to what the alien beauty didn't realize, Eve was about to skip time: first came the nausea and light headedness. The mysterious galactic female looked upon the fading form of Eve with acute confusion. Whoosh, and then it happened.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		Eve came to her senses and realized she was standing at a bus station, many years ago, the early nineties she'd guess, anxious and angry at herself because she'd just missed the last bus, which she would have made had she not got drunk the previous night and forgot to set her alarm clock.

		So, there she was, fidgeting and cursing under her breath when she unintentionally turned to her right and saw her. She had big brown eyes, wore a pink sweater, tight blue jeans, and brown sandals. Her long brown hair was weaved into a ponytail. Those mesmerizing brown eyes beheld her like she was something glorious that just dropped out of the sky.

		Eve knew she wasn't the best looking girl in the bus station. She wasn't ugly, but she was no Jennifer Lawrence either. Girls or guys normally never turned their heads when she strolled by. So, understandably, she was shocked and wondering if she was actually staring at her. Her eyes switched focus numerous times in search of some Adonis-like male standing close by, but all she saw were a couple of old geezers, a smelly beggar, and women.

		Still, she couldn't wrap her head around the thought that she was looking at her. She tried to ignore her, of course. Eve faced front, kept her eyes on the parking lot and mumbled to herself. The next time she turned to check on her she was inches away from Eve and all smiles.

		'Eve!' She squealed and hugged her.

		Stunned, she asked, 'Um ... do I know you?'

		'Yes!' She said. 'No ... I mean, you will. In the future.'

		Eve realized at that moment that she – at least, her from the future – had contacted her somehow. She didn't want people to hear their conversation, so she subsequently abandoned all thoughts of getting on the bus and walked with her to a nearby cafe.

		There, she told Eve her name – Laotta – and explained that they were married in the future.

		And that was it. No time jumps, no dizziness no nausea, no sex starved alien women. Just normal day to day life.

		Now, many years later, Eve still cannot believe they are actually married. Laotta is beautiful. She's not drop-dead-gorgeous per se, but she does get her fair share of attention from men and women. Years of marriage and good food have blessed her with an amazing figure. Her hips are round, her thighs are fuller, and her breasts are rounder.

		Honestly, Laotta had always had a big butt. Even when they met in the bus station for the first time, Eve noticed it.

		Enough of that though.

		Today, Eve is deeply troubled. Eve is troubled because Laotta informed her ... revealed to her things that she did not want to hear. As established prior to now, the reason Laotta knew so much about Eve before they met was due to the fact that she from the future had visited her on a number of occasions.

		However, what she did not tell Eve was that on some of her visits they had engaged in some offensive activities. Eve called them offensive because their genesis was when she was 18 and Eve was 36.

		Laotta revealed to Eve that she had had multiple sexual encounters with her when she was 18 years old and she was much older. Obviously, she has no memory of this. Eve never met Laotta until that day at the bus station. But if what she said were true then any moment from now, her time travels will take her to an 18 year-old Laotta with whom she will have sex.

		Eve loves Laotta. That is the honest to god truth. She enjoyed their sex life, which was still very active – time travelling or no time travelling. But Eve cannot imagine herself having sex with an 18 year-old! The idea of it disgusts her. Thinking of it makes her skin crawl. What could have made her do such a thing still went through her head? Yes, it was Laotta, but she was 18! Why would she have sex with an 18 year-old?

		As usual, Laotta, being all secretive, refused to tell Eve why. She agreed that it should never have happened, but it did, and that's that. She wanted Eve to accept it.

		Eve did know this: nothing can change the past. She had tried before, travelled back in time and attempted to stop a disaster or change an outcome that affected her in the present, but every time she failed. If an 18 year-old Laotta met a 36 year-old Eve and had sex with her, then it meant her – the present 36 year-old Eve – would have sex with an 18 year-old Laotta and nothing she did would prevent that from transpiring.

		However, Eve was determined that this time would be different. This time she would come out victorious. Eve forgot that maybe her shameful deeds with Laotta – their copious sexual rendezvous when she was younger – were probably what brought them together in the first place. She forgot a lot of things. Still, she was resolute about breaking the mold.

		Was Eve just being naïve?. No. She knew 18 year-olds have sex probably more than people her age, but with 36 year-olds? That's just ... not cool. It made her feel like a sexual predator. She still had some reservations about this: She was much too old to be doing something like this with someone so young.

		Eve's thoughts were swimming with fears and doubts as she arranged the master bedroom when she felt long forgotten but yet, familiar nausea assaulting my stomach and clawing her throat. She doubled over. Her head split open.

		The pain brought tears to her eyes. She screamed. And then the pain was gone. There wasn't a trace of it. She wiped her eyes and stared around. She was in a familiar, intimate place – a meadow. This was where she met younger Laotta plenty times during her time travels. She just couldn't determine the time frame.

		"Laotta!" She called softly, for it was dark and quiet and she didn't want to draw any unwanted attention. "Laotta, are you there?"

		Maybe she didn't know she was here. But she should. Eve's doctor and her were able to calculate roughly when her time travels would occur, and Eve explained this to Laotta when she was 18. She marked dates in her little diary. She was always here waiting. What was different about this time?

		It occurs to Eve at the moment that maybe She's in a time where Laotta does not reside. Probably she'd grown older and moved off to marry her, gone to college or hadn't been born yet. This posed complications.

		She groaned and made her way quietly through the grass towards the big house where Laotta should live. The lights were out, and it looked empty.

		She gazed up in time to see a light flare in a room. Laotta's room! She must be in there. Hurrying, she tore across the front lawn so that she was not caught lurking around. The door was open. Eve entered the house and sneaked upstairs. She reached Laotta's door and knocked.

		"Laotta? Are you there?" Her door was open. She peaked in. She was not inside. Damn. She decided to make for their second favorite meeting place beside the meadow: the basement.

		***

		The basement wasn't hard to find. She located it in seconds and ensured she made as little noise as possible while descending the old stairs. The place was dim from lack of light, but there was a little light coming from a corner at the far right behind a stack of boxes filled to the brim with old clothes, shoes, furniture, and other items.

		She crept, craning her neck so she could spy and catch whoever it was before they caught her. Reason: if it were not Laotta, she could get out of the house pronto without any confrontation.

		She heard a voice. It was a sharp, hollow squeal, the sound someone made when they're hurt. It sounded female. Her mind immediately went to Laotta. A shaky moan caught her ear. She neared the boxes.

		Finally, she was right there. She peered around the corner. Her jaw dropped in utter shock.

		Laotta was seated on an old couch wearing nothing but a white bra. Her shoulder-length brown hair was tussled and some of it was matted to her forehead where sweat clung and dripped. Her legs were propped in the air, firm thighs spread open, and her hand worked a thick object in and out of her young pussy.

		On the ground Eve spotted an adult magazine and her clothes. She must have been experimenting. Having once been a teenager, she could relate to this behavior.

		But right now, She was not thinking about her teenage years. She was not thinking about anything, actually. Her mind was blank, and her eyes were glued to the young girl who would one day become her bride. Her flushed face revealed how much she was enjoying herself, enjoying what she was doing to herself.

		Her full, pink lips were stretched as weak, feverish moans spewed from her mouth. Her eyes were shut. Eve could see her nipples outlining the fabric of her lacy bra, charged, and tingling for attention, begging to be tweaked and toyed with. Her waist worked hard, twisting, twirling, and jerking out of control. Her pussy, pink and soaked, glistened with her love juice.

		She didn't need to look down at herself. She could feel her raging sex alive with pleasure. It had a strong desire for something warm and soft. It wanted Laotta's pussy. But Eve objected. She couldn't do it. This was clearly the 18 year-old Laotta her 33 year-old Laotta told her about. Right now she's 18, for crying out loud! She was 36. She couldn't bring herself to fuck her. But she was Laotta. The same Laotta she'd fucked so many times and enjoyed. And that made it harder to turn away.

		"Oh fuck!" She grunted. "Oh, shit I'm about to cum!" Laotta declared in a strangled voice and dug her pussy with the object faster.

		Harder.

		Faster.

		"Oh, my gawd! Oh, my gawd! Oh, my gaaawd!" She flung the object in haste and proceeded to carry on with her fingers. Her free hand gripped the arm of the couch so hard she could see her white knuckles. Her busy fingers stimulated her pussy in a flurry of movements.

		Then it materialized. Eve watched in elation as Laotta let out a sharp cry. Her body convulsed on the couch while her fingers continued to excite her pussy. That was not what turned her on the most though. It was the jet of liquid shooting out of her pussy that hypnotized her. Eve was weak with ecstasy.

		Laotta sustained her squeal while her pussy squirted all over the place, splashing sticky juice on the magazine, her clothes, and some boxes. This was probably what Eve loved the most about Laotta. She squirted. She was a squirt queen. Her squirt queen.

		It ended and Laotta's legs dropped. Her breasts expanded and contracted as she panted, exhausted from her intense orgasm. She sat up, considerd her surroundings and then rose to her feet. She saw her legs wobble.

		Her eyes left her legs and appraised her thighs and butt. Even at this age, her thighs were quite curvy, though not as much as in the present, and also firm. Very strong. Her butt was like a giant apple perched below her back. She took two steps forward and her butt-cheeks took turns to rise and fall, stealing a desire-laced groan from Eve. Eve had a strong urge to grab those cheeks and do things to them.

		"Oh no, Eve's gonna be here any moment!" Laotta suddenly remembered.

		She least expected it. She was standing there, fantasizing about her while rubbing her crotch, when she spun around and caught her. She jumped and squealed So as not to scare her she moved out of the dark.

		"It's me." She said.

		She was wide-eyed, taking in her appearance. Her ample breasts.

		"You ... you watched me?"

		"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to. When I appeared at the meadow; I didn't find you, so I came here. I didn't expect ... you know..."

		Laotta blushed.

		"I – That was supposed to be private." She said.

		"Anyone could have walked in."

		"Everyone has gone to visit my aunt. They called an hour ago and said they wouldn't be back for a couple of days. So ... I ... took the opportunity." She shrugged, hoping to diffuse the awkward tension in the room.

		Eve's eyes fell on her pussy. It was wet with her cum. Her thighs were also drenched. That made her pussy even wetter. She didn't hide her lust, though. There was nothing to hide, really. Not now after she'd seen it all. Besides, she was not one of those chicks who are afraid to show off their stuff.

		'I'll just clear this place.' Laotta murmured, turned around and bent to pick up her sodden magazine and clothes.

		The action caused her butt to shoot out and fatten before her eyes. She groaned. Her self-control shattered and she strode forward. Her arms wrapped around her stomach and she pulled her to her. Subsequently, her pussy pressed against her butt cheeks. It felt good. She sighed and grinded against her.

		"Oh!" Laotta was surprised by what was happening. She straightened.

		Eve's left hand went for her breasts, squeezing the youthful molds, and her right hand attacked her pussy.

		"Eve!" Laotta squeaked and shivered. Her hips moved in soft circles in reaction to her fingers in her pussy. Her butt shoved back at her pussy.

		Laotta's skin was clammy with sweat. She leaned and sniffed her neck. She smelled good. Intoxicating. She was aroused even more. She held her waist and led her silently to the couch. There she made her bend forward and clutch the couch's arms. Her glorious butt was right in front of her, inviting. She got on her knees, spread her butt-checks and began to eat her pussy. Hmm. It tasted familiar. Delicious.

		"Aaaah!:" Laotta grunted. "Oooh Eve..." Her butt was unable to remain inert, much to her delight.

		She munched her pussy, licked it, worshiped it, roused it, and then she moved on to her thighs. She nibbled. Laotta was quivering all over. Her breathing was quick.

		Eve jumped to her feet at last and cupped her pussy lips with the palm of her hand. She was toying with her and enjoying it like she would in the present. Laotta moved her butt sensually.

		"Put them in!" She pled. "Stick them inside!"

		Eve smiled and sunk her index finger into her pussy. She's warm, very warm, and tight. Lord, she's tight. She held her cheeks apart and pushed forward.

		"Aaaaah! Oooooh!!" Laotta yelled. She'd never taken anything like my finger from the rear before.

		Eve's finger were not extremely big, just the average. But she used three together. She knew she was now stretching her pussy to its elastic limit as she persisted with her slow, sweet exploration into the depths of her young cunt.

		The exploration ended and Laotta groaned with a smile. Laotta could barely stand, so she allowed her knees to fall on the couch. She was shaking like a leaf on a windy morning, excited. Due to the basement's poor ventilation, they were both covered in sweat. It made it all the more thrilling.

		Eve proceeded to finger fuck Laotta slowly. Smoothly. She was giving her pussy time to adjust itself to her hand now inside her young sex. Laotta bit the couch and growled as though she was experiencing something both painful and pleasant. As Eve's waist traveled to-and-fro her hands meandered over the young girl's slippery back, and then onto her luscious butt. She rubbed, squeezed, and spanked her butt.

		"UUUGH!" Laotta responded just the way she liked it.

		Now she could feel her lubricated pussy loosening its grip around her hand. It was much easier for her to run her fist along the walls of her cunt now, so she quickened her pace, unleashing her fury. She pounded penetrated her from behind and watched her butt vibrate in the process. Laotta rocked her body, bucking her butt to meet her rhythm. She was a fast learner, her Laotta. Soon they were moving as one.

		Minutes later, Laotta's body was swaying faster than ever. She wept, "I'm cumming! Oooh i'm cumming!!"

		Eve took note of her words and increased her tempo, slamming her pussy up to her forearm, swifter and firmer than before.

		"Ooooh Fuuuuck!" She screamed.

		Eve removed her arm in time, just as her pussy exploded and a flood of cum gushed forth onto the ground.

		"Let it out! Let it out!" she encouraged, her fingers stroking her pussy roughly.

		"Uuuuugh! Aaaaaagh!" Laotta was like an epileptic patient as her body quaked furiously while more cum spit out of her pussy.

		The sight of it stirs the beast in Eve. Immediately Laotta's pussy was exhausted of all cum, Eve moved the young girl on her back with had ass on the edge of the couch. Eve wasted no time in vigorously attacking the young girls cunt with her mouth.

		"Ooh Yeeah! Ooh Yeeah!" Laotta grunted and her eyelids fluttered. "Oooh fuck!" Her butt hole tightened. "I'M gonna cum now! I'm gonna cum in your mouth!'

		"Yeees! Yees! Yeeees!"

		"Shiiit! Fuuck!" Thick girl goo raced from Laotta's sex, drenching Eve's face. She felt delighted as she emptied another load from her tireless cunt.

		"Oooh my gawd, that feels soooo good," Laotta whimpered and collapsed back on the couch.

		Eve shared the couch with her, panting, fatigued. She laid in her arms and rested her head on Eve's shoulder. This was lesbian sex so she was not worried about her getting pregnant. If she did, 33 year-old Laotta would have said so. Not that she would have been able to prevent any pregnancies had it turned out that way.

		They talked. Laotta, as usual, bugged her about the future. She finally told her that they are married. This gladdened her heart and her smile was huge. She'd been waiting for her to say that since they first met.

		***

		When Eve returned to the present she found herself on the floor of her bedroom. She could tell it was night from the darkness compressing her surroundings. She sat up, stared around, and got to her feet with a little struggle. On the bed laid Laotta. 33 year-old Laotta. She's wearing a white lace Baby doll and her thighs and curvy butt were visible.

		Eve's turned on. She quietly slipped into bed and proceeded for the kill.

		But before she could take any action, nausea hit her and her head began to spin she was woozy. Whoosh! Then it happened.

		END
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