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The day had begun ominously enough with portents of rain hanging within the deep clouds overhead. Mark frowned at this as he walked into school alongside his buddy, Corey. He sighed, making up his mind that he wouldn’t let a bad omen stop him from making his move. For his part, Corey, a rather pallid-looking, manga enthusiast who had never seen a naked girl whose eyes weren’t bisected by an artistic interpretation of light reflection, gave grave warnings to Mark about his idea as they walked into the school.

“She’s out of your league, man. Forget it.”

“I won’t know if I don’t try.”
 

“Why do you even want to go to the dance. Dances are lame.”

“Dude, girls dance. If I want a girl I have to dance.”

“Do you even know how to dance?”

“Of course not, no one fucking does. The point of going to a dance isn’t to go to a dance.”

“Then what is it?”

Mark looked across the crowded hallway from where his and Corey’s lockers sat adjacent. He saw his quarry chatting with another girl. They could have looked like twin sisters if it wasn’t for the difference in hair color. Flowing blonde hair tied up in a red and blue bow beneath which the prettiest of faces he had ever seen poked out with bright blue eyes, a prissy little upturned nose and lush, red painted lips. Her lithe and nimble body seemed to stretch outward against the mandatory red, white, and blue sports top and pleated skirt combo she wore. He had long since given up on seeing anything nice whenever Casey did a high-kick given the school-issued red bloomers which covered all the best parts of her. Mark tried to act casual as he exchanged his algebra book for his first period literature book in the locker. Still, he couldn’t take his eyes off of her. They trailed along her plump little breasts, her long legs, and her supple butt which promised ultimate pleasure the likes of which he had only dreamed about at night while making love to his right hand.

“Well, what is the point?” Corey pressed with a snort.

“The point of a dance is to get to second base. Wish me luck.” Mark said as he closed his locker and ran his hand through his curly black hair. He clenched his jaw nervously before walking over to Casey.

Corey watched from his position next to the lockers. He frowned. Did Mark really think he had a chance with a cheerleader? It looked not just lopsided but terrifyingly pathetic as he watched his buddy smile his way up to Casey. The other girls stepped in alongside Casey as he approached. Soon they had formed a defensive ring around him as he tried to act casual while pleading his already losing case to a bitter judge and resentful jury of her peers. Corey couldn’t quite hear what was said, but his heart raced. It looked more like Mark was standing in a ring of lions than of girls and the matching uniforms between them served to only increase their intimidation factor.

As Mark finished speaking, Corey expected to see Casey’s face turn into a frown. That wasn’t what happened, however. She cocked her head flirtatiously to the side and smiled at him coyly. Corey’s eyes went wide with shock. Was Mark truly going to get one of the freaking cheerleaders to go to a dance with him? Corey was already living vicariously within that world and hope elated in his heart that maybe he would at least get to hear all the juicy details from Mark’s mouth followed by an even fainter hope that perhaps getting cheerleaders to go out with you wasn’t as hard as everyone made it out to be. Corey’s thoughts and desires to be Mark shattered in that moment as Casey gracefully swung her foot up directly into Mark’s crotch with a disgustingly loud ‘crunch.’ Mark’s eyes flashed wide as he collapsed onto his knees. Corey rushed up to his friend’s side and knelt beside him wrapping an arm over his shoulder. He looked up into the sneering faces of the cheerleaders.

“No need to thank me. I just made it so you don’t have to worry about girls anymore, loser.” Casey said as her and the other cheerleaders walked away laughing. Corey gasped and breathed in their girly, floral bouquet. He had always enjoyed the alluring scent of cheerleaders in the past, but as he crouched there holding onto his crumpled friend, Corey came to regard the oddly sinister nature of the overpowering perfume.

“I hate to say it dude, but I don’t think that could have gone worse.”

Mark groaned and whispered back “actually it could have been worse.”

“How so?”

“She only hit my left nut.”

The day moved on as a few glittering rays of sunlight pierced the clouds. At first the clouds resisted because, naturally, they’re not the easy kind of weather. The sun persisted and, after languishing in conflict for a while, the clouds relented. They submissively allowed their nebulous forms to be forcibly penetrated by long, hard shafts of sunlight. These golden shafts pierced in intervals dappled rays which pranced along the gridiron as Corey and Mark meandered out onto the field along with a few dozen other boys dressed in the same embarrassing, thin, blue polyester shorts and cotton t-shirts printed with an issue number and “Property of Springstead High School.”

Coach Gruper’s second chin jiggled, and his grey hair sparked in the sunlight as he barked out orders at the P.E. class. A collective groan rose from the youth before they reluctantly began running to complete the requisite laps around the edge of the school.

“Are you okay to run, man?” Corey asked his friend as they began slowly jogging the slowest pace that they could get away with in front of Coach Gruper.

“I’ll be…” Mark groaned and then continued.

“…fine.” Mark spat out bitterly.

Despite this, Corey slowed a bit to keep pace with his friend.

“Seriously, they don’t hurt anymore. I’m just…” Mark grimaced angrily.

“Casey’s a bitch.” Corey said, supportively.

“I’m a fucking idiot.” Mark replied.

They half-jogged half trudged along the edge of the school property. It didn’t take long for the majority of the other boys to pull ahead of them further down along the long and winding paths surrounding the school.

“Hey, Coach Gruper isn’t looking.” Corey said to Mark as they ran alongside the far edge of the school’s property adjacent to a bramble-covered oak woods.

“So. He’s still timing us.” Mark snorted out as they continued.

“Go in the woods there and take a breather.” Corey said pointing up ahead where the fence featured a long, gaping section borne from the economic restrictions of public education. “When I come back around for the second lap you can join me, and I’ll swear you were with me the whole time.”

“Seriously?” Mark asked.

“It’s the least I can do, man.”

“Thanks.” Mark said as he furtively sidestepped into the forest letting Corey run on without him.

The penetrating sunlight encountered new barriers here as the dappled green leaves overhead consumed the bulk of it leaving shifting shadows flitting along the mottled trunks and debris below. Mark tentatively stepped over and around these as he foraged deeper into the woodland constantly peering over his shoulder back towards the school to make sure no one saw him. He continued until he could no longer see the track or the field and, by simple deduction, he figured no one could see him.

He found a collapsed tree and lay out across it’s log longways ignoring the splintered base or the relative freshness of its fall. He stared up into the dancing leaves overhead listening to the peaceful rush of wind blowing through them as he watched them sway one way and then another in response to the rolling breezes high over his head. Dread filled him at the prospect of seeing Casey again. Whatever yearning he had for her before now turned to terror in that singular, brutal kick of hers.

“She could have just said ‘no.’” Mark spoke aloud to himself in the secluded cathedral of that woodland.

“Tough day?” a small, female voice spoke out to him from behind.

Mark sat up quickly and spun around to face whoever had spoken to him.

“Whose there?” He called out.

“My name’s Terafin.”
 

“Okay, Tara Finn, why are you sneaking up on me?”

“I didn’t mean too.”

From behind a massive oak, a slender girl’s face peered out at him. She had a dark hair which partially obscured her face. Her eyes appeared to somehow glint slightly but Mark dismissed this as a trick of the light. She bore an oddly angular face though Mark felt strange comfort in this having had more than his share of gorgeous, bubbly-faced girls for the day. He could see little of her body, due to the scruffy bush next to the oak behind which she stood. Her hair appeared strange as it did not seem to move with the breeze but Mark figured this was merely the work of hairspray or perhaps her hair was wet.

She smiled at him warmly.

“What’s your name?” She asked.

Mark squinted at her and asked, “Do you go to school here?”

She shook her head and said, “I don’t go to school. I already know all I need to know. That is, everything, but your name.”

Mark grunted lightly and replied, “My name’s Mark Gantt.”

“Nice to meet you Markgantt. Looks like you’re having a tough day.”

“You could say that.”
 

“Do you want to talk about it?”

“Honestly…” He looked at the girl and sighed. He had done enough talking to girls for the day and whatever bravery he may have had to relate the humiliating tale was all used up.

“no.” He said dropping his head in shame.

“Okay. Would you like to have sex?”

She asked the question as calm and flat as if she had offered him a cup of water.

Mark’s eyes went wide, and his mouth fell open in shock.

“Really?” he asked in disbelief.

Tara nodded and licked her lips saying, “yes, really.”

His eyes darted back and forth trying to figure out what was happening for a moment before he began to back away slightly. “Wait… This has got to be a trick. You’re fucking with me.”

“Well, I’m not fucking you yet.” Tara said with a slight eye roll and a chuckle.

She then continued, “tell me, Markgantt, do you think I’m ugly?”

“Uhh… no.” Mark replied slowly confused by her strange behavior.

She seemed to visually relax at this simple statement and her flesh lightly flashed a shade of pink.

Mark blinked at the flush disappeared just as quickly as it had appeared.

“And you would like to have sex, right?”

Mark squinted suspiciously.

He shook his head and replied, “this can’t be real.”

“How so?”
 

“Girls don’t just offer sex to boys. Like, it just…”

He cringed at the memory of the morning before continuing, “It just never happens. Getting a girl to agree to have sex with a guy like me is practically impossible.”

“Sounds to me like you’ve been asking the wrong type of girl.”

“So, what’s the trick?” Mark asked, suspiciously.

“Huh?” Tara replied.

“Did Corey put you up to this or some other prankster?”

“No one put me up to this.” Tara seemed to be getting a little annoyed at his questions so she pressed “Markgantt, just tell me straight, would you like to experience sex or not? If yes, I can help with that. If not, then go bring me a boy who would.”

“You’re weird.” Mark replied giving her a side-eye.

“I’m not weird. I’m Terafin.” The girl replied cheerfully.

Mark sighed and said, “a girl is a girl. Even if she’s a looney in the woods.”

He turned to her and asked, “no tricks? No traps? Right? Like, you seriously just want to have sex?”

Terafin nodded and smiled broadly as she replied, “Absolutely!”

“Okay, we got to be quick though because I’m still in PE.”

“Don’t worry, you can pee afterwards.” Terafin replied.

Mark watched as the pretty little face began to rise…

His mouth fell open in shock.

Tara’s head kept rising up the side of the tree and then she stepped out from behind.

What had first looked like a girl about his age and size suddenly warped and transition into some surreal monster who bore the disproportionately small head of a young girl upon a ten-foot-tall body.

He backed away eyes locked wide in terror but before he could run or scream, Tara reached out and grabbed his face with a strangely sweet-smelling hand. Oddly enough, the monster smelled slightly like cherries. This fact did nothing to calm Mark as she clutched him up across his midsection with her other hand and lifted him bodily into the air before turning around to pin him against the tree she had been hiding behind. Mark’s kicking feet couldn’t reach the ground as the creature held his back against the rough bark of the tree.

Tara’s face appeared before him again however this time the colors of it warped and molded in rapid succession of flashing lights before settling upon the form of a pale, angular face which looked like an oversized woman. Her black hair warped and moved about her proving to indeed be muscular appendages of some sort rather than common hair. The slight ‘glint’ in her eyes from before turned out to be a full on red glow to her ocular features. His eyes trailed along her nude, tall, slender body with its disproportionately long limbs and oversized features. Her femininity bore through her monstrous form as she boasted ample breasts and a small, promising cleft between her legs. Save for the ‘hair’ on her head which was not truly hair, her smooth body shined smoothly in the forest. Mark always dreamed of one day seeing a naked woman in real life, but not one that could crush him like a bug.

Her face bore no malice as she spoke to him

“Shhh…shhh…” She whispered to him closely as his heart pounded in his chest, and he trembled with terror.

“You probably think I’m going to eat you, but that’s not what I want. If I had just been hunting you for food, I would have grabbed you the moment you stepped into my forest. I would need no trick or ruse to capture you. Do you understand?”

A thin trickle of tears began to form at the edge of Mark’s eyes.

She stepped in close and gave him a wide smile as she slowly stuck out a forked tongue and licked it up along Mark’s left cheek as he trembled helplessly in her grasp.

“I am so looking forward to having sex with you.” Terafin cooed into his ear softly.

Mark stared back at her in shocked disbelief.

“let’s get these cute little shorts off of you.” She whispered as a series of tentacles slithered out slowly from her back. Mark tried struggling but her immense size and strength made it completely futile. Her hand, clamped over his mouth, stopped him from being able to scream for help. He could only watch as her tentacles slide up and over the hem of his shorts pulling them down. He squinted his eyes closed not wanting to watch what horrible thing she was going to do to him. Whatever ‘sex’ this thing was blabbering about was clearly nothing more than some wretched trick and for the second time today, and likely the last time in his life, Mark had been tricked by a girl.

He shuddered in fear as he felt something warm and wet wrap around his cock. Silent prayers fled from him ranging from pleading for her to stop to begging to simply bleed to death quickly so he wouldn’t have to experience too much pain. He waited for the inevitable sting of razor sharp monster teeth to slash through the sensitive, delicate flesh of his cock. The warmth fluxed and moved softly against his cock. Despite his fear, his cock grew hard from the touch it was receiving. He assumed the monster was simply repositioning his cock to get a better bite out of it and so held his eyes closed not wanting to add the horror of watching his cock wrenched free from his body with some spurting blood to the terrifying pain he would experience.

The warmth and soft flesh surrounding his cock moved again and this time it began to pulse back and forth rhythmically creating a disgustingly pleasant sensation, like a tickle just beneath his nuts. Since more time had passed than he expected to survive, Mark slowly opened his eyes.

Terafin still held him pinned against the tree and his shorts and boxers hung limply about his ankles. For her part, Terafin’s mouth wrapped fully around his cock easily fitting all of him within her oversized features. She looked up at him and raised her eyebrows with what appeared to be a smug little smile spread across her face. She then cocked her head lightly to one side and gave him a knowing wink as he felt something wet and slippery slide down along the bottom of his cock and wrap warmly around his testicles. It contracted and massaged them gently as she continued her sensual suckling of his cock.

She released the grip on his member with her mouth and retracted her forked tongue from about his testicles pulling her head slightly back to look up at him. “Mmmm sweet. Your cock feels so warm, soft, and filling. I once overhead a couple of girls in my forest talking about what boys cum tastes like. They said it was salty and sweet. I ate those girls bones and all but now I want to find out what your cum tastes like.”
 

Mark tried to reply something, but the hand over his mouth stopped him. Terafin smiled at him and said “oh, I see.” She gently kissed the tip of his cock and smiled back at him before continuing “I hope you understand now that I am quite serious about having sex with you. It wasn’t a trick or a trap. You believe me now, right?”

Mark nodded slightly.

“Good.”

Terafin slowly loosed her grasp on Mark as she lowered him back to the ground. No longer pinned to the tree, he now stood small beneath the towering creature.  He shivered feeling helpless and pathetic standing there with his gym shorts crumpled around his ankles.

“This can’t be real.” He muttered in complete disbelief.

Terafin patted him on the head and replied, “I suppose that is what a gazelle would say if it got a blow job from a lion.” She chuckled and continued, “it’s not every day that you get to fuck your way up the food chain.”

She reached down and cupped his balls and cock in her hand making him wince in fear for a moment before she said, “I like your penis. It’s very sweet and warm. I especially like the cute, purple tip.”

“Th-thanks?” Mark stuttered a bit still in shock at the unreal situation.

“Let’s get you comfortable so you can relax and flow more easily.” Terafin said calmly. She pointed out to the log he had been sitting on earlier and said, “lay down so I can properly enjoy suckling your sweet semen out of your body.”

Mark swallowed hard. He knew he should run away. He knew that he should scream for help. He knew that he should do these things… but he didn’t want to.

His face felt blush and his heart thumped with both fear and desire as he awkwardly hiked his shorts up and stumbled the short distance back to the log.

He lay down across it sliding his shorts back down. No sooner had his cock touched cold air than did it feel warm mouth once more as Terafin pounced upon him in such a rapid manner he squeaked with terror. She lay her long arms across his chest, and he felt one of her disproportionate hands playfully twirl long, clawed fingers through his hair while her other hand gave soothing circular massages across his chest. The disturbing fact that her fingers spanned the entire distance of his ribcage somewhat counteracted the soothing reassurance of the gesture. His legs felt lost as they lay covered in a sea of her and his cock… well… his cock…

He arched his head to look past the hand across his chest and saw Terafin’s angular, tight face bobbing lightly as she suckled fervently at his cock. The sight was a fascinating mixture of erotic and terrifying. Cheek-to-cheek across her face nearly spread the entire width of his pelvis and her domed head rose well north of his belly button with a dancing cacophony of snake-like tentacle hair. She periodically groaned as she lapped at his cock desirously.

Mark’s mind couldn’t quite cope with the shock of the divergent realities facing him and so Mark opted to do the only sensible thing he could do and leaned his head back staring at the sky. Screaming and struggling would only get him killed anyhow. His only choice was to go along with what she was doing to him. He stared briefly up at the dancing leaves contrasted against the blue sky and he had a faint imaginary vision of paradise. He closed his eyes, and he was there, in that paradise already. Absent the contradictory sensation of witnessing the monster sucking his cock, the actual physical touch experience of it felt incredible beyond his wildest imaginations.

The supple warmth of her powerful flesh pressed against him…

The tender twirling of her fingers through his hair and her hand upon his chest... 

The pulsating pleasure shivering down his cock at her every languid suckle…

The tender caress of her forked tongue massaging his testicles…

Mark ignored the fear, he ignored the terror, and realized that despite who was doing it, this experience felt incredible. He pondered if getting a blowjob from a normal girl felt even half this good and now began to consider his incredible luck. Soon panting came to his mouth as his body began succumbing to the continuous oral massage. He felt his cock grow stiff and full deep within her cavernous mouth and a gentle pat of permission from her clawed hand on his chest gave him the final touch that he needed to moan and let his body began feeding his salty seed deep into the monster’s gullet where she lapped away at it greedily.

His legs shivered from the orgasm as his eyes locked wide and he stared up at the dancing leaves while her powerful, yet gentle tongue caressed his balls, massaged out the last drops of semen he could produce for the time being. Not sure why or what he was doing, Mark instinctively reached up and grabbed hold of Terafin’s hand on his chest with his own and clung onto it as he bucked and spasmed through the most incredible moments of his life.

After he had finished, Terafin raised her head and giggled lightly as she licked away the last few drops of cum from the tip of Mark’s soft, purple head with her forked tongue before she sat up fully on the log.

“Thank you.” She murmured to him softly with a smug little smile on her face.

“Thank you.” Mark gasped. His head still reeled with all the emotions and experiences he had just gone through.

“That felt incredible.” He continued softly.

He slowly sat up and Terafin reached out a hand to help him. He took it and gave her a nervous smile saying, “you’re not going to kill me now, right?”

Terafin shook her head and said “no.”

“Then…” Mark’s voice trailed as his mind began to wander to strange and fantastic places. Places where the obvious barrier between “girl” and “monster” started to thin and blur. He couldn’t deny a few simple facts. This creature had just given him the most incredible experience of his life and something he could have never hoped to have received from Casey in a million years no matter how much love and adoration he showered on her. Also, once one looks past the ten-feet-tall, semi-squid-like, color-changing-skin, disproportionate limbs and claws… Terafin could almost be considered beautiful.

Mark clenched his jaw. The last girl he had considered these thoughts around had busted his balls, quite literally, and he felt confident that Terafin would easily do much worse to him if she grew angry.

He shook his head and said in a dejected tone “forget it.”

“would you like to be a boyfriend of mine?” Terafin asked him.

Mark’s eyes lit up and a broad smile spread across his face. “Really?” He asked in shock.

“Of course. I have only one rule.” Tera warned.

“I suppose it’s don’t tell anyone about you.” Mark replied.

“No, you can tell people. I don’t care about that.”

“Oh.” Mark said with a slight hint of confusion in his voice

“No jealousy. I am going to have sex with other boys. Accept it.”

Mark took this in thoughtfully for a second before realizing he shouldn’t be so stupid as to think it through at all and just say…

“Yes.”

“Wonderful.” Terafin replied as she pulled him in close for a hug as they sat there on the log.

“Psst… Mark, you back there?” Corey hoarsely called in from beyond the brush-line.

“Shit! I… damn it.” Mark sputtered as he hastily pulled his shorts back up and got to his feet.

He turned back to where Terafin sat smiling.

“I’ll see you again, right?”

Terafin nodded quietly.

“Here, after school?”
 

Terafin shook her head and replied, “I have to keep moving.”

“How will I find you?”
 

“Wander through the dark and lonely woods long enough and I’ll find you, my sweet, little Markgantt.” Terafin said with a smile.

She nodded her head back to the field and continued, “next time bring your friend too. He sounds cute.”

“Dude, what the fuck, are you talking to someone back here?” Corey called out.

Mark heard Corey stomping through the brush, and he turned to head back to him but spun around to ask Terafin one more question only to find the log sat devoid of any mythical creatures.

“oh, there you are. Come on, Mark. We got to get going before Coach Gruper gets suspicious.”

After returning from school, a strangely maternal assault befell Mark as he entered their modest ranch home.

“Where have you been?!” his mother, Lucy, pounced upon him with these words as soon as he entered.

She grabbed him close to herself and he felt her wrap warm arms around his shoulders, but her Kevlar vest press against his chest. Confusion filled his mind as he couldn’t figure out why she was wearing her cop-gear at home.

“Mom, what the hell? What do you mean ‘where have I been?’ I just walked back from the bus?”

She let go of him and stared deep into his face with wide, frantic eyes. Mark could tell something was wrong.

“Are you okay, mom?”

Her body seemed to shiver for a moment as her wide eyes seemed to be searching for some kind of answer to a question that Mark didn’t even know the first clue as to what it was.

“Mom? What happened?”

Her hands trembled with fear.

“Have you gone in the forest today?”

Mark’s mind whirred in terror.

Did she know?

Was she talking about something else?

Why was she acting so strange?

Mark swallowed hard and did what every teenage boy since the invention of teenage boys does when talking to his mother and lied. He didn’t even fully understand why he was lying. He just knew that whenever an adult asks a bizarre question with a preponderance of weight and force behind it, the best strategy is to lie. She could have as well asked him if he was breathing oxygen with such a tone and Mark would have reassured her that he never heard of such a horridly dangerous gas.

“Uhh… no… why would I go in the forest?”

This seemed to calm his mother a bit.

“Oh, thank God, you’re a good son. Of course, you wouldn’t go into the woods.”

Mark cocked an eyebrow and asked, “what’s wrong with the woods?”
 

His mom gritted her teeth and squinted sharply. Like all mothers, since the invention of mothers, she knew that the best course of action would be to lie to her teenage son. In the history of teenagers asking parents questions, one has yet to receive a whole and truthful answer.

“I uhh… there was a couple of campers who were attacked last night.” Lucy said with a dejected sigh. She clenched her jaw and continued, “probably just a bear attack. Yeah, definitely a bear attack.”

“Okay? I’m… uh… sorry to hear that, I guess.” Mark said hesitantly.

“I want you to stay out of the woods.” Lucy pressed

“Just because of a bear? Mom, bears don’t mess with you unless you do something stupid like leave food out and stuff.” Mark scoffed.

“Just…” She gritted her teeth and said with a snort, “listen to your mother.”

Mark rolled his eyes and said, “fine, mom, I’ll avoid bears in the woods.”

The next morning, his mother’s words of warning already fled from his mind, Mark practically bounded into school with excitement that morning. He went skipping down the halls gleefully much to the confused stares of other students.

“God, I hope coach makes us do running again in gym today.” Mark said to Corey as he sidled up next to him at the lockers.

Corey glared at him and said “dude, as your friend, I feel it’s my responsibility to tell you that you have totally lost your fucking mind.”

“and I’m telling you, you have got to meet her.”
 

“Yeah sure, your imaginary woodland ‘girlfriend’” Corey said with a set of air-quotes around the most unbelievable part of Mark’s story.

“First off, Tara isn’t imaginary. She’s very fucking real. Second off, she only lives in the woods because people probably wouldn’t accept her or something.”

“You know, Mark, next time you find psychedelic mushrooms in the forest, you should share rather than popping them all for yourself.” Corey snorted with a slam of his locker.

“Okay, fine, don’t believe me? How about you go camping with me this Friday?” Mark asked.

“Friday’s the night of the dance.” Corey protested.

Mark waved a dismissive hand across the crowded hall replying “let the other dumb losers try their luck with one of these stuck-up prissy girls. I’m going after a girl who actually enjoys having sex.”

Corey sighed.

“Come on man. You and I both know it’s either camping with me or watching anime in your basement.”

“Okay, fine, I’ll go camping with you.”

Mark danced happily.

“Why you so excited about this anyhow?”

“Because she asked me to bring you.”

Corey lowered a skeptical eyebrow and asked, “but she’s your girlfriend?”

Mark waved a dismissive hand saying, “don’t worry about it. She’s down for whatever.”

Corey shook his head “I don’t know how you talk me into this shit.”

Mark continued, “yeah but we got to keep it on the down low. My mom’s being weird about some bear in the forest or something.”

An emissary from the cheer squad suddenly stood before them. Corey and Mark beheld the preppy short girl with her perfectly preened blonde hair tied up in an oversized red-and-blue bow with uniform to match. They both instinctively turned sideways towards her quietly shielding their crotches with their hands. Mark thought about it and felt pretty sure her name was Stacey. She had a strange air of formality about her, as if she had approached them on some form of diplomatic mission.

“Hi.” Stacey said with a slightly stilted smile on her face and a high-pitched nervous tone.

“Uhh… hi?” Mark replied, trepidatiously.

“So, like, Casey feels like totally super sorry about what she did to you yesterday and stuff and so she like was hoping you weren’t too angry about it.” Stacey flippantly rambled off her words in rapid succession.

Corey and Mark gave each other a glance.

“I guess I’m okay now.” Mark replied with his jaw clenched tightly.

“Okay, good, she wanted to ask if you would like to go with her to the dance on Friday.”

“What the actual fuck!?” Corey burst out in shock.

“Tell her I can’t make it. I have something else going on Friday evening.”

Stacey’s fake smile fell, and she leaned in close to them. Some layer of her formal, diplomatic mission appeared to have been stripped away. “Look, Mark, I’m really sorry about what she did to you yesterday and she honestly feels terrible about it. This isn’t some kind of trick or something. Honestly. She wants to go to the dance with you.”

“This is unbelievable.” Corey snorted in amazement.

Mark shot him a brief look and then back to Stacey.

“Why?” Mark asked.

Stacey’s face fell flat and blank.

She blinked slowly and blew out a breath.

“Why are you asking ‘why’ you and I both know she’s totally out of your league and you should be grateful.”

Stacey nodded and looked down the hallway suspiciously before continuing, “Jason, Tom, Xander, all of them just like, I don’t know, totally ghosted her or some shit. Come on. She’s desperate.”

“I’ll go with her.” Corey blurted out.

Stacey squinted at him angrily and turned her attention back to Mark as she continued, “so, what do you… like… want me to tell her?”

Mark stared icily at the beautiful little girl and replied, “tell her that it sounds to me like she doesn’t have to worry about boys anymore.”

Stacey frowned and growled out, “she was right to kick you, jerk.” She spun around sending up a swirl of hair and skirt pleats and seemingly dusting them with her youthful perfume before stomping off in a huff.

“Dude, as your friend, I feel it is my responsibility to tell you that you’ve totally lost your fucking mind.” Corey muttered in utter amazement.

“Trust me, this will be worth it. Prep some camping gear. I’ll be at your house tomorrow night.” Mark replied.

“Dude, this is totally not worth it.” Corey grumbled as he sat staring into the flickering orange flames of the fire. It had been a bit of a hike from Corey’s house to find a decently remote portion of forest, made all the more difficult by Mark’s continuous efforts to keep their camping trip clandestine. One beat-up old tent, a troublesome fire, a few slices of summer sausage on crackers, crickets chirping through the dark, somber trees… so far everything felt exactly the same as it did back when they had been kids and would periodically go camping.

“Trust me, she’s out here.” Mark called back from where he stalked around the perimeter just at the edge of the fire’s light. Corey sighed and muttered, “I could be watching ‘Ghost in the Shell’ right now. At least then I would get to see some cartoon titties.” He sullenly stabbed a slice of summer sausage onto a pointed stick and held it over the fire listening to the saturated fat and nitrate preservatives sizzle in a pantomime of cooking.

Had they not been friends for so many years, Corey would have suspected Mark to have been up to something with dragging him out so far away from the city. Mark simply wasn’t the prankster type, and he definitely wasn’t going to do something nefarious which left Corey with only two possibilities. Either Mark was somehow telling the truth, albeit a bit embellished through the lens of excitement, or Mark was cracking up. Corey considered how perhaps Mark had, somehow, encountered a woman… maybe a homeless hobo or some crazy shit like that, and indeed had sex with her while Corey jogged in his stead.

“I’m going to look around for a bit.” Mark called back to him from the edge of the forest. Corey grunted apathetically. No amount of money in the world could convince Corey to wander around the creepy-ass dark woods at night far away from the glow of the campfire. Yet, he felt it a fitting punishment for Mark with his made-up stories of mysterious woodland women and other big-foot shit. Corey pictured himself tromping off to collect up his idiot friend from where he had twisted his ankle falling over a branch or some other dumb shit. For now, however, he brought the so-called “meat” back to his lips and gingerly nibbled it off the stick trying to avoid burning his lips. It was just as well they had plenty of sausage. Corey figured he would need the protein for extra strength to carry his idiot friend back out of the forest before this was all through.

Mark tromped through the undergrowth using his small, LED flashlight to get his bearings.

Flicked on…

He stood in the glare of a terrifying night enveloped in a pitiful beam of artificial light. Drab oak-tree trunks and leaf litter bleared back at him menacingly.

Flicked off…

Pitch blackness for a few moments as his eyes slowly adjusted. Soon, however, he came to appreciate the pale silver moonlight dancing across the leaves over his head. In places it found canopy holes to penetrate down to the ground level giving a magical aura to the forest about him. He glanced over his shoulder to where Corey sat glumly staring into the fire completely missing the magic of this moment. Had it been scarcely a few days ago, Mark’s natural fear of darkness would have forced his flashlight back on and his feet to convey him as quickly as possible back to the safety of the ringed light of the fire. But now the spooky, ominous, dark woods held within it a sexual magic for him.  He carefully stepped around brush and stump periodically checking behind him only to make sure that he could retrace his steps to the fire if needs be. Fortunately, the flickering orange glow stuck out like a sore thumb in the silver and black forest making it easy to spot the fire from great distances, even as it’s light mostly dissipated against the dark, wooden trunks of the trees. Mark breathed deep of the soft earthen scent and reminisced about how Tara’s mouth had felt upon him.  He contemplated what they could have done wrong to cause her to not show up.

Was it too much light?

Too much noise from the fire?

Was Corey ruining his encounter?

Surely it couldn’t be. Tara was hardly a skittish animal driven away by the sight of flames and him and Corey couldn’t be more plunged into the forest far away from civilization if they had tried.

“Tara? Are you out here?” Mark called softly into the dark forest hopefully.

He tripped slightly over some fallen log but caught himself briefly against a tree before righting himself again. He smiled and leaned his back against the tree. He closed his eyes and licked his lips praying silently that he would feel warm, fleshy, too-long-to-be-human fingers wrap delicately around his cock. His mind yearned to hear the sweet sound of her voice, to see her hideous and yet beautiful frame. He sighed as his member grew stiff in anticipation as he contemplated the seemingly inverse act of giving his body over to her for her pleasure. It was different than any human girl he had ever encountered. Rather than a desperate chase followed by either humiliating simping or desperate begging only to be met with a miniscule chance of success and a massive margin for rejection, Tara had asked him, instantly bypassing all the worst parts of being a boy seeking to lose his virginity in one fell swoop. Unlike human girls, Tara actually wanted sex and Mark felt blessed by whatever god ruled over hideous creatures to have met her. But now…

Had she lied?
 

Had it truly been a one-time event?

Mark frowned.

Had he somehow dreamed the whole thing?

He heard a shuffling in nearby underbrush and his heart leapt.

“Tara?” He called out.

No reply.

His excitement turned to fear. What if he was indeed found by something other than the terrifying cryptid stalking the forest. What if some normal bear or other creature came upon him?

Mark knew that he couldn’t risk such an infinitely more common occurrence and so he opted to spoil the magic of the moment by turning on his flashlight. The rustling drew closer, and Mark called out again 


“Tara. Is that you?” 

Blue and tan filled his vision as Jason stumbled out into the small clearing where Mark stood. Jason put up his hand to shield the flashlight glare from his eyes and said defensively, “this isn’t what it looks like.”

“Jason?” Mark asked lowering his flashlight to point it at the ground. Jason’s narrow, angular face and red-haired crew cut gave him a naturally menacing appearance which served him well on the football field and truly matched his overall demeanor.

“Mark? What the fuck are you doing out here?” Jason asked.

“I was about to ask you the same.” Mark replied in irritation.

“Yeah, uh… I’m meeting someone. Look, just forget you saw me, okay?”

“Is it Tara Finn?” Mark asked, with a faint twinge of rage building in his voice.

Jason’s eyes went wide, and his mouth fell open. Mark expected him to say something but instead Jason swung a right hook directly at Mark’s face. Luckily, Mark was already on his guard and quickly ducked letting Jason’s fist swing wide through the air. Mark bellowed angrily as he foolishly plowed headfirst into Jason’s midsection dropping his flashlight to the ground.

Somewhere, in the back of Mark’s mind, the subtle self-doubt crept in reminding him that he had just gotten his ass kicked by a fucking cheerleader, what exactly was his plan for going up against a football player?

By shear, stupid luck Jason stumbled backwards over a root tumbling to the ground with Mark over him shouting “you stay away from Tara, you hear!” His exultation was short lived as Jason’s next right hook connected making the world spin about in a dark tunnel for a second as ringing filled Mark’s ears. When he came round, he was toppled over on his side clutching his head as Jason growled back at him “fuck you, dweeb. Tara’s mine. I saw her first.”

He drew back his foot for a brutal kick and Mark instinctively rolled into a fetal position and closed his eyes expecting to feel a blow any second.

Jason’s screams suddenly filled the night air.

Mark shot his eyes open just in time to feel long, powerful, thin fingers wrapping around his midsection and to see Jason dangling upside down from an inhuman claw.

Tara held both boys up several feet off the ground in her multi-jointed hands. Mark initially felt he had the better of it as Jason swung upside down from one of his ankles while Mark had a massive hand wrapped around his chest.

“I…

HAD…

ONE…

RULE!”

Terafin bellowed deep, low, and angry at the two of them.

Her eyes glowed bright red and the tendrils from her back flexed and extended menacingly under the night-canopy of the trees only vaguely illuminated by the dropped flashlight.

“One simple rule, and you couldn’t even do that!” Tara hissed angrily as Mark felt her hand constrict around his chest forcing his breath from his mouth as he gasped for air. In that moment the hideous first instinct that he had about Tara before the fellatio returned to his mind and shocked away the thoughts of the boy only a few minutes prior praying to encounter a cum crazed cryptid. Mark came to realize the very real possibility that the sinister and unnatural thing stalking the forest would indeed kill him.

“Please, it was just… we were just fucking stupid, okay? Oh, god… don’t kill him!” Jason screamed from where she held him upside down.

Her eyes softened lightly, and Mark felt the force around his chest ease letting him breath once more a few, ragged, shallow breaths.

Tara brought both boys up close to her face and spoke to Jason saying “If I kill him, you will no longer have to share me with him. Isn’t that what you want?”

Jason sputtered, “No! I mean, Mark is a loser, but he doesn’t deserve to die. Please. Just let us go.”

“Mark! What’s all that shouting? You okay out there, dude? Jesus fucking Christ, you really shouldn’t go tromping around in the fucking dark like this, man!” Corey shouted

Tara snapped her head up to look in the direction of the campsite where Corey was calling from. She looked down at Mark and he felt her claw loosen a bit more letting him finally draw full breaths of air again

“You brought Corey?” She asked Mark.

Mark panted and replied “you… asked… me… to.”

“Yo, Mark, where you at, man?” Corey called distantly as he tromped off in the wrong direction away from them.

“So, you accepted me having sex with Corey, but not with Jason?”

Mark clenched his jaw not sure how to answer that. It had made more sense before. Clearly Tara was ‘big enough to share,’ if there was such a thing when it came to horny cryptids, and Mark actually looked forward to sharing the experience of her with Corey. However, sharing her with a douchebag like Jason felt… well… wrong, in some inexplicable way.

“Sorry.” Served as Mark’s only reply.

Tara frowned at them and said, “look at me.”

Both boys stared the menacing creature right in her glowing red eyes. Her tendrils shook and her skin flashed with a multitude of rippling colors.

“Do I look like some pathetic little human girl you can put a ring on and make your exclusive little housewife?”

“No.” both boys replied in solemn unison.

“Good. I pick out the boys that I want, and I fuck them for my own entertainment. That’s how this works. Don’t ever get confused about that.”

She turned to Mark and said, “At least your mind was in the right place when you brought Corey out here to give him to me.”

She turned to Jason and said, “you were supposed to have brought me Derek. Where is he?”

Jason sputtered and replied “I tried. I told him about you, but he said I was full of shit. He doesn’t believe me you exist. He’s at the dance with Casey.”

“Wait? I thought her and Derek were broken up. Casey sent a cheer-girl to ask me to the dance earlier today.” Mark said.

“Dude, I swear, that’s where he’s at. Him and Casey are at the school dance.”

“But why would she ask me to go if she already had him?”

“I don’t know. Maybe cause Casey’s a bitch.” Jason protested

“But why would she do that?” Mark asked.

“Cause she’s a bitch!” Jason shouted back.

“Come on, Mark. Casey is a bitch. Even I know that.” Tara said to him.

“But she seemed so…” Mark started up with but trailed off.

“I don’t know how Casey being a bitch is a surprise to you. She kicked you in the balls for asking her out, after all.” Tara spoke up.

Mark blinked at her in surprise “how did you know?”

Jason said, “Dude, the whole school knows.”

Tara nodded and said, “Lucky for her, she didn’t rupture any of your precious little parts. Otherwise, I would have enjoyed listening to her screams as I ripped her apart slowly for having denied my sexual access to you.” Tara turned back to Jason and said “Unless she relinquishes Derek over to me, I will challenge her to open combat for my rightful claim to Derek’s cock. If she’s smart enough to share, I might let her live. If she’s stupid, well those muscular little legs of hers are full of healthy protein. I need to be watching my figure and pickier about who I eat. A girl like that would be a very healthy snack for me.”

The forest began to sway about him as Tara started walking still carrying both boys back towards the camp. “In the meantime, you two have broken my rule and you must be punished. Since, I rather enjoyed the way Jason collapsed across my thighs and begged to cuddle after sex while whining about how his mother never hugged him anymore…” Mark couldn’t see it in the blear of the night but he felt certain Jason was blushing horribly in shame. Tara continued “…and I like how Mark’s tiny little cock, pathetically small even by human standards, produces the sweetest sperm I’ve ever tasted...”

Mark shivered in insecurity as she plunked him down on a fallen log right at the edge of their camp and set Jason down next to him in a puddled heap. Jason scrambled to right himself on the log however neither boy dared to speak. She regarded them coldly and said, “take your cocks out.”

Neither boy moved.

“Do it.” She sneered.

Mark quickly slipped his shorts down and trembled fearful of what Tara might do next. He glanced briefly to his right where Jason unzipped his jeans and pulled his cock out through the zippered hole.

“Grab hold of Jason’s cock.” Tara said to Mark.

Mark’s mouth fell open in shock and his eyes went wide. She barred her teeth at him and slowly Mark reached over. Jason winced uncomfortably as Mark wrapped his hand around the warm flesh of Jason’s cock. A sickening feeling came over Mark’s belly as he did this, and Jason shivered in terror.

Tara turned to Jason and said, “grab hold of Mark’s cock.”

Mark’s stomach dropped as Jason hesitantly reached over and wrapped a warm, powerful hand around Mark’s cock. Terror filled Mark know that the boy he had just been fighting with now could put him in a painful hell just by punching downward with his hand across his balls.

“Now, rub it. Both of you.”

Slowly and trepidatiously, Mark began to gingerly rub Jason’s cock. It felt soft and limp in his hands as Jason was surely just as terrified of their insane situation as Mark was. Likewise, Mark felt Jason hesitantly begin tugging at Mark’s cock.

Tara smiled at them and said “Good. Now you two are going to sit on that log like a couple of good little boys sitting in time out. Get each other’s cocks ready for me while I go fuck Corey.”

She lurked away leaving Mark and Jason too terrified to do anything other than follow her last orders.

“Please don’t hurt me.” Mark begged feeling how close Jason’s powerful hand was to his delicate testicles.

“Same to you.” Jason replied sullenly.

“No one ever knows about this.” He continued.

“Agreed.” Mark replied quietly. To his dismay, his cock began to harden in accordance to Jason’s continuous massage and likewise he felt Jason’s cock grow hard in his hand as well.

“Mark, where the fuck are you? This isn’t funny man!” Corey shouted out into the dark and mystical night.

“Hey sexy.”

The soft female voice came from behind and Corey spun around to see a young woman peering around the edge of a tree at him. Her form appeared outlined in blazing orange from the campfire behind her which left her face partially obscured by the darkness. He raised his flashlight at her and saw her facial features more clearly. Corey screamed as her eyes slid around the sides of her head and her mouth and nose seemed to melt and warp in a surreal flickering pattern that responded to his light. The girl only responded by raising a finger to her mouth to shush him before asking “didn’t Mark tell you about me?”

Corey’s eyes remained locked wide in terror.

“I thought he was making shit up.” Corey stuttered in amazement.

Terafin giggled lightly and replied “I’m real.”

“Where is Mark?” Corey demanded.

He continued “you didn’t… eat him or something.”

Terafin shook her head and replied “no, no, I would never eat sweet Mark. I caught him tussling with Jason and so I sat the two naughty boys in time out.”

“By ‘time out’ you mean… death?” Corey asked as the light in his hand trembled.

Terafin laughed and he watched the mouth form into a smile as she replied “no. By ‘time out’ I mean they’re sitting on a log over there.”
 

Corey followed her pointing hand to see two figures sitting side-by-side, uncomfortably close. By squinting, he could barely see the faces of Mark and Jason reflected slightly in the orange firelight. Mercifully for the two boys, shrubbery concealed them from the waist down to Corey’s point of view so all he could tell was that Mark and Jason were uncomfortable and sad looking, but he couldn’t see why.

The moment he saw them, however, both boys dropped their eyes and averted their gaze awkwardly.

“God this is so fucking weird.” Corey muttered

“what’s weird is that you still have your pants on.” Tara said.

Corey swallowed hard and looked back at her.

She cocked her head a perfect ninety-degrees to the side in an unnatural movement and continued “Mark mentioned you’re a virgin. It makes me sad to think of all that sperm you either wipe away with a tissue or leave in your swollen, aching balls.”

Corey’s breaths came in shallow pants. He couldn’t believe what was happening.

Tara slithered out behind the tree rising to her full height before him.

“Holy shit, you’re just like Nyaruko.” Corey muttered absentmindedly

Tara’s eyes glowed an even brighter red, “You’ve met another of my kind!?” She asked excitedly.

Corey shook his head, “No, it’s from a show… ‘Crawling With Love’ just a… uh…” Corey blushed and said, “it’s a cartoon.”

Terafin’s eyes dulled lightly, and she gave a dejected, “oh…”

“Do you not know of anyone like you?” Corey asked.

Terafin shook her head.

“Then who named you.”

“Humans.” She replied.

“Humans?” Corey asked in confusion.

Terafin nodded and said, “every human I met would scream out ‘its Terafin’ the moment they saw me, so I took it as my name.”

Corey muttered, “Terafin, tera…fin…tera… do you mean ‘terrifying?’”

Terafin nodded “I realized that later, but I kept my name. However, enough about me.”

She reached out a long arm and cupped Corey’s crotch gently making him wince and gasp in fear. “Let’s talk about how to empty these gorgeous, firm, ripe balls of yours.” She tugged gently causing Corey to gingerly walk closer to her. Her skin rippled with color as he reluctantly drew near.

“He’s not looking at us, is he?” Mark asked with his head bowed shamefully.

“No. He’s not paying attention to us at all.” Jason replied.

Jason brushed his thumb across the smooth tip of Mark’s head bringing a gasp to Mark’s lips.

“Sorry.” Jason said.

“No… it’s okay.” Mark replied with a slight shiver as he desperately tried fighting against accepting how wonderful Jason’s caress of his cock felt.

“You don’t have a small cock. It’s normal size.” Jason said as he continued his massage of Mark’s cock feeling it grow full and warm in his hand. Jason continued more quietly “I just thought you should know.”

Mark realized he was falling behind and so he renewed his massaging of Jason’s cock as he replied “thanks. She probably just said that because she was angry or something.”

“Probably. She made up that part about my mother, too. I just wanted to cuddle Tara because her skin is so incredibly smooth and warm.” Jason replied.

“I know what you mean.” Mark replied.

They sat there in silence for a while stroking one another’s cocks. Mark could no longer deny how he felt as Jason’s warm hand brought forth fresh, terrifying sensations of pleasure. Likewise, he felt Jason’s cock growing ripe and hot in his own hand.

“I’m curious about something.” Jason said.

“What’s that?” Mark asked.

Corey trembled as Terafin brought him back into the glowing fire circle. In the light, he could see her more clearly and, save for everything being oversized and disproportionate, she appeared every bit a woman and one who also had no desire nor need for clothing. His eyes traced along her long, thin arms back to her chest where a pair of smooth, firm breasts jutted out a bit dramatically with sweet-looking nipples. He traced his eyes downwards along her elongated legs and to her bare, smooth crotch where a pair of rubbery-looking lips guarded the entrance to her womanhood. Despite her sexual organs being out and plain to see, her sheer size and surreal appearance made thinking of her sexually a bit difficult.

Terafin noticed his stare even along her ashen-grey flesh and said to him “would you like me to look more like a human girl?”

“You can shapeshift?” Corey asked.

“Even better.” Terafin replied and her polychromic skin rippled and flashed before transitioning to an enticing hue of peach and pink. Now her soft areolas had an inviting appearance, and her skin took on a more appealing tone.

“I’ve been grabbing fucking so many boys. I’m in the mood for something different.” Terafin said to Corey. She smiled at him and said, “are you brave enough to give me a new experience?”

“What kind of experience?” Corey asked, hesitantly.

She gestured towards the tent and said, “let’s play a game, I’ll pretend to be a submissive, little human girl and you can fuck me. Bring out a sleeping bag and flatten it out so I can lay on it the way you would do to take care of a human girl.”

Hastily, Corey leapt into the tent and gathered up his sleeping bag. He still couldn’t believe this was happening, but he wasn’t about to pass up on this once in a lifetime opportunity.

In a flash and a flurry, he unrolled the bag out across the soft dirt next to the fire making sure to not have it too close to the orange, flickering flames.

He looked up at Terafin with panting on his breath. She licked her lips and playfully extended a claw which Corey took. Terafin spoke in a falsetto tone saying “I’m not sure if I should be doing this. My father will kill me if I get pregnant.”

“Really?” Corey asked in shock.

“I’m playing the role.” Terafin said in her normal, creepy voice.

“Ohh…” Corey replied.

Terafin quickly glanced around and whispered to Corey, “pressure me to have sex. I want to know what that feels like.”

Corey stammered for a second before saying in as overly-bombastic voice as he could manage, “well, uh, you know you can’t get pregnant your first time and this will feel great.”

“Oh, well, in that case, I’ll let you have sex with me but only if you promise to buy me that silver necklace that I saw in the mall last week. It is so cute.”

“Uhh… sure, babe, anything for you.” Corey squeaked out trying to sound like a stereotype.

Terafin giggled and Corey couldn’t tell if the laugh was genuine or ‘in-character’ before she spoke up saying “oh, that is weird. Why on earth would a girl demand payment for sex? Oh, well, stupid little human girls. More boys for me then.”

Terafin held onto Corey’s hands as she gently laid herself down across the blanket. She spread her legs open invitingly and spread her arms up over her head with a warm smile.

“I want to know what you’ve always dreamed of doing with a woman but never got a chance to. Stupid little human girls may not know how to have sex with a boy, but I do.”
 

“Well… I… uhh…” Corey stuttered.

“Shhh… don’t tell me.” Terafin replied as she licked the tip of her clawed hand with a forked tongue before trailing her claws sensually down along the middle of her chest

“…show me.”

“One rule. No one ever knows, got it?” Jason said firmly.

“Do you think I’ll tell anyone about tonight?” Mark asked incredulously.

“Of course not.” Jason replied with a smile.

“Then what were you curious about?” Mark asked.

“She lied about the size of your cock, but was she lying about everything?” Jason replied.

Before Mark could say anything, Jason tilted his body and leaned over bringing his head straight down onto Mark’s crotch. As he did this, he pushed Mark’s hand away from his cock technically breaking Terafin’s rule of what they were supposed to be doing. This fact, however, did not concern Mark nearly as much as the sensation which followed immediately afterwards. Mark felt something warm, wet, and smooth flush over the head of his cock.

“Jason?” Mark asked in shock trying to retain composure as he realized that his cock must now be in the bully’s mouth.

He felt Jason shift a bit and a sudden gush of chilling air surround his cock as Jason lifted his head a bit releasing his grasp.

“Dude what are chicks always bitching about? It just tastes like normal skin. Smooth, actually, not bad at all.” Jason said.

“Jason, I don’t think you should-” Mark stopped talking as the warm sensation filled over his cock again. His aching mind could in no way deny the incredible pleasure spreading from his quivering balls as his breath fell ragged in spurts to the tempo of Jason’s agile tongue as it caressed along the head of his cock.

Mark weakly whimpered and Jason released his grasp once more before looking up at Mark with a strange little smile “that felt good, didn’t it?” Mark shivered unable to speak.

“This is so easy. Go ahead and reach over my shoulder to keep hold of my cock so you don’t get in trouble with Tara. You can enjoy the show of our girlfriend getting dicked down by your buddy out there.”

“What… are you… going to do?” Mark asked with a soft pant in his voice.

“I’m going to see if I can make you cum.” Jason replied.

With that said, Mark felt the incredible pleasure once more as Jason brought his cock deep into his mouth and warmly supported Mark’s aching balls with his hand. Mark wanted to fight against the rising pleasure, but it felt like a tsunami he couldn’t resist.

“Holy shit, they’re so soft and squishy.” Corey remarked as he gently pressed his hand against Terafin’s breast and watched it bounce back with a wavy ripple. Terafin giggled “did you expect something different?”

Corey shrugged as he caressed his hands along Terafin’s abdomen and down towards her hips saying “I always thought they would be, I don’t know, tight or something. Or maybe inflated like balloons but these feel more like water, I guess. I’m not sure what I expected.”

Terafin chuckled as Corey toyed with her breasts for a few more seconds before running his hands down along her waist and sliding them smoothly over her massive hips. “Is this what a real girl’s skin feels like?” Corey asked.

Terafin scrunched up her nose and replied indignantly, “I am a real girl.”

“Sorry, I meant a human girl, er… you know what I mean.” Corey stammered.

Terafin pouted a bit and said, “instead of asking stupid questions how about you start exploring my pussy instead.”

Corey let his hands trail towards Terafin’s pussy. He plied open her soft, pink lips with his fingers gently bringing a gasp to her mouth.

“Did I hurt you?” He asked nervously.

“Exact opposite.” Terafin purred.

“You sure are taking your time.” She chided lightly.

“I’m just appreciating the moment.” Corey softly said as he stared into the terrifying, squishy hole which would soon swallow his cock.

“You’re scared, aren’t you?”

“This isn’t like one of those horror movies where you have teeth inside your pussy that snap out and bite my cock off?”

“I’m not that kind of monster, reach in with your fingers and find out for yourself, if you don’t believe me.”

Corey blew out a long breath. The cool night air and warm smokey smell of the campfire filled his nostrils the same way trepidation blended with anticipation in his mind. A part of him felt anger at himself for being afraid. Hadn’t this been what he wanted his entire life? Wasn’t he ‘man’ enough to take a girl (well, monster, but… whatever) who was simply lying still waiting for him to make his move? Corey shivered as questions filled his mind.

What if he did this wrong?
What if he got her pregnant?

Could he get her pregnant?

Could he get a disease from her?

The whole “different species” thing pushed a few of these more common questions about sexuality out of his mind while another one managed to wriggle its way to the forefront…

What if this was a trap?
 

He had seen countless horror movies about horny young men pursuing mermaids, sirens, and other predatory seductresses to their doom. Those creatures, however, typically sought to hide their monstrous form while Terafin simply lay it out all for him to not just appreciate but poke, prod, and ask dumb questions about. As time passed and he didn’t die, Corey felt slightly more confident that this wasn’t a trap, and she wasn’t going to simply kill him.

He sat between her first set of knees and slowly and curiously ran his fingers around her labia feeling the warm, taught flesh stretch beneath his push. The experience was incredibly surreal, as if something was intrinsically wrong about her alien-looking crotch in general. He didn’t know if he should attribute this feeling to her womanhood or her monster hood, but he just had an unsettled feeling about her vagina. For her part she cooed lightly at his touch and whispered “please, come inside me.”

Corey gingerly pressed his finger into her feeling the soft flesh part into what felt like a muscular ocean of wetness which swallowed his finger up to his knuckles.

“Holy shit.” He whispered as he wiggled his finger lightly deeply inside of Terafin’s body. He could never contemplate, outside of being severely injured or cut open, being able to simply reach a body part inside of another person and the experience felt simultaneously fascinating and terrifying.

Terafin’s legs jerked slightly, and she giggled lightly.

“That doesn’t hurt?” Corey asked in amazement as he bravely pressed a second finger into her.

“The only thing that hurts is the pain of loneliness. Enough tickling me with your fingers. I want your cock.”

Corey slowly retracted his fingers from her seeing them come out slimy and glistening. He blinked in amazement as he looked across her massive, gorgeous body up to where she stared down at him “My pussy isn’t going to hurt you, understand. You can trust it to take care of your cock. Just put it inside and thrust around a little bit. You’ll see what I mean.”

Corey’s hands trembled in the flickering orange light as he slid his shorts off from his hips and let them fall in a crumpled heap about his knees. Likewise, he slid his shirt off over his head and then gingerly lowered himself down onto Terafin. Had she been a normal girl perhaps he would have lay nearly eye-to-eye with her but, because of her massive size, his head came directly to the level of her breasts. He felt his cock press into something warm, fleshy and firm as she said, “a little to the left.”

Corey looked down to see that his cock was jammed up against the side of her inner thigh. He frowned in aggravation at himself for already fucking up the act of fucking. He reached down and straightened his cock out a bit before pressing it gently inside of her. Corey’s eyes went wide as the same, deliciously wet pussy swallowed in his cock same as his finger. He felt her long arms wrap gently around his back and noticed her resting her clawed hands on either side of his body. He rested his body against her broad abdomen and lay his head on her squishy breast for a moment just feeling the incredible power of her enveloping, fleshy, warmth. In that moment, Corey imagined what it would be like to simply crawl right inside her and become part of her. He could not imagine a better paradise than the sensual, smooth, flesh upon which he lay both on top and inside.

“Good boy.” Terafin murmured.

“Do you feel yourself inside me?” she asked.

“Mmmhmm” Corey murmured not sure how to bring forth actual words.

“Good. I can feel you inside me too. I want to experience what it’s like to get fucked.”

He felt her arms release from around him and slide up once more over her head as she said “Go ahead and do what feels good to you while I just enjoy the ride.”

Corey lifted his head seeing the springy nipple jostling about slightly on the end of her breast. He reached up to suckle at it and, as he did so, he felt his cock press further inside of her spreading a delicious, pleasurable feeling through his body. He captured his prize in his mouth feeling the warm, smooth nipple press sweetly against his tongue as he playfully lapped at it bringing moans of pleasure from Terafin’s mouth.

Corey then began to retract and thrust feeling fresh waves of ecstasy flood across his body with every movement. The force of this was such that he had to abandon his toy and leave her nipples alone for the time being as a desirous pant left his mouth. He continued to thrust feeling her body smoothly flex and move beneath him in a uniquely bouncy sensation. A smile came to Corey’s face as an old memory fluttered through his mind. It seemed blasphemously out of place and yet, perfectly appropriate at the same time.

He remembered what it felt like to be a little kid on a bouncy castle.

The incredible sensation of moving and the world around you moving in a strange reverse synchronization such that the moment your feet approach the flexible, rubber bottom of the ‘castle,’ the floor itself moved upward to meet your feet propelling you higher than you could ever jump on solid land. Here, now, he felt that same wildly fantastical sensation of rising, falling, and bouncing but it was accompanied by an incredible pleasure, beyond that which even the best Waifu movie and moisturizer could provide. He could not deny the fact which stared him blankly in the face no matter how impossible it seemed.

Sex with a monster was fun.

After a few thrusts, her legs and hips began to pulse in motion against his body making his thrusts even deeper and his retractions even greater in magnitude. He watched the flickering orange glow of the firelight spread across her warm, swollen breasts as they plunged in and out from his view with every thrust his body made. For her part, Terafin gasped at air with panting moans while arching her head backward forcing her supply breasts even more prominently up towards Corey as if seeking to give them to him as a special gift for his pleasure.

Although Corey yearned for this to never end, his young body quickly rose in exultant pleasure and exploded in spasmic orgasms. He buried his face into her warm breasts and held tight onto her as her warm, voluptuous pussy drank deeply from his squirting cum. Time seemed to slow in that moment for Corey and a lurking fear of what happened next began to creep into the back of his mind. It felt like the moment your parents are hollering for you to get out of the bounce castle and you knew your time was almost over. Raw, sexual pleasure over powered him and he could do nothing but quiver in place as Terafin cooed sweetly and wrapped her arms around his back holding him tight against her chest. As sweet explosions died down to soft aftershocks and his body began to relax back into his control, Corey looked up at Terafin and she smiled back at him. He couldn’t deny the fact that she was gorgeously horrifying.

He felt something soft and warm brush softly against his neck, but he could still feel both her arms wrapped around his back. He snapped his head to the left to look at it and saw a tentacle gently caressing him. His heart skipped a beat, but he kept his actions calm. He couldn’t very well run away from her screaming ‘ah! A monster!’ after what he had just done. She did let him go and he quietly slid his cock out of her and sat back up staring around at the forest of tentacles which surrounded him. They sank away slowly revealing the campfire and forest of trees once more.

“That was fun. We’ll do it again sometime. Okay?” Terafin said to him as Corey stared off distantly with a dazed smile on his face.

“Absolutely.” He replied weakly.

Terafin giggled and kissed him on the cheek before saying “Got to go. I left a couple of morsels warming for me out there on a log in the woods.”

Mark knew for a fact that he wasn’t gay.

He felt confident that he was totally heter-o-normative-straight-as-an-arrow…

So why did Jason’s tongue kept providing deliciously inquisitive pulsations of pleasure which raised doubt in Mark’s mind?

Mark tried telling himself that they were merely doing what Tera had told them to do, just Jason was opting to do it with a bit more enthusiasm than what Mark had expected. Mark bit his lower lip as he sat there in the woods with his bully suckling at his cock while he watched from the distance as Corey finally lived out a lifelong dream and lost his virginity. Granted, he lost his virginity to Tara, but it should still technically count as Tara was a girl. Mark wondered if Corey was aware of the incredible display going on about him as the moment Corey lay down onto Tera’s body an explosion of her tentacles flailed about in the air over their pulsating bodies. The tentacles waved and waggled rhythmically in the air like a chorus of dancing sea-snakes in a display which truly appeared beautiful and horrifying all at once. This bit of cryptid voyeurism made resisting the urge to simply let go and fill Jason’s mouth with Mark’s sticky, hot cum all the more difficult.

Mark squinted, it had been some time now and, surprisingly, Jason had really kept at sucking his cock in such a way that made Mark wonder if this was something Jason enjoyed. He saw Corey stumble back towards the tent gathering up his clothing awkwardly from around the firepit as he went. He didn’t really see Tara leave, rather the tentacles appeared to glow and flummox in the light of the flames for a second and then a dark shadow passed over head. Suddenly, firm warmth clutched him from behind pressing firmly against his back and also wrapped warmly around the sides of his head. Mark arched his head up from where he now rested it right between Terafin’s large breasts and looked up at her face. His mouth fell open in fear, but she smiled resting a clawed hand on his shoulder saying “I’m glad to see you two are getting along so much better now.”

Jason stopped suckling and looked up at her in surprise as well.

“No, no, go ahead.” She said as she rested another clawed hand on the back of Jason’s head and pressed him gently down onto Mark’s cock. Obediently, Jason returned to his suckling.

“That’s a good boy.” Terafin cooed lightly. She patted Mark’s shoulder and ran a hand down along Jason’s back gently. “I’m so happy that you two are getting along better that I’ll share Markgantt’s cock with you, Jason. I can tell you like sucking it. I know I did.”

There was only a soft whimper from Jason as he continued bobbing his head back and forth deliciously along Mark’s cock. Mark groaned softly and rested his head back against Terafin’s chest.

“Markgantt, I know you may be upset about your tussle before but be a good boy for me and share some of your delicious cum with Jason.”

“I…I…” Mark wasn’t sure how to explain to Tara that he wanted her, not Jason. He couldn’t tell if she pre-empted this or if she simply didn’t care as her tentacle rose up and pushed his head gently to the side so that he looked up at her. She knelt down lightly and kissed him sweetly across the lips. Her lips opened his and he felt her forked tongue playing sensually about within the recesses of his mouth with infinitely more length and agility than any human tongue could possess. Likewise, she invited his tongue into her mouth where he gingerly ran it over the razor edges of her teeth. Had she wanted to, a simple snap of her jaws could have severed his tongue clean from his face, but she was clearly not interested in harming him. Rather, she passively accepted his intrusion and let him explore her mouth with his tongue. After releasing their sensual kiss, Terafin whispered into his ear “Make Jason drink your cum like the good little boy that he knows he is.”

This was enough to push Mark over the edge as Jason’s delicious mouth combined with Terafin’s voice to bring him to sweet and powerful orgasm. He clutched onto Jason’s firm, hot cock, nearly having forgotten that he had been absentmindedly stroking it the entire time. Pleasure exploded through his body. Mark felt Jason grow aware of his cumming and Jason retracted his head back trying to get off his cock. Terafin would have none of that, though, as she grabbed Jason’s head and pressed it down onto Mark’s cock making Mark feel the incredible pleasure of continued warmth and wetness surrounding his cock as he orgasmed deep into Jason’s mouth “Don’t waste such delicious cum, Jason. Drink it like a good boy.”

Drink it he did as Mark felt Jason slurping away his cum as fast as he could produce it and the pleasure went beyond orgasmic for a second making Mark flex and shake with giggles as his pleasure peaked into a strange, tickling sensation deep within his buttocks. Jason held his tongue still and Mark’s pleasure died back down into conventional orgasm which drove away all thought from his mind and control of his body leaving him collapsed back against Terafin’s warm, powerful chest while his manhood filled his seed down the throat of his bully.

After Mark groaned in satisfaction, Terafin released Jason’s head and let him right himself up again. Jason grimaced as he looked at Mark neither speaking words nor wanting to. “Good boys.” She cooed sweetly.

Mark felt her clawed hand pull his own off from Jason’s cock as she said, “thanks for keeping him ready for me. I’ll take care of Jason from here for tonight, Markgantt. Go back to camp and get some rest.”

“But…” Mark protested feeling disturbed by the fact that the only sexual experience he got for the night was with Jason.

“I’ll see you again, later.” Terafin said “same as I’ll see pretty much every boy in your school. You understand that now, right? Or do I have to teach you that fact again?”

Mark shook his head. Slowly, he stood back up from the log and reclosed his shorts about himself. He looked morosely at Jason who averted his gaze.

“Do you two need couple’s therapy?” Terafin chuckled.

Neither boy spoke.

“Well, Jason did something sexually fantastic for you, Markgantt. You thanked me earlier when I sucked your cock. The least you can do is thank him.” She continued with a snort.

“Thank you, Jason.” Mark muttered out.

“You’re… uhh… welcome.” Jason replied.

He smiled weakly and said, “you actually do taste sweet, a bit salty, but not bad.” He continued softly “I hope I didn’t hurt you too bad with the punch earlier.”

Mark continued “I’ll be okay. Sorry about trying to keep Terafin to myself. That was selfish of me.”

Jason shrugged and said “I understand.”

He continued with a faint tone of hope in his voice as he asked, “See you in class?”
 

Mark nodded and replied, “Yeah.”

“Glad you two worked that out. Good night, Markgantt.”

As Mark slowly stumbled his way back to camp, he heard Terafin speaking, “I was going to leave you blue-balled as punishment for fighting, but I feel so inspired by how well you sucked Markgantt off that I’ve changed my mind. Bring that firm cock of yours into my body and let me take care of it for you.”

Mark slid into his sleeping bag alongside Corey. He lay there deep in thought.

Was he gay now?
 

If so…

Was he now dating a star football player?

Mark twisted up his lips as he contemplated how he had been wildly more successful in getting a boy than in getting a girl having climbed up the dating ladder to the top in a single step and without really trying. Strange thoughts about being Jason’s boyfriend fluttered through his mind, but he had to press them away as he thought about Terafin’s words and overall sentiment that sex was simply sex, nothing more and nothing less. Just because he sucked him off once, didn’t mean Jason was about to put a ring on Mark’s finger or something. Still, Mark had to admit, he had just received infinitely more pleasure from Jason than he ever had from another human. Mark blew out a sigh, his emotions whirling about his mind. Perhaps this is why girls always wanted things in the other order. The relationship, the status, and then… eventually… sex.

Mark felt weirdly like one of them. Mark apparently had really sweet-tasting cum that everyone wanted a taste of, but no one really loved him as a person. Still, Mark could hardly be angry about it. He did technically get what he wanted, as his body still trembled slightly from the aftershocks of the pleasure that he had just experienced. Mark pouted slightly and considered how sex was just that, an activity between a few people where they create pleasure for one another. That’s what Terafin promised and that’s exactly what she delivered, nothing more and nothing less. Mark shook his head and decided to let it go. He would wait and see if Jason made anything of it in class later. Mark doubted that he would.

For Terafin’s part, Mark knew if he ever felt horny again, he could find her easily enough just by wandering around helpless and alone in the darkest parts of the forest. Mark decided to accept the situation for what it was, sex on tap, no strings attached. He had no reason to be upset about it.

Mark looked over at Corey and thought about their platonic relationship. Perhaps, of anyone outside his family, Corey truly loved him most of all. This thought brought a newfound appreciation for his friend, and a bit of joy that Corey got to experience something incredible tonight.

“I think I’m in love, man.” Corey muttered softly from his bag.

Mark gritted his teeth. He didn’t know how to warn his friend against falling in love with Terafin and how she would break his heart. He replied, “You are?”

Corey nodded and said, “Yeah. I love fucking things that go bump in the night.”

Mark smiled and blew out a sigh of relief. It may not be love, but sex on tap was still a lot better than no sex at all.

Mark said, “We should go camping more often.”
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