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Fertile For The Gods

Long ago, when the gods first put the creation of this world into motion they designed to ensure that its future inhabitants would have a means of contacting them. They did this in the form of a rather innocuous plant. It was a rather common-looking plant. The stem and leaves were the same green as any other. It grew, at max, only a few feet tall. It did not flower, nor did it produce any fruit. This plant, blending in so well with the others, is more often than not passed right on by. If one happened to stop and take notice of it, more than likely, they would find it so unremarkable that they would, just as well, pass it by.

This too was intended by the gods. Who, anticipating the neediness of their creation did not want to be constantly bothered by their petty and worldly issues. For the gods foresaw how much and how often their creation would complain of the world they have had been gifted.

These gods, the same as man, die. Yet they do not die in the same way. Their bodies do not grow old, their minds do not decay, rather they simply choose to pass on to whatever may come next for them.

The original creators of this world have since all passed on. Their descendants now stand in their place. These few remaining descendants, wishing to pass on as well, now require descendants of their own. The gods, though capable of breeding with one another, only mate with each other for pleasure. The reason for such is very simple. It is known that those best suited to look after the creation are those of the creation. As such, the gods breed only with their creation. Thereby giving birth to what is both of the creation and above the creation.

This has happened before. Human history has, though rather inaccurately, kept records of these occurrences. It has been recorded as alien abductions, and when the abductee returns they are scoffed at for their ‘madness.’ Further back it has been known as demonic possession, and without language accurate enough to describe the experience they too are relegated to the ranks of the insane. One time, the gods having mistakingly returned a chosen mate a bit too soon, caused a bit of trouble for humanity, this became known as the virgin birth.

However, this story is not that story. This story is the firsthand account of a man, who, through a different mistake, came into contact with the gods.

-

I needed some time to myself. Time to be alone and reconnect with who I really was. I had to remove myself from what was my current relationship. Everything was going well between Katie and me, at least I thought it was. That was until she said she wanted to put a pause on our relationship.

I have to be honest. I don’t really know what that means. I wanted to be with her. I wanted to grow with her. I wanted to move forward in life with her by my side. She said there were things I needed to work on. Which I don’t fully disagree with. Though I do think we both have things we need to work on. I thought, in part, that’s why we were together. To put in life’s work as a team. Katie, I suppose, had a different view.

That’s why I came here. So I could reorient myself away from all the confusion of the world I had been residing in. Where is here? Pretty much the middle of nowhere. The woods, a forest, someplace far off the trail where nothing could possibly disturb me.

Maybe it was drastic or dramatic or any number of the things my mind tells me that it is. Yet, I believe that’s why I need to be here, to quiet my mind enough to have a clear view of what the hell I’m doing. The last time I spoke with Katie was over the phone. Though I hardly spoke at all. I had a panic attack. My limbs went cold and numb. My body trembled. Something clawed inside of me desiring to get out. I couldn’t get it out, nor did I know if should let it free. I couldn’t even speak. Not a single word. 

I packed a bag with clothes and enough food to last a month, so long as I ration it carefully I should be fine. I had a tent, a pillow, and a sleeping bag. A pen and a notebook were the only two things I had with me that weren’t necessary for my survival. Currently, that notebook is empty. I used to write poetry. Katie never had an interest in my poetry, unless it was about her. Over time I lost interest in it too.

I went for a walk. There wasn’t much else for me to do. I stopped when I came upon a river winding through the trees. I stood at the edge and looked over the running water. Watching as it swept around the rocks jutting out of the bed. I watched as a kingfisher with beautiful blue and yellow feathers swooped down from above. It plucked a little fish from the river, held it in its beak, then took flight. The fish remained hapless, unmoving, and then… just slipped free. Falling back into the river with a plop! I opened my notebook and wrote the first thing that came to mind, a haiku.

Causing no struggle

A fish falls from the talons

Back into its pond

The kingfisher left after that. And once again there was nothing around to entertain me. I wish I had a fishing pole. Even if I couldn’t catch anything, the hope of doing so might have been enough.

I decided to meditate. Maybe that’s the sort of journey this was supposed to be. Meditating isn’t something I do often. It’s also not something I’ve never done. With that, I rested my knees onto the earth, cupped my hands, and closed my eyes.

Within moments my mind began to interrogate itself. Then blame itself. And then pain itself. I wanted to stop. I wanted to get up and leave what was happening, where it was happening, and hope it would not follow me. Yet, like a child forced to sit on his bed and forced to take his parents berating, I remained. Frozen and fearful.

You’re not like the guys I’d usually date. It was my thought, but it came to me in Katie’s voice. The first time she explained to me what that meant, it was something like… I wasn’t big or muscular. I wasn’t aggressive or full of myself. I cared to listen to her and I cared to respect her. The first time I heard her say this, I felt good about myself, and about her.

You’re not like the guys I’d usually date. It was the same words but spoken in a slightly different voice. This time she explained it to me something like this… I wasn’t big or muscular. I wasn’t aggressive or full of myself. I didn’t give it much thought.

You’re not like the guys I’d usually date. The words again did not change but the subtleties in her voice did. She explained it to me like this… I wasn’t big. I wasn’t muscular. I wasn’t strong. I wasn’t all these things. And hearing it this way many times after the first, I felt worthless.

Was I wrong? Was I not good enough? Did I fail somewhere along the line? Did I slack too much or too little? Did she change? Was she trying to get at me? Was I doing this? Did I orient the field between us, knowing this would happen, unconsciously wanting a reason to leave her?

All these thoughts and questions, packed with their own unbearable emotional weight, fought each other for dominance. They remained, unanswered, until, by its own accord, this spell over me broke.

My eyes opened. A breath filled my lungs, a breath much like the first breath one takes after having almost drowned, the lungs free of water, and only emptiness is felt. I grabbed my notebook, placed it on my lap, brought my pen to the page, and wrote.

I can not decide

Where I want to be

And how of this world

I desire to see

When every view

Offers differences from the last

And each view I leave

I wish to find my way back

Better or worse

It doesn’t really matter

But any view

Upon return

Is never quite the same

I desire the one

And then the many

And then the one

And then the many

None of which hits

Quite like before

None of which satiates

A taste that I constantly seek

The constant is

The movement

The trying

All the discomfort that comes with it

The kingfisher returned to his river. And failing to find himself a meal, rested on the opposite edge of the river. There he rested beneath the ordinary plants looming over the river. He let out a high-pitched trill, then shuffled his wings, preening himself. I closed my notebook. I too needed to return. This river was his home. I was only a guest here. I thought it best to head back to my tent before I overstayed my welcome. Before night falls.

When I got back to my tent the sun had set and the temperature dropped. Which was preferable. It is far easier to fall asleep when cold than hot. At least for me anyway. The ground was stiff and hard but my sleeping bag provided me with enough comfort. I laid my head down onto my pillow and stared at the ceiling. Though I might as well have had my eyes close with how little I could see.

I rolled from side to side. Shook my leg restlessly, and shiver. Not so much from the cold. Rather from this internal fear of what I didn’t know and needed to figure out. Sleep did not come quickly, instead, it crept slowly my way. Coming closer, then pulling back, then coming closer.

With my eyes closed and the dull hum of nature around me, the hypnagogic voices inside my mind aroused themselves. They whispered to me in the familiar voices of friends and families, and I remained still, listening. Flashes of dream-like scenes followed. Faces and places. The kingfisher and the fish. The river and the common plants. This only lasted long enough for me to catch a glimpse before fading into the next.

I remained in this state of half-sleep until I found myself fully submerged within a dream. A dream so lucid and tangible that my unconscious mind could hardly differentiate it from reality.

I was in a bedroom. A simple bedroom. A wooden dresser with a t.v on top. A nightstand with a lamp. A lounge chair in the corner facing at an odd angle. Jeans on the floor, shirts too. A single pair of leggings, a familiar red lace thong, and a matching bra. All of which was uncaringly left where they had fallen. And, of course, a bed. The sheets were ruffled and unkempt.

Looking down I saw a man beneath me. A man that I can’t recall ever having met. He looked to be in his late twenties. He had dark black hair that was a bit messy and a full beard. He had no shirt, his chest heaved with his breathing and glistened with a few specs of sweat. He reached a hand out and placed it on my hip. His touch felt as real as anything. Yet, as best as I can put it, it felt off-centered, though only for a moment.

My gaze traced over his shoulder, his bicep, his forearm, and then to my hips. Hips, which were wider than mine, as they were not exactly mine. This was not my body. It was a woman’s. A woman with wide hips and sensuous curves. A woman with full breasts and round perky nipples.

He lowered my hips, his cock pressed against my center. Rocking me back and forth, his cock slid between my pussy. I was wet. Very wet. Each time his cock slipped between my juicy slit and brushed my sensitive clit, I shivered. I shivered with a swelling pleasure that was both real and tangible. I felt it tremble between my legs, vibrate in my core, and pull me in close.

I pressed forward, my palms planted on his strong chest. Oh god, Mmm… put it in me. Though I could hear the words as if I spoke them, they were, in a way, inaudible. My fingers dug into his muscles. He reached between us, searching for my entrance. Finding it, he eased himself in. Oh fuck, baby. He filled me with the fullness of his length. I settled down on top of him, grinding myself back and forth, rubbing my clit against his pelvis as I tensed and gripped his shaft.

His hands went from hips to my ass. Squeezing, then spanking. The sting and pleasure of his rough palm were equally as real. And almost as satisfying as the sweet please of having him inside of me… though not quite.

Fuck yes, give it to me, baby.

He grinned. At that moment, to me, he could not have been more handsome. He hoisted his hips off the mattress, thrusting upward, our bodies meeting in the middle. I tossed my head, whipping my hair out of the way. I took hold of my breasts as they bounced, as the most supple parts of my being jiggled with delight. I pinched my nipples, teasing them between my fingers. A warm glow filled my chest.

Then, scooping me into his arms, he flipped me over. He grabbed my thighs and lifted, my legs parted for him. My wet center happily invited him back in, receiving him once more. I opened my mouth and received his tongue, caught in a dance that I didn’t want to end.

He grunted, his animal instincts taking control of his rational mind. With greater force, harder and faster, he claimed what was his to claim.

Oh god. Yes. Fuck me. Just like that. Fuck, don’t stop.

Perhaps he could hear me. His vigor grew increasingly intense. The bed slid and the frame hit the wall behind me. I held the back of his head, my fingers sifting through his hair, I pressed his forehead to mine, staring into his eyes.

Those eyes, a deep brown filled with an insatiable hunger and lust. And I was the object of that hunger, I was what he craved.

Harder. Fuck me harder.

I wanted more and more and more. I needed him to give me more than I could handle, more than what I could possibly hold inside. To keep giving it to me until I had no choice but to burst forth. As he overpowered me from above, I knew, if anyone could do this for me, it was him and him alone.

Nnngg… that’s it. Fuck this pussy. It’s all yours, baby.

He grabbed my tits. He pinched my nipples. He slapped and tugged and pulled and pounded. I could feel it. Sense how close he was. I wanted that too. All of it. It was mine to have and no one else's. Greedy and gluttonous, I made my final demand.

I held his face between my hands, nodding, rubbing my forehead against his. My teeth clenched, seething for his seed.

Do it. Cum in my pussy. I don’t care. Just fucking do it.

Hard. Forceful. Thrusting. He wrapped his limbs around me, holding tight, growling in my ear as he released himself. I bit into his shoulder, my heels pressing into his back. I lost all words and could only moan. His thick warm cum filled deep inside of me and dripped between us. I raked my nails across his back.

My body sank into the mattress but another part of me rose, lifting upward, separating. Hovering over the bed I looked down upon the two of them. I saw her face. The woman whose body I had inhabited. Her blue eyes and raven black hair. Her deliciously pink lips and pale cheeks.

Katie.

-

Drenched in sweat and enveloped in the darkness I thrashed against my sleeping bag, caught inside. I fumbled with the tent zipper, opening the flap halfway I tumbled onto the grass outside.

“What the fuck.” I swiped my palms across my face. I rubbed my eyes. My ears rang with the incessant buzzing of noisy insects.

It didn’t matter. It didn’t matter where I went or how far away I got. It followed me, lived inside of me, cursed me. Maybe… maybe if I never went back and never returned to the world… Maybe then I could finally be far enough from it to no longer feel it living inside of me like this.

I couldn’t do that though, could I? I did not possess the level of resiliency required to live alone, away from society, forever. I could manage a month. Maybe three. But a year? Five? Ten? I’d be dead long before then. And death, though I currently despised my life and mind, was not something I intended to foolishly rush into. I would have to return to the world, and I would have to do so with a clear mind. No, not just a clear mind, but a new mind. A new self. It wouldn’t be enough to simply cut away the wilted branches and clear the rot.

The woods were aglow with the orange haze of the rising sun. I have no way of knowing how long I slept for. Nor did I have the slightest sense of time, how much of it had passed, how much did I have remaining. There was no use in going back into my tent. I couldn’t sleep.  I didn’t want to sleep.

I went down to the river. I distracted myself with meaningless things. I tossed pebbles at the stones jutting out of the river. I entertained the idea of going back to university, ideas of saving money, and buying a house. Worldly goals and successes, as if such could touch and cure the intangible root of my mind’s dis-ease.

When the kingfisher arrived I set my focus on him, and him alone. He landed on the bank and pecked at the earth. In his beak he carried a spider, its legs twitching and curling. The kingfisher let the spider loose over the river and waited on a nearby branch. When a fish rose to the surface the kingfisher swooped down and snatched it. The fish floundered between the kingfisher’s beak, flopping this way and that. The kingfisher tightened its hold against the struggling creature, scales, and bones crunching, viscous guts seeping out its underbelly.

The kingfisher brought the fish to the other side of the river, laying it beneath the looming plants. He pecked and poked and tore at the scales and bones and innards, feasting upon them all indiscriminately.

I was enamored by his cunning and wondered how he learned such a trick. Was it in his nature? Was it by chance? Was it, in some way, taught to him by an ancestor? Either way, I was inspired, or maybe I just wanted something to do. I thought perhaps I could catch a fish just as the kingfisher had done.

I stripped down, removing my shirt and shorts and boxers, then hung them over a branch. I had no desire to get my clothes wet or covered in mud. Looking down at my naked body, a pang of mixed emotion sparked in my stomach. I can not say the exact emotion or emotions I felt were, but I knew, in part, their root cause.

Images from last night’s dream flashed in my mind. That man, his tense muscles, his carved figure, and his large stiff cock. That feeling of satisfaction as it pressed into and filled my aching need, his hands as they gripped my behind, as we moved in unison.

Was it envy, or jealousy, or disgust, or something else entirely? If any of these were so, I did not know to whom or what they were specifically attached. I placed my toes into the water. A shiver ran up my spine, my flesh prickled with goosebumps. I pulled back. If I continued into the water the cold, as intense as it was for my frail figure, would shock these thoughts clear out of my system. Rationally, I knew doing so would be for the best... But another part of me, the irrational, wanted to keep swirling endlessly around and within these painful and confusing feelings, thoughts, and images.

In the end, I pressed on into the river. As I waded into the center, the watering rising above my cock, I crossed my arms and shivered, teeth chattering.

“Fuck, it’s cold.” My poor cock shriveled to half its size.

The water was clear. Clear enough to see the bottom and the smooth as paper rocks and pebbles below. There was a certain sort of serenity to it if one could ignore the biting chill. The slight trickle of the running water, the tadpoles, and minnows busily going about their day. None of it appeared to hold any concern or consideration, not the water, not the little fish, and not the stones. Of course, this was only how they appeared to me, that’s all I could know, nothing more, how things appear to me.

A slightly larger fish came swimming my way. Maybe a baby trout? I widened my stance and readied myself. I shot my hand into the water, closing my fist… nothing, empty-handed. I sighed. The trout, as if mocking me, didn’t even attempt to make an effort to avoid me. As if he knew this alien creature from the world of earth and concrete had no power in his realm of undulating fluidity.

If the trout’s mocking wasn’t enough, the kingfisher’s certainly was, his delicate trills singing overhead as he fluttered from branch to branch.

“Shut the hell up. It’s not like you caught one on your first try either.”

The kingfisher chirped.

“Are you a kingfisher or a mockingbird? Why don’t you just stick to what you know.”

Why don’t you.

“Because…” In a huff, I dropped down and sat in the river, “I don’t know anything.”

The trout circled around me. I tried to keep my focus on it and grabbing it with one hand. Then I tried grabbing it with two. Then I tried not looking at it, as if by doing so I could superstitiously convince the universe that I wasn’t trying and in all its benevolence it would just gift me the fish. This also did not work.

Taking pity on me, the kingfisher pecked at the mud and plucked out a worm. Flying above, he dropped the worm into the river directly in front of me. The circling fish took notice, rising to the surface. This time, instead of aiming for the fish, I aimed for the worm floating on the surface. Clutching my fist the fish wriggled and squirmed in my grip, desperately attempting to free himself.

“I got him.” I raised the fish overhead in a show of victory. The kingfisher trilled. “Fine, we got him.”

I waded out of the river, standing on the bank, dripping from head to toe. The kingfisher bounced excitedly by my side, flitting his head from side to side.

“We can share it,” I told him. I suppose that was only fair. The kingfisher hopped, flew a few inches off the ground, then landed. “Don’t be so impatient. I have to cook it first.”

The kingfisher followed me back to my tent. We needed a fire. I arranged a few decent-sized rocks in a circle. Gathered dried leaves, tossed them in the center. Then I gathered some tiny sticks. I wondered what the kingfisher thought of this as he picked up a twig or two and dropped them in the center of our pile. Did he think I was building a nest? Had others came out here to camp? Did he, in some way, know we were building a fire?

While I carried the last long, the kingfisher landed on top of it, digging his talons into the dead bark and flapping his wings.

“You know, that’s not really helping any…”

He cocked his head and chirped.

I raised and lowered the log, “Alright… maybe it’s a little lighter.” He seemed satisfied with that response.

Starting the fire was easy. I had lighter fluid and plenty of matches. Once the log caught, I shoved a stick through the trout and held it over the flames. I definitely overcooked it, much safer that way, besides I didn’t really care how it tasted. It was more about having done it, catching, cooking… having accomplished something.

I ate a bit of it. It really wasn’t all that good. I let the kingfisher have the rest. He happily pecked away at it, eating the meat, scales, bones, and all. Once he had his fill, the sun beginning to set, the kingfisher took off, heading back to wherever he nests for the night. And I was once again alone in these woods.

I watched the fire and finished a bag of trail mix. I had left my clothes by the river but I wasn’t about to leave my camp, not this late. I also had no desire to return to my tent. I was afraid of falling asleep. I feared what dreams I might have if I did. I stoked the fire and kept it burning throughout the night.

Hours passed and I remained seated before the open fire. I was tired, extremely tired, no doubt about that. I continued to fight off sleep as best I could. I stared into the flames, watching them dance and shift. Staring and watching, patterns emerging out of the blending red, orange, and yellow. Shapes that looked like wild animals. Shapes that looked like humans. I leaned in, hypnotized by their whirling and swirling dance.

My body grew numb, my eyelids heavy. Heavier and heavier, then, no matter how much I struggled, I just couldn’t keep them open.

-

I found myself once more inside of Katie’s body. The one thing I was trying to avoid. Yet, here I was, unable to avoid it. Although, while awake, I feared this happening. However, when it did. When I arrived here. I felt no fear. Instead, I felt the excitement, the rush, that her body now experienced.

I knew it was Katie. I didn’t need to see my face to know that this time. There was no mistaking these beautiful tits and perky nipples. Nor these wide hips and thick thighs. Trailing my fingers up my thighs, I brushed over my sensual curves and pinched my nipples. I sighed, the pleasure helped settle and situate me inside this other body.

I was in a bedroom, though not the same one as before. Judging by the bed, the dresser, the large flatscreen t.v, whoever’s house this was, they had money. And the man standing before me, he too was not the same man. Though similar in type; tall, muscular, well-built. Yet different in style; he wore a suit, a platinum watch, his hair slick.

As for me, I was naked and on my knees. I had a lust, a hunger, for him swelling deep in my chest. I need him. I needed to touch him, feel him, taste him. I fumbled with his belt, unbuckling it, then sliding off, the metal buckle clanking against the hardwood floor.

I reached in and pulled his stiff cock out from behind his briefs. He was bigger than the man from last time. Much bigger. And seeing that, I couldn’t help but smile.

Mmm, Daddy has such a nice big cock for me.

Did I say that? Or did Katie? I’ve never heard her speak so dirty before, she never spoke like that to me. I tickled the tip of my fingers underneath the tip of his cock. He stroked the hair atop my head, lifted my chin, and brought my gaze to meet his. There was a certain sort of aggression in those eyes that hid behind the surface of lusty desire. A frustration that needed something or someone to take it out on. And for whatever reason, I wanted to be that someone. I wanted to be made useful, I wanted to be used. He looked all too eager to give me just that.

I let my wet tongue slip from between my lips. I lifted his cock and dragged my tongue from the base to the tip. He tasted like sweat, he tasted so sweet. One little taste had me craving for another. I kissed the tip, my wet lips smacking.

He did not appear to be a patient man. The more I teased him with my mouth and tongue, the less patient he became. I swirled the saliva around my mouth and spat. Glided my hand down his shaft, using a loose grip as slipped up and down, twisting my wrist.

When his patience ran out and teasing was no longer enough he grabbed the back of my head, clutching a fistful of hair.

Yes, give it to me Daddy. You’re little princess just wants to make you happy.

He forced the tip into my mouth, sliding it over my tongue, filling me with the raw taste of his manhood.

That’s right, Daddy. I’m your dirty little slut. I’m whatever you want me to be.

His cock hit the back of my throat. Drool washing over the length of his shaft. He pressed harder against the back of my head, forcing himself deeper. I gagged. I choked. I drenched his thick cock in spit.

I snuck a hand between my legs. My slit was wet and juicy, slick with my gushing excitement for this man’s dominance as he fed me his cock. I patted my cute little pussy, circled my eager and sensitive clit. That sweet sensation of my self-pleasure amplified each time he made me gag, taking my breath away. It felt so good to choke, so good to lose my breath and pulse between my nimble fingers.

He clasped the sides of my face and held it still. My mouth remained open for him. Open for him to freely use. He pumped his hips, back and forth. Fucking my mouth, hitting the back of my throat. Spit dripped off his cock, down my chin, pooled between us on the floor.

My eyes began to tear up. Eyeliner running down my cheeks, carried by the tears. I grabbed the slippery base of his cock, stroking him with one hand while he fucked my mouth, my other hand busily playing upon and inside my pussy.

I want to taste your cum. Please, can I have it, Daddy?

He grunted between his clenched teeth. His thick cock throbbed between my lips. I cupped his balls, feeling them swell with his seed as they tightened, lifted.

Daddy’s so close. Please, won’t you let me taste your cum?

He brushed the hair out of my face, held it in a ponytail. He didn’t really seem to care what I had to say. All he cared for was fucking my messy mouth, and how good it felt wrapped around his cock as I slurped him up.

Precum trickled from the tip, coated my tongue. But it wasn’t enough for me. I needed his cum, I wouldn’t feel satisfied until I had it. Until I had every last drop all to myself.

Give it to me, Daddy. Please, give it to me.

I begged. I stroked. I sucked and fingered myself. He pulled on my hair, tilting my head back. He slapped his cock against my tongue, restraining himself, fighting back his primal urge to unload.

I’ve been such a good girl for Daddy. Don’t I deserve his yummy cum?

As for me, I could not last a second longer. Furious and determined, I rubbed over my clit, faster and faster. Knees snapping together, breasts heaving, waves of emotional wonder washed over me as I quivered beneath him.

He grinned. I could sense he was now ready to give me what I wanted most. What I came here for. He shoved his thick cock back into my little mouth, forced it down my throat until my lips met with his pelvis. With tears running down my cheeks, and spit running down my chin and over lush tits, he held my face against him.

His deep groaning echoed overhead. His aching cock shot a thick load of warm cum down my throat. He secured me against him, ensuring I could not pull away until he was completely finished.

Slowly, he eased his cock out, leaving a trail of cum across my tongue. I smiled at him, wiped my lips, and swallowed the rest. Then licked what remained running down his shaft, swallowing that too.

Thank you, Daddy. Thank you so much.

It should have been enough to satisfy me but it wasn’t. He checked his watch. It was only now that I noticed he had a wedding ring. He turned away from me. I didn’t want him to leave. I would do anything to keep him here with me.

Do you have to go, Daddy? You can still fuck me if you want. Please stay. You can fuck your princess’s tight little pussy if you’d like. Just don’t go, Daddy.

He refused to take notice of me. Nothing I did or said could convince him to remain with me. No matter how much I begged, no matter how much of my body I offered, and I offered everything… everything.

I could feel myself slipping away from her body again, the same as the last time. However, this time I tried to fight against it. Desperately attempting to claw my way back into Katie’s body. Yet it was all in vain. Just like Katie who could not convince this man to stay, I could not convince this dream to remain.

-

I woke up with the sun high in the sky assaulting my eyes. Though the dream had passed, the cum staining my inner thigh reminded me of all that had occurred there. I was disgusted with myself. Perhaps it may be more accurate to say I was disgusted with my body, this body.

I couldn’t hide from the truth any longer. I didn’t want to be this anymore, inhabiting this uncomfortable vessel that just didn’t suit me any longer.  I kept begging for an answer, for understanding, to know the root of my problems. When that answer first showed itself, I didn’t want to admit to it. I can see that now. But I couldn’t deny it, not anymore. It was far too evident to me. And now, to deny it would be to deny who I truly was, or meant to be.

I still had questions without any answers. What were these dreams? Simple wish fulfillment? Scenes from the past? Premonitions of things to come? Astral scenes of what was concurrently taking place? I suppose it didn’t matter. Part of me wanted to be mad. To blame Katie for cheating on me, that these dreams really happened or were happening. That part of me however was simply just one small part of my irrational mind that was too afraid to admit the truth.

The real reason I wanted to date Katie and get closer to her, was because I wanted to be her. Maybe not her exactly. But like her. Gorgeous, sexy, submissive, and sensual. I wanted curves like that, tits like that, all those things that these men lusted after.

The only question that mattered now was, how? How can I have a body like that? Full breasts. Nipples when teased and touched made my pussy slick and wet. Other than in these dreams how could I ever hope to feel the ecstatic bliss that is having a man, a strong man, fill me with his powerful manhood and make me his to use?

All that remained of the fire was smoldering charcoal. I poked it a few times with a stick, sparking a tiny flame that quickly died out. The kingfisher’s trill carried over the trees.

Where are you?

“I’m coming.”

I figured I’d head down to the river. At the very least I needed to clean this sticky mess off my thighs. My shame, which was only shameful because it came from the part of me that I despised most. The part above all others I wish to change.

When I made it down by the river I noticed my clothing had disappeared from the branch I had hung them on. Taken by a wild animal I assume, used for bedding or nesting. It didn’t matter though. I didn’t care for those clothes. They weren’t the kind of clothes I wanted to wear, nor what I felt comfortable in. I wanted to dress like Katie.

I wanted lace thongs and matching bras. I wanted a loose-fitting crop top that showed off my slender tummy, a low-cut neckline that showed off my cleavage. Shorts that rode all the way up or tights that hugged every curve. The only thing my clothes ever offered me was a way to hide this body that I had no desire to look at.

The kingfisher had already arrived. The early bird gets the worm… or the fish, I suppose. Yet he didn’t seem too interested in the river today. Taking notice of me, he fluttered and hopped, and chirped.

“And a good morning to you too.”

I sat at the opposite edge, resting my feet in the cold water. The kingfisher continued with his song and dance as if trying to get my attention like he wanted to tell me something. I doubt he was hungry, he had just finished pecking away at a decently sized fish, the river lapping against the decimated remains.

Trilling, flapping, dancing. My body was sore and I didn't feel much like moving.

“What is it?”

His chirps turned to shrieks, cries of urgency. He began to peck and tear at the leaves of a short green plant. One by one tearing, tearing leaves off the stem, tossing them onto the ground. Stopping only to look my way and bawk.

“Fine. I’m coming.”

I let out a heavy sigh and waded into the river. Assaulted by the cold, I pushed onward. As I approached the kingfisher and the plant my nostrils filled with an indescribable scent. The scent seemed to be coming from the leaves, I wondered why I hadn’t noticed it before. It smelled… purple… purple and white, that’s really the only way I can describe it.

The kingfisher was quiet as I stepped out of the river and knelt underneath the plant next to him.

“What is it that you want?”

He plucked a leaf and held it in his beak. I held out my palm, the kingfisher placed the leaf in my open hand. I pressed the leaf to my nose. No doubt, these leaves were the origin of that alluring scent. He plucked another, and then another, presenting me with each one.

“What am I supposed to do with these?”

You know what to do with them.

I took a single leaf and grazed it against the back of my wrist. I waited a couple of minutes. There was no redness, no itching, no negative reaction of any kind. Next, I touched it to my tongue, rubbed a bit across my gums. Again, no reaction. The kingfisher then began tossing the torn-off leaves into the river.

“I think I can make tea out of these.” I pressed the bundle of loose leaves to my nose, deeply inhaling their aroma. They would make a fine tea. It sure would be nice to drink something other than plain water. The kingfisher took flight and headed toward my camp. I followed far behind carrying a fistful of unassuming green leaves.

With a little help from the kingfisher, I added more kindling to my fire pit, then a few logs. I doused the coals with lighter fluid which instantly burst into a decent-sized flame. I grabbed an iron pot and emptied a couple of bottles of water into it. I carefully balanced it on top of two logs, centering it in the middle of the roaring fire.

The kingfisher whistled a tune while we waited for the water to boil. I tossed the leaves into the pot, stirring them around with a stick. The water turned a bright yellowish-green. Its color reminded me of a crayon, one of those that never gets used because its color doesn’t match the color of anything that exists and always seems to get too easily muddied by the color of the other crayons.

I removed the pot and placed it down on the earth. The kingfisher hopped excitedly toward it.

“Hold on.” I blocked his path with my arm, stopping him from diving headfirst into the boiling water. “You have to let it cool first.” Displeased, the kingfisher shrieked. “Be patient, will you…” A few minutes passed. “Okay, now you-” The kingfisher jumped into the pot, splashing and playing. “Hey. I was going to drink that. It’s not for you to bathe in.”

I’ve seen you bathe where I drink.

I lifted the pot, the kingfisher floating, lulling, peacefully within. I poured some into a clay cup and lifted it, saluting the kingfisher. It tasted bittersweet, though not altogether bad. I took another sip and then another. Each time it tasted just a little bit better.

The cup slipped from my hand, spilling onto the earth. Internally, I panicked, my hand going numb. I struggled to bend my fingers or rotate my wrist. My heart pounded. Was it poisonous? Why the hell did I just drink tea from an unknown plant? Because a bird told me too? Birds don’t tell people things… The numbness crept farther up my arm, my shoulder, neck… inching its way across my entire body.

Then came a warmth, the cozy warmth of a nostalgic hearth. The warmth and comfort of being in a home surrounded by familiarity and security. My eyes were the last to go numb, I took one last look at the kingfisher. He looked ever so peaceful in that iron pot.

Taking form overhead was what appeared to be a large glass dome that encapsulated me. Looking through it I witnessed the sky break apart. The infinite blue, and white clouds dissolved into a meshing tapestry of grey and brown gears. Without consciously discriminating their meaning, I somehow found myself cognizant of their purpose.

I could hear the familiar trill and song of my kingfisher friend, though muffled by the glass dome. His song grew louder. The gears began to turn. And with that, it was no longer the familiar sound of the kingfisher’s song that I heard. His melody fused with the grinding crunch of metal gears.

The turning of the gears synched to the dome. As they cranked, the dome lifted with me inside, rising off the ground. Immobile, higher and higher, I rose toward the gears… toward the god of the machine… for such was the only way to describe both this construct and this happening.

If it was not for this inexplicable sense of peace and calm, approaching the gears would have given every cause for worry. The closer I got, the more aware of just how immense in size and form they were.  Closer still, I saw another sight that under any other circumstance would cause overwhelming horror.

Grinding between the teeth of each gear I witnessed the destruction of homes, villages, and civilizations. The breaking of stone, the splintering of wood, the shattering of glass. Caught between others I saw animals, chewed up by the giant teeth. And finally, human beings who, completely unaware, were swallowed up by the ceaselessly grinding gears.

Not a single broken piece, nor the smallest bit of rubble fell from the sky. Neither did flesh nor blood. Instead, the gears pulled it all in, passing it through into whatever hid on the other side.

There existed no way to avoid the gears. I had no control of my body, even if I did, how could I break through the glass?

Dome and I made contact with the gears. The glass cracking, then breaking, shattering. I was next. The gears clamped down on my legs. I felt their pressure, but only pressure, no pain whatsoever. Then came a tugging, a stretching, pulling me further into their mystery. I watched helplessly, though without feeling helpless, as a large metal tooth rotated toward my face. As it met with my skull and swallowed me… I wasn’t.

-

I had no vision, but I did have a sense of my self. With that, I also had a sense of welcoming and belonging, like I’ve been here before. Wherever I was.

A powerful voice spoke with confidence, “We have a slight problem.” Hearing that was the first time since the experience began that I felt something and unfortunately that feeling was unsettling. Unsettling because this place, that I somehow knew of, rarely had problems.

“What do you mean?” Asked a second voice, equally as imposing.

“Take a look.”

I sensed who or what, they or it, looking at me. Then pointing at me. More specifically pointing between my legs.

“See, this one’s male.”

“So? Can we still mate with it?”

“What? No. We need a female, obviously.”

“Sorry I don’t know the rules.”

“It’s not a matter of rules. You have a cock. I have a cock. And he has a cock. Unless he’s hiding a womb somewhere in that little body of his we can’t mate with him.”

Mate? With me? My unsettled nature morphed into confusion. In the end, I knew it was hopeless to try and make sense of anything. So I stopped trying. Which, strangely enough, was rather easy here. I suppose once reality breaks itself apart, the only thing that can be done is admit and succumb to the fact that no amount of thinking will arrive at an accurate conclusion.

“Can we just use him anyway? For the fun of it. Just to finally have this unending urge quenched?” Asked the second voice.

“We only get to give our seed once, you know that. If we waste it-”

The first voice was interrupted by a low guttural growl. “I’ve been waiting for centuries. This need, burning inside of me, growing, I can’t hold it in any longer.” Another seething growl followed.

Somewhere, in the back of my mind, I had already given them both names. The first, I called Space as it seemed befitting of his presence. The second, I called Wind, whose way seemed to shift, rise, and fall at a whim.

“There may be a way,” said Space, “But it can only work if he can go along with it.”

“Great. Let’s do that then,” Wind sounded much calmer.

“It’s more so up to whether his mind is accepting of it, than anything we can do.”

“Whatever, just get him here.”

-

The sound of shattering glass filled my ears. Then came the geometric shattering of the darkness I inhabited. As the broken pieces fell, one by one, I found myself in what resembled a sterile medical examination room. I was laying on some cot that felt way more comfortable than it looked. And as I laid there, looking down at me were these two massive… creatures.

They looked human-like, though not exactly human. “W- who are you?” I asked, the one on the right. To say he was huge would be an understatement. It was as if a Viking warlord and a barbarian berserker had a child. Other than his size, it was the fact that his skin was a deep purple inlaid with what I could only describe as filigree tattoos of a pulsing metallic blue.

“You already know the answer to that,” he said, looking into my eyes as if searching for something, “I’m Space.”

“Then…” I switched my gaze to the one on the right who was no less impressive in build. This one, however, had light teal skin with pulsing silver lines.

“Yeah, I’m Wind.”

I should also mention this was apparently a clothing-optional sort of gathering. Which, strangely enough, I suppose I came prepared for. Being naked in front of the two of them only filled me with inadequacy. Not only because of their powerful, muscular builds, and rigid and stone-like bodies but also because… well… those muscles weren’t the only thing much larger than any human’s.

As odd as it was that I somehow knew their names, that didn’t really seem all that important. What did it matter what they were called or what they called themselves? What mattered was… what the hell did they want me for? And why was I in this sterile, uninviting room? I hate hospitals.

“It’s kind of hard to explain but-”

Before Space could finish, I interrupted, “You’re aliens!”

“We sure are, I hope you’re prepared for your probing,” said Wind.

“Be nice,” Space said to Wind. “We’re not exactly aliens, but if it’s easier for you to think of us that way, by all means, call us aliens. And we aren’t going to probe you.”

“Well, not exactly…” Wind added.

Not exactly… then what were they, and what were they going to do to me…

“And if this room doesn’t suit you, we can take you somewhere a bit more comfortable if you’d like.”

Please.

Space took my hand in his and helped me to my feet. It was more of a bear paw than a hand, the way it fully engulfed mine. He opened the door on the far wall, the three of us stepped in, then Space closed the door.

How strange, we exited a medical examination room and entered into a… bedroom. The furnishings were exceptional, like a six-star hotel, if such a thing existed. A high ceiling with a crystal chandelier, intricate designed and hard carved dressers, bedframe, and so on. Though there were no windows, which was a bit off-putting.

“You keep a bedroom… in your hospital?” Or I suppose it could be said they had a hospital in their bedroom.”

No, not-”

“...Exactly,” I finished Space’s sentence for him.

Space opened the door, this time there was no medical room, in fact, there was nothing. “It’s an easier transition for your human mind if we use something like a door to change location.”

I suppose that made sense. But then… in a place where nothing makes sense, it also follows that anything and everything makes sense.

“You still haven’t told me why I’m here,” I swiped my hands over the silk sheets. So soft, my gosh were they soft. This whole room was beautiful, breathtaking even.

“Truth be told, you’re here by mistake. You see-”

It was Wind who interrupted him this time, “You’re here so we can mate with you. So we can use you and finally fulfill this endless urge mounting deep inside of us, aching to be let out.” He started seething again, clenching his fists. Those silver markings pulsed faster.

Space, on the other hand, remained calm and stable, no matter how many times he was interrupted.

I found it odd that I felt no worry or fear. Wind, Space, they could snap me in a half with one arm if they wanted to. And Wind certainly seemed on the verge of losing all self-control, if he ever even had any.

“He’s not wrong,” said Space, “Just a bit crass. You’ll have to excuse his behavior. Some of us are better at dealing with our desires than others.”

“It’s fine.” Not so different from humans after all.

“So you want to mate with me.” I put no emotion behind my words. I had no feelings one way or the other.

“Not just mate. We want to breed with you. Fill you with our seed, impregnate you, have you bear our future,” said Wind, only getting more excited at the idea.

Maybe I, too, was excited. There was something about being wanted this badly that caused a flutter of happiness. I never got this kind of attention before, and certainly not from anyone this powerful before. Even if this was a mistake, it gave me purpose.

“But you can’t,” I said, a little let down. I glanced between their legs, looking at… admiring their large cocks. Even while flaccid they were larger than imaginable. Then I glanced down at my own, which could hardly be considered a cock in the presence of what they had. Though that didn’t matter as much as the fact that at any size, it would be of no use in this situation.

“We could, if your mind is willing, perform the necessary transformation,” said Space.

“You mean to turn me into a woman?”

“Not just a woman. The woman of every man’s dream. A soft, sexy, woman. All the sweetest curves, a ripe figure that just begs to be touched, that yearns insatiably for it,” added Wind.

My mind instantly flashed to those dream-like images. I could be like Katie. Thighs that cried out to be held, breasts so supple, and nipples so sensitive. Hair of the sweetest fragrance, a body that bounced in all the right ways. If any convincing was required, Wind had certainly done it.

“Alright, I’m in.”

“Are you sure?” Asked Space.

“He said, he’d do it. Why are we wasting any more time?” Poor Wind, he really wanted me.

As instructed by Space, I laid out on top of the bed. The sheets were so soft against my naked body I just wanted to roll around and wrap myself up in them, but I didn’t.

“Just relax, and if all goes well, it’ll be over before you know it,” said Space. In his hand he held a hypodermic needle. I had to wonder where he pulled that from.

Why did it have to be a needle? I despise needles, I despise hospitals, anything medical just gives me anxiety.

“Wait!” I shouted before he could prick me. “Can’t you just touch my forehead or something?” I don’t know how this place worked, but if opening a door created a bedroom I don’t see why he had to use a needle.

“I can try. However, human minds are much more easily convinced when using a perceivable tool. Especially ones they’ve already witnessed thefficacycy of,” said Space. He touched the tip of his finger to my forehead. Unfortunately, nothing happened.

“Just stab him with the damn needle,” said Wind.

“No, don’t,” I shifted away. “What about a pill or something?”

Space closed his hand over the needle, when he opened it again he held a tiny round pill, “Here.”

I built up some saliva in my mouth then popped the pill in and swallowed. I saw where that pill came from, I wasn’t so sure I’d see where he’d pull a glass of water from. We waited and waited for the pill to take effect. Wind became restless, more restless, that is. He placed his hand over his massive cock as if trying to hold it back from going after what it wanted.

When nothing happened Space started to lose hope. “Maybe you just don’t have the mind for it.”

“He needs to,” Wind growled, gripping his cock harder. “Just take the damn needle.”

“Alright,” I relented, “give me the needle.” I didn’t want it to have to come to that, but I also didn’t want to have come all this way just to be a tease. They needed me. Wind certainly did anyway. Besides, if I didn’t accept this transformation they probably just toss me back onto earth. Nothing would have changed and I would be just as lost as before.

I braced myself, stiff as a board. Space grabbed my wrist and held the needle over my bare forearm. I didn’t want to look at the needle so I directed my gaze toward the only other area that could take my focus away from the horrid needle. I looked directly between Wind’s legs, watching him tug at his big greedy cock. I felt a prick in my arm. The silver marking running down Wind’s cock excited and pulsed as it stiffened.

I too began to swell, excite, and change. My body went warm and numb, much like it did after I had drunk the tea. Thankfully, because of that numbness, I didn’t have to feel the pain of what probably was an excruciating experience. My bones, my flesh, all of me changing shape. Collapsing, growing here, shrinking there… As the transformation process ceased the numbness wore off. Wind looked all the more eager, and all the more erect.

I had to see what I looked like. My breasts, I think, were even bigger than Katie’s. Full and ripe, sitting up I could feel their weight on my chest. The way they jiggled as I moved would take some getting used to. I had a smooth slender tummy, and perfectly curvy hips, the kind made for holding onto. I’m sure Wind would appreciate that. He looked like the type who liked something to grab. Speaking of which, my ass was no less impressive, and no less thick and juicy. But I wanted to see the whole of me, all at once.

“Do you have a mirror?” I asked.

“It’s right behind you,” Space answered.

I shifted on my knees, turning around. A mirror hung over the bed, mounted on the wall. “Oh, right. I forgot about-” It had to be another one of Space’s tricks. I was certain there was no mirror in this room when we first entered. And judging by his grin, I was right. I could just slap that grin right off his face.

Then, taking in the full sight of myself, I realized there were other things I wanted to do with that face of his. Mainly, taste it. I really was gorgeous. A goddess amongst these alien gods. I suppose they wouldn’t have settled for anything less. My hair was a shiny golden blonde that fell in curling tresses, I brushed it back wanting to get a clear look at my face. My eyes were an emerald green, an impossible green that sparkled like a cut gem. As for my lips, they were full, and a little bit pouty. Lips that were specifically crafted for one thing that doesn’t even require mentioning.

“Damn…” I muttered underneath my breath. A heat burned in my core. Not just a heat but a lust, a powerful desire that raged in swelling waves.

“Finally,” Wind clutched the edge of the bed, his knuckles turning white, “I can have what I want.”

I stared into his eyes through the mirror, they flashed with hunger.

I turned around and faced the two of them. They loomed over the bed, standing tall and imposing. I snuck a hand between my legs. Though I was turned on, I was still a little dry, that would not do. A problem that is easily remedied, I expected.

“Then what are you waiting for?” The rational part of my mind was slowly being replaced by something else. I could only feel my own want and thirst, and this absolute need to feel it quenched and satiated.

I crawled to the edge of the bed and reached out. Teasing with my fingers, I lightly circled around the tip of Wind’s cock. Damn, he was big, so fucking big. As I delicately played with the tip with one hand, I placed the other over his chest, his stone-like muscles tensing under my touch.

“Actually… How long have you been waiting?” I asked. I was genuinely curious.

His cock twitched between my fingers as he answered, “Longer than your soul has existed. Not a single drop spilled… not until we find our mate… and now… we have.” His shoulders relaxed. They’ve waited so long, no wonder Wind couldn’t control himself. I can’t imagine going months without a release, let alone years, perhaps longer… depending on how long my soul actually existed. It also made sense why he relaxed, let out a warm heavy sigh, that one thing he’s been waiting for… it was finally right here, in front of him, ready and willing.

Of course, I didn’t want him to get too relaxed. I kind of liked that barely controlled aggression of his. Certainly wouldn’t mind being on the receiving end of it.

I wrapped my hand around his shaft, “And now you’ll only have to wait just a little bit longer.” I stroked his cock from base to tip, a light grip, feeling it pulse, watching the silver lines glow brighter.

Wind grunted between his teeth, his muscles contracting. That’s what I wanted to see, that anger, the frustration.

Space on the other hand didn’t say much, but I suppose he didn’t have to, his cock did all the talking for him. His thick purple cock was rock hard, pulsing blue. And so I took him in my other hand. Watching, waiting, staring at my naked body, all of it must have excited him. With their mighty cocks in my hands, all mine to hold and play with, I reached the next level of my arousal. I let go of Wind’s cock and grazed my fingers over my pussy, I was definitely soaked now.

If I wanted to bring them to the next level, that too could use some extra lubrication. And luckily these lips and mouth had just the thing for that. I continued to gently pleasure Space’s hard cock while I tickled and teased my tongue around Wind’s. I opened my mouth wide as I could, I had to if it was going to fit inside.

I drooled over his cock as I inched him further in. So big, I‘d say too big, but really I don’t think there’s such a thing. Wind placed a hand atop my head. He wanted more, but he seemed uncertain, only for a moment.

I pulled back, sliding my mouth off his lengthy shaft. Saliva dripped over my tits. I wiped the spit off my lips and chin, stuck to my palm, I coated Space’s cock with it, listening to that dirty squishing between my fingers as I stroked.

“Go on, do whatever you feel you need to,” I said looking up at Wind, who grinned deviously. “You too,” I said to Space.

Space took a step forward, his cock sliding between my grip. He cupped my breast with his strong hand. As he thumbed over my pink nipple a shiver ran up my spine and a sigh escaped my lips. Then he pinched and tugged, the pressure amplifying the pleasure. Wind grabbed the back of my head and forced my mouth over his cock, pressing against me and forcing me to take him deeper.

Deeper and deeper until his mighty cock hit the back of my throat and had me gagging, drenching his stiff cock in saliva. Thrusting, Wind repeatedly hit the back of my throat, periodically choking me with the length of his throbbing cock.

“Fuck! That’s what I’ve been missing,” Wind growled as he yanked my hair.

While Wind cared only for what he could use me for, Space’s interests tended to side with what he could provide for me. He tugged and pinched at my breasts as if milking them, he caressed my thighs and ass. Then, joining me on the bed, got behind me as I rested on all fours swallowing every inch Wind stuffed into my little mouth.

Space massaged my juicy behind, digging into the muscles. Spreading me open he brought his lips to my wet slit. His tongue slid in between. Gently grazing over my most sensitive area. I hummed with delight, Wind’s cock wrapped between my lips.

Space eagerly ate me out, lapping up my succulent pussy as I gushed for him. I would have shouted my joy if Wind’s cock hadn’t kept me quiet. Not that I was complaining, he had such a big yummy cock.

Wind directed my face underneath his cock, instructing me to suck on his balls. I sucked one and then the other into my mouth, swirling my tongue around. They tightened and rose, filled with his seed. Clear precum with tiny specs of silver trickled out of the tip and ran down his shaft. Which I licked as it dripped out.

“Damn, that’s good.” Wind restrained his urges as his cock throbbed wildly. He pulled back on my hair, forcing me to break away for a moment. He took a few deep breaths, settling his raging lust. He wanted to cum, but he couldn’t… or rather he wasn’t allowed to, not yet.

There was only one place he was allowed to spill that sweet seed of his, inside me. Which gave me a deliciously naughty idea. I just loved seeing him get frustrated, that aggression rising inside of him, I can have some fun with this.

Space, keeping his face buried in my behind, sucked my clit into his mouth and flitted his tongue. He eased two fingers into my tight warmth, stretching the walls open, which would need to be stretched all the more if I was going to fit their cocks inside me.

Covered in my spit, I stroked Wind’s cock, twisting my wrist each time I reached the tip. Swiftly stroking, tongue teasing underneath, I glanced up and smiled at him, “I can sense how bad you want it, you like the way I play with your cock don’t you?” I jerked him faster, gripping tighter, spit squishing audibly between my fingers.

“Fuck!” He tensed and tried to pull away, but I wouldn’t let him. I squeezed his cum-filled balls gently, working the tip with my mouth. “Slow down,” he groaned, chest heaving.

With Space pleasing diligently pleasing my sensitive clit, sucking up my slick juices, I had no intentions of slowing down. I only wanted more. I grabbed Wind’s thighs, digging my nails into his tough skin, pulling him closer and choking him down, bobbing my head back and forth.

Wind managed to push me off, lips sliding off his shaft with a wet smack. “You’re so bad, you know that?” He clenched his fists, fighting his urges. More precum seeped from the tip, sparkling with tiny silver flecks as thin strands snapped and dripped onto the floor. Such a shame they didn’t land in my mouth.

“I know,” I answered, wiping my mouth clean, the taste of his precum lingering.

Wind reached over my back and grabbed my hips, turning me around. I had a feeling he wasn’t interested in eating me out either. He pulled my hips back and lifted my ass.

“Looks like I’ll have to take control since you can’t be trusted,” Wind slapped my ass, stinging my soft supple flesh with his open palm.

“Nnng…” I whimpered into the mattress, “Do that again. Spank me again,” I begged.

“Like this,” Wind spanked my ass harder this time, causing it to jiggle.

“Fuck yes,” I moaned, squeezing and holding Space’s thighs.

“I refuse to wait any longer,” Wind rubbed his cock between my slick slit, brushing over my clit.

“Then don’t. Come on and fuck me already, nothing’s stopping you,” I pressed my ass back, grinding it against his stiff cock.

Wind brought his hands down onto my behind, grabbing a handful of ass with each, spreading me open. He pressed the tip against my entrance, then, thrusting, he immediately stuffed the fullness of his cock deep inside.

“Oh fuck…” I dropped my head, resting it on Space’s thigh. Space lifted my chin as his partner used my pussy to stroke his cock.

Space widened his legs, guiding me toward his delicious cock. I opened wide to receive him. Wind’s pelvis slammed against my ass, burying himself in the warmth as it tightened around his shaft. My thick ass jiggled and bounced, lurching forward, Space’s cock slipped down my throat.

Together they pushed and pulled, taking me and then giving me to the other. Caught between them I had no choice but to submit. Submit my body and mind and all I had to their desires. I did so with joy and pleasure. The pleasure of getting filled, of no longer being so empty.

Space may have been a quiet lover but his facial expressions told a different story. He didn’t need to communicate with words so much. I saw how good I made him feel by his subtle expressions and the not-so-subtle pulsing of his blue markings.

I didn’t tease and torture Space the same way I did with Wind. I had a feeling, even if I wanted to, I wouldn’t be able to. No matter how fast I stroked, or how wildly I sucked and slurped, making a glorious mess, he never over-excited, his breathing remained stable. Only occasionally did he release a heavy groan, and when he did I felt I truly accomplished something.

Wind was relentless. He leaned over me, his powerful chest pressed against my sweaty back. He scooped an arm under my chest, held my swaying breasts, his other hand gripped the back of my neck. His warm breath tickled my ear as he huffed with each heavy thrust.

“I hope you’re ready,” He barked in my ear like the animal that he is. He didn’t wait for a response, it wasn’t really a question.

Wind pushed against the back of my head, forcing Space’s cock down my throat and holding me there. He raised himself slightly, plunging into me, slapping against my ass as it bounced from his great and powerful force.

I could hardly breathe, but I hardly cared. All I cared about was having him fill me with his potent fertile seed. I shut my eyes, choking on Space’s cock, taking everything Wind had to give me. He throbbed, he growled, he grabbed and squeezed and hugged and fucked and then forcing the fullness of his length in with one final thrust he released everything he had held back.

Wind’s markings radiated with an intense glow. His thick cum filled me up and overflowed, seeping out between the two of us. He wrenched my head back, I took a much-needed breath. Licking the side of my face and nibbling at my neck, Wind rested inside of me, warm cum continuing to pulsate out of his throbbing cock.

Wind rolled off me and onto his back. The silver markings on his body faded as he had emptied all of himself inside of me.

“It’s your turn,” I said to Space, playfully toying with his cock, “You’ve been so patient.

“Good things come to those who wait,” said Space. Maybe they did, the only good thing I wanted however was his cum, and it didn’t seem like I needed to wait much longer to have it.

Space lifted me into his strong arms and brought me onto my back. I spread my legs open, a little of Wind’s cum, a bright silver like liquid mercury, dripped out. Space gripped my thigh and lifted my leg, with so much cum still inside me his cock slipped in with ease.

“I’m ready for another,” I said, looking up at his handsome face, into those hypnotizing eyes. I rubbed my fingers over my clit, slick and wet with a mix of juices and cum. I bit down on my lip, tightening around Space’s hard cock. He pinched my nipples, and I couldn’t hold it in myself any longer. The combination of all these sensations overwhelmed me and burst. I wrapped my legs around him, squeezing as I quivered, raking my nails against his back.

Space looked at me and grinned. Then, as if by his own choice rather than a natural urge of expulsion he erupted, hugging me against him. I watched, breathing rapidly, as his beautiful blue markings faded with each hefty pulsing of his mighty cock.

I rested myself between the two of them, the three of us laying on the softest silk sheets imaginable. They tired me out, that’s for sure. Yet, they appeared far more drained and worn out than I. Their entire energy reserves were completely sapped. I suppose that’s understandable, they put every bit of themselves in this warm loving gift they presented me with. It was such a pretty color too, that mix of blue and silver. Occasionally I scooped what seeped out and slipped it back in, I didn’t want to let a drop go to waste.

“So, what happens next?” I asked, turning to face Space. He looked a bit pale for someone who was purple. “Do you just drop me off back where I came from or…?”

“You stay here,” he said slowly and measuredly. “At least until our heir is born.”

I wondered how long that would take? I caressed my tummy, it was already starting to swell and grow from their offering. I smiled.

“You mean in this room?” It was a nice room, but I think I’d get way too cramped never leaving it.

Space shook his head, expending as little energy as possible to do so, “In this realm. That door can lead you anywhere. You’re free to use it. And don’t worry we’ll know how to find you.”

I had just one last question. Perhaps the most important one. “And… and when you do return me… will… will I...”

“Will you remain as you are now? That’s not something we should-”

“Ah! Who cares,” Wind interrupted, “She let us have her, even though it was a mistake the least-”

I glanced at Space, shooting daggers with my eyes, did he really just call it a mistake?

He quickly doubled back, “That’s not what I meant. This part wasn’t a mistake… it was wond- we picked up the wrong person, not the one we originally intended…”

“Well, I think you picked the right person,” I said.

“Either way. Letting her return as she wishes is the least we can do,” said Wind. Without all that bottled-up frustration he was actually really sweet.

“Very well,” Space agreed, “you can remain as you are.”

“Perfect,” I mumbled under my breath, wrapping an arm over Space and pulling myself in close. That’s all I needed to hear. I can rest easy knowing that.
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