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    Ride or Die


    
      Dr Grace Kelly (no relation to the film star), fell in love with an alien she was supposed to study. Now she sets out to free them from a secret government facility… Whether or not it’ll kill her.


      But first! She and subject G23 will spend some time enjoying each other… This could be their last day on earth, why not have some fun? Tentacle sex and a bunch of shape-shifting ensues.

    


    


    The light above the final security gate flashed green and Dr Grace Kelly (no relation to the film star) was let through.


    She tried to calm herself as she stepped onto the teleporter platform that would lead her to the real Area 51. It was the best way to travel if one was able to ignore the one in ten million chance of irreversible explosive trans-dimensional genetic infection. She tried not to imagine herself turning into a ball of teeth covered arms, and failed miserably.


    There was only so much one could do to calm their soft human brain. They were all little more than monkeys running around in clothes, slaves to their emotions.


    A short violent molecular recombination later she found herself inside of the Mirror Cube. Her supervisor had once warned her that it could detect even the faintest hint of subversive intent, but she did not believe him. She was fairly certain that it was just a fancy elevator with a built-in teleporter. Still, she tried to clear her mind all the same. Best not to tempt fate today of all days. Her head was full of most… Subversive thoughts.


    Subject G23’s body, pulsing red as their tentacles wrapped around her neck, making their way towards her hair, twining themselves in, pulling hard. Her mouth, open, ready for G23’s lips, their tongue. The feeling of being filled and held tightly, as the alien pushed into her deeper and deeper. God, how wet they made her with barely a touch… She shivered thinking of what was to come later today. Her mouth filled with saliva, just thinking of the taste of their- Grace shook her head violently. Mind the god-damned cube! Stupid ass monkey brain! Fuck!


    Grace cleared her mind of G23, of all the weapons and tricks she’d concealed in preparation for today. Of the treason she planned to commit. There! Mind clean. She opened her eyes and saw a small, somewhat attractive woman in her late thirties staring back at her. Long brown hair tied in a bun, thick white glasses… The nerd classic. Out of nerves, she had tried makeup for the first time in twenty years. She thought it looked… Decent. When was the last time she had done herself up?


    It must have been for some party back at Harvard… Before she was scouted for the Shadow Harvard, where the hidden elites taught them the real physics. Before the Eternal Academy where the even more secret elites taught them how the world really worked… Or the Blood Archives where the actual, for real, true elites were taught the dream-science. Or the Decahedron where the lizard people- Fucking hell she was so tired of secret societies! Once you belonged to more than three of them nothing felt real anymore!


    Grace was almost certain that she was at the top of her field, doing the real science and not the fake shit they wheeled out for tourists (like those losers at CERN), but who knew? Any day she could get a coded message from whatever was above her, explaining how everything she thought she knew was a lie… Again. It was all so tiresome. She had walked on the surface of Mars, broken bread with the Great Reptile, explored the Dream Labyrinth of Xur and countless other amazing things… And she had nobody to talk to about it. There was a price to the pursuit of secret knowledge. It was so lonely at the top she could scream.


    So she did.


    “AAAAAAAaaaaaa!!!!” Grace yelled as loud as she could, her scream echoing back through the Mirror Cube. The woman in the mirror looked crazy, so she screamed at her some more. The woman screamed back. The more logical, lizard part of her brain recognised early signs of a possible mental breakdown brought on by stress, but the monkey wanted to scream some more.


    The Mirror Cube rumbled and spat her out into her department, perhaps offended by all the noise. Inter Dimensional Studies was her kingdom. She was the sole employee working there since Frederika had left for maternity leave and her supervisor had been hunted down and killed by his doppelganger. That had been an interesting week.


    Grace activated the secret storage device she installed in her spine, and pulled out the compressed suitcase she snuck by the security. If only it was this easy to sneak things out… Grace sighed and pulled the pink suitcase towards the specimen section. She would miss this place… Painted concrete and sleek wood paneling. Every secret laboratory she’d ever been in seemed to be stuck in the sixties in their decor style and that suited her just fine.


    A song she knew echoed through the halls of IDS, making her grin. It was the opening theme to ‘I Love Lucy’! Grace loved these old shows and G23 knew it. She hummed along as she walked by all of the enclosures holding artefacts and creatures from other dimensions. Once she would have killed (quite literally) to glimpse one for a fraction of a second. Now? they held no value to her. Not since G23 came into her life.


    She felt her body respond to the mere thought. Nipples hardened, heartbeat elevated, pupils widened, vagina most definitely lubricated. She used her subdermally implanted chip to open the door to the high security enclosure and smiled widely.


    “Honey I am home!” Grace yelled, throwing her arms wide.


    The roiling mass of iridescent tentacles inside the state of the art maglock cage giggled in response. G23 was here and all was right in the world. The alien began shifting and pulsing, each heave of the mass or muscles changing its shape, moulding it. Soon, her favourite person in the world emerged.


    Today, they were tall and slender, almost human in shape, if one missed the lack of genitals or the ever shifting skin hue. It was all blues and greens, gently pulsing, rolling in waves along their slender limbs. Their thick pseudo-hair was long today, reaching past their shoulders, cutting a very nice figure. If it wasn’t for the vast tangle of ever-shifting and morphing tentacles - some as thick as Grace’s thigh - sprouting from their back they could almost pass for a human.


    Their serene face was another thing betraying their origin. Thick soft lips hiding sharp blade-like teeth, the lack of a nose and the sheer size of their pretty eyes made G look distinctly inhuman.


    G23 was so beautiful that Grace could cry… If she hadn’t sacrificed her ability to do so to the Dream Gods, in exchange for the ability to haunt her enemies in their dreams. Good times.


    She had no idea where G23 was from, or how they got to earth. They were found by the US government in Antarctica, more than twenty years ago, standing over shredded remains of a polar bear. The alien, who was little more than a ball of tentacles at that point, made the mistake of following the soldiers back to their base without a fight… They were shortly captured and brought here for study. Never to be free again… It was an injustice she intended to correct and soon.


    “Of all the gin joints, in all the towns, in all the world, she walks into mine,” the alien spoke in their dulcet voice, as they pressed themselves against the reinforced glass of the cage.


    “Really? Casablanca?” Grace laughed as she checked on all of the screens. Everything looked good. She put her pink suitcase by the console and turned to the enclosure.


    It was too small, by far. A see through box maybe fifty feet across was not nearly enough for G23. The ground was lined with fake grass and shrubs, the smooth egg-like shape of G’s nest looked almost like a prop pressed into the far corner. Since she’d take over the department she’d tried to fill it with things to enrich their life but… There was only so much she could do without letting them out. And that would be a really, really bad idea. The nanosecond G was out of the enclosure it would be logged into a system she could not reach… Once G left the cage it would have to be forever. Grace smiled.


    Soon.


    “Having a good day G?”


    “Every day is better with you in it!” They cooed. She did not know that one, but knew it must have been a quote from some movie. The alien could not communicate any other way. When pressed, G was capable of stitching together quotes to form original sentences, but it seemed to cause them great mental distress. Grace suspected that was a hard wired limitation of their neurology, rather than a cultural issue. She’d stopped trying to actually study them months ago, so she did not know for sure.


    G23 was more than a subject to her… She checked her makeup again, on one of the deactivated screens, feeling silly. G, of course, caught her doing it.


    “You’re the kind of girl a guy could get serious about…”


    “Ahem… Do you like it? I tried something new…” Grace said, pointing at her face.


    “I like you just as you are…”


    Grace felt herself blush as she tried to place the quote. Oh, this little cheeseball! They were quoting Singing in the Rain at her!


    “Ahem! Sooo we have a couple of hours before it’s go time… And I will be honest, I am quite nervous.”


    “Come in! The water’s warm…”


    “See, that was exactly what I was thinking…” Grace laughed as she disengaged the powerful magnetic locks on airlock doors.


    She stepped through the first set of doors feeling giddy. This was the best part of her day, any day. Being inside with G23. The lizard part of her brain warned her that this creature was a natural mimic. Everything it did, was in aim of getting out of this facility. Exploiting a lonely woman’s desires was just how it was going to do it. She was being slow-walked to her execution, by a cold heartless creature that simply reflected her loneliness back at her. This was madness-


    “What is it you want, Mary? What do you want? You want the moon? Just say the word and I’ll throw a lasso around it and pull it down for you.” G23 whispered to her, their beautiful face pressed against the glass. So close now. The inner doors opened and Grace walked into the humid enclosure.


    “I want to feel you!” She laughed, looking up at the alien who towered over her.


    G23 was on her in an instant. Their lips impossibly soft on hers, gently prodding. She moaned as she kissed them deeper. An almost human tongue pushed itself inside her mouth greedily, tasting of honey and distant places. She licked it all over, savouring it, eager for more. She did not have to wait long, as two more tongues slid into her mouth, filling her, caressing her own from all sides. G23 gentle hands touching the sides of her neck, exploring all over made her shiver.


    She moaned into G23’s mouth as they pushed in deeper, the three tongues flowing into one. She sucked on it, delighting in the change. She bobbed her head back and forth, as the kiss morphed into something more lurid. G23 grabbed her hair and pulled her head towards theirs, forcing more and more of their tongue into her throat. She groaned and relaxed onto the sensation, the fullness nearly making her gag.


    Her hands pressed into the alien’s flat chest, the pseudo-muscles taut under her fingers. Their skin felt like velvet, soft and slippery, making her fingers tingle from the contact. She pinched and prodded at their nipples, eliciting a groan, followed by G’s fingers growing soft claws to rake gently across her scalp. She pinched harder in return.


    While all that was happening, two dozen tentacles gently worked all the buttons and zippers of her lab-coat, allowing G23 access to her body. As their lips met again and again she groaned from the sensation of G’s tentacles sliding up her legs and around her torso. She felt her arousal overwhelm her when they spiraled across her breasts and reached her hard nipples. Grace groaned and tried to press her aching pussy to the one of the tentacles, but the alien denied her with a laugh.


    A whine escaped her throat, as she lost control of herself, struggling against G23’s strength, in search of release, but the alien still denied her. Instead they began teasing her nipples mercilessly, pulling and twisting at them hard. Grace bucked hard, again and again, but the alien did not relent. It was sweet, endless torture! Between their soft lips, the massive tongue pushing in and out of her throat, their hands caressing her neck, the tentacles spiraling and twisting around her breasts and a thousand other sensations Grace lost her mind. She was suspended in an endless void of pleasure and it built and built, until it exploded. The orgasm rolled through her, starting in her nipples and radiating outwards. She screamed into G’s tongue as it pumped in and out of her mouth, her whole body tense with joy.


    After an eternity of it, she hung limp in G’s hands, allowing herself to be cradled in their arms. Her eyes fluttered as they pulled nearly a foot of their tongue out of her.


    She loved kissing G23.


    “You… You are… An evil, evil alien…” She managed to rasp out. She’d never came from her nipples before. She knew it was possible but… God damn… Grace closed her eyes and savored the delightful numbness she felt. G’s response was to laugh deeply. A perfect impression of an evil villian’s laughter. Their chest vibrating pleasantly against her ear.


    The gyroscope built into her inner ear told her that the alien was moving her eastward, straight to their nest. She rubbed her hands on G’s muscles, marveling at their strength. The lizard brain whispered of how easy it would be for this creature to rip her to shreds… But Grace simply did not care at this moment. Orgasms would do that to a lady.


    A soft rustle, and a shift of weight let Grace know they were there. She opened her eyes, meeting G23’s soft gaze. The alien laid on their back inside of the nest, their tentacles spilling all around them in tumbles and twists. Grace laid comfortably on top of them, enjoying their warmth.


    “Pleasant dreams?” G23 asked.


    “Mmmhhm…” Grace pushed herself up on her forearms, noticing that she was almost naked, her bra and underwear all that was left of her clothes. G23 was a smooth operator…


    She stretched and looked around the nest. A beautiful, oval structure made from G23’s… Secretions, long before she was assigned to this department. It formed a hollowed out egg; most of the walls were made out of a see through amber like material, glistening in all colors of the visible spectrum. The only solid parts were the domed ceiling and floor. It was sturdier than it looked, but quite soft inside. Perfect for lounging and… Other activities.


    On the other side of the nest, maybe ten feet away, stood an old television set with a VC-R player and a mountain of old tapes, mostly of old shows and movies. Grace tried to give G other forms of entertainment but they could not care less for games or books. Only movies… Well, and one more thing. Grace giggled. The alien really enjoyed playing with her.


    “Darling…” G23 whispered behind her.


    G leaned back against the nest wall, their hands behind their head, their face hungry. Their tentacles sprawled around and beneath them, forming a soft looking bed. Grace straddled their soft thighs, feeling small and plain in comparison to their beauty. The sight of their chest made Grace flush anew with desire. Two small breasts emerged slowly, their little hard nipples standing tall, inviting her. G’s flexed their belly, moving in a sinuous motion, inviting her.


    “Good… Now give me some sugar…” G23 said as they pushed their chest out, the breasts swelling, growing larger, but still modest. Grace’s mouth watered.


    The alien moaned, their voice deep, as Grace leaned over them and sucked on their left nipple. The taste was wonderful, completely inhuman. A ripple of crimson traveled outwards from the nipple, leaving traces of red on G23’s skin, like flower petals in water.


    She licked and sucked the nipple, enjoying as it grew and shrank in response to her. Large and suckable one moment, almost a miniature cock- then small and lickable next. G23’s moans filled the enclosure, filling Grace with happiness. Their skin slowly pulsed with red and oranges, shifting with each suck and lick. G’s breasts were growing with each pulse, becoming full and heavy, perfect for kneading and caressing.


    Grace played with G23’s growing breasts, switching from one to the other lazily, while her hands explored lower. G’s strong corded belly, and lower between their legs. She wondered what it would be this time? A nice thick cock greeted her hands. She moaned happily. Grace really wanted to feel something hard inside of her today, and G seemed to have a similar idea.


    Her right hand squeezed the cock head, as her left gently stroked the base. The penis adjusted itself to fit into her hands perfectly; her fingers able to just about close around it. Their foreskin was impossibly soft, sliding over the cock head like silk. Her fingers quickly coated with precum; which leaked out freely.


    “You make me crazy, girl…” G23 moaned, pushing their hips out, slowly thrusting into Grace’s hands.


    The alien’s moans filled the nest as she licked, stroked and sucked lazily. She wanted to do this every day, for the rest of her life. She could tell the closeness of G’s orgasm by the frantic motions of their tentacles sliding over her legs.


    “Graaaace-” The Alien choked out, their whole body tensing.


    Grace let go of the breast and lunged downwards, her lips locking onto the cock head which shifted, growing small enough to let her fit it into her mouth. Two hands pumping on the shaft, she licked and sucked the head, waiting eagerly, each twitch and moan adding to her desire. Then, G23 stiffened and screamed, and delightful nectar filled her mouth.


    She tried her best to swallow it all, but there was only so much she could handle. The alien trashed and humped her mouth as more and more of G23’s cum kept pumping into it. She felt it splatter over her chest and thighs, now tightly held by the tentacles.


    Finally, G23 stilled, their tentacles released their hold on her, letting her know the orgasm was over. Grace stopped moving her hands, and enjoyed the sensation of the dick growing smaller and softer in her hands and mouth. Changing from a ten inch monster made for stroking to a cute little three inch, almost human shaped cock. She swirled her tongue over it one last time before releasing it from her mouth. Delicious.


    She grinned and leaned back on her legs, trying to not think about how messy her makeup had to be right now. She let her hair out of the bun, and let it fall free over her shoulders. She gazed at her lover lounging before her, looking up with nothing but love in their eyes. She scooped some of G’s cooling semen onto her finger and put it to her lips, sucking on it greedily. Oh what a mess she surely made…


    “Beautifull…” G23 purred, making her blush even more.


    “Thank you… But I think- I think you’re the beautiful one between the two of us,” She said as she looked at them. The most beautiful creature in all of existence… Her lover. She smiled wondering, what were the odds of her being so lucky?


    Well, the lizard brain supplied, if this was all a trap aimed to lure her into a false sense of security then the odds were irrelevant.


    Impossible! I love the alien so that’s not possible! Responded the monkey brain, their argument unassailable.


    Grace scooted up and into G’s lap and shook her head. Enough of that! Time to get some loving! She positioned herself over G’s hips and felt at their cock, finding a small, maybe four inch long tongue-like appendage. She grinned, knowing the game ahead. She aimed it at her entrance, and lowered herself slowly. It entered her easily, licking and prodding all over, exploring every sensitive spot at the lip of her vagina.


    “Hmm… You feel great G… Oh hell…”


    “Care for a ride?” G murmured.


    “Fuck yes!”


    Grace ground her hips into G’s, enjoying the sensation of the little tongue filling her. She was not really a size queen or anything. If the modest penis was all the alien could give her, she would still be a happy gal. But still… She grinned, thinking of what was to come…


    “More…” She whispered.


    G23 nodded and grabbed her hips with their human hands. Tentacles gently slithered over her feet and shins, anchoring her to the ground; to G23. Then, slowly, the penis grew. Inch by inch, it filled her. Grace ground her hips harder, enjoying the change. The little tongue was gone, slowly replaced by a nice hard cock.


    “Yesss… Stop- stop for now. Haah…” She moaned, as the cock reached what felt like six inches.


    Grace raised herself, letting the cock almost slide out of her, before letting go and impaling herself on it. G23’s moans set the rhythm as she did it again and again, her hands pressed into the Alien’s belly for support.


    “More… Please… But slowly…” She whispered, feeling another orgasm build.


    “As you wish,” G23 whispered, with the voice of Wesley.


    The cock spiraled into her, twisting itself into a thick delightful shape, as she bounced up and down, G23’s eyes boring into hers all the while. The Alien body fully crimson now, their eyes deep and black. Grace could see such hunger there that it made her shiver. It was becoming difficult to move her hips, her desire robbing her of strength. A needy whimper escaped her mouth, making the alien grin.


    “Do you want some help with that?”


    “Y-yesss,” was all she managed to say.


    She relaxed as she felt the thick tentacles slide up her hips, climbing over her sides and breasts. Soon, she was encased in a dozen strong, thick cords of muscle, holding her up.


    “Ready?” G23 asked with a hungry grin. Their black eyes and sharp teeth looked incredibly hot to Grace. Maybe there was something wrong with her after all.


    “Yes… Give it to-” was all she managed to say before her moan took the rest. The alien cock swelled inside her as the cradle of tentacles pressed her down, hard. She screamed, the feeling of fullness overwhelming her. The sensation of her clit grinding into G’s pelvis was almost too much. Then, the pressure lessened as G23 pulled her up, their cock gently twisting, driving her insane.


    The alien pulled the cock out of her with deliberate slowness, before slamming her back down hard. Grace screamed again, unable to control herself. It felt so good, she almost came then, but G’s cock shifted away from her most sensitive spots, denying her. Grace groaned as their hips met again. And again, and again, almost at the edge of orgasm.


    Grace wanted to tell G that they could go harder, but she could not speak, the words having left her. The feeling of the thick alien cock inside of her was all she could think of, it twisting and spiraling through her, reaching and filling places she did not know she had before meeting G23.


    It was too much! Grace loved the teasing, she really did, but this was pure delightful torture. Her mind was torn between wanting it to never end and screaming for release. How did G know exactly how much to push her, to reach this state? She felt all of her reason leaving her, just wanting more. More! MORE!


    All the while, the alien observed Grace eagerly, even as their own pleasure teased moan after moan out of them. Grace opened her mouth, ready to beg for the orgasm, when G sat up and met her in a fiery kiss. Their tongue pushing past hers and plunging deep into her throat without warning. She groaned gutteraly as the rhythm of the cock drilling into her sped up, no longer teasing.


    She was still held in the air, above G23, but it did not feel like it, with how easily the alien thrust into her from below. It felt more like being laid back on an impossibly soft bed, while G laid on top of her. She quickly lost all sense of gravity and weight, only the feeling of what the alien was doing to her remaining.


    G23’s strong arms raked over her back, as they held her in place. Their strong legs pumping up and down, thrusting their cock into her with no restraint, as their lips crushed into hers. Their large breasts, pressed into hers; their impossible softness combined with the cock’s hardness made Grace’s little bisexual heart soar. She laughed into G’s tongue as it fucked her throat, not able to contain her joy anymore.


    Her second orgasm hit her hard and fast, all the slow teasing having made it stronger than the first. She screamed as it hit her, wave after wave of hard ecstasy shaking her. Her nails raked over G23’s back, as she enjoyed the taste of their tongue, the shape of their cock, all of them. Her lover.


    G23 knew exactly what to do to her to keep her orgasm going, stretching it beyond what she thought possible. It was almost too much for her. By the end of it, she was nearly incoherent from the pleasure. The alien having teased out all of her reason out of her. When she felt G’s cock pulse in a way she knew meant a coming orgasm she bucked her hips hard, her only thought was to give her lover more pleasure. Her mate wanted her! She bucked again and again, despite her tender pussy’s warnings.


    The alien held her tight as they came. Their human hands held her head and back, while the tentacles twined themselves all around her, encasing her in a warm cocoon. Their cock drove in deep into her as it filled her with their cum. Grace whimpered in surprise as another orgasm rocked her, brought on by the warm feeling spreading through her.


    Grace and G23 shivered and moaned against each other, held tight in each other embraces for a long time after the alien’s hips stopped moving. Their tongue slid out of her mouth, allowing her to breathe easier. She gasped for air in tandem to her lover, enjoying the musky smell of their sweat and the taste of their sweet saliva in her mouth. She could spend the rest of her life doing this, she knew…


    She felt happy. The lizard brain was screaming something incredibly dull about the effect of sex hormones on the brain, but she did not listen. She giggled as she enjoyed their warmth…


    ***


    After cleaning themselves up, they spent the remaining hours before it was time to go lazing around, watching the television, and enjoying each other. They had sex twice more, but more gently. It was a long and lazy afternoon.


    They were halfway through the seventh episode of ‘I Love Lucy’ of the day when Grace’s spine beeped, warning her that it was time. Either she was going to set G23 free today, or they would both be killed by the security. Grace made her peace with that.


    Her lizard brain made a last ditch valiant effort at stopping her, but it was no use. She was too well fucked to care at this point. If G23 was going to betray her, then that was that. Monkey brain danced around in circles clapping to this decision.


    Grace got up and set out to find her clothes. It was time.


    ***


    “Alright, G you know the plan?” She asked one last time, just to be sure.


    The alien saluted her, as they shrunk themselves down as much as they could. Before long, they were little more than two feet tall and incredibly cute. G23’s ability to adjust their own mass and size was a thing to behold. A scientist in her was frankly pissed off at the blatant violation of several laws of physics, but this was hardly the time to litigate that.


    Grace nodded as she disengaged all of the locks and the security on this level of the facility. Now there was no going back. She may no longer have a direct supervisor in this department, but they were people above her reviewing the security logs. Eventually somebody would notice this and she would have no explanation that would save her from… She didn’t even know what would be the punishment to be honest… Being executed, resurrected and then executed again? There was no going back.


    She strolled through the now unlocked maglock doors and ran up to the central console. A quick check confirmed no security alarms… Yet. Behind her, G23 in their lil’ alien form (very cute) waddled out of the enclosure for the first time in twenty years. They looked around curiously at the room they’d observed through the thick glass for so long, before laughing; a deep laugh unfit for their small body, their sharp little teeth glinting under the harsh fluorescent lights.


    Monkey brain still thought the little alien was cute. Lizard brain threw their hands up in the air. There is no helping this woman!


    Grace grabbed her pink suitcase and opened it. G23 climbed inside without protests, looking at her with their cute eyes and blowing her a kiss.


    “I’ll see you on the other side, love,” they said as they winked.


    “I love you too G… I- I’ll see you on the other side,” she responded, before zipping up the suitcase.


    Now, all that was left was trying to leave the most secure facility humanity had ever built, with one of their most precious prisoners. Easy.


    The Mirror Cube was technically the easiest part of the escape. It would either kill them both on entering or it wouldn’t. There was nothing Grace could do to alter the odds. She called the cube using the seven step blood summoning ritual she was taught on her first day in the department and waited.


    She stepped into the elevator with her heart in her throat. She almost soiled herself when the suitcase’s wheels caught on the lip of the elevator, jolting her, but nothing else happened. She thought of her destination really hard and the cube shifted, moving them along. She waited for the hammer to fall, her thoughts on G23’s soft lips…


    She waited…


    And waited…


    God, fucking damn it! She knew it! It was just a fancy elevator!


    The woman in the mirror giggled like a maniac in time with the deep booming laughter coming from the little pink suitcase. Alright! Easy part over. Time to do some work. Dr Grace Kelly adjusted herself and assumed her most ‘you don’t even want to know’ expression, as she felt the teleportation process start. A short jaunt later and she was standing on the platform in the middle of Blacksite 17, the wide eyes of the techs and security of the morning shift all focused on her pink suitcase.


    Pink suitcase that was not on the manifest. Pink suitcase that would now have to be dealt with… Somehow.


    There were a number of unwritten rules in the exciting world of secret societies, and high level mystical sciences. One such rule, hard learned with each death and mutilation, was: You really don’t want to fuck around with a high clearance individual carrying a innocuous vintage looking item. If Grace rolled up to the checkpoint with a standard specimen carrying case, a time-crystal or a thermonuclear bomb? Sure she would be searched and scanned all according to protocol… But if you see a scientist, or god forbid, a manager carrying an antique rotary phone, an oil lamp, or a pink suitcase? Get out of the fucking way! You don’t know what that shit could do! For all you know, you get banished to hell for ten thousand years upon touching it. You’re not getting paid enough to deal with that!


    Grace hoped dearly that the unwritten rule number one would be enough to carry her through the first checkpoint… And in case it wasn’t, she’d spent the last month seeding all of the night shift’s dreams with images of pink suitcases spelling doom and destruction… Just to be safe.


    The gate flashed green before she even approached it. The security guards pressed themselves into every possible nook to get as far away as possible from her cargo. It was all Grace could do not to grin when the morning shift supervisor waved her through without as much as looking her in the eye.


    Monkey brain danced a little jig, while the lizard brain despaired at the breakdown of protocol.


    Two defense lines down, five more to go, Grace thought to herself. The first security gate was the one she was least sure about, but hardly the last danger.


    It all went surprisingly smoothly until the fucking dogs.


    The Endless Maze of Eternal Torment she could navigate in her sleep. She set it up after all. Easy peasy!


    The Ancient Watchman that could detect any lie, she simply told the truth. He was so impressed by her gall that he let her through. That’s why you don’t rely on mystical entities. They get bored too easily.


    The second security checkpoint was empty of staff. The first checkpoint must have called ahead about the pink suitcase. Grace laughed as she walked through.


    The zombies were… They were zombies. Grace didn’t really know why they were even there. A child could deal with a standard zombie room. She shot any that shambled too close and mosied on along.


    The outermost security layer was mostly there to look scary to any non high clearance personnel. Gone were the warm wood panels, replaced with cold concrete and brushed metal. A bunch of scary looking men in conventional combat gear, flanked by large german shepherds, surrounded by concrete barriers and scary signs promising violence upon all who enter. Grace smirked. One look at her nametag and she’d be let through.


    Then she just needed to get out into the courtyard and she’d be out of the anti-teleportation field and they’d be free. Her government mandated paid two week vacation started officially tomorrow giving them a great head start. Eventually somebody would check in on subject G23 in her absence, but they’d be far far away by then.


    The second she stepped up to the last checkpoint all of the dogs started barking. Grace frowned, and tried to push through, but the guard on duty stopped her. The dogs were laser focused on the suitcase… And now so were the men.


    “What’s in the suitcase ma’am?” The platonic ideal of a soldier manning the gate asked her.


    Oh, fucking hell, these low clearance drones did not know to be afraid of strange artefacts! Grace struggled to come up with something better to do than pulling out her gun and blasting everybody… She never even considered the dogs. Fuck!


    She ran through all the possible outcomes of this conversation, and found only dead ends. And frankly, she felt offended that this is how they got her. Fucking dogs! So, she pulled out her gun and started blasting.


    The soldiers did not expect the small middle woman to pull out a heavy somniatic pistol, but they reacted quickly enough, to their credit. Confidently forming neat little defensive lines all according to protocol. The Lizard brain was impressed.


    Some of their confidence waned when they saw bullets being deflected by Grace’s probability shield. When their comrades began falling deeply asleep after being struck by her shots, the morale began to wane considerably.

Grace pulled her suitcase tighter as she walked, trying to get it within the shield bubble. These people could not actually harm her, but she was losing her head start! God-fucking-damn it! All of her best plans and contingencies assumed at least a couple of hours head start!


    A veritable battalion of soldiers spilled into the security checkpoint. Grace sighed. Looked like plan S it was. The lizard brain despaired at the inefficiency of it all. Grace jogged out through the large metal doors leading into the courtyard, trying to ignore the sounds of the sniper fire. Once she was certain she’d cleared the anti-teleportation shield she raised her hands to the sky and screamed like a madwoman:


    “Too long have the Reptiles reigned inside of the Inverted Pyramid! It is time for the Wasp-Hornet alliance to reign! Long live the great Hive! Long live the Twin Queens!


    She checked the area around her for any innocent bystanders and pressed the hidden switch she had installed inside of her spine, activating the ultradense explosives she had placed inside the soles of her shoes. A nanosecond later she activated the teleportation device.


    She caught the tail end of the explosion from a safe distance, about a mile away, hidden in a grove of trees. The government would eventually figure out her ruse after they analysed the DNA of the cloned decoy body she had dropped behind, but she bought herself some time.


    Hopefully, they would classify this event as political terrorism adding a whole bunch of red tape to the investigation. Grace couldn’t care less about who would win the eternal war, but the USA had thrown their lot in with the Lizards, so this would be quite the incident. She could deal with the Peace Enforcement squads coming after them. They were chumps.


    The Reclaimers on the other hand… Eventually the government would realize that G23 was missing and then aim to take them back… Well, hopefully she and G23 would be far enough away by then.


    Dr Grace Kelly breathed in the fresh air of the Alaskan wilderness in the spring. She had never cared much for nature, but she found it soothing now. The sun washed the valley in warm orange light as it raised over the mountains, easing the pained numbness she felt. She had done it. However this turned out, she was not going back to her old life. She searched for any shreds of regret inside of herself, and found none.


    The soft noises behind her let Grace know that G23 was out of the suitcase. Free of the facility… And they would not need her anymore. With their abilities, getting captured again was unlikely. They don’t need you anymore, the lizard brain whispered. They played you perfectly, you pathetic lonely worm! You’ve killed yourself!


    The monkey brain felt nothing but certainty. She loved G23 and they loved her. Grace smiled and turned around, but the alien was gone.


    In their place stood a stunning figure wearing a vintage looking suit and, of all things, a fedora. The stranger tipped their hat to her, and winked. Their eyes flashing bright green for a fraction of a second. Grace had no idea G23 could imitate a human so well… Or grow clothes. They’ve never done so before. It seems like they had been holding back on her. A pang of anxiety shot through her.


    It melted away into nothing when the stranger spoke in the voice she loved : “I’ll never leave your side, my dear Clyde; I’ll ride till I die.”


    Bonnie and Clyde? That was rather ominous… But Grace did not care. She was feeling rather Ride or Die herself right now.


    “So does that make you my Bonnie?” Grace said, grinning.


    G23 sauntered over, their chest swelling and filling up as they neared her. Their hair growing longer and changing color with each step, settling on deep blue.


    “You’re good,” they whispered, their face so close now.


    “I ain’t good. I’m the best!” She replied, matching the quote.


    “And modest!” G23 responded, their breath hot on Grace’s lips.


    She leaned in for the kiss in a way of responding. Her lover’s lips honey sweet.


    Alright, conceded the lizard brain, I’ll give you that one you stupid ape…


    Uk! Uk! Kiss good, responded the monkey brain.


    


    
      This story was based on a patron suggestion and it was the hardest thing I ever had to write. Sometimes the words just flow, the other times they don’t. The problems may have been related to the weird ass tone I went for. Have you guys ever read ‘Library at mount Char’? It’s one of my favourite books and it is full of characters casually referencing insane bullshit as if it was nothing. I wanted to try it here.


      I hope that the end result did not reflect the absolute ass pain this story was to write. :D

    

  

  
    Team Bonding


    
      Jolene had never met a Puazi before coming to the big city.


      Now, after joining the college soccer team she’s surrounded by them and is not coping well with how horny the aliens make her feel. Especially when she sees the captain’s huge alien cock. When the team captain invites her to some after-game team bonding she jumps on the opportunity. A whole lot of sex ensues.


      ***


      


      This story was based on a patron’s idea submission.


      The story was written in a way where you can understand it even if you’ve never read the Xenobiology comic.


      I haven’t done anything with the Puazi for a while, mostly because they’re a pain in the ass to draw and the whole concept is a consent nightmare. I don’t mind non-con in porn, but I prefer to write everything at least mostly consensual.


      I’ve been thinking for a while about doing a soft relaunch of the Puazi with a few slight changes and you can consider this story to be the start of that. I am working on a larger document with a bunch of lore and such, but for now all you need to know is that there is a pill that helps them manage the Heat. So now they become unreasonably horny freaks only when they want to.

    


    


    Jolene had never met a Puazi before coming to the Big City. Growing up in a tiny little town on the ass end of Kansas was like that… There were all these things that she knew were real, because she’d seen them on tv all her life but… It’s one thing to know, and another to experience. And she wanted to experience them so badly…


    So, she worked hard, earned all sorts of scholarships, got into a good university and kissed her dinky-ass town goodbye! And now she was surrounded by them… Skyscrapers! Fancy stores! Not even one trailer home! A subway system! And of course… Puazi. 


    Aliens. Actual, for real, people from the stars! Well, nowadays, most of them were from Russia and the east coast, but still! Once, little more than a century ago, they were from the stars, and that was close enough for Jolene.


    When she was little, she had asked her grandpa how it was before they landed, but he didn’t know as it was before his time. He did, however, tell her in great detail about how they were all dirty sluts and all that.


    Young Jolene decided that discretion was a better part of valor and did not ask again. Best if others didn’t know about her fascination. Especially the old-timers. Boy, they did not like them aliens at all! Little Jolene could not understand why…


    Well, now she was out of that shit hole! Nevermind these old fucks! Jolene could not get enough of seeing the Puazi, running around the campus. They were so slender and pretty, with their orange and dark brown coloring (so many different patterns!), their horns and their little tails (Oh my gosh their little tails!). 


    She tried her hardest to act normal around them, not wanting to come off as weird, but it was tough. To her surprise they were mostly just… People. Doing their thing, focusing on their studies or partying. She felt more alien than they were, in this Big City world. 


    What was she expecting? Jolene felt stupid and specist when she realized that she half expected them to be… Well… Sex maniacs. She may have spent too much time listening to the old folks… Also the two hundred and ninety gigabytes of Puazi porn on her laptop may have skewed her perceptions some.


    The thing about Puazi’s was the Heat… Oh, she’d read so much about it. There was a quirk to their biology which made them rather excited to be near humans. Their smell, touch, any… Bodily fluids really, would make them go wild. It was obscene how often Jolene imagined herself surrounded by Puazi, smelling her, getting themselves all worked up… What was she to do, but to help them all out in their time of need? On her knees, with her mouth and pussy and- Well, nevermind that!


    But of course that’s not how the real world worked… There was a pill to subdue the Heat, and most of them took it, at least smaller doses. And Jolene was glad they had it! Modern medicine strikes again! That’s part of the reason why she studied Xenobiology. She wanted to help!


    In the end, she just got over herself and moved on with her life. She deleted (almost) all of her porn and joined the college soccer team, hoping to work some of her energy off that way. And if a large portion of the team were cute Puazi girls? That most certainly had nothing to do with her decision. No sir! 


    The uniforms were cute! Yeah, that was it. Blue t-shirts with black shorts. Plus the white knee-high socks contrasted really beautifully with the Puazi skin- Oh fuck her, she was hopeless…


    When Jolene joined the team she was not surprised at how many of the Puazi girls had penises… It was not uncommon. What surprised her was her own reaction. She thought that she had her… Passion under control. She did not. Not even close.


    Every time they were in the locker room, about ninety percent of her brain power was taken up by trying not to visibly melt down from arousal. It was so bad that she barely said anything the first three weeks of practice. The other girls must have thought she was shy or something because they were so tender with her. Everybody was so nice!
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      Jolene having a hard time
    

    She really wasn’t shy! She was just horny! 


    Especially seeing the team captain. Oh Lord almighty, the captain! Tatiana Kozlova, third generation, six feet tall, hundred and twenty seven pounds weight (not that Jolene was keeping track), beautiful V-shaped patterning, thick crest and horns (the best kind), long black hair and… Well… A huge dick.


    Tatiana was the most perfect being to ever walk this earth, and Jolene was not dealing with it very well. All she wanted was to drop to her knees and see how much of that monster she was swinging around she could fit in her mouth… But that would probably be seen as rude, so Jolene coped in silence. 


    Sometimes, she thought she saw the captain check her out, but that was probably just projection. Jolene resolved to keep her freak tendencies under control, lest she make a specist fool out of herself.


    How could any Puazi like her without the Heat? Compared to the Puazi humans were so… Boring. Jolene with her pale skin, modest curves and brown hair felt plain in comparison. At least she had freckles. That was something.


    So… There she was, her skinny ass changing out of her stinky uniform after their first official game, feeling rather pleased with herself. She had played well and the captain had noticed. She had smiled and winked at her! That memory was certainly going in the spank bank! 


    Jolene’s mind was already halfway out the door and on the vibrator waiting for her in her dorm room, when she heard the silky smooth voice calling to her. “Hey Jo… You really did a good job out there today.”


    She turned to see Tatiana standing a respectful distance from her. She noticed Puazi were like that with humans, and tried not to comment. God she was pretty… And very, very, very naked. She must have just gotten out of the shower.


    Her long black hair was up in a long high ponytail. Damp tendrils clinging to her dark neck, begging Jolene to look further down into- focus on her face! Big, blue eyes, her thick dark lips… Gosh she loved the warm orange of her face… 


    “T-thanks. Just doing my best!” Jolene answered, realizing she had been staring.


    “Yeah… I can see that. You really try hard…” she said as she winked and… Did she just push out her chest more? Jolene looked away, feeling a blush creep into her face.


    Behind Tatiana, she noticed the coach and most of her teammates leaving the locker room, while some lingered and chatted. It was curious… They were just sitting there in various states of undress. Usually everybody got out of the locker room real quick, yet they were still here… Looking rather excited.


    Looking aroused?


    “Oh, I really, really like the team… You know? It’s been so fun and everybody’s so nice… I just want to- to contribute.” Jolene said, getting her mind out of the gutter. Nobody here was aroused save for her freak ass.


    “You’re a team player… That’s good.” Tatiana said.


    “I- I try…” 


    “Look… I could tell that you were having a hard time adjusting… You haven’t been around many Puazi in your life, right?”


    Jolene froze. Did she know? Did she notice Jolene checking her out? She really didn’t want to make anybody uncomfortable! Why was she such a pervert? 


    “I- yeah. None before coming here.”


    Tatiana nodded, as if she suspected. She coughed and continued “I should have talked to you sooner but I didn’t want to… Spook you.” She looked to the ceiling squinting, clearly searching for words. “There’s aspects of being on a mixed team that are… Sensitive. And I think I dropped the ball here…”


    What? The captain looked really worried for some reason.


    “I guess? I don’t really know? I think everybody is… Getting along… Well…” Jolene trailed off, distracted by what was happening behind the captain.


    Mali, a petite black human girl with short hair, was pressed against her locker cubby by the larger Puazi, their hands roaming over each other, grabbing and caressing. Ai’nu’s cock was hard and pressing against Mali’s stomach.


    Ai’nu moaned into Mali’s mouth, as she ground herself against the smaller girl. Who, in turn, wrapped her hands around Ai’nu’s cock and began stroking it fast and hard. The girls surrounding the two, a mix of Puazi and human, laughed and cheered them on.


    “Get it girl! Whooo!” Kristi yelled.


    “Ahem… Maybe wait a bit?” Anastasia added, glancing in the direction of Jolene and the Captain.


    Tatiana noticed the commotion behind her and swore in Russian. She turned back to Jolene, looking embarrassed. “Shit, they couldn’t just wait?! Look Jolene… It’s… Think of it as team bonding, alright?”


    “Team… Bonding?”


    “Sometimes after a game we like to… Let off some steam. It’s mostly because…” Tatiana paused, looking pained. ” When you’re on the pill to suppress the Heat… Some of us feel like we’re not as aggressive as we could be on the field so… Before a big match… We… Lower our dosages.” 


    Jolene’s heart was hammering in her chest. She had imagined herself ‘team bonding’ with the captain and other Puazi players so many times she nearly rubbed her clit clean off. She had a hard time finding words, her mouth suddenly dry.


    The other girls, emboldened by the show Mali and Ai’nu were putting on, began doing their own “Team Bonding” exercises. Kristi was straddling the still uniformed Nina and kissing her deeply. Kristi’s pale skin and blonde hair contrasted starkly against Nina’s dark pattern and long dark horns. 


    Beside them, Anastasia was leaning back on a bench naked; her breasts were being groped by two uniformed human girls sitting on either side of the Puazi. Anastasia noticed Jolene’s gaze and winked at her. Jolene wondered if she had slipped in the shower, hit her head and awoken in one of her sexual fantasies.


    All around them, the other team members, a mix of human and Puazi, were also-


    “Jolene?” Tatiana’s worried whisper brought her back to reality. This was really happening!


    She looked concerned. Jolene smiled and allowed herself to look down, at Tatiana’s heavy full breasts, at her big hard nipples. Her pattern was beautiful, a black patch of skin covering almost all of her neck, making her look like she was wearing a high black choker at all times. It fell away into warm orange, revealing her strong shoulders before narrowing down around her breasts and below, forming a v shape around her cock.


    Her huge, hardening cock… It was enormous, even half hard, maybe eight inches, orange with a blue tint around the head. The line of her pattern cut just below the penis, leaving her balls deep dark brown. The cock was quickly filling up, growing larger by the second.


    “Jolene…” Tatiana whispered again. Her voice hoarse. “If you don’t… Want to participate, you should leave, right now…”


    Leave? Jolene almost laughed. She was not going anywhere!


    “I think that team bonding is important…” She said, looking back at Tatiana’s face. Enjoying greatly the relieved grin that spread when she heard her words.


    The cock pressed into her stomach as Tatiana stepped closer to her. She was slightly taller than Jolene, forcing her to look up.


    “That’s fucking awesome Jolene…” She spoke, her face close to Jolene’s. She licked her full lips before leaning into her neck. “Say… Can I… Smell you?”


    Her pussy was so wet she thought she might pass out from dehydration.


    “No!” Tatiana said firmly as she leaned in and pressed her face into the pit of her neck. Jolene felt rather stinky after the game, but did not complain. If the alien lady wanted to sniff her, she was going to sniff her!


    The captains hands rested on Jolene’s hips as she smelled her. Her nose tickled as she trailed all over Jo’s neck taking deep satisfied breaths. When she roamed lower, Jolene obliged by raising her arm. Tatiana pressed her face into the offered armpit and breathed in greedily.


    “So… You’re not- not on the pill right now?” Jolene said, trying to sound only slightly interested.


    “Half… Half of my usual… Dosage… Oh god Jolene you smell… Oh god…” Tatiana said as she fell on her. All of her usual cool was gone as she kept sniffing Jolene frantically. 


    Jolene leaned back against the divider between the locker cubicles and let the captain explore her body. The woman’s hands quickly left her hips and roamed over her body, focusing mostly on her breasts; kneading and pinching. Somewhere along the way Tatiana pushed herself under Jolene’s top; her hard cock rubbing against her belly, teasing her. She wanted to reach down and grab it, but she enjoyed being worshipped like this too much.


    Tatiana kept moaning and whispering compliments to her as she kept enjoying her body. Behind her, the girls were going to town on each other. It was clear it was not their first time “Team Building”.


    Mali and Ai’nu were done making out. Mali was sitting beside the Puazi on the bench and sucking her off. Her head bobbing up and down on the blue cock happily. Ai’nu’s hand gripping her curly hair and guiding her head. The puazi’s eyes closed tightly as she came, her hips bucking, thrusting into Mali’s mouth. The girl tried to swallow it all, but much of it spilled back onto Ai’nu’s lap.


    Kristi was on her knees, eating out Nina, the Puazi moaning and grinding her hips into the human’s face. Right beside them Jane was riding Anastasia’s dick without a care in the world. Two other naked human girls sitting to their right were whispering to each other while rubbing each other’s pussies frantically. 


    A couple more of her human teammates were standing around in their uniforms laughing and cheering the ‘team bonding’ on. Were they waiting their turn, or just watching, Jolene wondered? Nobody was paying her and the captain much attention.


    “Jolene… Jolene…” Tatiana moaned into her ear. She sounded desperate.


    Jolene reached down to her cock, to find it covered with precum. The poor girl was in real need. She whimpered at the touch, and thrust into Jolene’s hands, her strong hips pumping hard and fast. Jolene loved the feeling of her soft foreskin sliding all over her fingers. Tatiana seemed to love it as well, her thrusts becoming more frantic, her hands gripping Jolene’s uniform.


    Tatiana looked drunk, flushed and wild, her eyes once blue, were now mostly orange, a sure sign of the Heat taking hold. Her horizontal pupils wide, almost square in shape. Her cock throbbed in Jolene’s hands, inviting her to grip it tighter; stroke it harder. The captain whimpered as she began coming.


    The cock throbbed and bucked in Jolene’s hands as it shot rope after rope of cum onto her soccer uniform. She was shocked how much the girl had in her! It kept coming and coming, without end, covering her stomach and hips. Finally Tatiana bucked one last time, before falling into Jolene’s arms all spent.


    She hugged the Puazi greedily, happy to have such an effect on her. The other girl nuzzled into her neck and sighed contentedly. Her skin felt so different from a human’s! It was soft, like velvet and completely hairless. Her horns were a bit difficult to navigate, poking Jolene in the cheek, but she could live with that. They stayed like this for a while, enjoying each other’s bodies. 


    Behind, the “Team building” was… Well it was escalating. Somebody laid out a bunch of towels on the floor for cushioning. Mali was on her hands and knees getting fucked from behind by Ai’nu, while sucking Anastasia off. The two Puazi’s were moaning and swearing loudly, while they fucked the smaller girl, who looked very happy for their attention.


    Meanwhile Kristi and Nina were on their knees in front of a line of human girls eating them out one by one. It was hard to tell which one of them looked more pussy drunk; the human or Puazi. The girls waiting to be serviced joked around and laughed without any shame. It looked like a good time to Jolene. She’d take being on either end of that scenario!


    Part of Jolene wanted to go out there and join in, but a larger one liked it just where she was, in the arms of this particular Puazi. She looked down, over Tatiana’s shoulder and noticed her tail slowly wagging happily.


    “Hey… Tatiana… I… Want to do something, but it might be weird… Tell me if it’s weird.” She whispered.


    “W-what?” Tatiana asked, sounding more sober. “Tell me…”


    “Can I… Touch your tail?”


    Tatiana laughed, and pushed out her ass. Her little deer-like tail wagged back and forth quickly. Inviting Jolene to grab it, so she did. It was impossibly soft! It felt like nothing she’d touched before. She tugged at it and stroked it for a while having way more fun than was reasonable.


    “Happy?” Tatiana giggled.


    “Yeah… Wanted to do that for years.”


    “Oh really?”


    “You have no idea… I wish humans had tails…”


    Tatiana pulled away from her and squinted at her. Her eyes mostly orange, with flecks of blue. Wait, was that a specist thing to say?


    “Not that I have a- a- a fetish or something!”


    “Hmm…”


    “I just think you’re cute, Is all! Just cute- cute normal people!”


    “Hmm… Normal?”


    “I mean- I don’t mean anything weird by it! I just meant- you’re so very pretty Tatiana! I think that’s what I meant…” She finished lamely, as she sat down on the bench and hid her face in her hands.


    Tatiana smirked down at her and laughed. “Jesus, relax! I was kidding. We’re good.” She grinned at Jolene. “I had no idea you were so… Interested in us.”


    Jolene looked up at Tatiana and decided to be honest. At least a little bit.


    “I was… Curious you could say… Didn’t want to make you feel weird.”


    Tatiana considered her for a moment, before pushing her hips out and presenting her, once again, hard cock to Jolene. “Why don’t you… Take care of this since you’re so curious?”


    Jolene opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around Tatiana’s cock head in way of answering. Another thing she loved about Puazi - in a completely non specist way - was that their refractory period counted in seconds. They could, and would, go all night.


    She swirled her tongue under the foreskin, savoring the sweet taste of Tatiana’s cum, causing the girl to gasp. Jolene wrapped both her hands around Tatiana’s huge shaft and bobbed her head up and down, trying to take in as much of it as she could. She could go down to almost halfway before she had to back out, the thickness of it making her gag. 


    Jolene was many things, but a quitter was not one of them. So, she tried again, and again, and again. Each time managing to take in a bit more of Tatiana’s throbbing cock in. While she never really managed all of it, the captain seemed to love her efforts anyway. Gasping and moaning with every attempt. 


     Her soft hands rested on Jolene’s head, pulling her in gently; pushing her hips out trying to match her rhythm. Her moans becoming more and more wild as the Heat took hold of her again.


    Jolene wanted Tatiana inside of her, but she could not stop herself from servicing her. She was such a fucking bottom it hurt. She wanted to please this woman over and over and over, so she got to work.


    She closed her eyes and focused, trying her best to please the Puazi. Soon enough she had the captain moaning loudly and leaking delicious precum into her mouth; her tongue licking it up greedily time after time. She smiled as she felt Tatiana’s cock twitch harder, her hands raking over her scalp, her breathing quickening. She was close, and Jolene could not wait.


    “Oh God, Jolene-” Tatiana choked.


    Her hand gripped Jolene’s hair, holding her head in place as she pumped her cock in and out of her mouth. All she could do was relax and try to keep up with the thick shaft pushing and out of her, twitching wildly. When Tatiana’s cum shot into her mouth she nearly came herself.


    There was so much of it, she barely kept up, drooling and leaking all over, swallowing as much as she could. It was even better than her fantasies, sweet and delicious. But, as all good things, Tatiana’s orgasm had to end eventually. She murmured as she pulled her softening cock out of Jolene’s mouth. Trailing spit behind it.


    Jolene leaned back in her cubby and closed her eyes savoring the moment. Her lips felt hot and tingly, her chin and neck covered in semen and drool. Her uniform soaked through and clinging to her chest and belly. She was so aroused she could cry. This was the best!


    “Hey, cap, done hogging the new girl?” A mocking voice from above her made her open her eyes.


    Ai’nu stood beside Tatiana, stroking her own cock gently. It was shorter and thinner than the captain’s but no less appealing. 


    “Dibs is dibs. Cope.” Tatiana responded with a snide smile, looking flushed. That second orgasm took a lot out of her.


    “Wait… Dibs?” Jolene asked, feeling a bit dazed. Captain had dibs on her? On little ol’ Jolene?


    Tatiana looked embarrassed, while Ai’Nu happily jumped in to explain: “Yeah, the captain could not wait to show you some ‘Team Bonding’, eh Cap? Eh? She was all like ’Oh nooo, but what if Jo’ doesn’t want to join in? Oh nooo.’ Right cap? Eh? Eh?” Ai’nu repeated as she poked Tatiana in the ribs. 


    “Ahem… It’s important to… Induce the new team member… Into our ways… Especially if they’re super cute.” Tatiana responded and winked at Jolene.


    Super cute? Captain thought she’s super cute? Jolene grinned, feeling like a million dollars. 


    “Yeah! Captain has been showing me the ropes! Love me some team bonding…” She said as she winked at Tatiana, who smiled back at her in turn. Her eyes a beautiful mix of blue and orange. 


    “Oh yeah? Why don’t you show me Jo?” Ai’nu said as she stepped up towards her.


    She was so different from Tatiana. Taller, but more slender. Her patterning almost entirely dark, save for a splash of orange around her face and a line going down her sternum, pointing towards her crotch. Her horns were straight and pointy, her hair short and spiky. A perfect image of Puazi androgyny.


    Her cock was dark at the base and shifting towards vividly blue midway through. Jolene wondered if it would taste different, as she leaned in towards it. More blue? She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. She licked up Ai’nu’s cock starting from the bottom of the shaft and ending at the tip, before taking it into her mouth.


    It did not taste any different. It tasted like cock. That was a stupid, stupid thought. 


    But it was delicious all the same and much easier to take in. She loved the monster Tatiana was slinging around, but Ai’nu’s was made for sucking. She moaned into it as she bobbed her head up and down, sucking and licking all over. One hand stroking the shaft, another gently cupping the soft testicles.


    “Fuck! She just went for it! Damn Cap’ this one’s- this one’s a keeper!” Ai’nu rasped out, her voice growing dazed by the end. The Heat taking over. Was she also off the pills, Jolene wondered?


    “Hmm… Can’t argue with you… She sure is… Eager.” Tatiana whispered, from beside Ai’nu as she began to gently stroke herself.


    It did not take Ai’nu long to come. Before long she was groaning loudly while plunging deep into Jolene’s throat, filling her with her cum. Jolene swallowed it all greedily, besides herself with anticipation of what was to come next. Her pussy almost aching from arousal. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the taste filling her mouth.


    She often imagined herself being a slave in a Puazi harem… Not that it was a real thing, but… Well… What if there was, say, a Puazi queen that loved to take human women into her harem and make her serve her and her court ladies? Jolene would be the first in line for that job.


    When she opened her eyes, she was greeted with a sight of Tatiana’s cock aimed at her mouth. The captain was looking down at her, dazed as she stroked herself. Well, who was Jolene to deny such pretty orange eyes? She could wait a bit before she got to come. So, she got to work on the massive dick, trying to go deeper this time. Her hands too busy to even think of touching herself.


    Soon enough, she was swallowingTatiana’s cum happily, enjoying her moans and caresses. She was ready to take off her filthy uniform and get to some fucking, when Ai’nu pushed her dick in front of her face again, looking impossibly needy.


    Well, now this had the makings of a problem. She wanted them inside her so bad but… Well… This predicament was too hot to give up. The idea of serving these two Puazi women over and over again with her mouth was an actual dream come true.


    And besides, who was she to refuse? She was just a helpless (entirely willing) slave after all. 


    Jolene had no idea how long she spent pleasuring both of them with her hands and mouth. She reached a state of such perfect horny equilibrium that time seemed to have ceased to function normally. 


    “Byyye! Don’t wear yourselves out sluts!” Somebody yelled out from the other side of the room, breaking Jolene out of her daze. 


    Mali and some of the other human girls were all dressed up and leaving the locker room. Jolene was shocked to see that it was dark outside… How much time had passed? She waved back at the leaving girls, feeling a bit silly with her mouth full of cock and all. But they all waved back at her, acting like it was not a big deal, so she relaxed.


    Soon it was just her, Kristi and four very horny Puazi girls, left in the locker room. Kristi was currently busy eating Nina out (again) while Anastasia pounded her from behind. The human woman seemed pretty happy to be the centre of Puazi attention; especially enjoying Anastasia thrusting in and out of her.


    Jolene could sure use some thrusting right about now. She completely soaked through her shorts by now. She could not wait any longer! She made herself take out Tatiana’s dick out of her mouth (Sacrilege!) and stood up. The Puazi woman groaned and pressed herself against her, her eyes orange and wild.


    “Wait a minute! I need to take this off- Wait damn it!” She rasped out, her mouth feeling mushy, as she fought to push the two Puazis off of her. She just needed a moment to take her clothes off!


    Somewhere along the way, during their little blowjob marathon the two Puazi women seemed to have fallen deep into the Heat. Tatiana stood by Jolene impatiently stroking herself, while Ai’nu sat down on the bench heavily while mumbling “Fuuuuck…” over and over.


    Jolene suspected she looked a bit crazed as well, with her lips swollen and long brown hair wild. She kicked her shorts off and finally stood there naked, save for her knee-length white socks and black cleats. The floor was full of very soft looking towels, which looked rather comfortable for her sore back. She should not have just spent - however long it had been - hunched over like that.


    “Alright Tatiana… Come here…” She said, as she laid on her back on the floor. 


    Tatiana was between her spread legs in a flash, already pushing the head of her dick into her wet opening. Jolene groaned, feeling the cock-head push inside of her easily. She was so aroused, she could cry! She needed this, and she needed it now.


    “Joleeene…” Tatiana mumbled into her ear, as she began pumping in and out of her “Oh you feel so good. God…”


    “Yeah, give it to me, please…” She whispered back, before she lost her facility of speech.


    It was a good thing that Jolene was so slick with arousal, because Tatiana was not very gentle. The Heat crazed woman was trying, Jolene could tell, but she was falling short. While it did not hurt, it took Jolene a moment to adjust to the overwhelming feeling of fullness brought on by each thrust. More and more with each push, as Tatiana drove herself deeper and deeper.


    The pleasure was so intense it almost hurt. The orgasm that began building the second she felt Tatiana inside of her, grew along each thrust. By the time Tatiana fully entered Jolene, she was done for! The press of the other woman’s breasts on hers, the shock of her hips hitting hers, the feeling of her hot breath in her ear as she moaned was too much. Jolene came hard, her legs wrapped around the Puazi.


    She was barely done with her orgasm when she felt hot cum shot inside her, driving her even wilder. She bucked her hips, grinding herself into Tatiana trying to take even more of the Puazi in, as the woman shuddered and gripped her tight. Jolene came again, their orgasms twined together and stretched endlessly, as more and more cum pumped inside her; spilling out and pouring over her ass-crack.


    Finally it was over, and they both fell into each other, gasping for breath. Jolene loved the weight of the other woman on top of her. The intense smell of her sweat filled her nose, making her feel drunk.


    Tatiana raised herself on her shaking arms, and looked down on Jolene. She looked happy, if a bit dazed. 


    “Wow… That was…” She rasped out “You’re so fucking pretty Jolene…”


    “Thanks… You too.”


    Tatiana smiled, as she pulled her softening penis out, and sat back heavily, leaning back on a locker cubby. Jolene felt a bit sad at the loss of contact, before she remembered where she was. Ai’nu was already kneeling between her legs and pushing her cock in.


    Jolene laughed and raised her hips a bit, to help the dazed woman. The smaller cock pushed inside of her easily, but still made her moan. It felt amazing. Big was good, but sometimes a lady needs some more tender loving.


    Not that Ai’nu was especially tender, drilling into Jolene with all her might as she did; but after that monster anything would feel gentle by comparison. She knelt between Jolene’s legs rather than lay on top of her, one arm extended out supporting her weight, another grabbing for Jolene’s breasts, playing with them. She felt another orgasm threaten to build with each second of Ai’nu’s frantic motions. 


    “Is there… Room for a third?” She heard Anastasia’s soft voice from a bit further away.


    She turned her head to see the small Puazi woman sitting on a nearby bench, her cock half-hard on her lap. Kristi and Nina were all dressed and walking out hand in hand. Looked like they were going to continue the ‘team bonding’ on their own somewhere else.


    It was just her now, alone with three Heat dazed Puazi ladies. Oh my. Maybe this was a dream after all?


    “Yeah… The more the merrier!” Jolene said.


    Anastasia grinned and walked over, swishing her wide hips with each step. She was the least built like a stereotypical athlete out of the whole team, with her curvy figure and large heavy breasts, but she made for an excellent goalie.


    Her hair, long and blue, contrasted beautifully with her almost entirely orange patterning, just her hands and legs below the knees being darker. Her cock mostly orange, with a black tip.


    She knelt beside Jolene’s head and stroked herself slowly, while watching her get fucked. With her other hand, she reached out to Jolene’s breast, the one Ai’nu was not currently kneading. Between the two ladies teasing her breasts and the cock driving in and out of her Jolene came again. She threw her head back and screamed, as the waves of pleasure rocked her, in time with Ai’nu’s thrusts.


    The Puazi sped up, feeling her pussy clench down on her cock and soon enough, the wonderful feeling of warmth spread through her again as Ai’nu emptied herself inside her; as she moaned and cursed.


    Jolene, still dazed from her receding orgasm, did not even think to disobey when Anastasia groaned “Open your mouth…”


    Thick ropes of cum hit her lips and chin, one after another. She tried to angle herself towards Anastasia’s cock, but there was only so much she could do to catch them. She was quickly covered, both her face and neck slick with her teammate’s cum. The Puazi woman sighed and sat back down on the floor, looking satisfied.


    Meanwhile, Ai’nu groaned again, and pulled herself out of Jolene… Just for Tatiana to take her place again… Her eyes deep orange, face full of nothing but desire.


    “Oh shit…” Jolene whimpered


    “Yeah, you’re in trouble Jolene,” Anastasia chuckled back, her voice surprisingly clear.


    “Ana? You’re…” Jolene began, before noticing the goalie’s eyes. They were blue. “The Heat?” She finished lamely, suddenly conscious of half her face being covered in semen.


    “Never been too strong for me… Never bothered with the pill anyway.”


    “So… What are you doing here?”


    Anastasia laughed hearing that, then looked at her like she was a dummy. “I don’t know… What are you doing here Jo?”


    Now that just made her feel silly. You didn’t need to be in Heat to be a horny little freak… She certainly didn’t! She was about to say as much when Tatiana pushed herself inside, and the whole cycle began anew.


    The next hour or so Jolene spent mostly on her back and sometimes on her knees. One of the ladies inside of her, and two beside; giving her something to suck, lick, stroke or worship at all times. It would be a lie to say that she lost count of how many orgasms they shared between them, because she never tried counting to begin with.


    There were too many.


    But, In the end, the body - human and Puazi - has its limits. While the Heat kept the Puazi women going, and general freakiness pushed Jolene along; their stamina was not endless. They were spent soon enough.


    They all laid on the floor of the locker room tangled up in each other; covered in all sorts of delightful filth, grinning at each other through their exhaustion.


    “Welcome to the team…” Tatiana croaked out from somewhere above her. Jolene’s head was currently resting on her left breast. She was too tired to move.


    Anastasia and Ai’nu hummed their agreement from somewhere to Jolene’s right.


    Jolene smiled and laughed in response. She was too tired to think of anything to say, but she knew it would be enough. Finally, she was amongst people who were like her…


    


    
      I hope you liked this one! It was closest thing to pure smut I’ve ever written. It’s fun to just go silly with a bunch of slutty characters.


      One thing I struggled with is pacing of the Puazi descriptions. I opted to bring up how they look in detail when they become involved with Jolene, but that leaves them mostly featureless earlier. But the alternative was to frontload the story with a whole bunch of description dumps which is also not great. What do you think?


      Also, Puazi don’t really work without a visual component. I think I’ll be adding an illustration to every single story I write about them. There’s no way I can do their design justice with just prose.

    

  

  
    Ryan’s magical evening


    “Are you sure… Ryan? You would do anything?” Stacy said while slowly leaning into him. “Anything?” The last word came out as a hoarse whisper. Her blue eyes staring into his.


    “Yeah! To get with… ahem. To get with all of you? Fuck yeah I’d do anything!”


    “No! No, no, no!” Stacy wagged her finger at him like a school-teacher “You said ‘I’d do anything to get my dick wet!’ Those were your exact words, yes?”


    “Uh… Yeah!”


    The other sorority girls laughed hearing that. Ryan felt like there was a joke here he was not getting. It did make him worry, but Stacy leaned into him again, giving him great view of her ample cleavage. Were those freckles? Oh fuck, those were freckles. A blonde with freckles. He was in heaven.


    Behind him, he heard the doors to the Delta Gamma sorority house being locked. What was going on here? The party had been winding down for a while now, so he had yelled out ‘I’d do anything to get my dick wet!’ as a joke. It normally made the ladies groan, but this time it was like it had activated something in them. The girls had quickly kicked out all of the other guys, pushed him onto one of the couches and then pounced on him.


    They all dressed near identical in their matching black tops and knee length black skirts; their makeup heavy and dark. Ryan had never seen a sorority going for a goth vibe, but he liked it a lot, even if it made him nervous. His buddy Stan had told him not to go to this party, that those women were crazy, but he had not listened. Maybe he should have? But then again… Crazy chicks were really good in bed… Sometimes. When they were not keying your truck or burning your shit.


    “My… My, oh my Ryan! Anything to get your dick wet, huh? We just might be able to… Facilitate that… ” Stacy leaned back, away from him, making him miss her warmth. He got over it really quick when her hands went to his belt buckle. Before he could blink, his pants were on the floor and his dick was out for all to see. A chorus of appreciative “Oooh’s” and “Aaah’s” rose from the ladies.


    “My! You’re really… Alright Ryan I’ll have to give it to you, that’s a great dick. The Goddess really blessed you… And us tonight,” Stacy said as she slowly stroked his cock, while all the other girls nodded and murmured amongst each other. Their eyes looked hungry, but maybe that was just the makeup making them look like that. Wait, what was that about a goddess?


    Stacy produced a black sharpie, out of nowhere, and begun writing some weird symbols all over the base of his cock. He was going to ask about it, but a girl – was it Rebecca? A black girl, with long braids and all those crazy tattoos- pressed herself into his side and begun kissing him on the neck. He decided to just go along with whatever those ladies wanted.


    “Really? Not gonna ask about the runes?” Stacy threw the sharpie away and stood up. Another girl – a petite little redhead, he didn’t really know – took over the handjob. “You’re really perfect, you know that? Usually this takes a lot of convincing!”


    Stacy laughed as she pulled up her skirt, revealing an absolutely goergous shaved pussy. Ryan begun to drool. The symbols painted around it puzzled him a bit, but he stuck to his ‘don’t question it’ policy. It had gotten him this far!


    “Hey Ryan! Wanna see a magic trick?” Stacy asked, while making some really complicated gestures with her hands. Ryan nodded, hoping the trick consisted of his dick dissapearing inside of Stacy. He could get with that kind of magic.


    Instead, he felt an odd feeling growing around his groin. Then, a flash, and a weird pop in his ears, that reminded him of being on a plane. The room got quiet, as his eyes readjusted to the dim light. Stacy stood before him, panting slightly, stroking her dick and grinning at him, her lipstick red and vicious looking.


    Wait. Stroking her dick? Her… what?


    “Can you feel it? Ryan? The connection should be strong enough that you should… Feel it,” Stacy panted out as she stroked her cock harder, the foreskin gliding over the cock head.


    The thing was, he could feel it and It felt amazing. His own dick getting stroked to the exact rhyrm of Stacy’s. That redhead had some nimble hands, he had to give it to her. He looked down to see the girl rubbing his pussy gently, her fingers gliding between his folds expertly.


    Wait… His what? Where’d his dick go? What?


    “See? The magic only works if you mean it Ryan… And you really meant it that you’d do anything!” Stacy laughed as she knelt in front of his spread legs, her cock hovering just outside of his new… entrance.


    Ryan would be the first to admit that he was not the brightest of men. But in that moment, he understood a couple of things about the world and about himself. One: magic was real, and it could swap a dick and a pussy. Two: these women were crazy. Three: He would really agree to anything to feel his dick in a pussy; Even if it was his pussy. Four: Stacy wanted to fuck him… And that was all that really mattered to him now.


    “Eh, fuck it. Put it in!” Ryan laughed as he said it. Fuck it! Whatever!


    Stacy blinked a couple of times, before she understood what he said. “You know what! You’re a pretty cool guy Ryan!” The other girls laughed. He was surrounded by horny witches who lured men in to fuck them with their own dicks, and he did not care. Whatever floated their boat! He was getting laid tonight!


    The redheaded girl to his right laughed and adjusted her hand to stroke his clit, leaving Stacy room to push in. Fuck it felt good! At the same time, he felt his dick push into a wet pussy, as he felt his pussy being pushed into by a hard cock. He threw his head back and groaned. He had never felt this good in his entire life.


    “Oh goddess, Ryan… ” Stacy murmured as she begun to move her hips, slowly pushing in and out. He felt the head of his dick rub against every ridge and fold he had inside. Amazing!


    Rebecca, stopped kissing his neck and sat back on the couch. She impatiently took off her black panties, and begun furiously rubbing her clit. More runic symbols adorned her belly and thighs.


    “You see that? Ryan?” Stacy panted as she fucked him “Becca’s gonna go next. And then Irena” She indicated the redhead, currently pinching his clit “And then the rest. They’re- they’re gonna get your dick wet so many times!” She groaned into his ear as she pumped in and out, franticly.


    Ryan wanted to say something witty to respond to that, but the combined sensations he was feeling took his words away. He simply nodded and angled his hips to help Stacy out. She moaned and sped up. He could feel her- his dick twitch, ready to come.


    “Are you ready? Ryan? I am going- going to come inside of you!” Stacy groaned, her breath hot in his ear.


    “Yeah! Do it!” He panted out. He was feeling an odd sensation in his toes. Something was coming; Rolling in a wave, stronger than what he’d ever felt before. Stacy came at the same time as the wave took him; the strongest orgasm he’d ever felt. His pussy clenched around Stacy making her whimper. Something sticky and warm filling him, his world shrinking down to the sensation of fucking and being fucked at the same time.


    When he came to, Stacy was laying on top of him, panting, gently grinding against him. They laid like that for a while, just enjoying the sensation of her cock cooling inside of him. There was a murmur of quiet conversations around them, as well as Rebbecca’s quiet moans. Irene sat back and watched, a tiny smirk on her face.


    Stacy raised herself shakily. She looked flushed and adorable, with her hair all messed up. Ryan winked at her, making her giggle. She covered it up with a cough and slowly, pulled out of him. “So… How bout that? Your first time getting fucked? Did you like it?”


    Ryan’s mind cleared off of the arousal enough to considered the question.


    “Pussy is pussy.”


    Stacy nodded, sagely. “Indeed.”


    Rebecca – who apparently had enough of waiting – rose up from the couch and took her place in front of Ryan. Stacy knelt behind her and, once more, made some complicated gestures with her hands. Another flash, and Rebecca was sporting a dick.


    “Heh… The skin changed to match!” Ryan laughed. Stacy pouted.


    “Well… It would look stupid otherwise!”


    Rebecca had enough talking. “Alright, everybody shut up! Ryan! You ever suck a dick?”


    He shook his head. The way she stood above him, imperiously, really suited her. Her breasts looked amazing from this angle, Ryan decided. They were not very big, but the nipples poking out through the fabric of her black top looked really hot. The black lipstick and dark makeup around her eyes just added to the hotness.


    “Well you’re about to! Open wide!” She said, pointing at her crotch. Without preamble, she lined her dick up with his mouth and looked at him expectantly. He thought about protesting, but decided against it. He had never considered sucking a dick before… But… It was his dick! He would feel everything he did to himself… That sounded… Interesting.


    Rebecca huffed and grabbed his head, pressing it against her cock. Wow, somebody was impatient! Ryan shrugged and opened his mouth obediently. She immediately shoved it in too deep, making him gag. But his cock felt so good rubbing against his throat, he didn’t even think to complain. He began sucking it right away.


    “Oooh fuck… That’s right boy…” Rebecca groaned as she pumped in and out of his mouth. The dick tasted like sweat and salt, surprising him. He was barely able to keep up, learning quickly what felt good and what didn’t. As it turned out, having immediate feedback helped a lot in learning how to do a blowjob.


    Before long he had one hand on the shaft, stroking, one cupping the balls, his head bobbing up and down, tongue swirling around the cock head. Rebecca seemed to like it. “Oh yeah… Yeah! Oh Goddess, like this!”


    “Wow… Ryan… ” Stacy whispered into his ear, leaned into him. When had she sat on the couch? He had been so focused on Rebecca, he’d missed it “You look… Really hot right now.” Her hand made its way down to his groin. He spread his legs to give her access. Stacy hummed gently as she begun to finger him. Another new experience! His moan was muffled by the dick twitching in his mouth. He felt another orgasm coming.


    “Oh yes! Don’t stop- fuck! I’m coming! Keep going!” Rebecca groaned, her fingers pulling at his hair. Stacy’s hot breath in his ear, her fingers pumping in and out of him. His own cock sliding in and out of his mouth, pulsating, leaking precum. The orgasm nearly blinded him with pure extasy. He was so focused on the wonderful sensations, that he was not ready for the cum shooting into his mouth. It was all he could do not to choke, but swallow as it kept coming. More and more, salty and bitter.


    Rebecca kept rocking her hips, long after she finished coming. Ryan, lost to the world, kept licking, sucking and stroking, riding the orgasm out, until it was all too much. He fell back against the couch, eyes closed, panting, as Rebecca stumbled away. He heard her sit down on the couch next to him, heavily, panting as well; her warm shoulder pressed into his.


    “Damn… Thanks… That was- that was something. Goddess, my legs are shaking…” She said, her voice much nicer when she was not demanding.


    “Whatever my lady wishes…” Was all he could think to say. Stacy snorted on the other side of him. Nobody else made a comment. They laid like that, in relative silence, for a while. Ryan could hear quiet conversations around them, and a fair amount of moans. The other sorority girls were having their own fun, it seemed. He opened his eyes to look, but his attention was caught by Irene. Standing over them looking excited.


    “My turn? Stacy?” She said, her voice deep and hoarse. It did not quite fit her small frame. Stacy jolted beside him, a bit of drool left on his shoulder where her head rested before.


    “Oh! Yes! Sorry. I was- come here!” She said, while waving her hands around. Ryan knew to close his eyes before the flash blinded him again. Irene looked… Really disproportional with his dick, like the weight of it would imbalance her. And yet, it fit somehow. Maybe it was her feral grin, as she stroked herself. A spike of arousal shot through Ryan again. He did not protest when Stacy gently pulled him on top of herself, making him face her, his ass up in the air.


    “Wow… That’s a view! Nice ass Ryan…” Irene purred, her hands kneading his butt-cheeks roughly. He was about to say something, when Stacy grabbed his head and pulled him in for a kiss. He kissed her back eagerly, having wanted to do that for the whole evening. The sensation of his dick gliding into his dripping pussy made him moan into her mouth. She paused, for a brief moment, before kissing him even deeper, her tongue pushing into his mouth greedily.


    Irene was not quiet, or gentle, as she fucked him. She moaned and groaned freely with each thrust, her hands holding his hips firmly. She was stronger than she looked. Between that, the kiss, and the sensation of Stacy’s hands roaming all over his back, he was in heaven. His own moans, only emboldened Irene, to thrust harder, and do more. The first slap to his ass surprised him, sending a shockwave to his core.


    The redhead was spanking his ass, as she fucked him. It felt great. He just wanted more. He pushed hiss ass out greedily, making Irene laugh. She obliged him without comment, smacking his ass harder.


    His orgasm took him by surprise. The two he’d had so far had started with his dick, but not this one. It came from his pussy. Ryan moaned into Stacy’s mouth as he came purely from being penetrated and spanked. Irene groaned as she felt his pussy clench around her dick.


    “Fuck- fuck you’re coming! Oh- Goddess!” She yelled. That girl was loud!


    “Oh Ryan…” Stacy whispered into his mouth, while carressing his back. “I am so happy we found you…” She continued before kissing him again. His lips felt swollen by now, but he accepted her eagerly. It felt too good.


    Before long, Irene came inside of him, groaning and swearing loudly. The sensation of being filled less alien this time around. Ryan found it easier to enjoy it. He wanted more. And more is exactly what he got. Stacy broke their kiss, for just long enough to practice her magic again. And soon after, different hands on his hips, he didn’t know whose. A different girl fucking him, as he kissed Stacy.


    And then another one, then another. Before the night was over, he must have had sex with every one of the Delta Gamma sorority girls at least once, if not more. Between Stacy’s lips and his orgasms, he lost count.


    ***


    The following morning he found his clothes buried under a pile of black tops and skirts. By the end of the night, they had all been naked. Ryan smiled, as he looked at the sleeping girls, piled all over the floor and furniture. That had been some party.


    He quietly made his way to the doors, trying not to wake anybody. Now, in the light of day, he felt… He didn’t really know how he felt, but he didn’t feel like talking to any of them right now. At least he didn’t need to ask Stacy to give him his dick back. It had just been there when he awoke. He almost made it out of the door without being noticed. Almost.


    “Hey there… Walk of shame?” Stacy whispered, from her spot on the stairs just outside of the party room. She was wearing black, thick rimmed glasses, and dressed in a black satin robe, her blonde hair up in a messy bun; no makeup on her face. She was sipping coffee, looking tired. He considered her words. Shame?


    “Nah… No shame… But… Well… That was weird.”


    Stacy smirked hearing that. She had a good smirk, Ryan decided. Damn it, she was cute.


    “We like things weird around here…” She said, looking at him questioningly. Like she was not sure what to think. Ryan wasn’t sure what to think either.


    “Uuuuh… Weird can be cool,” he tried.


    Stacy sipped her coffee, before nodding. “Yeah. It can be… It can be…” She trailed off, sounding unsure. “Say, Ryan… We’re throwing another party on Friday… It’s a… Well, it’s gonna be pretty damn weird… Want to come?”


    Did he? Now, in the light of day, the way last night developed left him feeling… Uncertain. He had some thinking to do, maybe even some pondering. Possibly questioning. Not to even mention that magic was apparently a thing… He didn’t even want to touch that hornet’s nest yet.


    On the other hand…


    “Fuck yeah,” he said, smiling widely at Stacy. She beamed right back at him. Tension he hadn’t noticed before leaving her.


    “Really? I thought that you looked a bit… Whatever.”


    “Eh… Pussy is pussy! I just fucked a whole sorority! That’s some top tier alpha man shit!”


    Stacy squinted at him, through her glasses. She had the most adorable squint.


    “You should be studied in a lab Ryan. I think… I think we need more of you.”


    “Fuck that noise! One and only!” Ryan said, as he pumped his fists up into the air. He ran out of the door, sensing that he was not gonna get a better exit than this one. Stacy’s laugh followed him outside.


    Fuck pondering! The sun was shining, the day was nice, and he just got laid more than any other man had ever gotten laid! And on friday he was going to do it again!


    Life was good!

  

  
    A Day for Beauty


    
      At the ripe old age of sixty three Mrs. Rachel is starting to feel rather down on her appearance. Could a delightful encounter with one of her neighbours sons change her mind?


      ***


      


      I am almost done with the next IWNFY chapter, don’t worry. It’s taking a while because the chapter turned out to be almost 20k words long. Almost twice as long as usual.


      I just wrote this to de-stress after a tough week.

    


    


    It started, as many wonderful things tend to, during a party.


    One Mrs. Rachel was invited to, but did not intend to go. She had other plans that day- a day of galavanting about town with her best friend Miriam- the two of them all prettied up, trying to see if they could still turn some heads. Not that either would act on it if such a miraculous event would occur.


    Miriam was married, and Mrs. Rachel was old. They both were- old that is- but Rachel seemed to feel it more acutely that morning, as she stood naked in front of the mirror. It used to be a friend, once, in her youth that mirror. Now, it was not yet quite the enemy, but they were no longer on speaking terms.


    The schism had begun slowly, subtly- one day the mirror began showing her wrinkles that most certainly were not there before. Sagging in places that were once pert and rolls in areas that she was fairly certain, were meant to be smooth. The mirror made up for its insolence by showing her ample ass, and still pretty face, but… The balance was shifting.


    She put her orange robe back on, and ran her hands over the dark thigh-high stockings she had picked for today, enjoying the smooth texture. She’d even gotten her hair cut- with a swooping parted fringe, cut much shorter in the back, all natural and silvery… Yesterday she thought it bold, now she just looked old and grey.


    The clock was ticking. Soon, the mirror would have to be dealt with.


    But first Miriam would have to face her punishment. The woman had texted Mrs. Rachel just a couple minutes ago with some flimsy excuse to cancel their glamorous outing. No doubt she wanted to spend some time with her husband, the needy old asshole that he was.


    So, here she was, all ready to go, with nowhere to be. It hit her at once, how much she had looked forward to going out with Miriam. She had other friends, sure, other options, but… Today was meant to be about beauty.


    She would not feel as good with her other gal friends. Miriam was…


    The sounds of loud music and laughter helped shake Mrs. Rachel out of her moroseness. The new neighbours were throwing a block party, to get to know people in their little cul-de-sack. A nice family, Mrs. Rachel had learned a week ago, when she brought them pie to welcome them personally.


    Maybe she could go to the party? The idea filled her with dread for some reason… Dread and longing. She’d have to spend the whole time there pretending not to stare at a certain… Young man.


    She closed her eyes and fought the urge to be an old fool. She gave it a good go, but in the end she lost. She skulked towards the window and angled herself behind the curtain to enjoy the elderly privilege of snooping on her neighbours. Well, one of them specifically…


    Leonard. The new neighbour’s only son.


    He was tall, and lithe. Not quite an athlete’s build, but he looked strong. Dark skin covered in a little sheen of sweat from running around in the sun, black curly hair falling around his forehead framed his severe face handsomely. Rachel had noticed him the moment the family moved in. He was just old enough, at twenty one, for her to not feel like an absolute scumbag for lusting after him.


    He reminded her of a few gentlemen she had entertained long, long ago. Before she met her late husband. Before the practicalities of life made her settle down and put away the more… Exciting tendencies she’d had. Before she became a mother, then grandmother.


    Just thinking about those times made her breath quicken. Or perhaps it was the sight of Leonard’s smile as he greeted people in between bouts running off to their garage and searching for something. He looked like he had a lot of stamina… Young men were like that… Able to go for a long, long time…


    Well, that was one item decided on today’s schedule. She was definitely going to masturbate soon.


    In fact… Where was that vibrator of hers? It’d been a while. She found it and moved to her favourite spot.


    Mrs. Rachel’s backyard was absolutely private thanks to the tall hedges her late husband planted around the property. She sighed as she sat back in her favourite chair and spread her legs. She turned the toy on and rubbed it slowly along her stiffening clit.


    Now… Say she and Miriam did go out and a couple of handsome young men were to approach them…  How would that go, exactly? They could flirt for a while, her and Miriam would be coy and sexy, playing at disinterest… But not for long. Mrs. Rachel would entice her man to make the first move- Miriam was more shy about these things. The man’s hard cock would strain against his pants, but Rachel would be quick to help him, first with her hand, then mouth.


    Miriam would not join her, at least not at first- she would watch as her own man touched her. Her tall slender body writhing in the man’s embrace, as Rachel showed her all the things she’d learned over the years. Then- as she brought her man to the brink, Miriam would bend over the bed and present herself for her man, her olive skin glistening with sweat as a big hard cock entered her-


    DING-DONG!


    Mrs. Rachel startled so badly she dropped her vibrator onto the terrace floor where it buzzed loudly, sounding vaguely accusatory.. She scrambled to turn it off. Was she expecting somebody today? There was that package from Miriam… She hurried to the door, hoping that she looked less flushed than she felt as she looked through the peep-hole.


    Her sex, already wet and aching from before, twinged when she saw who was on the other side. Leonard was just on the other side of the door, as if he had stepped out of her dreams, or perhaps walked across the street. He was fidgeting, balancing on his heels, getting ready to leave.


    Mrs. Rachel tore the doors open before she could stop and think about what she was doing. The young man jumped back a little bit, then blinked hard.


    She summoned all the grace she once had and leaned against the doorframe as if she had no care in the world. “Oh? Good morning… What brings you here…” She paused, pretending to forget his name.


    “Uh- Leonard Mrs. Rachel,” he asked, his eyes raking all over her.


    With a flush, Mrs. Rachel realised that her robe, while not outright scandalous, did not cover nearly enough. The hem ended a couple of inches above the line of her stockings- a rather daring look for somebody her age.


    “Good morning Leonard…” She whispered, as she wrapped the robe more tightly around herself.


    He opened his mouth, but said nothing, his eyes locked onto her thighs. Then he flushed, as if he realised he was caught staring. “Oh- Do you have any spare lawn chairs? We’re short.”


    Not quite what she had hoped to hear from his mouth, but she could work with it. “Oh… Is that all?”


    “Uh… Yeah. We’re having a party… You’ve got the invite, right?” He chuckled nervously. Gosh, he was nervous to talk to her? Her loins could only take so much.


    She wrenched her filthy mind back onto the issue at hand. She did have spare chairs, as it happened. She turned to walk back into her house and waved at Leonard to follow her. They were in the shed in her back yard- a remnant of some birthday party or other.


    The vibrator was still on the terrace floor where she left it.


    She kicked the vibrator under her chair and prayed the boy would not see it, then she led him out into the shed. They did not speak as they walked, Leonard did not even look at her. In fact he was trying to look anywhere but at her, his flush never quite going away.


    He was in her house… Oh, the things she could do… If she was not over sixty years old and clearly just an embarrassing, delusional old woman. The boy was flustered, because she was acting oddly. She needed to get her mind out of the gutter, before she embarrassed herself further.


    Then, she could masturbate like a wildcat to the thoughts of how this little encounter could have ended, in another world.


    They found the chairs, stacked in the corner of the shed. Leonard made vague motions to reach for them, but Mrs. Rachel waved him off. As she leaned over a pile of gardening tools, she realised her mistake, as the robe began riding up and over her ass.


    Now, on any other day she would have simply adjusted herself, or had the young man get the damned chairs himself but today… Today she was meant to be beautiful. So, she leaned in further, making sure to arch her back in just the right way to let Leonard see her underwear. Her heart beat faster, imagining him squirming behind her, torn on whether he should enjoy the view or not.


    A breeze blew through the shed, and danced across her bare cheeks.


    Oh, that’s right, she was not wearing any underwear. The thought slammed into her mind like a speeding train, filling her with both immense lust and hot sticky embarrassment. She was not sure but- there was a fair chance that she just gave the boy an eyeful of her unshaven pussy.


    More of a… Direct approach than she intended. God, he would think her a senile old hag, or worse some sort of desperate slut.


    She grabbed the damn chairs and straightened out. She turned to Leonard to give them to him and move this disaster along, when she noticed how he was standing. Slightly hunched over, with his hands suspiciously in front of his crotch. Almost as if… Almost as if he was hiding something.


    Something hard.


    Mrs. Rachel swallowed, trying to see past his hands. “There you go. Would four be enough?”


    Leonard looked somewhere on the ceiling. “What?”


    “Four chairs?”


    “Oh yeah- yeah. Perfect. Thank you.” He fumbled for the chairs, all elbows and knees.


    It has been so long since Mrs. Rachel made a man fumble like this… Somewhere in the back of her mind she knew that she should just let the boy go and let this be a little incident that neither of them would ever acknowledge.


    But… Then what?


    He would leave her alone in this too large house, working up the courage to leave, fantasizing about trying to recapture something that could never be recaptured.


    Or worse yet, go out to the party, mingle, be a silly old grandmother. Maybe they would even have her watch the kids!


    No. Not today.


    Today was for daring and beauty.


    “Would you like something to drink?” She asked Leonard., who was just turning to leave, eager to flee. “It is so hot out there today…”


    “Uh-” He stuttered, his eyes jumping between her body and the exit. She let him stew in it for a minute, certain of the outcome. Leonard was, above all else, a polite young man.


    He would never dare to refuse an elderly woman.


    “Yeah.” He sighed, then smiled trying to hide his awkwardness… And his erection. “Yes, some juice sounds perfect.”


    She sat him on one of the patio chairs and hurried to the kitchen, glimpsing her reflection in the hallway mirror along the way. She looked flushed and rather messy in her too short robe and stockings, but… There was something in her eyes. A spark of madness.


    She liked it.


    As she carried the tray with two glasses and a pitcher of orange juice, she wondered how far she was willing to take this. So far, she’d only really teased the boy a bit… Given him a little show. Nothing too damning. He was her neighbour after all, and would be for a while. Don’t shit where you eat, as they said.


    Her decision was made for her, when she saw Leonard sitting all hunched over with his eyes closed, desperately trying to get a hold of his body’s reaction to her. He looked so worried about offending her. So damned cute. Too cute to pass up!


    She sat down and moved her chair closer to his. “So… I remember that you’re a student?”


    “Yeah,” he relaxed a fraction. “Engineering at LTU. Third year.”


    “My… That must be… Hard,” she said, the last word barely above a whisper.


    The boy hunched over even more, protecting his dignity. “Yeah… A lot of work. More than I expected, to be honest…”


    “Mmhmm… Does your girlfriend mind sharing you?” She took a sip of her juice, stretching the silence between them. “With your studies I mean…”


    “Oh, no- I mean, I don’t have a girlfriend right now…” He laughed. “Too busy.”


    She leaned in and put her hand on one of his forearms. “Must be… Frustrating.”


    His adam’s apple bobbed hard as he looked at her hand on his. Mrs. Rachel loved moments like these- When the men she talked to were first becoming aware of her intentions… Realising that maybe, that nice woman they were chatting with, was not so innocent after all…


    “I- yeah.” He said, without looking at her. “I guess.”


    She let her robe fall from her shoulder, exposing a hint of cleavage. “I find it hard to believe that a handsome young man like you wouldn’t be able to find somebody to… Help with that.”


    His head jerked up as he understood her meaning. He glanced at her, then at her breasts for a beat too long. “I- uh. Well…” He swallowed hard. “To be honest there was a girl… But… She wanted more and I… I guess I cared about my studies more than her… At least that’s what she said.” A hint of old bitterness seeped into his words.


    She stroked his arm, enjoying the firmness of the muscles. “Silly girl… You’re ambitious… There is nothing wrong with that.”


    He said nothing, just shrugged, his eyes fighting a losing battle to avoid looking at her breasts. Mrs. Rachel’s heart was overflowing with warmth as she saw him in such turmoil over her. Confusion and hope, shame and eagerness, all of it so clear on his handsome face- all of it because of her.


    She did not enjoy being cruel, so she threw him a lifeline. She traced a long line from the crook of his elbow, to the tip of his middle knuckle with her nail. “I would never… Ever try to stand between a man and his dreams…”


    He took a deep breath and seemed to steady himself, a measure of new intensity in his gaze. “What about you, Mrs. Rachel? Feeling frustrated?”


    The boldness of the question made her pause. Seems that there was some steel under the politeness… Good.


    “As of late… Yes.” She whispered, leaning in closer to him.


    He held her gaze for a moment, longer than appropriate. In his eyes she saw a question slowly turning into a possibility. Finally he put his hand on hers and began stroking the top of her hand with his fingers. Her heart beat so hard she could feel it in her throat..


    “Nobody to… Help you out?” He asked softly.


    “Maybe… Maybe there’s somebody…”


    He smiled at her words. For a moment she thought he might kiss her, and the idea made her anxious. A young man should not kiss old women like her. It felt wrong on a fundamental level. She cleared her throat and leaned back in her chair. “Leonard… Could you stand up for me?”


    He blinked at her change of demeanour, then her words sank in. He paused for a moment, assessing her, before he did as she asked. His cock was straining against his shorts, the material barely containing the thickness. It leaned to the side, right under the elastic, the head bulging out near his right pocket. Leonard watched her, stare at his bulge. She gave him a wide smile and patted her thigh. “Why don’t you come closer…”


    He did, stopping at the side of her chair, his crotch level with her face. He was so close she could smell his sweat. She was happy she was already sitting, because she felt her legs go weak.


    “Is this alright, Mrs. Rachel?” He asked, with a shy smile.


    “Rachel…” She said then licked her lips. “I think… I think you should just call me Rachel…”


    He nodded and then surprised her by hooking his thumbs into the band of his shorts. She watched mesmerised, as he slowly lowered his boxers and underwear- his cock catching on the elastic, straining against it, before springing out. It was large, but not huge. It was dark and thick with a slight upwards bent and surprisingly uncut. She’d only ever had a handful of cocks like that, and enjoyed them all immensely. His pubic hair was trimmed closely, but there was enough to run her hand through. It was soft.


    “Are you sure you want an old woman like me?” She asked. She was fishing for compliments but she did not care.


    “God yes.” Leonard said. “Mrs. Rachel you’re- Jesus you’re so hot.”


    “Oh stop it!” She said as she let both her palms press against his hip bones. God, he was firm… “Actually, don’t. Keep talking.”


    “I saw you the first day we moved in you came over to say hi- God you were wearing that white dress…” Leonard said something like awe in his voice. “After you left I went to my room and- you know.”


    She did, but wanted to know more. She let her hands glide down, one cupped his balls, the other gently grabbed his shaft “You what? Be honest…”


    He laughed awkwardly. “I jerked off thinking about you. Twice.”


    “Oh my…” She gave him a small test stroke. Leonard responded by grunting and thrusting his hips ever so subtly into her hand. “How… Indecent. What did you think about? Details, please!”


    “Your- you- Ah fuck it-” He closed his eyes and bit his lip. “I imagined you sucking my dick. You, in my room, laying across my bed… Your mouth on me.”


    Mrs. Rachel made a little o with her mouth, delighted at his admission and the visual. “And now… Would you like me to do it?” She licked her lips, then added. “Say it.”


    “I- Mrs. Rachel… I want you to suck my dick…” Then, because he was a polite young man, added. “Please”


    So, indeed, she did just that.


    A bit of teasing was all well and good, but she was not one to beat around the bush, so to speak. Never had been. She leaned in and captured the head of his cock in her mouth, loving the salty taste of it. She flicked her tongue under his foreskin, the softness of it making her shiver. Has it really been over forty years since she’d licked a foreskin?


    In fact, it’d been nearly a decade since she had sucked any dick. Thankfully, it came back to her pretty quickly. All those years of going out to bars and picking up strangers gave her quite a base of knowledge after all.


    She focused her efforts on his head- licking and sucking on it, letting her lips caress it, while her hands worked his shaft and balls. Quick hard strokes, alternating with long soft ones, almost without pressure. Whenever the boy got used to her rhythm, she changed it, extending his pleasure, savouring it.


    He was a wonderfully vocal lover. He groaned when she pressed her tongue to the underside of his head and lavished the sensitive spot with her attention, his hips pumping in rhythm with her strokes. Every pump, his cock leaked precum, coating her tongue.


    “Oh my god…” Leonard gasped when she twirled her tongue over his urethra. “What the-”


    She chuckled and did it again. His eyes bore into hers, lust and surprise fighting in them. She saw the exact moment when he realised exactly how experienced the old lady he lived across was. He smiled and groaned: “God, you’re so sexy like this.”


    Without taking her eyes off of his, she bobbed her head down, for the first time, taking more of him into her mouth, licking all along the shaft on the way. She reached almost halfway down the shaft before she had to come back up. Then, she did it again, and again, her mouth and throat quickly getting accustomed to him.


    Should she take him all in? He was rather sizable, and she was out of practice… She was spared the dilemma when his cock began twitching in her mouth, signaling the end to her fun. Well, we can’t have that! She released him with a pop, and leaned back in her chair, letting the boy rest a bit. She never stopped stroking him gently, but not enough to bring him over the edge.


    He groaned when she denied him, but did not complain. Good boy. Mrs. Rachel could not stand whiny lovers.


    “If you excuse me…” She laughed. “I remembered my own frustration.”


    She untied her robe, just enough to let her breasts peak out, and spread her legs, her unshaven pussy just barely visible beneath the hem of her robe.


    “That’s alright-” Leonard said, though he did not stop trying to hump her hand gently. “I can… I can eat you out-”


    “No.” She cut him off. She’s not letting him anywhere near her pussy. She needed to shave, powder, wash herself thoroughly- no. Not today. “You just enjoy it… I’ll take care of myself.”


    He nodded and watched her hand travel down to her pussy, gliding over her grey pubic hair. His lips parted slightly when her fingers began rubbing tight circles over her clit. He gasped softly when she traveled lower and began fingering herself- she was so wet, her fingers were making soft squelching sounds as she pumped them in and out.


    “God damn…” Leonard whispered. “You’re so beautiful…”


    She was always one to reward good behaviour, so she leaned back into him and began sucking his cock again. She could tell he did not have long before he came, so she did away with frills and simply stroked him hard as she bobbed up and down on his head.


    “Fuck- Mrs. Rachel-” He moaned, his voice hoarse. “I’m getting close.”


    He grabbed her head without warning. He did not push her down, but simply held her, running his fingers through her silvery hair. The feel of his touch, made her ache for him even more. Her pussy was begging for more attention- more sensitive than it had been in a long, long time. God, she wanted him inside! Maybe- maybe it would be alright? She imagined it, him on top of her, pushing himself inside. Yes- Yes! To hell with that useless anxiety!


    She took him out of her mouth again, eager to tell him what she wanted, when he grunted hard, with a certain edge of desperation she knew all too well. There was no stopping this train now, so she shut up and began stroking him as hard as she could.


    Leonard grunted- the sound darker and more gravely than ever before- and let loose. Rope after rope of thick hot cum hit her face, barely giving her enough time to close her eyes. It kept coming, more and more, until she could feel it running down her cheek, down her chin, splashing down onto her breasts- her robe opened more at some point, exposing her completely, but she did not care at the moment.


    She captured him in her mouth again, desperate to taste it- and caught the last spurt, thick salty taste exploding in her mouth, driving her crazy. Her fingers clawed at her swollen clit, ecstasy so close, at the tip of her fingers- and then it happened. Wonderful ache came over her like a tide, making her see white. The only thing that mattered was the wave of pleasure and the taste of him in her mouth.
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    When her orgasm passed, she found herself moaning into him, almost naked, sweaty, laying on her chair in a heap. God, she must have looked like such a mess! She risked a glance up- with one eye, the other was currently glazed with his cum- but saw only fading lust and appreciation in Leonard’s gaze. He was swaying on his feet, his eyes glazed over, happy.


    She’d made him like this. Little old Mrs. Rachel Portnoy could still make a young man weak.


    She let him go and kissed the tip of his cock, before giving him one last stroke. As casually as she could, she closed her robe. Not eager to see his expression change when the haze of lust cleared and he saw her body in the harsh light of day.


    “Damn… Sorry, Mrs. Rachel…” He said, hoarsely. “I came all over you.”


    She shrugged. “Oh I don’t mind…” She smiled at him, feeling a string of cum fall off her cheek as she did. “In fact… I love it. But… Next time I think I’ll just-”


    RRRRRING! RRRRING!


    The sound of an old timey telephone ring made her jump. The sound was so jarring that she was suddenly back in the seventies, in her parent’s house, waiting for her sister to stop yapping to her friends so she could have a turn on the phone.


    Leonard’s eyes went wide and he fumbled for his phone. That was his ringtone?! He cringed when he saw the display. The phone rang again, as he glanced at Mrs. Rachel. There was an apology in his eyes, when he picked it up.


    “Heeey mom… Yeah.” He said, before clearing his throat. “Yeah? Oh- Oh I am across the street. Lookin for- for- uh…” He paused, his eyes blank. “Chairs!”


    Mrs. Rachel sat back, feeling odd, as she listened to his hushed conversation with his mom. Who was just across the street… At the party, along with almost all of her neighbours. She waited for shame of some sort to hit her, but none came. Oh well, if Denise did not want her son getting blown by strange old women, maybe she should not send him around looking for chairs.


    “Uh…” Leonard’s expression grew even more pained. “My mom says hi… And asks if you want to come over… For the party.”


    “Give her my regards,” Mrs. Rachel said, trying, and failing, to ignore the feeling of semen cooling on her lips. Where were those napkins? She had some around here. “But tell her that I am unfortunately busy today.”


    Leonard repeated what she said, and finished his call. Then he stood there for a moment looking bewildered, before remembering that his pants and his cock were hanging out, and pulling up his pants. Mrs. Rachel spent that time wiping her face. Any other time, she’d have licked the cum up but… Leonard’s mother’s call had cooled her lust some.


    “I- I have to go,” Leonard said, sounding torn. “I- Shit- I really-”


    “It’s fine,” Mrs. Rachel smiled at him. “Really. Go. It’s best if she does not come here looking for you.”


    “It’s just- You just-” He closed his eyes, looking miserable. “I don’t want to leave right after you- You know.”


    She stood and tightened her robe more. She walked up to him, having to crane her neck to look him in the eye. “After I’ve had a wonderful orgasm? Leonard, it’s fine… You’re busy. We both enjoyed ourselves immensely… And now you’ve got to go.”


    He furrowed his brow. “Really?”


    “Really… Run along now. I think I’ll take a bath… And maybe get some work done later.”


    “Oh…” He blinked at her. “Just like that?”


    “Just like that…” She said and patted his chest. His firm, firm chest. “Maybe next time… You’ll stay for a bit longer… Or not.”


    “Next time…” He said with a smile curling at the edge of his lips. “Yeah… Maybe.”


    Then, that was that. He picked up the chairs and ran towards the front door, Mrs. Rachel followed behind him, enjoying the sight of his ass. Just before he left, he turned around and asked. “Wait, work? What do you do Mrs. Rachel?”


    “Book editor.” She laughed. “And it was Rachel, remember?”


    “Editor? Cool… Cool.” He smiled. “See you around, Rachel.” he said with a wink and left.


    The house felt more empty in his absence, but no longer lonely. She sighed happily and went back upstairs, to prepare that bath. On the way there she passed by the mirror again, that cursed thing. For once, it showed her a happy looking woman, in somewhat ruined makeup and messy hair… With faint traces of semen around her chin.


    But one very much alive.


    Maybe, later she would go out on her own after all? To hell with Miriam! Mrs. Rachel was feeling sexy. And it would be a shame if she kept it all to herself.


    


    
      I hope you enjoyed Mrs. Rachel! I have half a mind to continue this one. Mrs. Rachel, and later Miriam, could use some more loving.

    


    [image: ]


    


    [image: ]

  
OEBPS/Text/nav.xhtml


  

    Incase short stories





    

      		Ride or Die





      		Team Bonding





      		Ryan’s magical evening





      		A Day for Beauty



    



  



  

    

      		Title Page



    



  



OEBPS/Images/file3.webp


OEBPS/Images/file2.webp


OEBPS/Images/file0.jpg





OEBPS/Images/file1.jpg





