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				Chapter One
			

			
				 Gem worked in a punk rock dive bar on the east side of Austin, one of those throwback freak-loving joints that embodied that old sentiment of KEEP AUSTIN WEIRD. Among the clientele – heavily tattooed, pierced with tungsten steel and ear gauges – I stood out for my utter normalcy. 
			

			
				 She hustled through the early afternoon crowd, not just manning the taps but balancing drinks on a heavy tray as she waited on the peripheral tables, armed with an easy smile for the good tippers and a clipped, subdued yet aggressive brevity for anyone stumbling in with a bad attitude. 
			

			
				 I went inside and took a seat at the bar next to the taps and waited for her. She slid up behind the bar, dressed in a country-casual style with a counterculture tint, an open flannel over rumpled T-shirt that had STAY PUNK OR DIE scrawled across the chest and sheared off just below her ribcage, weathered denim torn to shreds at the knees, with heavy-duty boots splashed with shades of neon paint.
			

			
				 Gem’s face was perfect without a trace of makeup, not a single smudge of coverup or even so much as a hint of gloss on her lips. Her body was slim and tight, yet not hard, more like a kind of delicate firmness. I’d never seen her without a line of grit under her fingernails – small wonder, given how hard she worked – but that only made her more attractive in my eyes.
			

			
				 “Are you actually going to have a beer for once?” Gem asked, pulling her dirty-blonde hair into a ponytail, surveying me with a grin. 
			

			
				 “You know I don’t drink and drive,” I answered. 
			

			
				 “If you’re just going to order a Coke you’d be better off going to the convenience store down the block,” she smiled. “Bars always upcharge for soft drinks.”
			

			
				 I shrugged then eyed her up and down, from those paint-splattered boots to her bare stomach to her sharp, green eyes. “The upcharge is worth the view,” I said. “One cold Coke, please.”
			

			
				 Without looking, she snagged a glass from a rack and scooped ice into it and snatched the soda dispenser, filling the glass to the brim then slid it to me without spilling a drop. 
			

			
				 “I’ll crack open a beer or two once I get home though,” I said as I took a sip. “And you haven’t been by since last weekend.”
			

			
				 She plucked a rag from her back pocket, twisted it into a whip then spun it, helicopter-style with one hand on her hip. “That long, huh?” she laughed. She switched her voice up, speaking in a thick – and very performative – Texas drawl. “I dunno. I’m a Texas chick born and raised. I don’t take kindly to city slickers that come here from yonder East Coast big cities to play homesteader out on the plains.”
			

			
				 I caught the helicoptering rag and yanked it out of her hand. “You’ve never lived outside of Austin in your life,” I laughed. “And I grew up in a Northeastern Pennsylvania town with less than a thousand people in it, so that would make you the city slicker here.”
			

			
				 She giggled, dropping the accent. “I’m just working this early shift today,” she said, leaning across the bar, brushing her fingertips against my knuckles. “And I’m off tomorrow, so maybe just maybe I’ll take you up on that offer, Baker.”
			

			
				 “I’ll grab us a few six-packs of something expensive,” I said. “A craft beer, a good IPA or something.”
			

			
				 She wagged her finger, feigning dismay. “You know better than that,” she said. “One or two beers is all I need, because I’m not a big fan of drinking and driving, either.”
			

			
				 I sipped my Coke, knowing I shouldn’t say what I was about to say, but unable – or just unwilling – to heed my own advice. “You could just stay the night for once,” I said. “It wouldn’t be the end of the world.”
			

			
				 She snatched the rag back, pulled it whip-tight, and snapped it in my face, missing my nose by inches. “Don’t make me quote the rules again, Baker,” she said, her voice still bordering on flirtatious, but not quite as much as it had been a second ago. 
			

			
				 “Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I groaned. “I know the rules, Gem.”
			

			
				 She leaned forward again, her pink lips as soft as flower petals. “If we don’t have rules, we have anarchy.”
			

			
				 I gestured over her shoulder, at the bright red anarchy ‘A’ painted on the wall. “Anarchy seems to suit you so well, though.”
			

			
				 She patted me on the cheek then pushed away from the bar as another regular waved his empty pint glass at her. “I get done in an hour,” she said. “Head back home and clean up for me. Nothing kills my libido like a messy bachelor.”
			

			
				 She left me wanting more, as always, and I downed my Coke and left her a tip then headed back out into the raw sun-cooked Austin, TX city streets, already impatient for Gem’s visit later. 
			

			
				*****
			

			
				 I moved out to the dusty plains almost three years ago, yet I still couldn’t get tired of the Texas sunset. 
			

			
				 I leaned back in my chair, my bare feet resting on the porch railing out back. I was shirtless, with sweat still clinging to my skin, wearing an old pair of basketball shorts. I had a cold beer in my hand, my laptop resting on my lap. 
			

			
				 Filtered through a smear of distant clouds, the sunset took on a gold-red hue, painting the plains landscape in deep, vibrant colors, splashing gold and red shades across the sagebrush and chaparral. 
			

			
				 This land was both peaceful and, at times, dangerous. Raw yet serene. Sometimes, I could picture a scene from Blood Meridian playing out just beyond my property, dead-eyed Glanton Gang cowboys looking for money and trouble. Yet a heartbeat later, I could just as easily picture a gentle family tending to this land, raising animals and breaking horses, pure wholesome Old West vibes. 
			

			
				 Yeah, I loved it out here. Even with the ever-present – and very real – worries about poisonous snakes and tarantulas and wolf spiders, mountain lions and feral pigs and cougars, I loved it all the same. 
			

			
				 I was just about to sign into my Steam account to check my sales for the day. Bloodriver Valley had a lot of buzz behind it – or as much buzz as a casual indie game could have – and I’d been holding off on checking my initial sales. I preferred to wait, to keep it as a surprise. 
			

			
				 Before I could pull up Steam, though, I happened to glance at my Proton Mail account. 
			

			
				 I chuckled. It was another Triple-A developer. 
			

			
				 Mr. Baker, congratulations on all your success these last few years! As one of the top game companies in the business, we always keep an eye out for talented indie developers, so obviously you’ve been on our radar for some time now.
			

			
				 I’ll get right to the point: We’re in the market for fresh voices in game development. As part of our team, you’ll receive a substantial yearly salary as well as incentive-based pay increases. Under our management, you’ll find that we’re a challenging and ultimately rewarding…
			

			
				 “Yeah, no, I’m all good,” I laughed, clicking DELETE before I could even finish the email. 
			

			
				 The back door creaked open. The smell of hot pizza wafted out of the kitchen, cheese and grease and pepperoni, and Gem strutted outside with a fresh beer in her hand. 
			

			
				 God, I loved it when she wore my clothes. An old white sleeveless undershirt draped over her delicate skin, dangling down past her hips, with my boxer shorts pulled up to her waist. She was even sporting my sweat socks, loosely dangling below her calves. 
			

			
				 “I had to borrow some duds off you, Baker,” Gem said as she sipped her beer. “Mine were, well…”
			

			
				 I laughed. When she arrived about an hour ago, we hadn’t wasted a single second before tearing into each other, not even to get undressed. During that first go-round in the living room, we ended up knocking over a potted plant, leaving us both smeared with damp soil. We just kept on going, dirt and all. 
			

			
				 She noticed my laptop. “How’s the new game selling?”
			

			
				 “I’m not sure yet,” I told her. “I just finished deleting another job offer.”
			

			
				 “Those Triple-A guys need to get it through their heads that Jack Baker’s skills aren’t for sale,” she said, laughing softly. She paused, however, and her laughter died down. She began to peel the label off her beer bottle. “But, you know…”
			

			
				 “No, nope, never gonna happen,” I said, shutting my laptop, slightly annoyed that Gem would broach the topic again. 
			

			
				 “I’m just saying, you shouldn’t blow off every job offer entirely,” she persisted. “I know you do well with your indie games, I’m not saying you don’t, but maybe you’d like working for a bigger company.”
			

			
				 “Back when I wanted to get with the Triple-A guys, they wouldn’t even read my resume,” I responded. 
			

			
				 I was self-taught, pulled myself up by those proverbial bootstraps in regards to coding and graphics. No college, no STEM stuff, none of those online ‘How To Build Your Own Video Game’ scam courses – just me, some how-to guides, and a lot of work ethic. 
			

			
				 Yet, because I had no education past high school, the Triple-A developers wouldn’t consider my applications, even when I included samples of my early 8 and 16-bit demo games that had done reasonably well online. I’d shown as much, if not more talent than anyone with a more traditional background, but it hadn’t mattered to those Triple-A guys. 
			

			
				 They just didn’t want me. 
			

			
				 Until these last few years, anyway. Once the indie game boom got into full swing, the big guys were on the lookout for little guys…little guys that could pad their wallets, anyway. 
			

			
				 Besides, now that I’d gotten accustomed to working on my own – my own projects, done my way – I had no interest in getting sucked into gaming industry grind culture just so I could get a developer credit on the next Call of Duty knockoff. 
			

			
				 Gem kept peeling the label off her beer, the glass coated in perspiration. She leaned against the back door, one leg crossed over the other, lightly kicking the floorboards with her left foot. 
			

			
				 Each time she mentioned the prospect of me setting out into the Triple-A world, she got this quiet look of melancholy about her. She knew – just as I did – that if I ever did transition into that world, I wouldn’t be living in this quiet rural two-story abode a half an hour outside Austin. No, I’d have to set off to Silicon Valley or some other soulless techtropolis. The idea seemed to sadden her, yet she brought it up at least once every few weeks. 
			

			
				 “Anyway, it’s just a thought,” she finally said, then fully peeled the label off the beer bottle, waddled it up, and tossed it at me. She shook off her melancholy and flashed me a smile. “The pizza’s here, by the way. I figured we both worked up an appetite.”
			

			
				 I laughed. “Yeah, you’re right on the money,” I said, pushing up from my chair and setting my laptop aside. “You haven’t made me sweat like that in a long time.”
			

			
				 Her sharp green eyes flicked upward as I stepped close to her. Her smile was as dismissive as it was playful, as suddenly platonic as it was flirtatious. “Well, you said yourself that it’s been awhile since I’ve been over,” she said with a shrug. “I had some kinks I had to work out.” She snorted. “Sorry about knocking your plant over, by the way.”
			

			
				 I leaned in closer. Just now, I wanted nothing more than to crush a few slices of that pizza then immediately throw Gem right back into my bed. 
			

			
				 Only this time, instead of just tearing each other’s clothes off, I thought we could watch a movie.
			

			
				 “Stop,” she said, jamming her forefinger in my chest. “I can see those thoughts in your eyes, Baker, and you need to stop it right now.”
			

			
				 “Maybe if we hung out for more than just the sex, you’d like it,” I said. 
			

			
				 Yeah, Gem got annoyed when I brought this up, but she annoyed the hell out of me whenever she brought up the Triple-A job offers, so I figured we were even. 
			

			
				 “Maybe just maybe I would,” she said, somewhat gently. Then, decidedly less gently, she added: “But we made our rules clear from the beginning, Baker. Neither of us is ready to settle down yet. I’m not and I know you’re not.”
			

			
				 She was right, of course. Though we’d been hooking up on and off for a little over a year, me and Gem had both been insistent that we weren’t getting into anything serious. But…
			

			
				 “Hanging out for a night and watching a movie doesn’t mean we’re getting married,” I said. 
			

			
				 “Neither does cuddling or kissing each other outside of sex,” she countered, not quite so gently this time. “But we’ve got a cool thing going, Baker. We both enjoy our freedom, we both enjoy each other, and we’ve been enjoying it for awhile now. I don’t want to tip the apple cart, dude.”
			

			
				 I sighed. Just then, the gold-red sunlight hit her straight away, catching her soft skin in the alternating shades, and – damn it all – she looked more beautiful in that moment than she had the entire time I’d known her. 
			

			
				 “Don’t look so disappointed,” she pressed. “You’re not a one-woman type of guy, Baker. And I don’t know if I’ll ever be the kind of girl that could settle down with just one person, either.”
			

			
				 Sure, yeah, both Gem and I had both said we weren’t ready to settle down…but in the year we’d been seeing each other, neither of us had taken another lover. That point rarely came up in our conversations, though.
			

			
				 “Yeah yeah, I know,” I grumbled. 
			

			
				 She tapped my chest again. “C’mon, let’s sit down and slam some of this pizza before I have to get going.”
			

			
				 “It sucks you won’t stay for a movie,” I said. “But thanks for the pizza.”
			

			
				 “Don’t thank me,” she shot back with a sassy, yet mirthful grin. “You paid for it.”
			

			
				 I paused. “I did?”
 She nodded. “You left your wallet on the bedside table,” she giggled. “I liberated your credit card.”
			

			
				 “You won’t sleep in my bed but you’ll steal my credit card.”
			

			
				 She nodded briskly, her grin growing sweeter. “That’s right, and you love it that way.”
			

			
				*****
			

			
				 It was a nice little house, if not a little rustic. The floorboards creaked and the door hinges were rusty and the pipes needed replacing, but I liked it all the same. I bought it with the big payday that came when my first casual game sold like all-hell after a rather popular YouTube reviewer highlighted it on his channel. 
			

			
				 I had to plunk down some heavy cash to get reliably good internet out this far from civilization – an absolute must, since I did all my game development work from home – but in the end, it was worth it. 
			

			
				 As much as I loved this little home, it always felt unnaturally big and lonely once Gem left. I stood just outside on the front porch as the last bit of daylight faded, a lukewarm beer in hand, watching her cut down my driveway to the main road. She honked twice then pulled onto the blacktop, her headlights slashing through the gathering dark. 
			

			
				 I sighed. I supposed that I could always watch a movie on my own. 
			

			
				


			
				Alternate Dimension Interlude
			

			
				 She stood shackled in front of the scowling crowd, the heavy chains imbued with enchantments meant to limit her power, though even here, in the storied Court of Astoria, she could have brought down hellfire and brimstone with or without those shackles, given the inclination. 
			

			
				 As it were, though, Astoria’s most feared and reviled Mana-kin – or a monstergirl, if you prefer the pejorative – was in no shape at all for revenge, or even a measure of self-defense. 
			

			
				 The Elder Council sat high above her, seated in thrones wrought from precious stones and even more precious metals, diamonds and jade, gold and silver and platinum. The Elders represented every race in Astoria, humans and elves and dwarves and sprites, orcs and goblins and various monsterfolk. 
			

			
				 These factions often bristled among one another, with racial and ethnic troubles arising frequently, yet today, even the most bigoted among them were unified in their shared hatred of this one Mana-kin. 
			

			
				 A gray-haired High Elf rose from his throne, soft velvet robes draped over his golden body, a hateful sharpness in his deep purple eyes. 
			

			
				 “Alyanna of the Mana-kin race, the Elder Council has decided your fate,” his voice boomed, silencing the chatter amongst the rabble in the crowd surrounding her. 
			

			
				 Alyanna could scarcely look up to meet his stern gaze. She was being judged for crimes which she hadn’t committed, for the crime of being born a certain way, with certain powers. 
			

			
				 If I could shed every last drop of mana, I would, she thought hopelessly. I’d give anything to be anyone else.
			

			
				 But she couldn’t. 
			

			
				 The Elder Council was comprised of the most powerful magic users in Astoria. Mages and wizards and witches and warlocks, immortal by nature or by magical trickery, each one a master of one school of magic or another. 
			

			
				 Yet, even combined, they couldn’t withstand a fraction of Alyanna’s power. 
			

			
				 If she were so inclined, of course. 
			

			
				 Or properly motivated. 
			

			
				 As it was, though, Alyanna wasn’t motivated…or angry. Rather, she just felt sad. Sad that her life had come to this dismal point yet again and – judging by the Elder Council’s hard stares – likely the last time.
			

			
				 As usual, though, Alyanna papered over her sadness with wit.
			

			
				 The High Elf went on. “You stand accused of threatening not just the Kingdom of Astoria but this entire realm with your uncontrolled –”
			

			
				 “Oh goddamn you’re an insufferable windbag,” she remarked, grinning through her sorrow. “Just stop flapping your gums and sentence me, you dumbass.”
			

			
				 The crowd gasped. The Elders simmered. 
			

			
				 The High Elf, however, just smiled. 
			

			
				 “Very well,” the Elder shot back. 
			

			
				 “What’ll it be?” she asked. “A lifetime in the dungeons? Banishment to the Underrealms? Throw me to the dragons or something?”
			

			
				 His smile widened. 
			

			
				 “You’ll be banished,” he said. “But not to the Underrealms. Not even the necromancers and liches want you troubling them.”
			

			
				 Alyanna paused, raising an eyebrow and folding back the pointy cat ears poking out through her long hair. “So where am I going?”
			

			
				 “To some dead universe,” the High Elf shrugged. “Where you’ll be free to wield your horrible abilities to your heart’s content.” He scowled. “Where you’ll be no threat to any living being. You’re a plague, Alyanna, nothing but a plague waiting to happen.”
			

			
				 At that, she couldn’t even respond. Her sadness swelled, a severe pinching in her heart that bordered on physical pain. 
			

			
				 The worst part was the growing sense of palpable joy and relief among the commoners. They hated her as much as they feared her. 
			

			
				 And hell, Alyanna thought miserably, who can even blame them?
			

			
				 “If the gods are good,” the High Elf continued, “when you end up destroying your next realm – which is all but a certainty – you will destroy yourself in the process, Alyanna Mana-kin. Only then will creation at large finally be free of the existential dangers you bring with you wherever you tread.”
			

			
				 She did manage one last glaring smile, an almost playful sneer. “Well at least now you’re admitting that you and every other half-assed mage on the Elder Council could never defeat me on a level playing field.”
			

			
				 “That may be so,” the High Elf said with a slimy smile. “Yet now, that’s no longer an issue.” He gestured to the rest of the Elders. “Now then, fellow Elders, all together now…”
			

			
				 In her weakened – and more importantly, unmotivated – state, Alyanna could do nothing but shut her eyes tight, wincing as the Elders raised their outstretched hands amid a horrible chanting, and the chamber suddenly turned into a swell of black water, an awful tide pulling Alyanna beneath the surface. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Two
			

			
				 Gem was gone and I never did get around to watching any movies, but I took solace in the flood of positive reviews for Bloodriver Valley.
			

			
				 “THE MOST RELAXING YET HORRIFIC EXPERIENCE IN CASUAL GAMING!” one reviewer noted. 
			

			
				 “IT TAKES THREE MINUTES TO LEARN HOW TO PLAY BUT I’M THIRTY HOURS DEEP AND I STILL FEEL LIKE I’VE ONLY SCRATCHED THE SURFACE!” commented an early-access user. 
			

			
				 “A SATISFYING ROMP FOR CASUAL GAME LOVERS AND HORROR ENTHUSIASTS!” raved another. 
			

			
				 Bloodriver Valley was my most daring game yet, a mashup of cutesy 16-bit graphics with a game style that blended The Sims and Animal Crossing with story elements almost similar to American Psycho.
			

			
				 Basically, Bloodriver Valley has you starting out simply decorating your little house and making friends with NPCs around the town. The base game loop combines fetch quests and minigames – ranging from conversation-based text puzzles to hunting and fishing segments with some restaurant simulator elements when it comes to feeding your character – and, if you so choose, you could play the entire game with nothing but this chunky, satisfying surface level experience. 
			

			
				 However, if you pay attention to the little background details, you’ll begin to notice that your character might not be quite right in the head. 
			

			
				 Sometimes, at night, when you have your character in your bedroom, you’ll notice dark green eyes watching from the window. 
			

			
				 Go into the kitchen and double click on the waste basket to see what’s inside. There will be useless trash items – old food, a broken plate, soiled paper towels – along with one unique item, labeled BLOODY NOTE. 
			

			
				 Follow certain NPCs long enough and you’ll even discover hints at a satanic cult operating within the town…and then you’ll unlock an entire storyline that implies your character is actually a demonic spirit conjured by the cult. 
			

			
				 Yeah, I was damn proud of Bloodriver Valley. I spent a year breaking my balls fine-tuning it – long hours cooped up in my bedroom in front of my desktop, my eyes glazed over from smoothing out game mechanics with the Unity engine --  and it would have been worth it for just the end product alone. 
			

			
				 But when I finally checked my sales…
			

			
				 “Hell yes,” I whispered excitedly, sitting at my desk in my bedroom, a fresh beer in hand. 
			

			
				 It was on track to become my best-selling game yet. There were almost no negative reviews on Steam – aside from one or two cantankerous gamers who got their kicks by complaining – and sales were trending sharply upward. 
			

			
				 I breathed a small sigh of relief. No matter how well my previous games did, I always got an anxious knot in my gut when I released a new one. Like the last couple hit games had just been a fluke, imposter’s syndrome and all that jazz. 
			

			
				 I sat back in my chair, grinning warmly at the sales data. I sipped my beer, feeling good…though slightly disappointed. It would have been nice to share the good news with Gem.
			

			
				 Except she’s got a point about sticking to the rules, the annoying voice in the back of my head countered. C’mon man, don’t rock the boat. Don’t mess up a good thing. The sex is excellent. You two have fun together. Things are going good.
			

			
				 Yeah, I knew that. But was it really so bad that I wanted to hang out with Gem for more than just sex and the occasional slice of pizza?
			

			
				 Damn it, dude, now you’re pissing me off. Do I really have to remind you about who came up with those relationship rules Gem’s always bringing up?
			

			
				 Ah Christ, the little voice in the back of my head was right. Those rules had been my idea, not Gem’s. 
			

			
				 When I first moved out to Texas, I got a little wild when it came to women. I’d spend my days chained to my desktop, quietly hammering away on new game ideas on my desktop, then spend my nights either in Austin or the various little towns outside of it, hitting up bars and meeting women. 
			

			
				 I wouldn’t go as far as to say that I was some kind of party nut, but I did go out most nights, and more often than not, I wouldn’t come home alone. For a guy like me – just some introverted video game nut who was never particularly good with women – it was a legendary hot streak that lasted almost two full years.
			

			
				 Then I met a gorgeous, no-bullshit punk rock dive bartender by the name of Gemini Dylan. 
			

			
				 Meeting Gem was like getting smoked by a runaway big rig. Her easy, yet somewhat aggressive personality struck me head on. She was effortlessly infectious, making me smile whenever she was within ten feet of me, the first woman I met out here who made me reconsider my freewheeling lifestyle. 
			

			
				 Of course, I was attracted to Gem – physically, yeah, but also emotionally – but I was also terrified of her. I’d never had a serious girlfriend before and I was worried that if I got one, I might screw up the happy little life I created. 
			

			
				 So, I came up with the rules. Gem agreed with the rules, and so our situationship was born. 
			

			
				 Hey man, said that little voice in the back of my head, not sounding quite so judgmental this time. You scored another big one with Bloodriver Valley. Why not take it easy on yourself? Stop thinking yourself to death worrying about Gem and just enjoy the night.
			

			
				 I laughed and took another sip of beer. The little voice in the back of my head could be an annoying pain in the ass, but it also never failed to make a good point. 
			

			
				 “That’s actually a really good idea,” I whispered. 
			

			
				 I pulled open my desk drawer, figuring I deserved a treat. I wouldn’t consider myself a smoker – the smell of cigarettes made me gag – but I had a tradition. Once I launched a new game, I treated myself to one good cigar. 
			

			
				 It was a Cohiba Blue, an especially good cigar I plucked right out of the humidifier at an upscale smoke shop over in Austin the day I finished working on the final version of Bloodriver Valley.
			

			
				 Clenching the cigar in my teeth, I took my Zippo lighter from the desk and went out back, the sweltersome Texas night rendered silver-white from clear skies and a large Commanche moon, a moon so bright that under the right conditions you could see almost as well as you could during the heat of the day. 
			

			
				 Gazing out at the moonlit plains, I breathed in the hot, increasingly humid Texas air as I flicked the Zippo open, the flame dancing. 
			

			
				 I paused before lighting the Cohiba, noticing a distinctly strange smell descending on the back porch. It stunk like ozone, like melting copper in the air, bringing with it a crackling sort of energy, what you might feel if you were standing too close to a downed power line. 
			

			
				 The stink was immediate and intense, coming on too strong to have simply blown in off the road, possibly from some chemical-hauling tanker truck, and besides, it was quiet enough that I’d have been able to hear a vehicle passing on the road. 
			

			
				 “Better not be some goddamn sewer line about to bust,” I grumbled as I stepped off the porch, away from the warm lights glowing in the window, stepping into the moon-silver landscape out in the brush. 
			

			
				 The wind blew again, yet the intensity of the stink remained the same, not growing stronger but not dissipating, either. 
			

			
				 I looked left, then right, but didn’t see anything that could have – 
			

			
				 “What the hell is that?” 
			

			
				 Directly in front of me, on a bare stretch of dusty soil between two small chaparral bushes, the dirt was shifting, moving, but not as if caught in a sudden wind. 
			

			
				 I squatted down, furrowing my brow, blinking my eyes to adjust my vision because it actually looked like tiny clumps of dry soil were starting to levitate, forming a cone of sorts, like a small-scale dust devil spinning in slow motion. 
			

			
				 Then: CRACK, a lightning bolt shot straight down from the moonlit cloudless sky and struck the dirt, momentarily blinding me as it knocked me back onto my ass. My beer bottle shattered a few feet to my right and I bit straight through the tip of my cigar. I rubbed at my eyes, that obnoxious white glare from the lightning still lingering in my vision. 
			

			
				 “Ooooh no,” came a subdued female voice, somewhere behind the blinding white veil. “This can’t be right.”
			

			
				 “Who’s there?” I hollered, fumbling onto my hands and knees, still blinded. 
			

			
				 “Is this still Astoria?” the female asked. 
			

			
				 “Astoria, the Queens neighborhood?” I asked, flabbergasted, my vision slowly starting to clear. 
			

			
				 “Excuse me?” she shot back. “There is no queen of Astoria. The royal family was replaced with a ‘democratic’ – yeah right – Elder Council. Granted, the royal family was a bunch of douchebags, but the Elder Council wouldn’t know the meaning of ‘democratic’ if it jumped up and bit them all in their crusty old asses.”
			

			
				 “No,” I said, still rubbing my eyes. “I meant Astoria, a neighborhood in Queens. You know, the borough of New York City, about seventeen hundred miles east of here.”
			

			
				 “Here?” she wondered aloud.
			

			
				 “Yeah, Austin, Texas.”
			

			
				 She gasped suddenly. Though blinded, I could almost picture her hands shooting to her mouth. “Texas!? New York City!? Oh Gosh…they sent me to the wrong dimension…or maybe…” 
			

			
				 My field of vision faded from that white haze. Now, I could just about make out the shape of the young woman standing in front of me. She helped me to my feet. Her hands were soft, smooth and cool, and that awful ozone and melting copper stink was finally drifting away. 
			

			
				 “Okay, I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about,” I chuckled. “But holy shit, did you see that lightning bolt?”
			

			
				 “Not really, considering I was more or less the lightning bolt itself, because when one is shoved through a portal, your body becomes, well, disembodied as you –”
			

			
				 “Are you wearing cosplay catgirl ears?” I asked, rubbing my eyes, so confused by the female’s insane comments that I just had to change the subject, because good Christ, this chick must have been out of her mind.
			

			
				 “Ah shit,” she muttered, still just a cat-eared black silhouette on a garish white backdrop. “Dude, this is not where they meant to send me…”
			

			
				 Man oh man, this chick was a nutjob. 
			

			
				 “Listen, we almost just got struck by lightning,” I groaned, still rubbing my eyes, massaging my vision back into existence while taking the edge off a small but sharp headache growing inside my skull. “And I don’t know why you’re creeping around my house in the middle of the night but –”
			

			
				 Then, quite suddenly, my vision was more or less normal again. 
			

			
				 The young woman standing in front of me did most emphatically not have a pair of cosplay catgirl ears on her head. They popped up through her hair like fuzzy triangles, perking quizzically when I spoke, or gently folding backward when she seemed unsure of herself. 
			

			
				 She was about my age. Her eyes buzzed with a youthful energy that went hand in hand with her small button of a nose, cheekbones that were high yet soft and a light skin tone halfway between fair and tan. Her lips were full and pink, curving almost reflexively into a smile even when her eyes flared with defiance. 
			

			
				 “You really did come here in the lightning bolt,” I stated. “You’re telling the truth.”
			

			
				 She shrugged, her mostly bare shoulders shifting up and down, straining against the thin straps pressing into her skin. Her shoulders were dusted with tiny freckles, almost too small to see except for the soft silver-white glow from the Commanche moon. 
			

			
				 “I get accused of lots of stuff,” Alyanna said with a vulnerable, yet ultimately sardonic smile. “World-threatening power outbursts? Guilty as charged. Anger issues? You got me there.” She put her hands on her hips and shot her face forward, bending at the waist. “But I ain’t no liar, buddy.”
			

			
				 I laughed, the pure otherworldly insanity of the situation blending with her take-no-shit attitude managing to delight me as much as it confused me. 
			

			
				 I nodded back, toward my house. The warm glow of the kitchen lights seemed especially alluring just then, if only for its normalcy. “I’ve got some beers and some cold pizza in the house if you’re hungry.”
			

			
				 She stopped cold, as if flash frozen. She was still in that sassy pose, her chin thrust out with that defiant smirk on her pouty pink lips, her hands still locked on her hips, but suddenly, she gasped quietly. 
			

			
				 “You just said beer and pizza,” she said. 
			

			
				 “That’s right,” I chuckled. “But if you’re up for it, we can have this conversation while we – whoa!” 
			

			
				 I pivoted backward, cocking my fists in defense as I watched the long, furry snake creep up from behind Alyanna. I’d ever seen anything like it, a slow-moving yet intelligent shape rising almost curiously from directly behind the catgirl, yet she had no idea that it was –
			

			
				 “Hold on,” I said, suddenly catching myself. “You’ve got a tail, don’t you?”
			

			
				 That snake – her tail, that is – curled into itself, almost forming a question mark. “Of course I’ve got a tail,” she stated. 
			

			
				 “Okay I just wanted to be on the record with that,” I said. “For a second there, I thought you were being attacked by a snake.”
			

			
				 She gasped, her eyes shooting open wide, fear and vulnerability in her piercing gaze. “A snake?” she echoed, hardly over a whisper, clearly terrified at the idea. “You said we’re in Texas…I’ve heard Texas has poisonous snakes…”
			

			
				 “Well no, that wasn’t a snake, I just thought it was a snake but it was really –”
			

			
				 I watched as her momentary fear quickly filtered away before crystallizing into pure rage, her adorably soft features shifting into a raging scowl within seconds. 
			

			
				 “Hey Alyanna,” I said gently. “Just hold on…”
			

			
				 Just then, a soft wind gusted past us, not an especially noticeable wind, but just enough to make a patch of overgrown chaparral rattle slightly just to Alyanna’s left. 
			

			
				 “DIE SNAKE!” she roared, suddenly rising three feet off the ground. 
			

			
				 Red lightning bolts cracked around her eyes, now glowing a fierce shade of crimson. She clenched her fists, her muscles tensing, and the air around her crackled with an invisible intensity, reminding me of that simmering calm that came right before a twister truck. 
			

			
				 This transpired in roughly half a second – give or take a fraction – before Alyanna spun mid-air, glaring toward the rattling chaparral patch. She thrust her hands skyward, with blood-red nodes of light shimmering at her fingertips. 
			

			
				 For the second time tonight, a blast from the sky sent me flying. Rather than lightning, this time it was a wide, bright blue shaft of light like a laser beam blazing down from the night. I rolled in the dirt and patches of grass, watching dumbfounded as the sudden laser blast vaporized the chaparral. 
			

			
				 Well…vaporized the chaparral and blew a large crater into the earth where the patchy grass had been just a heartbeat earlier. 
			

			
				 I paused for a second, that little voice in the back of my head suddenly chiming in. 
			

			
				 Hey dude, didn’t she mention ‘world-threatening magic’ just a few minutes ago?
			

			
				 “Yeah,” I groaned, laughing at the absurdity of it all. “Yes, she did, in fact, mention world-threatening magic.”
			

			
				 And I think she muttered something about an anger problem, as well.
			

			
				 “Somehow, I think I could have come to that conclusion on my own,” I whispered. “But yeah, she definitely mentioned something about an anger issue, too.”
			

			
				 Alyanna levitated back down to the earth, realizing her mistake, a regretful look in her eyes replacing the rage. “I just now realized that you were trying to tell me that there was no snake,” she said humbly. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Three
			

			
				 I’ve always considered myself a rational guy, so when presented with overwhelming evidence that the pretty young woman with actual cat ears and a cat tail who could summon laser beams from the sky and arrived via magical goddamn lightning bolt, I figured the most rational explanation was to take her at her word. 
			

			
				 That is, when she explained that she was a magical half-mortal, half-immortal being from an alternate universe – more specifically a kingdom called Astoria – I decided to believe her. 
			

			
				 We were sitting at my kitchen table, both of us sipping on a cold beer and nibbling on old pizza. Alyanna’s glee at chewing on room temperature cheese and pepperoni seemed even stranger than her arrival. 
			

			
				 “OH MY GODS THIS IS DELICIOUS,” she proclaimed, an almost orgasmic note to her voice as she chomped down on her third slice, then got up from the table to grab a fourth from the kitchen counter. “Alcohol on Earth is way weaker than the stuff they have back home…but back home doesn’t have pizza, now does it?”
			

			
				 Her manner of dress was strangely familiar, by which I mean strange and familiar. 
			

			
				 At first glance, she appeared to be wearing a tight-fitting white sundress, the shoulders bare save for thin straps. It had a plunging neckline, just two precariously secured buttons holding her ample breasts in place. The waist was tight as sin, showing off her fit stomach and thin waist, her toned ass, and the dress was short, coming down only to the top of her thighs, the frilled hemline dancing over unblemished skin.
			

			
				 A common enough style of sundress, I guess…except something about the stitching was just slightly off. 
			

			
				 The fabrics seemed…strangely dated. Not bad looking or poor quality, just old-fashioned, like it was stitched together from cotton and lace that were woven by hand, rather than some machine in a sweatshop. 
			

			
				 Yeah, the dress was definitely homemade. 
			

			
				 Then there were her sneakers, seeming to be just a normal pair of high-top pumps like Nike or Reebok, yet they displayed no label or trace of branding. Rather than being made from synthetic foam and rubber, these were handcrafted with real leather and – I thought – rawhide, stitched and dyed to a not-quite-precise approximation of a common American sneaker.
			

			
				 She bent daintily over the counter, inspecting the remaining slices, looking for the tastiest option. Trying to be a gentleman, I attempted to look away when her dress rode up her ass and revealed a pair of tight homemade panties clinging to her butt cheeks…but I couldn’t quite make myself do it. 
			

			
				 Alyanna was, on the surface, just an attractive woman in her mid-twenties. If not for her cat ears and her tail – which protruded from a slit in her sundress just over the base of her spine – she’d have looked like a normal, if shockingly gorgeous, American female.
			

			
				 Well, okay…there were the cat ears and the tail and also her ability to cast down magical laser beams on her enemies. Other than that, though, she could have doubled for any small town American girl-next-door type. 
 Then she paused mid-bite, her tail curling curiously behind her. She spun on a dime, back to face me, then leaned back against the counter and set the pizza slice down. Alyanna’s smile faded, a regretful sigh coming a moment later. 
			

			
				 “Listen…what’s your name again?” she asked. 
			

			
				 “Jack,” I said. “But most people who know me call me Baker.”
			

			
				 “Jack Baker,” she said quietly. “Alright, I guess I should come clean. I appreciate the beer and the pizza – the pizza especially, I’ve always wanted to try it – but I don’t deserve your hospitality.”
			

			
				 “Aside from coming here in a lightning bolt – which did thoroughly scare the shit out of me -- and blowing a crater in my back yard, you’ve been nothing but nice,” I responded. 
			

			
				 She blushed slightly and folded her cat ears back, guilt filtering through her eyes. “Except I didn’t come here in a lightning bolt. I was banished here in a lightning bolt.”
			

			
				 “Banished?” I asked. 
			

			
				 “By the Elder Council I mentioned earlier,” she said. “Powerful wizards, mages, witches and warlocks. They decided I was too dangerous to remain in Astoria, or even in that realm of reality itself.”
			

			
				 I felt oddly calm, even as I recalled the words world-threatening magic and anger issues, making the pieces fit together in my mind. 
			

			
				 “Let me guess,” I said carefully. “When you get pissed off, you lose control of your powers and, well…break a lot of stuff.”
			

			
				 “That’s one way of putting it, I guess,” she said. “The Elder Council was supposed to send me to some barren planet in another reality, but I guess they got their wires crossed when they sent me to Earth.”
			

			
				 I tilted my beer back, taking a sip, still feeling completely – and strangely – calm despite this chick’s apparent world-ending powers. I mean, she only seemed to have that whole world-threatening vibe when she was angry, so I figured keeping calm was the best approach for now, anyway. 
			

			
				 “They wanted to send you to a barren planet because you could accidentally destroy one,” I said, figuring it was as good a guess as any. 
			

			
				 “Bingo,” she said, then took another bite from her pizza. 
			

			
				 “And I’m assuming you can’t just hop back to your original reality.”
			

			
				 “Nope,” she said, crunching pizza crust and cheese in her mouth. “I’ve got a lot of powers, but hopping dimensions ain’t one of them.” She shrugged. “Sorry to drop the apocalypse into your back yard, Baker.”
			

			
				 “You don’t have to be sorry for anything,” I laughed. “The way I see it, the most important thing for us to do right now is keep that temper of yours under control. First things first: We absolutely keep you away from snakes.”
			

			
				 She giggled then, a musical sort of laughter interrupted only when she began to choke on the pizza in her mouth. 
			

			
				 Her face turned red, she cleared her throat then shot me an intoxicatingly adorable grin. (Her adorability was growing exponentially the more I learned about her apocalyptic power level. Strange, yeah I know, but I couldn’t help it.)
			

			
				 “So you guys don’t have pizza back in Astoria?” I asked. 
			

			
				 She shook her head. “Nah. I only learned about it through some visions I’ve had of Earth. I can’t hop dimensions, no, but sometimes I can see into them. This one always seemed especially awesome to me.”
			

			
				 Well, that explained her clothes. Peering into this reality must have given her a preference for Earth-style clothing. 
			

			
				 “You made that dress and those sneakers yourself, I take it,” I said. 
			

			
				 She blushed again. “Earth culture beats the crap out of Astorian culture,” she said. “The French have the best clothes, though I have to admit America has the best music. Italy might be my favorite though, considering how goddamn awesome pizza turned out to be.”
			

			
				 I cracked open another beer then fished out my cell phone. “Well if you like cold pizza, you’re going to love it straight out of the oven,” I said. “Let me order a fresh one for us…”
			

			
				 And maybe give Gem a call, said the little voice in the back of my head. Because when dealing with a possibly apocalyptic catgirl from another dimension, it’s always good to have a little help.
			

			
				 I ordered the pizza, two extra large pies, but hesitated before I called Gem. 
			

			
				 What if she didn’t answer? 
			

			
				 What if she wouldn’t come?
			

			
				 Somehow, I found that I was more nervous about the prospect of Gem not answering than I was about Alyanna blasting my house to dust with a laser beam from the sky. 
			

			
				 There was a sudden bang from across the kitchen. 
			

			
				 “Fucker!” Alyanna growled. 
			

			
				 She’d been reaching into the fridge to grab a fresh beer when she stubbed her toe on the refrigerator door. Her eyes crackled with red lightning bolts. Her face twisted into a scowl. I held my breath, waiting for a laser beam, when she slowly took a deep breath. 
			

			
				 “I think it’s best if I hung out back for awhile,” the catgirl said. 
			

			
				 “Good thinking,” I laughed. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Four
			

			
				 Alyanna was walking around out back, sipping a beer and staring at the wide, bright Commanche moon while I hung back on the porch, dialing Gem. 
			

			
				 The phone rang a few times before she picked up, answering mid-yawn, clearly having been asleep. 
			

			
				 “Baker, what the hell do you want?”
			

			
				 “Sorry for waking you, but I need you to come over.”
			

			
				 She laughed slowly, still in a sleep fog. “Dude it’s actually kind of cute that you’re trying this hard to get me to spend the night with you, but it’s late and I’m trying to get some sleep.”
			

			
				 “That’s not what I’m talking about.” I sipped my beer, watching Gem kicking at a chaparral bush out in the silver-bright dark. “Um…there’s this chick at my house.”
			

			
				 Gem was quiet for a moment. 
			

			
				 “Are you still there?” I asked. 
			

			
				 “What you do on your own time when I’m not around is none of my business, Baker,” she said stiffly, and somewhat angrily. “If you’ve got some random chick at your house, I don’t want to hear about it.”
			

			
				 What was that in her tone? I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. Was it…jealousy, perhaps?
			

			
				 As Gem might say, maybe just maybe.
			

			
				 “It’s not like that,” I said, though just then I happened to take a longer look at Alyanna, the way her homemade sundress clung to her frame, the dress dancing around her full, toned thighs, the rear of the dress covering her sculpted ass like a mud flap. 
			

			
				 Are you sure it’s not like that? asked that annoying little voice in my head.
			

			
				 “What’s it like, then?” Gem shot back, clearly losing her patience. 
			

			
				 “Okay, this is going to sound crazy.”
			

			
				 I told her everything. Lightning bolts, laser beams, cat ears, alternate universes, world-ending magic, the whole shebang. 
			

			
				 “Did you accidentally ingest acid?” Gem asked. 
			

			
				 “Nope.”
			

			
				 “Well damn,” she said, taking me at my word because I’d never given her any reason to doubt me. 
			

			
				 “It sounds crazy, I know.”
			

			
				 “And you’re sure this chick could accidentally cause an apocalypse?”
			

			
				 Out in the silver-dark moonscape, Alyanna must have stumbled across another snake or maybe a spider, because she suddenly yelped, hopped backward, then spewed a flurry of expletives before blowing another crater in my backyard (this time with a fireball, rather than a laser from the sky).
			

			
				 “Yeah, I’m sure,” I said.
			

			
				 “Don’t do anything stupid like call the authorities,” Gem said. “If some meathead cop or wannabe X-Files G-man tries cuffing her, she might lose her temper and blast Texas right off the map.”
			

			
				 “I’m way ahead of you,” I laughed. 
			

			
				 Alyanna spun around, standing beside the smoking crater, with a slightly embarrassed look on her face. “Sorry Baker!” she called out, then pointed at the crater. “I thought I saw a tarantula but I guess it was just the shadows playing tricks on me.”
			

			
				 “It’s all good, Alyanna,” I hollered back. 
			

			
				 “Alyanna?” Gem said, smiling through the speaker. “That’s a pretty name. I keep picturing some mutant cat-person.”
 Alyanna bent over to inspect the crater, hands on her hips, the flap of her dress riding up her backside, showing hints of her panties. 
			

			
				 “Trust me, she’s no mutant,” I chuckled. The sight of those cotton panties clinging greedily to Alyanna’s supple ass cheeks almost distracted me from the size of that new crater, which was easily eight feet at its deepest.  “If you have any soothing music or relaxing white noise tracks, bring ‘em with you, because I really need to get a handle on this girl’s temper before something bad happens.”
			

			
				 Gem giggled. “You sound unreasonably calm for a guy who just fell ass backwards into a situation where you have to prevent a catgirl apocalypse.”
			

			
				 “I guess,” I laughed. “That’s what happens when you spend eight hours a day making video games specifically designed for relaxation.”
			

			
				 “Oh man, this is just too good,” she laughed. 
			

			
				 “Hey, you sound unreasonably calm yourself, Gem.”
			

			
				 “Maybe just maybe you’re rubbing off on me, Baker,” she said. “You just hang tight. I’m putting my shoes on as we speak.”
			

			
				 “Hey, Gem…”
			

			
				 “Yeah?”
			

			
				 I paused, feeling oddly grateful for having this girl in my life. No matter what sort of rules and labels we put on our relationship – situationship? – it felt good to know that when I needed Gem, I could count on her. 
			

			
				 “Thanks for this,” I said. “It means a lot.”
			

			
				 “Don’t go getting mushy on me, Baker,” she said in a decidedly softer, dare I say vulnerable tone. “You just hang tight and try to keep the world from ending, I’ll be around in a half an hour or so.”
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Five
			

			
				 After blowing the second crater in my backyard, Alyanna did some deep breathing exercises to calm herself down. By the time the pizza delivery guy was knocking on my front door, Alyanna felt comfortable enough coming back indoors, satisfied that there wouldn’t be any accidental explosions. 
			

			
				 The pizza only helped. We each took a slice then plopped down on the couch as we waited for Gem, though I was a little concerned. If it turned out that Alyanna and Gem didn’t get along…
			

			
				 That, however, turned out to be a non-issue.
			

			
				 Gem didn’t come back empty-handed. Along with a fresh six-pack, she brought an entire sewing kit – pedal-activated sewing machine included – and several bolts of cloth, plus some old clothes. 
			

			
				 “Alyanna, it’s nice to meet you,” Gem said, grinning with a wad of old dresses tucked under her arm. “Baker tells me you like making your own clothes.”
			

			
				 Alyanna folded her cat ears back, her tail curving excitedly. She clapped her hands to her chest and purred. “Oh my GODS this is awesome,” she said. “What’s your name again?”
			

			
				 “Gem,” she said. “Short for Gemini.”
			

			
				 “SHUT UP, that’s a gorgeous name.”
			

			
				 Gem blushed, her dirty blonde hair pulled into a long ponytail swept over her right shoulder. She wore a sleeveless Rage Against the Machine T-shirt – Zach De La Rocha splattered in bright red paint, mic in his fist, mid-snarl – with a flannel shirt tied around her waist, 90’s style, with a tiny miniskirt beneath. The flannel swayed around her bare thighs. 
			

			
				 “Alyanna’s a pretty hot name, too,” she said. “So you’re half-cat, half-human?”
 She shrugged. “They call us the Mana-kin back in Astoria,” she said. “Basically, we’re just manifested from pure magic. We don’t have a race, technically speaking, though we tend to get grouped together by what sort of animal traits we have.”
			

			
				 I was sitting on the couch, watching the two of them. Though Gem could be somewhat abrasive when slinging beers at the bar, her easy demeanor lent itself well to making friends. 
			

			
				“Alyanna was just telling me that she’s almost six hundred years old,” I chimed in from across the room. 
			

			
				“Six hundred!?” Gem asked. “You don’t look a day over four hundred.”
			

			
				Alyanna laughed then leaned forward, leaning against Gem as she cackled. “Stop flattering me,” she giggled. “Besides, six hundred isn’t even old for a Mana-kin. By Earth standards, I’m about twenty-four years old, give or take.”
			

			
				As Alyanna leaned into Gem, Gem reciprocated. Gem’s right hand slid across Alyanna’s back, settling on her shoulder. The sight of Gem touching Alyanna’s bare skin was certainly easy to look at. 
			

			
				Then I noticed Alyanna’s left hand, which had – at some point – slid down Gem’s back, stopping midway down Gem’s spine, Alyanna’s fingertips resting against Gem’s flesh. 
			

			
				I looked away, feeling oddly guilty…though that didn’t stop me from taking one more quick peek. 
			

			
				“Alright, so the name of the game is to keep your anger in check so you don’t go destroying the planet and all that good stuff,” Gem said happily. 
			

			
				Alyanna pulled back, frowning, and lowered her head a little. “That’s the idea, yeah,” the catgirl said without much hope. “You two are just being way too nice to me, considering how easily I could kill everyone on Earth.”
			

			
				“No, stop that!” Gem said, then dropped the dresses under her arm, reaching out and snatching Alyanna by the wrists. “Maybe you wouldn’t have so many anger issues if the people back in your home reality were a little more empathetic.”
			

			
				Alyanna’s face turned red. Her tail curved back and she purred quietly. “They weren’t very understanding back in Astoria, that’s for sure.”
			

			
				“Well, you’re not in Astoria anymore,” Gem pressed. 
			

			
				“And besides, in my opinion, if somebody has the ability to destroy a planet, you’re better off being nice to them,” I added.
			

			
				Alyanna shot me a smile. “All that being said, we’d probably be better off if we hung out on your back porch, Baker,” the catgirl suggested. “Your house is really nice. I wouldn’t want to blow a hole through your roof.”
			

			
				I popped off the couch. “Let me grab an extension cord for that sewing machine,” I said, then made for the basement, where I kept my spare tools and whatnot. 
			

			
				As I started down the basement stairs, I heard Alyanna back in the living room, speaking in a hushed tone. 
			

			
				“So are you and Baker, like…together or something?” 
			

			
				I paused, grinning, knowing that eavesdropping was bad manners but unable to stop myself from listening. 
			

			
				“Um, we’re together and we’re not together,” Gem answered after a moment. “It’s simple, but complicated.”
			

			
				Alyanna giggled. “Simply complicated?”
			

			
				“More or less,” Gem laughed. 
			

			
				Alyanna’s giggle melted into a fairly loud purr. “Gods, I’m kind of jealous of you,” she said. 
			

			
				My eyes shot open wide, a smile cresting across my lips. 
			

			
				“He’s handsome and smart and kind,” Alyanna went on. 
			

			
				“Well maybe just maybe you don’t have to be jealous,” Gem said, lowering her voice a bit. 
			

			
				Whoa now. What was all this about?
			

			
				“What do you mean?” Alyanna asked.
			

			
				My heart began to pound and I tried – pretty desperately – to listen to the rest, but by then, Gem’s voice was too low for me to hear. 
			

			
				I did, however, catch the sound of Alyanna’s laughter. “Oh Gem, that’s…whoa…I mean, I guess he’s cute enough but I dunno…”
			

			
				I continued down into the basement, a smile on my face. Finding out an extra-dimensional magic catgirl thought you were cute was a pretty effective way of putting you in a good mood, after all. 
			

			
				And no, discovering that Gem wasn’t exactly opposed to the idea of sharing me with another woman didn’t hurt, either. 
			

			
				*****
			

			
				 When I came back upstairs with the extension cord, Alyanna did seem a little more bashful than before. She kept sneaking glances at me, then sharing little smiles with Gem, though I pretended not to notice. 
			

			
				 As I was taking the extension cord out back, though, a problem arose: Namely, storm clouds rolling in from the east, a black billowing blanket that covered the night sky and snuffed out that bright Commanche moon. 
			

			
				 “Hey ladies,” I said, stepping back into the kitchen just as the rain began to come down amid lightning flashes breaking through the murky sky. “I think our plan for outdoor homemade fashion is going to have to wait a while.” 
			

			
				 Alyanna shrugged, only slightly disappointed. Suddenly, she yawned, an abrupt weariness rearing its head, the weight of the day finally settling into her bones. 
			

			
				 “Honestly guys, I’m thinking of getting some sleep,” the catgirl said. “Being banished from your home dimension can be tiring, if you haven’t guessed.”
			

			
				 “I’m sure it is,” I laughed. 
			

			
				 She nodded toward the back door. “I’ve never lost control of my powers while resting,” Alyana went on. “But if it makes you more comfortable, I can sleep outside if you’d prefer.”
			

			
				 “Oh hell no,” I said matter-of-factly. “I’ve got an extra bed upstairs. You’re more than welcome to it.”
			

			
				 Gem took Alyanna by the hand. “Yeah, I’ll show you the room right now if you want.”
			

			
				 Alyanna smiled, relieved by our hospitality. It made me wonder how often this young lady had been ostracized back in that old kingdom of hers, how often she was shunned.
			

			
				 World-threatening magic or not, Alyanna hadn’t deserved it. 
			

			
				


			
				Girl Talk Interlude
			

			
				 In the relatively brief six hundred years since she had shot forth into creation through the magical morass beyond liminal existence, Alyanna never really had any friends. 
			

			
				 Back in her home reality, not just in Astoria but the rival – and sometimes warring – kingdoms beyond its borders, many great things were expected of the Mana-kin. 
			

			
				 They were expected to use their considerable powers in battle, at times, shuffled into the armed forces of whichever kingdom or whatever noble to fight for whichever cause, sometimes just, sometimes righteous, but usually not. 
			

			
				 In other circumstances, they were expected to be married. In Astoria, the Council Elders often sought the hands of beautiful – and more importantly, powerful – Mana-kin. These marriages were usually arranged at best, or coerced at their worst. Nobles and great lords and powerful merchants also sought Mana-kin brides, as did royalty in other kingdoms beyond Astoria. 
			

			
				 From the lowliest barbarian warlord to the greatest emperor, powerful men lusted after the Mana-kin and kingdoms across the realm demanded fealty from them…then cursed them as unnatural ‘monstergirls’ if they refused to comply with these strict standards. 
			

			
				 Alyanna had refused more than most. 
			

			
				 She hadn’t wanted to be drafted into military service just to serve as a pawn for the corrupt powerbrokers of Astoria. If she’d been given the chance to fight on the side of the poor, the weak, and the hungry, sure, she’d have gone willingly, but the Council of Elders – and the wealthy elite pulling their strings – had no interest in such a fight. (Usually, they were the ones putting the boot on the downtrodden, anyway.)
			

			
				 She hadn’t wanted to be married off to some Elder or lord or great merchant or spoiled high-born knight, either. A fate like that was worth than death in her eyes. 
			

			
				 Alyanna only ever wanted to be free. In societies like those in her home dimension, though, the sort of freedom Alyanna yearned for was rare, frowned upon, and more often than not, hopelessly out of reach. 
			

			
				 Then came her anger issues. She supposed they were compounded by her ostracization from society at large, but even so, Alyanna was born preternaturally powerful and unnaturally feisty. 
			

			
				 In a kingdom like Astoria, this was not a recipe for a peaceful life, and certainly not one with many friends. 
			

			
				 Yet, through the accidental glitch in her banishment, Alyanna had landed in a strange, isolated patch of dirt in Texas where, in just a few hours, she began to find the very kind of freedom that had alluded her for hundreds of years in Astoria. 
			

			
				 Baker and Gemini didn’t immediately want to banish her when they realized she could be dangerous. 
			

			
				 Baker and Gemini didn’t seek to control her, either. They didn’t want to study her or use her power for personal gain or exploit her in any way. 
			

			
				 Instead, they had been nothing but welcoming…not to mention understanding. 
			

			
				 Things Alyanna had never known back home. 
			

			
				 What’s more, when Gemini noticed Alyanna quietly admiring Baker from afar, rather than getting jealous, she’d actually offered to share.
			

			
				 “I keep catching him sneaking looks at you,” Gem had whispered. “The same way you keep sneaking looks at him.”
			

			
				 “I’m so sorry, Gemini,” Alyanna had whispered back to her. “It was never my intention on causing any trouble or –”
			

			
				 “It’s cute,” Gemini had responded, with a flirtatious, silky-smooth shift in her tone. “Call me crazy…but if you two were to start fooling around, I think I might enjoy it.”
			

			
				 Alyanna hadn’t known quite how to respond to that and, besides, Baker returned from the backyard just a few moments later with warnings about an approaching storm. 
			

			
				 Now, as Gemini showed Alyanna to the guest bedroom, the catgirl noticed something rather strange about the young Earth woman: Gem was stealing furtive glances at Alyanna now, too. 
			

			
				 Her heart immediately began to race, even more so when Gem shut the bedroom door behind her, enclosing them in this humble, private little space with the neatly folded blankets on the small, comfy-looking bed. 
			

			
				 Alyanna became distinctly aware of Gem’s easygoing beauty, the slapdash way she tied her beautiful dirty-blonde hair into a ponytail, the gentle femininity of her skin (contrasted with the dirt under her fingernails, a sign that Gemini was no stranger to doing a little dirty work, which Alyanna greatly admired).
			

			
				 She liked the way the checkered flannel shirt was secured to her trim waist, the way Gem’s sleeveless shirt would sometimes ride up her belly a few inches, showing not only the smooth texture of her abdomen but the fine, almost invisible golden hairs just beneath her navel. 
			

			
				 And the closer they got, especially with the bedroom door closed, the more intoxicated Alyanna grew from Gemini’s mere presence. 
			

			
				 “Have you ever been with a man before?” Gem asked softly, and nonjudgmentally, as she fixed a fresh pillow on the bed. 
			

			
				 Alyanna tried not to blush, but that was nearly impossible. No one had ever asked her that before. 
			

			
				 “No,” she answered quietly. 
			

			
				 Gemini laid the pillow on the bed then smoothed out the cover. She flicked her piercing green eyes toward Alyanna’s gaze, her soft pink lips curving into a smile. “Have you ever been with a woman before?” she asked. 
			

			
				 Alyanna shook her head again, flashing an embarrassed smile as her face turned an even deeper shade of crimson. 
			

			
				 “No, I haven’t,” she answered. 
			

			
				 Gem paused, a strange, quiet look in her eye. She stepped around the bed, right next to Alyanna. Alyanna’s heart struck her breastbone when she felt Gem’s fingers brush against her bare arm. 
			

			
				 “I bet you’ve never even been kissed before,” Gem pressed. 
			

			
				 Alyanna wanted desperately to look into Gem’s eyes. They were so pretty, so piercing, yet she didn’t have the courage. Gem was just so beautiful and, clearly, more experienced than Alyanna in many things. 
			

			
				 Alyanna might have been six hundred years old with the power to obliterate entire realities given the inclination, but she didn’t know the first thing about a kiss. 
			

			
				 In her mind, and in her experience thus far, a kiss was a foreign concept. She’d never imagined herself kissing, or being kissed, or even being the subject of another person’s desire for reasons unrelated to her status as a powerful Mana-kin.
			

			
				 Now, though, when Alyanna considered the idea of a kiss, she couldn’t separate it from the simple concept of freedom. 
			

			
				 Before Alyanna knew it, Gem had gotten that much closer to her. The Earth girl’s smell was sweet, the fresh yet subtle scent of flowers and strawberries. Gem was close enough for Alyanna to spy the girl’s freckles, almost invisible from afar, yet an intimate delight up close. 
			

			
				 She noticed the way strands of Gemini’s fine dirty blonde hair fell in her face, dark gold harp strings against the green backdrop of her eyes. She noticed little dimples in Gem’s soft pink lips, a slightly wet sheen, delicate textures that left Alyanna hungry in ways she hadn’t felt before. 
			

			
				 “Would you like a kiss right now?” Gemini asked. 
			

			
				 Alyanna’s tail curled up behind her, her cat ears folding back in anticipation, a nervous thrum coursing through her limbs yet a strangely excited uptick in her heart rate, each myocardial thump in her chest ringing in her ears like an inviting drumbeat. 
			

			
				 “I think I would,” Alyanna said quietly, somewhat surprised by her answer. 
			

			
				 Gem touched Alyanna’s cheek, slowly and gently rolling her fingertips up the side of her face. Gem’s eyes flicked up, toward Alyanna’s brow. 
			

			
				 Toward Alyanna’s ears.
			

			
				 “Can I touch them?” Gem asked. 
			

			
				 Alyanna nodded, so excited that she could explode, yet so nervous she could hardly move. She held completely still as Gem’s fingertips brushed across her furry cat ears, tickling the tips, running softly across the edges, her fingernails moving pleasantly through her fur. 
			

			
				 Then, the strangest things began to happen to Alyanna’s body. Beneath her dress, she felt her nipples stiffen. 
			

			
				 There was a coiled sort of heat down in her lower belly, then a corresponding slickness between her thighs. 
			

			
				 As Gemini slid her hands around Alyanna’s waist, every inch of her body lusted for sensation just before Gem leaned in closer, giggling quietly with a half-smirk as she pressed her lips softly against Alyanna’s.
			

			
				 She felt the tightening pressure from Gemini’s fingertips pressing against her waist, the pleasant sensation of her fingertips pressing more insistently against Alyanna’s flesh beneath the homespun cotton fabric. 
			

			
				 With the kiss, Alyanna simply followed Gem’s lead. When Gem parted her lips, Alyanna did the same, though the sudden presence of Gem’s tongue shocked her. That shock, however, quickly melted into pleasure, and when Alyanna ventured to slip her tongue past Gem’s teeth, Gem moaned in response, and knowing that Gem enjoyed the sensation only added to the heat burning between Alyanna’s thighs. 
			

			
				 When Gem finally pulled away, Alyanna felt like her head was lost in the clouds. She could still taste Gem’s mouth, the sweetness of her tongue, and eagerly awaited another kiss. 
			

			
				 “Would you be okay if I touched you somewhere?” Gem whispered. “You might be able to guess where…”
			

			
				 Alyanna knew what Gem meant. Often, she’d considered touching herself down there, but the thought always left her feeling ashamed of herself, as if having those sort of desires meant she was doing something wrong, like she had failed in some way.
			

			
				 Now, the thought of Gemini touching her down there made her nervous, yes…but in a good way. 
			

			
				 “You can touch me there, yes,” Alyanna whispered.  
			

			
				 When Gem’s right hand brushed against Alyanna’s upper thigh, she could have melted. The little hairs on her body bristled as Gem’s fingers crept inward and upward, tickling up along the inside of her left thigh, toward that growing, almost tingling sensation of heat between her legs. 
			

			
				 “Remember to breathe,” Gemini whispered. 
			

			
				 Alyanna was so caught up in the sensation of Gem’s touch that she’d completely forgotten about breathing. Now, she took a deep breath, and as her lungs filled the heat between her legs grew more intense, the tingling becoming more noticeable as Gem’s hand vanished beneath her dress. 
			

			
				 “That’s good, you’re doing great, just keep breathing,” Gem told her, then pressed her lips softly against Alyanna’s neck, kissing her throat, teasing Alyanna’s flesh with the tip of her tongue. 
			

			
				 That first kiss was amazing, but this…
			

			
				 “Incredible,” Alyanna whispered breathily. 
			

			
				 “If you think this is incredible, just you wait,” Gemini giggled between kisses, then slipped her hand deeper between her thighs, toward Alyanna’s undergarments, her forefinger and middle finger sliding under the cotton barrier. Her fingers lightly pressed against the lips of Alyanna’s private opening then shifting upward, glancing ever so briefly against the tingling nub of sensation above Alyanna’s sex. 
			

			
				 Somewhere, elsewhere, Alyanna thought she heard the sound of footsteps, the sound of a creaking old hinge, yet as she continued to melt under Gemini’s touch, those distractions might as well have been a thousand miles away. Gem hadn’t seemed to hear anything, as she kept right on kissing and touching, rubbing and caressing. 
			

			
				 The tingling grew sharper, the heat in her lower abdomen now like a growing fire. Alyanna’s belly tightened, her nipples so stiff they almost hurt (though it was a shockingly pleasant sort of pain). 
			

			
				 Gem, aware of Alyanna’s sudden pleasure, touched her nub just a little more insistently, delicately circling the tip of her forefinger around its edges. The sudden change brought a gasp to Alyanna’s lips. Without thinking, she wrapped her fingers around Gem’s forearm and pulled her closer. 
			

			
				 Gem shifted her hand again. Now, it was her thumb circling around Alyanna’s nub, just as delicately, and Alyanna was altogether unprepared for the rippling pleasure she felt when Gemini slipped her first two fingers up into Alyanna’s secret. 
			

			
				 She let out a quiet shriek as the tingling spiraled out of control, and that now-familiar heat between her legs suddenly grew soaking wet. Inside, she felt her inner walls constrict on their own and the subsequent release was so jarring she nearly stumbled to the floor, so wobbly were her legs.
			

			
				 Gemini eased her hand away from Alyanna’s heat, allowing her a moment to gather herself, yet continued to gently kiss the catgirl’s throat, slow and tender kisses with a warm, loving rhythm. 
			

			
				 “Now I know what you meant by incredible,” Alyanna giggled after she caught her breath. 
			

			
				  Then, a subtle movement off to Alyanna’s left caught her attention, something like a shadow moving out in the hallway outside the bedroom. 
			

			
				 Except hadn’t Gemini already shut the bedroom door?
			

			
				 Alyanna could have screamed in guilty embarrassment when she saw Baker standing in the doorway, his eyes wide in shock, a look of pure bewilderment etched across his face. 
			

			
				 “Baker, I didn’t mean to…” she cried, the guilt setting heavily in her heart, because this noble young man from Earth had been nothing but kind to her, and yet she still betrayed him, sneaking off and doing naughty things with his lover. She went on, “I didn’t mean to,” yet she couldn’t finish her sentence. 
			

			
				 She hadn’t meant to what, steal some pleasure from this man’s lover? To sneak around a man’s own house after he’d opened his door for her, then end up dishonoring his home with her sneaky, uncontrolled lust?
			

			
				 “Um, sorry you two,” Baker said, suddenly looking just as guilty as Alyanna. “I didn’t mean to sneak up and, uh, interrupt, I just wanted to check on you two before bed.”
			

			
				 Alyanna spun toward him, eager to insist that he was the one who deserved an apology…but then she caught her knee on the bedpost, the hard wooden edge knocking fiercely against her kneecap, turning Alyanna’s vision red with pain and fury. 
			

			
				 “OH GODDMAN SON OF A BITCH!” she scowled, her rage building to a fiery crescendo, the magic within her veins boiling from her anger, turning pure molten, and by the time Alyanna tried to remember to try a breathing exercise or calm herself down, well…it was too late. 
			

			
				 The frustration and anger and fury from six hundred years of being ostracized and hated boiled over. Alyanna was helpless to stop herself now as she felt the familiar surge of magic ripple through her body, an untamable torrent that could have drowned the world in fire and death. 
			

			
				 Could have, but didn’t. 
			

			
				 Alyanna had been wincing, her eyes shut tight, but now she slowly opened them. As the flames of her anger began to ease, a sudden relief flooded through her. 
			

			
				 She’d lost her temper but kept her magic under control!
			

			
				 No beams of light from the firmament crashed down through Baker’s roof. No fireballs rained down from the sky. 
			

			
				 In fact, Alyanna hadn’t even been angry for that long. Just a few seconds. 
			

			
				 “Oh my gods!” Alyanna cried. “Baker, Gem…something’s different!” 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Six
			

			
				 I only came up here to see if they needed anything before bed. Honestly, I was trying to get a read on whether or not Gem was going to stay the night – that went against the rules, didn’t it, magical catgirls notwithstanding? – but kept getting sidetracked by those hushed conversations they’d been having when I wasn’t in the room. 
			

			
				 As I approached the guest bedroom, I did notice the strange, clipped breaths coming from behind the door. When I heard those swift, clipped breaths, my first thought was holy shit, Alyanna is about to lose her cool again.
			

			
				 Cautiously, I pushed the door open, then stood there, stunned and transfixed, awestruck by the sight of Gem pressing up against Alyanna, her lips on the catgirl’s throat, her hand working busily between Alyanna’s legs. 
			

			
				 All in all, I only glimpsed a few seconds of the scene. I’d have covered my eyes and dashed back into the darkened hallway given another moment to realize what was happening, but the image was too alluring for me to look away. 
			

			
				 The look on Alyanna’s face was hypnotic, the rictus of pleasure written across her trembling lips, the pulsing ecstasy in her eyes, the way the muscles in her legs strained as she came, the head-to-toe shuddering climax and the wet squelching music of Gem’s fingers dancing between her legs. 
			

			
				 I’d never seen Gem in such a light, either. My on-and-off fling was a giving lover – she always made sure I got mine, if you know what I mean – but I’d never seen her so fully in control. 
			

			
				 Her body language showed a quiet dominance, a silent pensiveness, the way she applied pressure to Alyanna’s erogenous zones, the way she slipped her hands carefully and skillfully in and around the most sensitive regions of the catgirl’s lithe body. 
			

			
				 Due to inexperience or simple hesitancy, Alyanna wasn’t reciprocating Gem’s touch. From the stiffness in her arms, I chalked it up to Alyanna simply not knowing how to react, and yet the lack of reciprocation hadn’t dampened Gem’s lust in the slightest. 
			

			
				Gem was lost in the sensual dance she was leading, the touch and reaction, the reverberating release that left Alyanna trembling, standing unsteadily on wobbly knees. 
			

			
				 I was so enraptured by the scene of lust and want that, when Alyanna spun around, guilty and apologetic, it hardly even registered in my mind. 
			

			
				 I could only think, Good God, they must think I’m some kind of pervert, watching them like this. 
			

			
				 It wasn’t right. This wasn’t some 80’s teen movie where peeping creeps were treated as a joke. Gem was my part-time lover, sure, but she still deserved her privacy. That was even more true in regard to Alyanna, the innocent and wrongly persecuted pariah from her own dimension. 
			

			
				 And just when I didn’t think it could have gotten any worse, Alyanna cracked her knee against the bedpost. 
			

			
				 Welp, came that annoying little voice in the back of my head, there goes the universe. Apocalypse time in T-minus three…two…
			

			
				 “Oh my gods!” Alyanna cried. “Baker, Gem…something’s different!” 
			

			
				 Though her legs were still quite wobbly, Alyanna suddenly snapped upright, doing an adorable little hop as she clapped her hands then brought them against her chest, a gleeful, hopeful smile stretching across her lips. 
			

			
				 After holding my breath for a moment, I realized that Alyanna had managed to control herself. She lost her temper, yeah, but she stopped herself from having a (possibly world-ending) magical outburst. 
			

			
				 She shot toward me, laughing with joyful tears in her eyes, and I caught her in my arms, wrapping them tight around her waist as she draped her arms around my neck, pulling herself closer. Her body felt light and tight in my arms, the warmth of her skin radiating through her cotton sundress making my blood run hot. 
			

			
				 “You did it!” I hollered in disbelief, holding her tight, faintly aware that I could feel the erect tips of her nipples pressing against me, poking eagerly against her sundress. 
			

			
				 “I was so close to losing it,” Alyanna said, her face less than two inches from mine, so close I could smell the faint musk of her sex lingering between her thighs. “I mean, I was close, as close as I’ve ever been, but right before it happened, well…I just sort of stopped!”
			

			
				 Alyanna was so excited that she hardly seemed to notice my excitement, rapidly growing stiff and brushing against her leg. My face turned red, I would have felt horrible turning this joyful moment awkward, but Alyanna only tightened her grip around my shoulders, making my erection brush against her yet again. 
			

			
				 This time, she paused, drawing a quiet breath, her gleeful smile suddenly shifting into a knowing smirk. 
			

			
				 “Baker,” she whispered, almost a little nervously. She wiggled her leg again, making my cock poke against her inner thigh. “Is that, um…is that what I think it is?”
			

			
				 Gem appeared beside us. By the glint in her eye, I could tell she enjoyed watching us together, me and Alyanna so close and intimate, wrapped up in one another’s embrace. Gem smiled as she placed her hand on my lower back, her other hand on Alyanna’s bare shoulder, her fingertips pressing gently against the catgirl’s fair-complected skin. 
			

			
				 “Baker,” Gem said, “Alyanna was telling me how she was just a little bit inexperienced when it came to intimacy.”
			

			
				 Alyanna blushed, then shot a slightly bashful grin toward Gem. “Well, I’m not quite as inexperienced now as I was a few minutes ago…” then she turned back to me, a sly, somewhat playful look in her gaze. “But I’m afraid I’ve never been with a man before.”
			

			
				 My voice got stuck in my throat. Gem giggled as Alyanna pressed her thigh against the tent in my shorts again, making my cock tingle from my tip down to my root. 
			

			
				 “I think we’ve gotten to the bottom of Alyanna’s anger issues,” Gem giggled. She stepped a little closer to the two of us, the warmth of Gem’s frame now pressing against me as well. “If you ask me, we can chalk it all up to some sexual frustration.”
			

			
				 I chuckled, somewhat aloof, glad this was all happening but not quite sure how to proceed. Gem was looking on, her grin turning into something lustful. Alyanna regarded me with quiet anticipation, an expectant hint in her eyes. 
			

			
				 “So I guess we’re going to have to make sure Alyanna doesn’t get…sexually frustrated again?” I asked. 
			

			
				 “Maybe just maybe that’d be the smart thing to do,” Gem said quietly, her tongue flicking slowly across her lips. She turned to Alyanna. “You’ve never kissed a man before, have you, Alyanna?”
			

			
				 The catgirl’s piercing green eyes were still locked firmly on mine. “Nope,” she smirked. “Never kissed a man before…”
			

			
				 With that, I set my hesitancy aside. Gem’s easy demeanor had just obliterated any awkward feelings and the quiet, anticipatory expectancy in Alyanna’s eyes had grown tenfold. 
			

			
				 I held her waist more firmly, cupping my hands against her hips, the warmth of her skin palpable through the cotton. She seemed surprised by the sudden tightness, but responded by tightening her own grip around my shoulders, even lightly scraping her fingernails across the base of my neck.  
			

			
				 “You’ve never kissed a man before?” I asked. 
			

			
				 She shook her head. 
			

			
				 Gem leaned in, brushing aside Alyanna’s hair, and slowly pressed her lips against her throat. Alyanna’s eyes fluttered from the kiss, yet her gaze remained on me, waiting. 
			

			
				 I touched her cheek. She shifted her head back a touch. When she licked her lips, it was all I could take. When I kissed her, her mouth tasted as sweet as I’d fantasized. 
			

			
				 Her lips peeled back and she opened wider. Her tongue was both hesitant but restless as she accepted mine, the edges of her teeth rubbing gently as I offered it to her. 
			

			
				 Her fingernails dug deeper into the flesh of my neck, fiery little trails of passion. Gem giggled as he took my right hand, broke my grip on Alyanna’s hip, and quietly guided my fingertips toward Alyanna’s heat. 
			

			
				 The catgirl responded with a muffled gasp against my kiss when Gem guided my fingertips to Alyanna’s panties. I found the soft white cotton damp already, no doubt a lingering result of Gem’s expert touch. 
			

			
				 I kissed her more deeply as I shifted my fingers beneath her panties, my fingertips against her bare mound, her tight virgin lips already fully wet once more. 
			

			
				 Our lips smacked audibly as we shifted our mouths, allowing her to receive my kiss at a deeper angle. I traced the tip of my forefinger up along her breach, the cleft of her sex wet with honey, then rolled my fingertip gently around her clitoris, just barely touching its outer edges. 
			

			
				 She moaned then, muffled but deep, her voice rising from the depths of her chest in a rippling cat’s purr. Her tail curled tightly at the base of her spine, a snake coiling in pleasure. 
			

			
				 Gem ran her hand across Alyanna’s chest, gently shifting away the straps of the catgirl’s sundress. Gem peeled the soft cotton down over Alyanna’s shoulders. A heartbeat later, Alyanna’s tight, firm breasts were revealed, her nipples stiff as thumbtacks. 
			

			
				 I broke my kiss with Alyanna just so I could watch as Gem kissed her way down to Alyanna’s bare breasts, massaging the left – gently pinching her nipple – before fixing her mouth onto Alyanna’s right breast. Her lips pursed and she closed her mouth around it tightly, her cheeks sinking in somewhat as she sucked eagerly. 
			

			
				 Alyanna moaned softly, cupping the back of Gem’s head, tangling her fingers in Gem’s dangling ponytail. Our eyes met again. Just as Alyanna gazed into my eyes, I slipped two fingers inside her, a tight wet fit as I slowly buried my fingers, curling them inward, wondering if catgirls even had a G-spot. 
			

			
				 As I put just the slightest bit of pressure on Alyanna’s inner button, her bottom lip curved against her teeth. She bit down on it a second later, unnamable pleasure drifting through her gaze, and the walls of her sex tightened greedily around my digits. 
			

			
				 When Gem broke the seal of her lips from Alyanna’s breast, the catgirl’s nipple was bright red and shining with saliva. 
			

			
				 Gem gazed up at her, running her hand along Alyanna’s bare arm. “Alyanna,” Gem whispered. “Do you want me to show you how to do something fun?” She cocked a naughty eyebrow. “Something that Baker will definitely enjoy?”
			

			
				 Alyanna responded with a tight little smirk. She nodded. 
			

			
				 Gem giggled, grabbed Alyanna by the wrist, then guided her down to the floor, both of them kneeling before me. 
			

			
				 I ran one hand across Alyanna’s brow, teasing her hair then caressing her cat ears, making her purr. 
			

			
				 I ran my other hand toward the base of Gem’s ponytail, tugging at the knot, freeing her dirty blonde hair which then tumbled down to her shoulders.
			

			
				 By then, my cock had actually gone somewhat soft, not due to my lack of excitement, but simply because Alyanna was no longer grinding her thigh against it. Still, I ached for their touch, and watched raptly as Gem ran her hand through the catgirl’s hair, took her by the chin, and kissed her. 
			

			
				 I watched them, gritting my teeth, my tongue aching for the taste of them. Alyanna added a bit of assertiveness to her kiss, even pushing her tongue into Gem’s mouth first, taking Gem by surprise. 
			

			
				 Slowly, without looking, still in mid-kiss, Gem reached for my waist, tugging at the waistband of my basketball shorts. They came down, my boxers too, but Alyanna saw my half-hard cock flop over the waistband and she froze like a deer in the headlights, not quite scared, not quite nervous, seeming more like she simply didn’t know what to do. 
			

			
				 “It’s okay,” Gem whispered gently, reassuringly, as she lightly kissed the catgirl on her bare shoulder. “I can show you what to do if you’re not sure.”
			

			
				 Alyanna nodded curtly, that frozen look of hesitation quickly melting into a smirk. 
			

			
				 “Okay,” she agreed.
			

			
				


			
				Learning Curve Interlude
			

			
				 Alyanna had seen a cock before. She’d seen them depicted in medical texts back in Astoria and, of course, in lewd drawings. She’d glimpsed a few during a stay at a particularly bawdy tavern once, back when she was trotting across rural Astoria on her old pony. 
			

			
				 But she’d never seen one up close. Alyanna felt bashful just looking at it, the strange shape of it in particular, but as odd as it looked, seeing it gave her the strangest fluttering sensation down in her stomach. 
			

			
				 Something troubled her, though. Back when they were caught in each other’s embrace, Alyanna had felt Baker’s cock, hard and rigid, jutting eagerly against her thigh. She liked the way his eyes shifted when she pressed against it. Now, though, it had gone soft, and inexperienced as she was, she knew that a man’s cock was supposed to be hard when he touched you.
			

			
				 As Baker stared down hungrily at Alyanna kneeling there beside Gem, the Earth woman leaned in toward Alyanna’s ear, kissing her there softly before whispering, “Do you know how to start?”
			

			
				 Alyanna shook her head, not wanting to voice her inexperience and possibly dissuade Baker from taking part. 
			

			
				 “It’s easy,” Gem whispered. “Watch me first, okay?”
			

			
				 “Okay, Gem,” Alyanna said, fully trusting in her new friend’s guidance. 
			

			
				 Gem knelt forward, her eager green eyes upturned toward Baker, who continued brushing his fingers through their hair, yet taking special care to caress Alyanna’s ears. Gemini ran her fingertips down the center of Baker’s cock. When she reached the end, she shifted her thumb around the underside, then closed all her fingers. Baker liked this quite a bit, Alyanna could tell by the way he grimaced, but he liked it even more when Gemini slid her fingers back the way they came, back to Baker’s tip, then slid her grip back once more in a slow, yet fluid fashion. 
			

			
				 “Just like that,” Gemini told her. “Hold him tight, but not too tight. Stroke him slowly, but not too slowly.”
			

			
				 Alyanna felt a growing confidence down in her chest. She shot a sassy grin at Baker. “I think I can do it,” she said quietly. 
			

			
				 “I can’t wait for you to try,” Baker laughed. 
			

			
				 Gem pulled her hand away. Alyanna gripped him the same way Gemini had, slowly and gently closing her fingers around Baker’s base. 
			

			
				 Alaynna felt a rush of pride when Baker made the same face he’d made a moment ago, when Gemini had first touched him. As she stroked him to his tip then back down to his root, she knew he wasn’t exaggerating when his face shifted and twisted, when his eyelids fluttered. 
			

			
				 It’s easier than I thought, Alyanna thought to herself. 
			

			
				 And what’s more, Alyanna liked the way Baker responded to her touch. It made her feel sexy, it made her feel more like a real woman, rather than some banished pariah who had been cursed and hated back in Astoria. 
			

			
				 She stroked again, slightly faster this time, then noticed Baker’s cock was growing just a bit harder, firmer now in her grip. 
			

			
				 “You’re a natural,” Gemini said as she ran her hand down the bare portion of Alyanna’s back, tracing down her spine then over the cotton sundress, still rumpled around the catgirl’s waist. Gem stroked Alyanna’s furry tail gently, eliciting yet another purr from the catgirl. Alyanna, inexperienced as she was, was wholly unprepared when Gemini’s hand continued downward until Gem palmed her ass. 
			

			
				 “Gemini,” Alyanna purred as the Earth girl’s hand vanished under the catgirl’s skirt, then down her panties, Gem’s busy fingers drifting curiously down the tight canyon running down Alyanna’s backside. 
			

			
				 “Now let’s spice things up,” Gem said. “I’m going to show you how to do something particularly special. Make sure you pay attention, okay?” 
			

			
				 Alyanna’s heart fluttered. She was so very eager to discover more ways to pleasure the man from Earth who’d selflessly given her refuge. She was slightly disappointed to pull her hand away from Baker’s cock, but she made sure to pay extra attention, watching closely while Gemini took the lead. 
			

			
				 Feeling a rush of confidence, Alyanna leaned forward and kissed Gem at the nape of her neck. The Earth woman with the dirty blonde hair responded with a light moan when Alyanna shifted her mouth, kissing up the side of Gem’s throat before lightly nibbling on her earlobe. 
			

			
				 Alyanna exhaled sharply, her breath tickling against the other woman’s ear. Gem quite enjoyed her kiss, Alyanna discovered, judging by the way Gem leaned into it, tilting her head to the side when Alyanna gave her earlobe another eager suckle. 
			

			
				 The catgirl realized she enjoyed eliciting such obvious pleasure from Gemini almost as much as she did with Baker. 
			

			
				 “You two are so fucking gorgeous together,” Baker said, watching approvingly from above, continuing to run his fingers through their hair, across Alyanna’s ears, which we folded back sharply in obedience. 
			

			
				 Gemini giggled at that then cast a smirk back at Alynna. “Watch closely now,” she reminded Alyanna. 
			

			
				 Alyanna pressed her lips against Gemini’s ear one last time then leaned backward, watching attentively. 
			

			
				 Gem took Baker’s cock by the base once more, like she had before, except this time, Gemini moved her mouth close, right up to the tip. She paused to lick her lips then lightly kissed the tip of Baker’s cock.
			

			
				 Baker instinctively groaned, immediately tightening his grip on their hair. He craned his neck backward slightly, his lips shrinking into a thin line. Gem kissed him once again then parted her lips and took his tip into her mouth. She closed her lips around his hood and slid her mouth slowly down. 
			

			
				 “Gem, fuck…” Baker whispered.
			

			
				 Alyanna’s curiosity piqued sharply. She watched with a muted intensity, aching to get such a profanely primal response from the man. 
			

			
				 Gem’s lips went a quarter of the way down, then halfway. Alyanna was wondering just how deep Gem would be able to take him when she suddenly slid her lips all the way down to his root, then back again, her bright green eyes never once wavering from Baker’s sharp gaze. 
			

			
				 Alyanna watched achingly, desperately wishing to take part, just to the point where she began to harbor just the slightest bit of playful jealousy toward Gemini. Gem, however, stopped as quickly as she started, popping Baker’s cock from her tight mouth, giggling as she licked the lingering taste from her lips. 
			

			
				 Gem slid her hand back to his root, his cock semi-erect but growing more firm by the moment, then offered Alyanna a knowing smile. 
			

			
				 “Want to try?” she asked. 
			

			
				 She did indeed, she wanted to try more than anything, as it were, and she scooted forward on her knees, closer to Baker’s semi-solid cock half-dangling, half-jutting before her. Gem flashed yet another intoxicating grin as she guided the tip of Baker’s member toward the catgirl’s waiting lips. 
			

			
				 “Do it just how I did it,” Gemini said. “Not too fast, not too slow, but try to pick up a little speed as you go. And just feel everything out, because maybe just maybe you’ll find your own rhythm, your own way of doing it.”
			

			
				 Alyanna shot the other woman a playful smile then turned her gaze up once more to Baker. The man from Earth stared down at her with a simmering, quiet sort of hunger in his eyes, regarding her with a singular desire that made her feel more beautiful and more wanted than all of those would-be suitors she had denied over the years back in Astoria. 
			

			
				 She took his cock almost reverently, touching it with both hands, gripping it as she had before then slipped her fingers across the length of him. 
			

			
				 When Alyanna took him between her lips, she was pleasantly surprised by the salty wetness emanating from his tip. She purred quietly as she felt it smearing across her tongue. It was an acquired taste to be sure, but one she enjoyed quite a bit. 
			

			
				 Yet, she enjoyed the look in Baker’s eyes more. She tightened her lips around his ridge then took him deeper, sliding her mouth across his girth, shifting her tongue tightly in circular swirls all the while, worshipping every inch she took with her taste buds. 
			

			
				 “Alyanna, you’re really good at this,” Baker said through a clenched jaw. 
			

			
				 The look on his face almost resembled one of anger or pain. She might have mistaken him for being in some sort of anguish or rage, had she not known better. 
			

			
				 As she took him in and out – pausing only to give him an extra stroke or to kiss the tip of his member – Alyanna felt his cock stiffening further inside her mouth. This reflexive reaction to her kiss caused a naughty flicker deep in her stomach, and her virgin sex began to tingle almost as much as it had when he was touching her there. 
			

			
				 The sound of her wet, suckling lips became addicting, as did the intermittent grunts and groans from Baker. Now, she could feel the veins more prominently along his cock, with more of that salty goodness dripping onto her tongue, or down into the back of her throat. 
			

			
				 Above her, Baker’s body tightened, as if he were bracing himself for battle. There was an unmistakable pressure building in his eyes and his breathing grew rapid and sharp, his chest heaving with every breath. 
			

			
				 Beside her, Gemini giggled. “Maybe slow it down just a little bit, Alyanna,” she warned. “You don’t want him to finish too early or else he won’t be able to, you know…”
			

			
				 Yes, Alyanna knew precisely what Gemini meant. She just didn’t care. 
			

			
				 She knew if she made Baker finish in her mouth, he’d take at least a little while to gather up the energy to properly take her…then again, her knowledge of restoration magic was rather extensive.
			

			
				 Rather than slowing down, Alyanna picked up speed. She liked the way his cock began to grow tense in her mouth, she liked the way his salty discharge came more abundantly now, hints of a larger release on the horizon. 
			

			
				 She slipped her left hand off his cock then cupped his testicles, finding them coiled and taut. Baker groaned louder as she lightly tugged at them, then groaned louder yet when she drew him as deep into the back of her throat as she dared. 
			

			
				 Alyanna held herself there, she held Baker there, her nose pressed against him just as his tip pressed against the little ball dangling in the back of her mouth.
			

			
				 Clenching his teeth, his cheeks turning red, Baker watched with near-delirious lust as she kept him down, her lips wrapped tight around his root, her obedient eyes cast up at him, lost in the image of the Earth man’s satisfaction.
			

			
				  Driven on by his enjoyment, Alyanna folded her cat ears back sharply, her tail curling behind her like a question mark, and pulled him from the back of her throat, stroking him along the way then trapped his ridge in her lips. 
			

			
				 “Fuck…” he groaned, trying to hold himself in check but, due to Alyanna’s insistence, it was quickly becoming a lost cause, little more than a futile gesture. 
			

			
				 She stroked him rapidly, her tight grip moving smoothly up and down his girth, the wet remnants of her saliva making his cock glisten. She tightened her lips further, adding small, subtle movements around his tip as she stroked him, as she tugged his balls, until Baker’s features twisted in delight. 
			

			
				 A groan rose up from the depths of him, more like a growl, something almost animalistic, and he gripped her hair tight in both fists, subtly shifting his hips, then gasped when I finished, firing his warm shot across the catgirl’s eager tastebuds. 
			

			
				 He drew breath, his muscles tight, his legs trembling, his cock twitching from the aftershocks of his release. Alyanna purred and let out a muffled “Mmmmmm,” of satisfaction as she let his load slosh over her tongue before finally swallowing it. 
			

			
				 “Are you sure that was your first time?” Gemini asked, cackling with amusement. 
			

			
				 Baker laughed now, too, as he slowly began to regain his composure after such a monumental release. “You might have done that a little too well, Alyanna,” he mentioned. “I don’t know if I’m going to be ready for anymore action for a little while now.”
			

			
				 Alyanna plucked his cock from her lips, grinning confidently up at him. “Don’t worry, Baker,” she said with a glint in her eye. “I have a spell that might help you out.”
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Seven
			

			
				 “Don’t worry, Baker,” Alyanna said when I voiced my doubts about going any further tonight. “I have a spell that might help you out.”
			

			
				 Yeah right, that’s what I was wishing.
			

			
				 When Alyanna finished and swallowed my load, I was so physically spent that I didn’t think I’d get another erection for a week. I almost felt guilty, as Alyanna had just given me one of the best orgasms I’d ever experienced, yet in doing so, rendered me unable to really return the favor. 
			

			
				 Sure, she enjoyed the way I’d been touching her before, but a little nice fingerplay action couldn’t compare to what she’d just done to me. 
			

			
				 She ran her fingers across my increasingly more flaccid cock, eyeing it with a smile. Gem knelt next to her, her hand slipped up under her skirt, idly touching herself as she watched for the catgirl’s next move. 
			

			
				 The way she ran her fingers back and forth across my cock felt nice and all, but I didn’t think it would get me back into shape for more –
			

			
				 Then I heard it, a soft sound, like cotton blowing across silk. It took me a moment to realize it was the sound of Alyanna whispering to herself. 
			

			
				 She closed her eyes softly, her eyelashes fluttering just so. When the catgirl opened them a few seconds later, I saw a bright pink light burning in her pupils. 
			

			
				 “What the…?” I gasped, unable to stop myself from grinning as similar nodes of pink light began to dance around her fingertips. 
			

			
				 The nodes sparkled and broke away from her fingers. The light grew sharper in her eyes, as did her smile, as the tiny pink stars shot toward my lower abdomen, passing through my shirt then into my skin, tickling with a touch of warmth as the little lights vanished inside of me. 
			

			
				 The pink glow in Alyanna’s eyes faded. “So, how do you feel, Baker?” Alyanna asked with a quietly sassy kind of confidence. 
			

			
				 “Um, pretty much the same, I’m not sure if, wait…oh shit…”
			

			
				 My muscles jolted from a sudden adrenaline rush, a crackling kind of energy shooting through my limbs. All the fatigue and exhaustion I’d been feeling, not just from my powerful orgasm but simply being awake well into the night, utterly vanished. 
			

			
				 I’d never been a particularly athletic guy but, just then, I felt like I could flip a pickup truck over with my bare hands. 
			

			
				 Alyanna watched me with a knowing smirk. Once more, she brushed her fingers across my cock and I gasped when it snapped into a fully rigid erection. 
			

			
				 More than just being hard again, that adrenaline rush had found its way down below my waist. Within the span of just a few seconds, I’d gone from absolutely spent to unbearably potent. 
			

			
				 A grin on my face, I began to move forward, eager to show Alyanna the same bliss she’d just given to me, but she stopped me, pressing one upraised finger against my lips before I could get my hands on her. 
			

			
				 Her adorably furry ears perked up. Her tail twisted and curled behind her like a dancing snake. 
			

			
				 “I want you so bad that it hurts, Baker,” Alyanna whispered. However, she slowly shifted her eyes toward Gem. “But I want to see you with Gemini, first.”
			

			
				 Gem flashed an eager, sensual smile, moving her fingers between her thighs more briskly, toying with her dripping pink sex. 
			

			
				 “Oh Alyanna you just made me feel like the luckiest girl on the planet,” Gem said. “But if Baker’s going to fuck me first, I want you to help him do it.”
			

			
				 As they locked eyes, I took Alyanna by the wrist, pulling her upraised forefinger away from my lips. Slowly, I guided her hand to Gem’s cheek. 
			

			
				 Alyanna ran her fingers softly down the length of Gem’s face then kissed her. I watched intently as their lips parted, as their tongues shifted, delicate pink petals pushing back and forth like a wet dance. 
			

			
				 Gem’s hand settled on Alyanna’s bare breasts, teasing her nipples, circling the tips of her thumbs around Alyanna’s exposed areolas. Alyanna’s free hand crept between Gem’s thighs. Gem’s eyes fluttered when Alyanna touched her where Gem had been touching herself just moments ago. 
			

			
				 Not content to watch, I knelt down with them. I brushed Gem’s dirty blonde hair back then slowly kissed her throat, relishing the taste of her flesh, feeling her heartbeat reverberating through her neck. Gem slipped an arm around me, tugging me toward her. As I guided Gem onto the floor, Alyanna kept her hand between Gem’s thighs, the catgirl’s fingers moving delicately in and out of Gem, leaving them slick up to the knuckles. 
			

			
				 With Gem on her back, I spread her thighs wide, leaning down to kiss her hard nipples through her shirt, running my fingers up her bare midriff, pushing her shirt up and over her tits, then hungrily locked my lips around the right before ravishing the left. 
			

			
				 Gem arched her back beneath me, hooking one thigh around my waist, pulling my erection toward her wet cleft. Alyanna pulled her fingers out of Gem then began to circle her glistening fingertips around Gem’s bright pink clitoris.  
			

			
				 Gem snatched Alyanna’s wrist and squeezed hard, moaning at her touch. I pressed my tip against her entry then pushed it inside, smooth as sin, exhaling sharply when I pushed deeper into the familiarly silky nook within her. 
			

			
				 “Baker, fuck,” she whispered, grinding her heel into my lower back, writhing with subtle movements as she squeezed my cock tight between her walls. 
			

			
				 Alyanna watched closely, her eyes going into a sharp focus as she followed my rhythm, studying the way my cock slid in and out of Gem, licking her lips when she saw the dew clinging to my girth, fresh from Gem’s inner fertility. 
			

			
				 With that magical adrenaline rush still running through my veins, I decided to give Alyanna a little bit more of a show. 
			

			
				 I slid out of Gem then grabbed her by the hips, the magical energy boosting my strength and my energy. With hardly any effort, I pulled Gem clear off the floor as I rolled backward into a semi-sitting position, my legs stretched out for balance, and pulled Gem onto my lap with her back facing me. 
			

			
				 A greedy little sparkle in her eyes, Gem urged me on. I kept one hand on her waist then supported myself with the other splayed across the floor. Gem spread her thighs and planted her feet on the floor then yelped as I gripped her tighter, shifting her upward before I drove myself back into her breach. 
			

			
				 “Baker, where’d you learn this?” Gem asked, half-giggling, half-moaning as I thrust upward, hitting her back walls from below. 
			

			
				 I didn’t just feel strong, I felt slender. I felt loose and limber, moving my body and thrusting my hips like an Olympic gymnast. 
			

			
				 “Alyanna,” I said through rapid breaths. “Keep touching her, she’s almost there.”
			

			
				 The catgirl had been stunned by my sudden athleticism, but my command snapped her back to attention. Giggling, she wiggled up in front of Gem – her tits bouncing with each thrust, her tight stomach clenched in pleasure, her sex weeping and making my shaft glisten – then leaned forward, on her hands and knees. 
			

			
				 Holding steady despite my quick thrusts, Alyanna slid her tongue up the underside of my cock then up to Gem’s clit. Between my thrusts and Alyanna’s touch, Gem couldn’t take any more stimulation. She screamed as she came to an Earth-shattering orgasm, her toes curling against the floor and her legs tremoring with a sudden pelvic contraction that made her inner walls smother my cock. 
			

			
				 Gem rolled off my lap, her breach left glistening and slightly gaped as she curled up on her side, a twitching and gasping heap, the insides of her thighs slick from her inner eruption. 
			

			
				 I remained as I was, sitting up with my arm behind me for balance, and Alyanna was right there, still on her hands and knees. 
			

			
				 Alyanna folded her ears back at a sharp angle. Her tail swayed above her upraised ass, furry and curious, moving rhythmically from side to side, a serpentine dance that only stoked my fire. 
			

			
				 With a commanding dominance I didn’t know I had, I shot out my free hand and caught Alyanna by the hair. Pushing myself forward, while simultaneously pulling her toward me, I shocked her with a dominant kiss, and she managed to work my cock with a few quick strokes as I held her firm, caught in my grip, subservient to my kiss. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Eight
			

			
				 I bounced from my sitting position into a half-squat, pivoting around behind Alyanna, desperately hungry to get myself inside of her to experience her delightful inner textures. 
			

			
				 Her homemade sundress was still rumpled around her waist. I carefully threaded her curious cat’s tail through the back hole then promptly yanked the dress off, the full picture of Alyanna’s bare frame bringing me close to salivating. 
			

			
				 I stared down at her round, unblemished ass, the tight canyon between her ass cheeks giving me the briefest glimpse of the puckered knot hiding within. Her tail continued its serpentine dance, her fur contrasting deliciously against her fair skin. 
			

			
				 She glanced back at me, an impatient tint to her piercing eyes. I steadied myself with one hand on her bare hip, my other hand wrapped around the base of my cock, and I stared into those impatient eyes as I quickly slipped my girth inside the catgirl’s pink wet sweetness. 
			

			
				 Inside, I found her cunt blissfully snug, sliding my cock in and out of her tight, wet embrace. She purred more loudly as my hips clapped against her ass, then gasped when my hands shot forward, snatching her by the wrists, Alyanna becoming slightly disoriented as I pulled her arms behind her back, bending her like a bow, her arms bent back straight in my grip as I plowed back into her. 
			

			
				 Her cunt tightened with a reflexive spasm of pleasure. I threaded my right arm across her lower back. With her hands still pulled behind her, she greedily gripped my wrist, her fingernails scratching into my skin, and continued to hold herself at the bent-back angle as I slid my left hand down between her thighs. 
			

			
				 She moaned at the combined sensation, my cock sliding in and out of her with my fingertips tickling her clitoris, her excited tail snapping back and forth, tickling my chest as it brushed against me. 
			

			
				 Her arms strained as she struggled to hold onto my wrist, my hips clapping against her throughout, a slight gasp escaping her lips as her cunt tightened further, hinting at her inevitable release. 
			

			
				 The dance of her tail was just too mesmerizing for me to ignore. I pulled my left hand away from her mound then gently closed my fingers around the base of her tail. Alyanna looked back at me once more, a desperate pleasure etched across her delicate features, moaning louder as I tended to her tail with a gentle stroke. 
			

			
				 “Baker,” she panted, straining, clenching her teeth, coming closer to her moment of pleasure with each feverish pump I drove into her. “Baker, oh my gods…oh my gods…harder…”
			

			
				 She dug her fingernails deeply into my wrist, her grip straining, her arms straining, the soft muscles in his back growing rigid as her breaths came sharper, deeper. Her knees were bright red from grinding against the floor, her toes began to curl again, and her tail snapped quickly, the fur tickling my face. 
			

			
				 As pretty as she was from this angle, I was desperate to look in her eyes when I came, and with another shocking display of strength I took her by the hips and flipped her, pulling her into a straddling position, face to face, my cock easing right back into her breach as I folded her against me. 
			

			
				 I held her at the base of her spine, her tail tucked up beneath my palm. On my knees, I thrust my hips upward, driving my cock deeper. Alyanna clung to me as she came, her pussy becoming as narrow as a keyhole, her ankles hooked behind my back as she melted into shuddering orgasm. 
			

			
				 Yet her orgasm didn’t dampen her desire at all. Even as she trembled, the catgirl kept grinding her sex back against me, moaning as my cock began to grind against her cervix, the fertility within growing hotter, almost palpable. 
			

			
				 The fur along her tail tickled my palm and my cock tingled deep inside her. If I’d been thinking more responsibly, I might have pulled out…but when Alyanna thrust herself eagerly down onto my cock I simply didn’t have time. 
			

			
				 My body strained from the release, each muscle snapping tight or constricting. Alyanna stared deep into my eyes, her eyelids fluttering and her mouth opening wide when she felt my seed shoot inside her. 
			

			
				 “…oh…” she panted, a quiet end to her release, before she slowly began to rock back and forth, her silky walls grinding tightly against my girth. 
			

			
				 I laughed, once more overtaken by exhaustion. “Hey Alyanna, do me a favor,” I panted. “Don’t cast another one of those spells on me just now.”
			

			
				 “No?” she laughed. 
			

			
				 “Why not?” Gem giggled. 
			

			
				 “Because if I keep going like this, I might end up putting myself in the hospital for dehydration or something,” I chuckled, then winced suddenly when Alyanna playfully tightened her walls around me again. 
			

			
				 “I think we found a cure for my anger issues,” Alyanna panted, resting her head on my chest. 
			

			
				 “Yeah, I guess we saved the world,” Gem laughed. 
			

			
				 “That’s enough world-saving for now,” I said. “I think the three of us deserve a little rest now.”
			

			
				 “That would be nice,” Alyanna purred. “But it would be even nicer if I joined you in your bed, Baker.”
			

			
				 “That does sound nice,” I said, then looked over to Gem. “What about you, huh?”
			

			
				 Gem shot me a smile, as warm and loving as it was playful. “You know what, I think it’s about time I started staying the night here, Baker.”
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				Follow me on Twitter @carleywritesbro for updates, upcoming story ideas, and artwork inspired by my books. Always non-toxic, apolitical, and drama-free!
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				Quarantine Island Harem
			

			
				He’s trapped on an island paradise with two gorgeous young ladies. No, he’s not complaining about it…even if he has to fight off the occasional mutant.
			

			
				Rob, a 28-year-old journalist, is only looking for some downtime and an easy payday while investigating corporate wrongdoing on a pristine Caribbean island. Instead, he discovers a portal to an alternate dimension filled with infectious mutants. With the island quickly overrun, the military puts the island under quarantine with a naval blockade.
			

			
				Luckily, Rob finds refuge in an idyllic private resort with two gorgeous 21-year-old college co-eds, Trish and Olivia, lifelong best friends looking for romance on their vacation. When they tell Rob they’d prefer to share him, he starts to think that a mutant outbreak isn’t the worst thing in the world, provided he has two loving ladies at his side.
			

			
				They’re safe and they’re comfortable and they’ve got a suite with a giant bed. As far as Rob is concerned, he hopes this quarantine will never end.  
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