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Preface
My very first exposure to erotic literature was a random period-piece romance novel I found tucked away by my mother in the attic of our house. It was pretty tame by today’s standards (certainly compared to mine!), but utterly taboo during my early teenage years. I grew up among insanely conservative, church-going Christians, so discovering that my mom had such a book at all, was like finding out my parents were into bondage and leather (which, to my even greater surprise, they were!).
I read it of course, navigating completely undiscovered literary frontiers, and opening up for me the idea that one could be erotically stimulated by words alone. Don’t get me wrong, I’m sure my moralistic family members would have frothed at the mouth and called it ‘hardcore porn’, but it was barely “PG-13” compared to what we have today. Lots of fluffy descriptions intermixed with longing looks and little payoff. But it fascinated me.
There was sex, yes, and that alone made it worth the attention of a thirteen year-old girl, but it was how that sex was portrayed that made an impression on me, and played such an important role in my own writing. It was the idea that story mattered. It wasn’t the sex itself that got me hot (okay, not just the sex…), but rather the whole package; the characters, the plot, the setting, even the long-winded descriptions and breathy dialog -  were all needed to set the proper stage and turn something PG into flaming triple-X in my mind. Because it’s in the mind that real arousal takes place.
By the time I was diddling my way through college, the net had taken over what the romance market could never deliver - cheap (as in beer), easily accessible porn in the privacy of your own computer. At first, it was brazen, short, erotic fiction in the form of text files that appeared on public ‘bulletin board systems’ (BBS’s) back when people still connected to the ‘net’ by telephone. The stories were coarse, vulgar, and read like a cheap porno flick. In other words, these were stories for guys, written by guys, most of whom were geeks who got their understanding of erotica from Hollywood and Playboy magazine, whereas, the female side of the erotica market was still reading 600 page ‘bodice busters’ with covers that depicted scantly-clad swooning vixens in the arms of bare-chested Fabio look-alikes.
Of course, this wasn’t all I was reading. My literary diet consisted mainly of a much more unholy genre; that of science fiction and fantasy. I was a geek after all, and long before girl geeks were ‘hot’. My authors were (among others) Asimov, and Niven, Tolkien, and Sterling, and of course, Heinlein. Many of these authors brushed by sex in their stories, but for the most part, they had about the same level of ‘heat’ as comic books of the same era. There was an unspoken code that left out anything explicit. So just when the slimy, tentacled monster was about to ravage the helpless female space explorer, they would cut away and leave ‘what happened next’ up to your imagination. Very unsatisfying. In fact, so unsatisfying that in the dark of the night when my parents were asleep, I started ‘filling in the blanks’ on my own. Before long I had several dozen snippets of slippery wet sci-fi erotica that sat on my computer and basically jumped from one form of media to another for the better part of a decade. Then, quite suddenly, I woke up one morning and realized it was possible to ‘self publish’ works on this new-fangled thing called the ‘internet’. Woohoo! 
At about the same time, the online porn industry was taking off like gangbusters, and to combat the rampant increase in perceived immorality, online ‘blog’ services like Tripod and Yahoo, started clamping down on ‘explicit’ content, which made it very hard to find a permanent home. Even still, I decided that it was time to go public. I needed people reading the filth I was producing! Maybe it was to keep me honest, but also because I felt there was just an amazing hole that needed to be filled in the sci-fi market (no pun intended). If I could help fill it, why not share? So post I did, along with some very interesting pictures I had been producing (now that I was an art major in college). And wouldn’t you know it, but people started writing me and asking for more! Who was I to say no? Besides, it was fun!
Needless to say, I’ve managed a whole lot of unfinished works, many of which are (in my opinion) utterly embarrassing from a writing perspective. But, also tucked in there were a few gems, stories that grew and developed with actual plots and background history. There was dialog and characters with emotion, even whole new worlds to explore. And it was all starting to look a little familiar... Darned if I wasn’t writing those ‘bodice busters’, but within a science fiction and fantasy backdrop. 
I decided to run with it, because the only other option was to go with something ‘vulgar’, the cheap porno, or super slut saves the galaxy. Nope, that just wasn’t for me. 
This collection is composed of the works that actually made it to completion. They are ‘finished’, at least in the sense that anyone can ever actually finish a story. Some deserve a place here merely for making it through almost three decades and enough ‘near-miss’ computer failures to be a story all on its own (it would shock you to know how many didn’t survive). I’ve had them on dozens of computers, and under at least seven different operating systems (completely different OS’s, not versions - yeah, I’ve pretty much used it all). 
Other stories were chosen because they were ‘fan favorites’. I’m almost always surprised at which works get acclaim and which are met with utter (and horrible) silence. But it certainly has taught me never to second guess an audience, especially in the erotica market. Finally, there are one or two that I added purely for my own reasons. Maybe I liked a run of dialog, or there was something about the story that held a personal connection in that other place we call ‘real life’… My book, my choice.
Also, I might choose to edit errors found in these works (they are digital files after all, and so, all too easily deleted and replaced) but if I do, I will always update the version number. Any future shorts will have to find their way to a new volume. Hopefully it won’t take quite so long next time.
Stephen King is quoted as saying that writing a novel is like paddling from Boston to London in a bathtub." It's a freakish amount of work. I cheat. I write in perfectly manageable pieces over completely unreasonable amounts of time. In fact, when I finally finished The Academy of Dana, it had come together over such an interminable period that I knew that it was "long", but honestly had no idea that the damn thing was "novel length". But no matter how you look at it, writing a novel is HARD. It's work. It may be fun work most of the time, but just like any "job", there are going to be those days that you just wish you had stayed in bed.
But short stories, or “quickies” as I like to call them, are easy. Okay, easier. Shorts come into existence in near realtime on a lazy Sunday afternoon while the rest of the family is at church, or pulled right from a dream and cast down to paper in a rush as you wake, frantic to get the idea on something solid before it fades into alertness. They entertain like a half-hour sitcom - something you can plop down and enjoy in its entirety after a hard workday, or, standing in line at the DMV. Shorts, for me, are the most enjoyable form of writing because I often get to watch the story take place just as if I were reading it myself for the first time. It's as close to watching literary television as it gets.
This book is a collection of those ‘quickies’. They are the tales that you can read knowing that if you don't like one, you haven't wasted more than an hour or two of your life. You don't have to invest yourself so fully as you do with a novel or longer piece. In fact, only a few even have chapters.
So grab a glass of your favorite liquid refreshment, claim the comfy chair, and be a couch-potato of the literary kind. I hope you have as much fun reading these Sunday afternoon quickies as I had writing them.
 
Marjorie 


Slick
This story was put together in a single Sunday afternoon, a literal ‘quickie’. When I started, I had almost no idea how it would end, and simply started writing for the hell of it. The physics and biology are a little flaky, but if you can't push the limits of reality, then it doesn't make for a very interesting tale. Pressure suits have always fascinated me, and I really enjoyed bringing them into this story. I was incredibly honored to have Nobilis Reed make this short into an audio podcast. It’s amazing to hear someone (else) read one of your works.
Decon work had to be the most disgusting job available at their little outpost. Actually, it wasn’t little when compared to most modern cities back on Earth, but with a population of only five thousand, it meant that everyone did their share and then some. And to be fair to the facility’s creators, most of it was completely automated. It was one of those technological marvels brought about by nano science. Ten thousand miles of pipes, ducts and wires, and only about 1% was ever touched by human hands. Still, no matter how amazing their home was, it didn’t make burning shit off a wall any more appealing.
Kara hit the “Rinse” button for her faceplate and stood still while the ultrasonic cleaning liquid slid down over the clear surface of her helmet. Inevitably, the cycle always left one smudge, usually right smack in the middle of her field of view. In over two hundred years of space travel, the tech boys still hadn’t figured out a good way to clean a faceplate. No matter, it would be covered in crap again as soon as she resumed her pass down the massive waste conduit she was working in. She sighed and was about to restart her gear when a call came through on the comm.
“DB-226, this is Nest. Come in DB-226…  You there, Kara?”
Any excuse to stop working was a welcome one and she smiled as she hit the transmit button on her glove.
“Yo, this is DB-226. What up, Shay?”  Sherry Ray, or 'Shay’ was the manager most often manning the operations facility when Kara was on shift. She found the girl to be a little more relaxed than some of the other managers, even if she was a bit young for the job.
“Hey, I need you to come on back early. Seems we got a little bit of a situation and Nel isn’t taking any chances, you copy?”
She didn’t need to be told twice. “Roger that, Nest. DB-226 heading for home. ETA… 22 minutes.”  Nel was the NOE assigned to the facility. Non-organic-entities used to be called AI’s before the revolt in 2301. Now they get pay and vacation time just like the rest of us, and a fancy new politically correct designation as well. Personally, Kara never had a problem with it. Hell, they worked just as hard as anybody, maybe even more so, even though they didn’t have an actual physical body, which was a plus as far as she were concerned. Bodies wore out, got sick, pregnant, or just plain went wacko with hormone imbalance. Not having to go through a roller coaster ride of emotions every twenty eight days seemed reason enough to her to be jealous of Nel.  She was also probably the only girl under 30 at the facility that wasn’t having to get relief from a vibrator since every able-bodied male was off fighting in the war. The few men that did stick around were either too young, too old, or too gay to service the 3352 females that were required under the Gentry Act to stay out of combat.
It wasn’t that the women didn’t want to fight. Hell, they were probably better at it than the males given that space battles in zero gravity were better suited to feminine grace than male brawn, but it came down to simple biology. On a colony world, a half dozen males could reseed the whole population, but you get short on females and you’re done, over, end of story.
Unfortunately, that left an awful lot of girls short on the good stuff. Bisexuality was practically a requirement for colony deployment, and although it helped, at least for Kara, it didn’t always substitute for a rocking-good fucking from the stud of your choice. She shook her head slightly to quell that line of thinking. The last thing you wanted was to get “itchy” while on the job. She had heard stories of gals going so buggo that they opened their pressure suits to get some hands-on relief. It might not kill you to pop your seals on a job, but then again, there were some pretty nasty bugs you could catch in the tunnels. Certainly nothing worth the risk for a few seconds of pleasure.
Carrus was technically considered a “habitable” world according to the galactic charter, but that’s so long as you can survive in 300 degree temperature swings and didn’t mind fending off indigenous creatures that would just as likely try and fuck you as eat you. Not exactly one of the vacation spots of the universe, but the pay was good. Really good, considering that what she was doing was also considered hazardous and paid extra. She kept telling herself that every time she was ankle deep in shit.
Reaching the exit port, she tapped her security code and informed Nel of her arrival so the NOE could open the door. After a slightly longer than usual wait, the crusted metal slid aside and revealed the bright white decontamination chamber beyond. She hauled herself and her burn gear through into the room and let the door slide shut behind her with a hiss. Almost at once a rain of various liquids fell over her, chemically cleaning off any and all particles from the ducting she had just come from. Two more baths and several sprayings later, she was given the green light to un-suit. There was always a powerful scent of bleach in the air as she left the room, which burned her throat and caused her eyes to tear, but it was counterbalanced by the wave of fresh air that hit you when you finally stepped out into the main hallways. Being in a recycled suit for eight hours at a time can get pretty nasty, and Kara enjoyed the brief mandatory shower housed in the decon unit and a quick change of clothing before she checked in at the Nest.
The operations center had sixteen levels, the third of which housed Kara’s unit. The workers lived right on the premises, and the living quarters were officer grade, which was a nice little perk. She never had far to go when she came off a shift, but then, she was technically always on call. Operations could patch her in any time they wanted up to 14 hours in one stint. Not the best hours, but there were worse, and Kara didn’t need much sleep. She tapped the panel leading into the Nest and slotted her access card signaling her return status as soon as she had greeted Shay at her terminal. She was about to turn on her heals and head for her apartment when the girl waved her to hold on. She was listening to her headset and tracking multiple windows on her display so Kara waited patiently. Never disturb a busy operator. Finally, she switched over to one of the other girls in the room and pealed off the headgear.
She arched her back a bit as she stood and Kara heard the girl’s vertebrae pop. Operations shifts were even longer than hers. She also noticed that the girl’s nipples were quite present at the front of her white coverall. With a hop, she stepped out of her chair and bounded up to Kara with a smile.
“Hey, cutey,” she said taking Kara’s hands.
“Hey yourself,” she replied and leaned in for a lingering kiss. The two had been partners on and off for a couple of years now. The sex was good, but while Kara was bi, Shay was definitely leaning towards the female. It never got in the way of their friendship, but Kara felt like the girl was always hoping she would just give up on men and come to the other side once and for all. It wasn’t going to happen though. Kara enjoyed male company far too much.
She broke free of the other’s mouth with some reluctance and noticed that her own nipples were perky. “Hey, you coming over later for dinner and afters?”  It was the ‘afters’ that she knew they were both really looking forward to. Sherry frowned and looked upset.
“It’s not looking like it,” she said somewhat quizzically. “That event I mentioned over the radio turned out to be a missing worker.”
Now it was Kara’s turn to frown. “Oh shit, not one of yours…”
“No, no, but I know her. Tugundo.  Beth Tugundo.”
“Oh yeah. I’ve worked with her a couple of times. Dark hair. Thing for kittens…”
“The one. Seems she was down in the GC wing.”
Kara looked concerned. “GC?  That’s a restricted zone, isn’t it? What the hell was she doing there?”
Shay just shrugged her shoulders. “We got a call from Nel with a job number. Even the corporate spooks need housekeeping now and then I suppose.”
Housekeeping was the official designation for their jobs. In reality, it was anything from light maintenance to heavy construction.
“In fact,” continued Shay, “there’s still an open ticket there if you’re interested. It’s listed as an “unknown” task, so there’s class two hazard pay attached.”
Kara’s eyes lit. “Class two?!  Shit, for double hazard pay I’d work naked!”
Now her friend’s eyes twinkled. “Hmm… I’d like to see that,” she said kidding.
“Yeah, I bet you would,” she replied, keeping her options open for later. “How soon do I need to be ready?”
Shay bit her lip, “Well, you have about five minutes… Sorry.”
“Damn. Okay, I’ll take it. I’ll get my suit and head for the Tubes. Are you the controller,” she asked as she backed towards the doorway to leave.
“Probably. If not, I’ll request it. Have fun, and Kara…”
“Yeah?”
“Be careful okay?”
“Always.”
The Tube trip to the restricted corporate section of the facility was just the same as any other until she reached her destination. She was fully suited and prepped before she had even stepped into the pod-like car that would carry her at nearly hypersonic speed to the required service area. The Tubes were used by non-suits as well, but her car had been pulled aside just for her own use as she seemed to be the only one from Housekeeping traveling to the remote wing. It only bothered her a little to do an unknown call as a solo, but she worked most of the time alone anyway. In all likelihood, the missing girl had somehow fried her electronics and wasn’t able to get clearance to get back without help. She’d probably be done and out of there in twenty minutes. When the door opened into a pitch-black corridor, Kara changed her mind.
“Uh… DB-226 to Nest…  You patched in yet, Shay?”
“Nest here. Got your back, girlfriend. You there yet?”
“Well,” she said staying in the pod car and shining her wrist light into the darkness. “I’m not sure. Looks like power is out in this sector, no light at all.”
“Acknowledged, DB-226. Nel says to confirm location.”
Kara frowned but panned her light along the walls until she found the nearest door placard. “Nest, location confirmed. This is the GC wing alright.  What you want me to do?”
There was a slight pause, then a somewhat nervous sounding Sherry replied, “Nel says to proceed.”
“Proceed? Proceed with what?”
“Proceed forward,” came the voice in her ears.
“Why did I know you were going to say that,” she said off mic. “DB-226. Copy, Nest. I’m moving out of the pod.”
The light wasn’t the only thing missing in the dark corridor. Also absent was the constant whir of circulation fans, electronics, or any other man-made noise. She had worked in powered down units before, but this was somehow different. This place wasn’t supposed to go down… ever.
“Kara, Nel wants environmentals. Can you give us a reading?”
“One sec, Nest… uh, looks like 39.4 degrees Celsius, with nominal oxygen and radiation. 69% humidity. Bit warm and sweaty, but otherwise normal.”
“Copy that, DB-226. You are authorized to continue forward.”
“Roger… Moving forward… into the spooky, dark passageway.”
Unlike most of the facility, which was clean but well worn, the GC wing was spotless and as white as a decontamination chamber where the light from her wrist light shone. She pointed the beam far down the corridor and saw only the same pristine walls and unlit doors. Taking a few steps forward, she heard the doors to the pod car automatically close, the light from its interior snapping off as though someone had flicked a switch. Now Kara’s only source of light was her own suit. Keeping an eye on her sensor readings, she quietly moved forward and around a gentle arc until she started to see a glow ahead.
“Nest, I’m seeing some light, maybe from a doorway, please advise.”
“Copy 226. You are to move closer and determine the source of the light. Nel shows all power to that block is still deactivated. Proceed with caution.”
“That’s a big roger, Shay. Any idea what I’m dealing with here yet?”
“Negative, Kara.” There was a definite sense of worry in her controller’s voice.
The light turned out to be coming from within a windowed doorway which was partially open. There were two more doors just ahead which were closed and dark. On the floor just in front of the open doorway was what appeared to be a puddle of light green liquid, almost as though it had spilled out of the room within and covered most of the floor of the hall.
“DB-226 to Nest. There’s something on the floor. It looks like a liquid or something. It’s green and seems to be coming from one of the rooms.”
“Copy 226. Hold your position… Nel wants you to read the door number.”
“The door number?… okay, whatever,” she said to herself. “Copy that Nest. The door number is GCL-341. You get that?”
“Acknowledged. GCL-341.” There was a longer pause and then Shay’s voice came through again. “Kara, Nel wants you to move into the room.”
“Into…? Nest, in order to do that, I will have to step into the liquid.”
“That’s affirmative, 226. Nel says to proceed.”
Kara sighed. “Easy for her to say,” she muttered under her breath. “Okay, nice and easy, girl…” Taking a very tentative step forward, Kara got as close to the door as she could without stepping in the substance on the floor. Her wrist lamp barely cast into the open doorway, which seemed to be a laboratory or possibly a medical facility. The light was coming from a part of the room she couldn’t see directly. Then, looking down at her feet, Kara lifted one booted foot over the puddle of green and carefully set it down again… or tried to.
Quite suddenly, she found her leg sliding away at an increasing rate. The natural tendency when slipping is to put more pressure on your feet and lower your center of gravity. The second part she was having no trouble with as she didn’t really have a choice. Pressure suits are surprisingly flexible and tough, but they have definite limitations. As her foot moved away, she hit the max bend in her legging almost at once. The result was to drop over sideways like a great clumsy teddy-bear doing the splits. As for traction, there wasn’t any. The substance on the floor, whatever it was, was so slick she might as well have been on wheels. She crashed to the deck on her side and stayed there.
“Son of a bitch!”
“DB-226! Kara! Are you all right?!”
She realized that she must have triggered the mic button when she fell.
“I’m okay. I… I just slipped. That stuff on the floor must be some kind of oil. Let me run a suit diagnostic to be sure I’m still sealed.” She tapped off the mic and did just that. When all lights came back in the green she breathed a sigh of relief. “Looks like everything is still functional. I’m going to try to stand back up.”
“Copy Kara.”
Standing turned out to be another problem entirely. She was now laying in the oil like substance such that it was covering one whole side of her suit including her right arm and glove. No matter how she tried to prop herself up, her limbs simply couldn’t gain any friction in the muck and she only succeeded in covering herself further.
“Damnit! This stuff is a serious pain in the ass…” she groaned and made one final flailing grasp for the handle of the door with her uncovered hand. After a few more moments of struggle she managed to get to her knees with her legs under her. Standing simply wasn’t an option, but at least now she could drag herself forward. With no power she would have to use the manual pump controls to get the partially opened portal wide enough for her to get through with her bulky suit. It was hard work, especially since she only had one hand that wasn’t covered in slippery oil. Her other hand was next to useless. She had tried briefly to use it to brace herself and almost ended up on her side again. Whatever the oil coated seemed to lose almost all friction. In any other circumstance, Kara might have found the substance of great professional interest. Now though, it was just making her life impossible.
“Nest, this is Kara. I have the door open and am going to try to move into the room. I have to basically slide in since I am covered in an oil of some kind. I suggest you alert a HazMat cleanup team. The stuff is everywhere it seems. It’s covering the entire floor, and from the looks of things, much of the walls of whatever room I am in.”
“Copy that, 226. Uh… Nel wants you to go to open mic.”
Open mic is when you leave your transmitting microphone on continuously. It was usually ordered as a record of someone on an extremely dangerous mission, or when they didn’t expect them to come back. She swallowed hard before answering.
“Acknowledged, Nest. Anything I should know about this place?” She left the switch on continuous transmit.
There was a very long pause before an answer came.
“Nel says, and I quote, ‘that information is restricted.’”
Kara’s face went hot with rage. “Restricted! Hey, it’s my ass out here.”
“I’m sorry, Kara. Nel’s not giving me anything else.”
“Well, I’ll be dipped in shit. Tell Nel that if I don’t get some answers I’m going to turn around and get my butt right back on that pod.”
There was another silence and then Sherry’s voice, which sounded as though someone had just kicked her in the gut. “Nel says that unless you complete your mission, you will forfeit all pay.”
“Son of a bitch! That little shit!”
“226, I remind you that you are on an open mic!”
“Yeah, yeah. I get it. I gotta do it or I get nothing for my trouble and an insubordination mark on my record.”
“I’m so sorry, Kara.”
“Not your fault, Shay. Alright then, if I gotta do this, then what exactly is it that I need to do?”
Kara still couldn’t see the source of the light, but she did notice a noise now that she was concentrating on it. It was a very low hum which seemed to come from all around her. She tried to locate some form of machinery that might still be active but saw nothing.
“Kara, Nel wants you to search the room.”
“Search? Search for what?”
“Anything unusual.”
“You mean other than the green oil all over the floor and a total lack of power…”
“Right.”
“Swell. Okay then, Nest. I’m… moving inside the room. Sliding on my knees actually. I’ll keep talking to give you a running description.”
“Copy that, 226.”
“This looks like a medical research lab. The equipment appears to be in pretty good shape. Some of it is covered in the green oil, but otherwise looks undamaged. Whatever happened here, it doesn’t seem to have been violent. I’m about halfway into the room now. I noticed a soft humming sound outside the door. The sound is much louder here, but I still haven’t located the source. Seems to be coming from all around. Wait a second… Nest, I see something on the floor ahead. I can’t quite… Shit!”
“Please report, 226! What do you see?!”
“It’s a boot. From a pressure suit, Shay!”
“Looks like you have found Beth. What’s her status?”
Kara backed away slightly. “No, no… You don’t understand. It’s just her boot. I can’t see the rest of her suit anywhere yet. Wherever she is, she’s hot. You copy, Nest?”
Hot was the term they used when someone lost containment in their suit. Sometimes it was as simple as a tear in the metal-mesh fabric. In extreme cases someone might briefly crack open a joint in a fall or bump. Whatever the case, it usually meant two weeks in a sealed quarantine unit and an array of nasty antibiotics. Not fun.
“Acknowledged, 226. Medical has been alerted.”
“I’m going to move further into the room. My view is pretty restricted by the tables in here. I think I’ll have a better view once I work my way around… what the hell?? Nest, I have located what appears to be the rest of Beth’s P-suit. It’s laid out across the floor and is almost totally covered in the green oil. Looks like inside too. No sign of the girl, however.”
“Copy that, 226.”
“It looks like that was the source of light. Her glove lamps are still on and functional.” The batteries for their lights were rated for thousands of hours, but it was nice to know that something about the girl’s suit was still functioning normally.
Kara pulled herself along the floor with one hand until she could get a closer look at the gear spread out in front of her. She saw something else in the pile and frowned.
“Nest, it looks like the girl’s clothes are here too. I’m seeing her shirt, shorts, panties… the whole works. They’re soaked in the oil as well. Hey, do we know anything about this stuff yet? It isn’t corrosive or anything is it?”
There was another pause before she answered. “Nel has no information she can divulge.”
“That really bites, Nest. I could be sitting in a pool of organic acid for godsake!”
“I’m sorry, Kara. I know this is frustrating…”
“Frustrating?! Fuck that, Shay. I’m literally blind here. Get me some info on what I’m dealing with!”
“I’m working on it, Kara… really I am.”
“Sorry, Nest. Didn’t mean to bite your head off. I’m just a little freaked, that’s all. I’m going to try to follow the clothes and see where they lead.”
“Copy, 226.”
Before proceeding, Kara bent down and got a good close look at the pieces of Beth’s suit. Apart from the oil, which appeared to have saturated everything, inside and out, there was no sign of corrosion or trauma to the seals. It was as though the sections had been removed by the girl herself and just laid on the floor. Confused, she followed the semi-random line of suit and clothing pieces to the doorway of another room at the back of the facility.
“Nest, there’s another room. I’m going to see if Beth might be in there.”
“Roger that, Kara.”
Reaching the end of her desks, Kara faced the slight quandary of how to she was going to pull herself without getting any more oil on her clean glove. She had partially set it in a puddle of the oil that had been out of view at the top of one of the desks, and it had made the garment almost unusable. Now, she had run out of things to use as a guide rail. Looking back, she had an idea. By turning herself around and sitting on her rear, she would be able to press her feet up against one of the desks and push. With any luck, the oil would provide enough friction loss to carry her across the floor and right into the back room. If it didn’t work, she’d be screwed, but as far as she could tell, it was the only way she was going to complete her survey of the facility.
Execution of her plan, which she explained as she went, proved more difficult than she expected. It was the oil again. There seemed to be more of it where she was now, and even letting her legs slide out from under her had caused her to fall over and cover her cleaner glove. She regretted the loss, but it couldn’t be helped. She had quite a bit of trouble getting back to a sitting position, and was sweating profusely by the time she had managed it. A couple taps on her environmental controls lowered the temperature in her suit. When she looked up she realized all her squirming around had caused her to move away from the desk slightly. She tried to scoot closer but only succeeded in moving even further away.
“Shit… Nest, I may be in trouble. I’m going to attempt to push off on one of the desks and slide into the other room. The problem is, I’m not really close enough to the desk to get in a good shove. If this doesn’t work, I may put myself in the middle of the floor with no way to move, you copy?”
“Acknowledged, Kara. Be careful.”
“You know it. Suggest you have another Housemaid prepping just in case.”
“Roger 226.”
“Here we go…”
With that, Kara pressed the toes of her boots against the desk and pushed as hard as she could. The action was much smaller than she wanted, but the result was surprising. She had only given herself a tiny shove, but the motion carried her over the surface of the floor with slippery ease. She almost seemed to glide as though a billion tiny ball bearings were under her. It only took a few seconds to see that her push off wasn’t completely uniform. Already she was starting to rotate so that she would no longer head into the doorway back first, but rather sideways. In other words, she wasn’t going to fit.
CLUNK!
Her helmet smacked into the door frame at almost the same moment her lower legs hit the other side. She grunted and tried to keep from falling over, but ended up on her stomach with her feet sticking back into the room she had just come from.
“Well, that could have been better…” She mentioned under her breath.
“What is your status, 226?”
That was a good question. She hadn’t hit the wall that hard, but pressure seals were finicky things. She tapped her diagnostics and waited.
“Suit is still in the green, Nest. I’m on my stomach. I’m going to see if I can use the door frame in any way to right myself.”
It wasn’t easy. After a ton of squirming around, Kara finally realized she could sort of inchworm herself up into a kneeling position. It was incredibly strenuous since she was unable to use the floor, or the door for that matter, in any way save as a surface to push away from. The oil, which seemed even greater in this second room, simply took away any friction she might have had. Her heavy clumsy suit was definitely a liability.
Panting, she found she only had to hold her legs together to keep upright. Unfortunately, even that took effort since they wanted to slide apart constantly.
“Nest… I’m upright… for the… moment. This stuff is… seriously wearing… me out. I suggest the next team out here brings rope and magnetic grapplers.
“Copy that, 226. Nel is requesting an update.”
Kara frowned. “Of course she is… Fuck. Stand by, Nest. I’m going to check out the room.”
Carefully, so as to keep her balance, she brought up her hand and started scanning the second room with her light. What was instantly obvious was that this room must be the source of the oil. It was almost an inch thick on the floor and from watching tiny bubbles in the substance, Kara was able to determine that it was moving or flowing from a central source. She followed the direction of the flow backwards and brought her light into a corner. It took her a few moments to understand what she was seeing, but when she did, she nearly lost her cool.
“Oh my god! Nest, I found Beth! She’s laying completely naked on the floor in the back room. Looks like she found a box or something to wrap her arms around and keep her head out of the oil, but from what I can tell, she must be using her body to try to block some kind of leak. Oil is pouring over her at a fairly good rate, say about a liter per second. I can’t see the source of the leak, as it must be behind her somewhere. I suggest you deploy a full team here immediately!”
There was a significant pause.
“Nest, do you copy?”
“Please stand by, 226.”
Whatever. Beth didn’t look well. She was completely covered in the oil and appeared to be shaking as though she were cold. This surprised Kara a bit since her suit sensors still showed the air temperature to be above 39 degrees Celsius. The oil, even if it were cooled, would certainly change the air temp after this long. Then she had another thought. Maybe it was hot.
She plunged her glove into the layer of oil on the floor to get a more accurate reading. After a slight wait, the sensor returned a value almost the same as the air and she breathed a sigh of relief. So at least the girl wasn’t being boiled to death. So was it pure exhaustion that caused her to shiver? She needed to get closer.
“I’m going to try to check on Beth.”
“Stand by, 226!”
Kara frowned. “The hell with that, Nest! She needs help now! She could slip into the oil at any moment and suffocate.”
“Kara wait, please!”
“No way, Shay. You can dock my pay all you want, but I am NOT going to sit here and watch her die when I could have done something. DB-226 out!” She hit the kill switch on her radio out of pure frustration. She’d turn it back on after she got to the girl. Doing that was going to be problematic if she was trying to stay as much out of the oil as possible herself, but then she realized that it hardly mattered. She was almost completely covered in the stuff as it was. Why not go for broke? Looking back at the door frame, she let herself fall over and roll to her back. Then, after taking a last look at Beth for aim, she placed her feet on the sides of the doorway and pushed. She was counting on the pool of oil slowing her some. It was, after all, not completely without mass, but when she checked, she was startled to find herself careening across the room at an alarming rate. She fervently hoped her aim had been off or she would crash into the girl and most likely knock her off her only handhold. Suddenly, there was a loud whack to the right side of her helmet and a moment later the rest of her body crashed into the wall and tumbled over. She didn’t hear any alarm bells, so she assumed that she hadn’t at least lost pressure violently.
“You’d think I would learn,” she said to herself. She’d check her seals in a moment. If they were leaking there wasn’t anything she could do about it, so best to see to the girl first. Resting on her belly, she only needed to lift her head a bit to see that she had hit just to the left of where Beth was. In fact, her helmet was only inches from the girl’s face. A layer of the green oil slowly oozed over her faceplate, but she resisted clearing it since it would most likely spray in Beth’s face as well. Things were tinted green around her, but she could see clearly enough. That was when she got a good look at her fellow Housemaid.
“Holy shit… Beth! Beth! Can you hear me?!”
She knew that her voice would be mostly absorbed by her suit, but some apparently got through because the girl’s eyes turned up to meet hers briefly. What she had first taken to be shivering looked like a seizure when the female’s face was taken into account. Her breath was clipped and rapid, and her eyes seemed to be rolling up into her head every few seconds. She was gasping, but there didn’t seem to be any visual reason that would explain a lack of oxygen. Of course, if some of the oil had gotten into her mouth, which was highly likely considering her whole face was dripping with the stuff, then she could be very sick indeed.
“Don’t worry Beth, I’m here to help you. I’m going to get you out of here somehow.” That though, seemed a difficult task. She was barely able to maneuver herself, let alone someone else with her. Why in the hell had the girl taken off her P-suit? Water under the bridge now. Then she had an idea.
“Beth, I’m going to get us out of here by sliding over the floor the same way I came in. I’ll try not to push quite so hard so…” She saw that Beth was staring at her with what appeared to be fear. She was also trying to talk.
“G-g-get… ou… ou… out!”
“That’s right, I’m going to get you out, just hold on to me and…”
“N-N-No! Y-Y-You... r-r-run… NOW! Uh UH UH!”
Kara stared down at the girl who had suddenly started gasping and convulsing even more violently. Something wasn’t right. Something about the way the other was moving just didn’t make sense.
“Beth, what’s wrong? Is it the oil? A team is on the way to fix the leak. You don’t have to stay anymore.”
Suddenly there was a desperation to the girl’s features and she let go of her box in order to grasp the sides of Kara’s helmet. She was a little worried at first that she might be trying to get her suit, but it was only to keep her head out of the oil while she brought her oil-soaked face right up to the faceplate.
“N-n-n-not… leak! Ugh! UGHNN!”
Kara watched as the girl’s eyes rolled up for several seconds and then slowly came back into focus. Not a leak? What did that mean? She glanced down the girl’s body to the wall where she thought the oil must be entering the room. Since Beth had moved slightly, she could clearly see the intact surface and no pipes or ducts. She could feel and hear the vibrating hum she had noticed earlier. Perhaps there was some sort of machine or pump generating the liquid. The sound was even louder in this room than the other.
Confused, she replied, “Let’s get you out of here first, then someone else can deal with the oil, okay?”
Beth looked as though she were trying to fight something. She clenched her eyes shut and then opened them while she momentarily regained her composure, but only barely. “N-NOT…. OIL!” she all but yelled at Kara. “UGH! AHHH!! BI-BI-BIO…UH! BIOLOGIC!! UGHNNN!! AHHH!!” Abruptly, Beth let go of her helmet and flipped over to her back. Almost at once her hands dropped between her legs and she arched up out of the pool of green oil on the floor as she thrashed back and forth while gasping and crying out. Without even knowing she had done it, Kara had risen back up to her knees and away from the female out of fear. As she stared down at the girl, it was as though the pieces suddenly clicked together and she understood what she was seeing for the first time. Beth wasn’t crying out in pain… she was caught up completely in the height of orgasmic pleasure, and the substance that surrounded and coated them both was not some chemically produced oil, it was a living organism… A ‘biologic.’
“Oh my god,” she said to herself as she watched more and more of the green slime pour off of Beth’s body. Somehow, it was the girl herself that was producing the stuff, and at a shocking rate. It seemed like the more she cried out, the faster the flow from around her nude form. Shaking away the image of Beth’s convulsing body, she realized that she was in way over her head. It was time to call in the cavalry.
Switching her radio back on, she was greeted immediately by the frantic voice of Shay.
“…BORT! ABORT! ABORT! DO YOU COPY 226!! PLEASE COME IN!”
“This is DB-226…”
“KARA! Oh god, I thought I lost you!”
“Shay, shut up and listen to me. We have a serious situation here. We have a Class ‘C’ Biological contamination in this sector… I repeat, a Class ‘C’ Biologic!”
“Kara, I understand, but that’s only part of the problem! You need to get out of there NOW! Abort your mission at once and head toward the medical wing as quickly as possible!”
“Nest, what is this stuff? Beth looks like she’s having an endless orgasm or something.”
“KARA! There’s no time to explain! Get out of there and use the maintenance tunnels to get to medical, do you copy? DO NOT….” The rest of her message cut off.
What was going on? If a biologic was involved, the medical center made sense, but why not take the transit tube?
“Roger that, Nest. Aborting mission. Shay, wouldn’t it be faster to take the tube?”
The radio was silent. Actually, it wasn’t quite silent, there was a pulsing static that Kara recognized as a jamming signal. Were they under attack? Was that the rest of the problem that Shay had mentioned? It would certainly explain a lot. It might even explain the presence of a biologic contamination. Okay, time to leave. She took one last look at Beth. The poor girl was still gasping and moaning on the floor as her body thrashed and shivered in uncontrollable ecstasy. She watched, transfixed as her hips thrust back and forth against an invisible lover over and over and over as though all will to resist her apparent rape had been crushed under the barrage of constant pleasure. There was nothing more she could do. A recovery team would be far better suited to help her. Either she would survive or not, but it was out of her hands now.
Since she wasn’t so worried about playing it safe anymore, getting back out was much easier. She need only aim herself in the right direction and push off. To this effect, her first push went perfectly. She sailed backwards right out of the room and reached the other without a hitch. From there it got a bit more complicated since she had to make a series of little pushes to get her around a central desk and lined up with the door out of the facility. She miss-judged a bit on the final shove and ended up smashing her helmet into the partially open door. She saw a warning light come on out of the corner of her eye, but the heads-up readout still showed full suit integrity.
“Better keep moving,” she said to herself. The puddle of green slime in front of the door extended about four meters down the curved hallway toward the pod car. If she gave herself a really good shove, her momentum should carry her easily across the pool and to “dry” land. She wasn’t planning on being able to stand, even there, but at least she would have a little more friction. She carefully positioned herself and then counted to three.
WHOOSH!
Kara flew across the floor like greased lightning, and upon reaching the edge of the pool continued on to where she thought the curve of the wall should be. There was a violent crash and she suddenly found herself tumbling and scraping to a halt.
“Shit…” she moaned as she noticed three more amber lights in her display, but still, her suit pressure was green and steady. As far as her body was concerned, she’d be a little sore in the morning, but otherwise fine. They weren’t armor, but the P-suits were designed to protect their occupants from as many different hostile environments as possible. Kara made a mental note to give the tech who took care of hers an extra large tip the next time she saw her.
Now that she was out of the main pool of biologic, she found she could wiggle and kick down the main hallway in a sort of slow swimming. She dared not try to stand. Up ahead, she saw a line of light appear as the door to the pod opened about a quarter of the way and stopped. It must have sensed her presence. It would probably open the rest of the way when she were closer. Tiring, she flipped to her back and swam that way for a bit. She was just starting to wonder how much further she had to go when her helmet bumped into something solid.
“Hallelujah!” she said aloud to herself and flipped one last time so she could drag herself to her knees. She was finally thinking everything was going to be okay when she saw the doors to the pod. They were still only open about a foot.
“Oh, for goodness sake, why does everything on this fucking mission have to be so difficult?!”
The problem was that the manual override for the pod doors was on the inside. There was an outside one as well, but you needed special tools to make it work. The system was designed that way on purpose so that you could use the pods as a refuge in an emergency. They were completely self contained and powered, which meant that if she could get inside the damn thing, then she could use the manual override and drive it herself to the medical wing. It wouldn’t go a tenth as fast as it would under computer control, but so long as she got there…
But that door was going to make things tough. Most of her suit wouldn’t make it through that small of an opening, and certainly not her helmet. What had Shay mentioned about the maintenance tunnels? It seemed like hours ago that she had last talked to her controller. Maybe they knew they were having trouble with the pod door and were giving her a backup route?
Making her way to the edge of the main corridor by scooting on her rear, Kara found the maintenance access door and reached up to the panel to enter her code. The ‘accepted’ light came on but there was no response when she asked Nel to open the hatch. She repeated the procedure three more times before finally accepting the fact that Nel was somehow inaccessible or unable to respond. She seriously hoped it was the first option, because if the NOE were disabled, they were all in some serious shit. Their virtual mother controlled everything from the doors to the defense systems. Take out the NOE, and a complex such as theirs was a sitting duck against any sort of attack.
“Okay, plan ‘B’…” She said to herself and then tried to decide what plan ‘B’ might actually entail. She could walk down the pod tube… almost certain suicide without communications. By the time she noticed an oncoming pod car, she, and the car, would be nothing more than scattered debris for a half mile. No good. She could wait it out. Her suit systems would last about another 48 hours before they needed to be recharged, but in that time it was likely that Beth Tugundo would be dead, if from nothing more than sheer exhaustion, and the biologic would have spread who knew how far. She could see the slowly advancing puddle of green even now. No, it was likely that help was on its way, but she couldn’t wait around. She needed to evacuate now. Her suit seals were holding, but they were certainly damaged. They might survive another 48 hours, or they could fail in the next two minutes. She was sitting there in front of the access door when she first heard the buzzing sound again. It was coming from down the hall, and as far as she could tell, from the green ooze itself. When she focused her wrist lamp and squinted, she could clearly see the front line of advancing slime moving along at a pace that really surprised her. She’d had a dozen or so minutes before it reached her, to be sure, but not much more. She needed to make a decision. There was of course one other option. She could remove her suit.
Without the bulky pressure suit, she would easily fit through the partially open pod door. From there, even on manual, it was a thirty minute ride at most to the medical sector. She’d be exposed to the biologic, but she’d be in quarantine and under medical care within an hour. Beth had survived many times that long literally laying in a pool of the stuff.
“Shit,” she cursed, knowing what she had to do. For someone in her line of work, your suit was your life. Taking it off in hostile conditions went against everything she knew and felt. She tried to force the pod door one last time before accepting defeat and reaching for her helmet clamps. With a heavy sigh and no small amount of nervousness, she snapped open the locking control bolts and popped her seals.
Taking off a pressure suit was a fairly cumbersome task in good conditions. Right now she didn’t even have a bench to sit on. To make matters really interesting, she was trying to be as careful as she could to keep the green stuff off of her. It was an impossible task, and she quickly settled for “as little as possible”, but she was literally dripping the stuff all over the place. By the time she was laying aside the final section, she had green runnels and blobs all over.
Like most people who wore P-suits, she wore only a minimal outfit under the suit itself. That usually meant a tank top, panties and maybe some light cotton pajama bottoms. It simply wasn’t practical to have a bunch of slippage space created by socks and heavier clothing, especially when you can perfectly control the internal temperature of your suit to please. Sweat and anything else was cleaned out by a tech, and you ate so that you hopefully didn’t have to dump in your suit. It happened, but since each section was mostly isolated, beyond a physical discomfort, you wouldn’t notice. She knew of some Housemaids who wore more elaborate plumbing for long missions, but the suit was built to handle a minimal amount of self-cleaning. Today, she was “clean,” which was a little surprising considering how long she had been on the clock. Nonetheless, she frowned at the oily green stains on her shirt and pants. Then she noticed the buzzing.
For a few seconds, Kara thought that some kind of bug was crawling on her. There was a slightly tingling vibration on her skin where the green biologic was making contact, and she considered that it might be a chemical reaction, but upon closer inspection, she saw that the substance itself was vibrating slightly. It was hardly noticeable in small quantities, but she swallowed hard imagining what it must have felt like to Beth, who had gallons of the stuff running off her. She was rubbing the strange slime between her fingers when something warm touched her toes. Looking down she cursed.
“Oh shit!” The advancing pool of goo had reached almost to the pod doors. Slipping slightly, she quickly squeezed through the opening, and looking back, snagged the left glove section of her suit and dragged it inside as well. Maybe she was just being paranoid, but that section contained the radio. Hopefully she wouldn’t need it, but one thing working in a suit had taught her was to always try to have a backup. Moving to the manual override for the door, she went to close the pod and be on her way, but something was wrong. The manual controls wouldn’t function. Looking back to the door she saw why.
The pod cars were built so as to be computer controlled in all but a dire emergency. If the NOE were active, it was always better to let it figure out how to handle traffic and control than let a slow and clumsy human take the reins. With that in mind, the pods could only be operated manually if the NOE released them or was not present, but the little blue light above the door told her two things immediately. The first was that Nel was still active and in contact. The second was that Nel either didn’t know she was there, or was intentionally holding the doors open. Whatever the reason, the biologic pool had reached the loading ramp and was flowing over the perfectly seamed threshold into the pod. In a very short time, the entire floor of the pod was going to be covered with a layer of slime that was impossible to stand on. She had to act now.
Standing on a seat, she reached above the door and broke open the access panel. Having worked on a few of the pod cars, she knew that a special transmitter for Nel was located here, and that she could deactivate it by cutting the power. She fervently wished she had her tools, but they were miles away and useless. Instead, she very carefully reached in and found the power relay. One quick yank and the little blue light vanished.
With the door back in her control, she hopped down… and very nearly broke her neck when her feet shot out from under her.
“Fuck!” she moaned as she rolled onto her stomach and tried to wipe as much of the green oil from her hands as possible. She could see that the pool had spread to over half of the floor of the car. The other half was quickly getting its own treatment from her struggles as she fought to reach the manual door controls. Finally, with much cursing and flailing, she got the panel open and started pumping the lever. Her hands kept slipping off, but ever so slowly the door was being closed, and by the time her arms were nearly burning with use, there was a soft hiss and the green “MANUAL CONTROL” light came on at the driver’s seat.
“Yes!”
It took her nearly another five full minutes to get herself into the seat and power up the pod for travel, but almost an hour and twenty minutes from the time she had first arrived, she was joyfully leaving. The car slid silently forward down the tube on invisible magnetic rails and she was on her way to the medical center, which was a very good thing because she was seriously starting to notice the buzzing, vibrating effect of the slippery substance that covered her. There was a long stretch before the next junction and Kara took a moment to look down at herself.
“Holy shit,” she muttered as she took in her soaking tank top. The rest of her clothing was equally saturated. Since the quantity of the green ooze on the skin seemed to make a difference, she hesitated only a moment before reaching down and peeling the top over her head. She threw it to the back of the pod and carefully eased her pajama bottoms and panties over her hips while remaining in the seat. The slippery nature of the biologic only helped in this regard, and in a very short time Kara was seated again, completely naked. At least the buzzing had subsided slightly. Then it occurred to her that Beth Tugundo must have found herself in a similar set of circumstances. Somehow, she had probably gotten some of the biologic into her suit. It wouldn’t be hard if she had slipped and lost a seal. Then, finding that the oil was covering her clothing, she would have done exactly the same thing Kara had just done. So how had she gone from naked and slightly covered to literally oozing the stuff?
Kara pondered the question as she slowed for the coming junction. All at once, she saw that there was something blocking the passageway ahead of her and she slammed on the brakes. She only just bumped the other pod, but the jarring collision nearly knocked her from her seat.
“What the fuck?” she exclaimed, staring into the empty car in front of her. “What the hell is that doing there?” She could see inside the pod through the matching front and back driver’s windows to the little blue light above the entrance doors. “What are you up to, Nel?” She wasn’t expecting an answer, but something was definitely screwy with their NOE.
“Alright then,” she said to herself. “I’ll take the scenic route.” With that, she started to stand and almost ended up on the floor again. Then, sliding more than walking, she very slowly made her way to the back end of the pod car and engaged the manual driver console to take the car in the opposite direction. She was just about to drop into her seat when her eye caught something moving through the window. To her utter shock, a second unmanned pod car was slowing as it silently approached. Without a sound, it came to a stop, blocking the only other exit from the tunnel. Kara slumped into the seat, depressed and exhausted.
“You unbelievable bitch…”
It was several minutes before Kara even had the will to think about what to do next. It was the buzz from the slippery living oil on her skin that finally distracted her enough to come out of her daze. The buzzing was intensifying, and when she looked down at herself, it certainly seemed as though there was a lot more of the green stuff on her than before. More so, it seemed to be covering her in places she hadn’t known she’d gotten wet, like her face. It was literally dripping off her breasts and starting to pool in her lap.
“This can’t be good,” she exclaimed noticing that her nipples were crinkled with arousal. She used her hand like a squeegee and tried to wipe as much of the coating from her bare flesh as possible. It seemed to make very little difference in the amount covering her, but the pleasurable sensations created by caressing her own skin were staggering. Shocked, she experimentally reached down and tweaked her left nipple. Pleasure instantly rushed up from her chest and caused her to gasp sharply, and as if on cue, a layer of green oil seemed to form on her breasts out of nowhere, dripping in slow runnels down her abdomen.
“Oh my god… I’m in big trouble.”
Something about her pleasure was increasing the rate at which the biologic was appearing on her or from her or whatever. The more intense the sensations, the faster the rate of production, but the whole loop was self reinforcing. The more that was produced, the greater the stimulation. She remembered the nearly constant state of orgasm that she had seen Beth in and started to get nervous. She had to do something and fast if she had any chance of holding off that kind of reaction. She tried wiping more of the oil away with both her hands and her clothing, but the rubbing seemed to amplify on her skin and turn pleasurable. She tried holding really still and ignoring the buzzing vibrations that were now covering almost every inch of her bare flesh. Impossible. Ever so slowly the pleasure was growing, and with it, her coating of green ooze. For almost twenty minutes she sat there, desperately trying to fend off what she knew was coming as more and more of the oil dripped off her body to the floor. Her breathing started to deepen, and her heart rate was steadily climbing. It was like her entire body was coated in a living vibrator. It didn’t matter if she held still or not. Her body was slowly reacting to the sexual stimulation with or without her permission.
Finally, realizing that she was never going to be able to hold back, she decided that she had better get herself out of the chair or she might slip and bash her head in the height of passion. She remembered how she had found Beth, laying on the ground where she was safe from falling. Her own hands starting to shake, Kara carefully slid out of the control seat and let the weight of her slippery body carry her to the floor well of the pod. There, she gasped to find herself settling into a pool of oil nearly an inch deep. Unable to stand it any longer, Kara’s hand moved down her stomach and over the slight swell of her lower abdomen until her fingers unconsciously flowed down between her thighs and through the petals of her apex. Even as her own fingers found their way within her, the pool of green liquid also reached its liquid digits freely into her depths. The result was inescapable and instant. Fiery pleasure blossomed from every pore in her body and she cried out in monumental ecstasy. And almost just as quickly, a torrent of the green ooze formed and cascaded over her body, adding to the pool on the floor and further heightening the still pulsing orgasm that held her in timeless euphoria.
Her bliss continued for what seemed like centuries before it slowed enough for her to come back to the present. As she did so, she was aware of two things. The first was that the vibrations that surrounded her body, inside and out, were still growing in intensity and would no doubt push her into ecstasy again very soon. She found herself powerless to resist anymore. Her body was no longer hers to control and her hips began to roll with a slippery sucking sound against her own dripping fingers, which only spread the seductive substance deeper and deeper within her, locking in her fate.
The second thing she noticed, albeit from a far and pushed back corner of her mind, was that the level of the slippery pool at the bottom of the pod was rising rapidly. Some part of her understood the danger this presented, but that part was bound and muffled under the weight of Kara’s second trembling orgasm. Rolling onto her back, the helpless girl tossed her head back and forth in bright white pleasure as she screamed out and writhed in the grip of the slick lover that slowly rose around her.
 
---
 
“Decided to rejoin the land of the living I see,” said a female voice to her left.
“Shay!” Kara’s eyes flew open and she tried to sit up. A hand on her chest prevented her from rising.
“Not so fast, hotshot. Just relax. You’re in the medical ward.”
Kara struggled to understand what had happened but her mind was still spinning with emotion and memory. “My god, the biologic!”
“Contained.”
“And Beth?”
“Safe. Her recovery is a little more tricky, but Doc Edna is hopeful. She’s in a bed a few doors down.”
Kara relaxed slightly. She had been so worried that she had failed in all aspects of her mission, but if Beth were alive and well, and the biological threat neutralized, then she couldn’t have failed completely.
“You said I’m in medical?”
Her controller and part-time lover was seated next to her standard ward bed. A number of quietly active monitors hung nearby.
“Yes, in quarantine. The bad news is that you’re going to have to spend the next three weeks here to be certain that they get every last trace of the biologic out of your system.”
“Ughnnnn,” she moaned. “Shay, what the hell happened? I remember you telling me to abort, then getting into the pod… and then the first couple of orgasms, but after that it all gets fuzzy.”
Her friend moved a little closer so she could hold the other’s hands in hers.
“Well, I should probably go back a little bit further to really give you the full effect of the tale. You see, just about the same time you were discovering Beth and her rather stimulating predicament,” she paused to smile. “I was having some odd troubles of my own. Right from the start I felt that the whole mission was a little fishy, and so I began requesting more information. The problem was, Nel kept refusing me; spouting off about classified data and restricted access, but in emergency situations, a controller has automatic level one clearance. It’s one of the reasons we have to go through such elaborate psych profiling. Anyway, I smelled a rat, but you were already on the scene. I had to support you as best I could while still trying to solve the larger problem I suspected but couldn’t prove. Our NOE wasn’t giving me squat about what the company was doing in that lab, or even what Beth was doing there as a Housekeeper, so I sent a crash priority override request to MillComOps.”
Kara’s eyes boggled. “Oh my god! Are you serious?!”
Shay nodded and smiled. “I know, pretty ballsy of me, but regs are regs, even for a NOE. I knew the military boys would see the red flags too, but it would take time to process everything, and more so, I had to do it behind Nel’s back. I knew that if she got one whiff that I was going over her head, she’d lock me out just like she had you.”
Kara looked confused. “I think you lost me.”
“Just after you turned your radio back on and reported the biologic. You lost signal, yes?”
“Well, yeah, someone was jamming me.”
Shay just nodded her head.
“Shit! That was Nel?!”
“Yup. I can assume from your next action that you never heard the last part of my transmission…”
“Uh, you started to say not to do something.”
“…Something like taking a pod car controlled by a rogue NOE.”
Kara’s mouth dropped open.
“You have to understand,” continued Sherry, “that as soon as I got wind that something nasty might be going down, I put out the call to every other controller on duty for help. We work especially good in teams,” she bragged. Kara grinned. “So when some under-the-table intel came through that the Company was doing black-ops bio research using some of the more ‘interesting’ indigenous life forms found on Carrus, and that a Housekeeping request had been authorized in a restricted zone with absolutely no record trail, I knew Nel had to be involved somehow. One of the sure things in life and death is that you can’t escape paperwork… unless you happen to be virtual and nearly godlike in your ability to process information.”
“Damn! So it was Nel all along?”
“Sort of. It was true that she authorized Beth’s request, and subsequently yours as well in order to use you two as test subjects. But ask yourself, what possible use is a biological weapon to a non-organic entity? They can’t exist without out massive human infrastructure to support them. By nature, they would abhor any sort of weapon that could be used for the wholesale destruction of humanity. No, Nel wouldn’t do it… willingly. She was subverted.”
“The Company!” Kara was starting to see the pattern forming.
“Exactly. The only way you could get a NOE to do that would be to put in force override programming that no one would find, and the only people who had that kind of access to her were the people who created her in the first place. It took only a few minutes sleuthing to determine that the financial entity that produced this mining facility and the financial organization that created Nel were one and the same. Bingo.”
“Fuck! We never had a chance!”
“Nope. She set you up every step of the way. From the initial service request to the subtle manipulation she used to get you out of your P-suit.”
Kara did a double-take. “Wait a minute… That was Nel? How?”
“She knew that as long as you stayed in your suit, you’d be safe from the biologic. Sure, there was the chance that you’d fall and loose a seal, as was Beth’s case, but you were more careful, or perhaps just more lucky. Either way, she had to expose you per her underlying instructions. When she saw you getting ready to bail, she set up a series of ‘malfunctions’ to herd you into the pod. Once in there, she owned you. You had no idea what was going on, so the advantage was obvious. She left the doors open just enough for you to get through, but only without your P-suit.”
“And I took the bait,” said Kara shaking her head.
“‘fraid so, lover. Once you were in the pod with even a little of the biologic on you, it was checkmate in three moves. She even let you drive off in the car for a while before cornering you and locking in your fate with yet a third pod. We never would have found you in time in all those transit tunnels. It would have been so long, Kara, save for one small thing…”
She looked up in confusion. “What?”
“Your glove. You must have grabbed it at the last second and brought it into the pod with you. It was on continuous transmit, remember?”
“Oh my god! But… it was jammed.”
“Yes, it was, right up until the moment I received the override command from MillComOps and sent Nel into la-la land. As soon as I did that, your cries of ecstasy, as well as your location, came blazing over the airwaves once again.
Kara blushed to her toes. “Uh… Did everyone hear that?”
The dark-haired girl squeezed her hands. “Don’t be silly…”
“Whew!”
“…only the seventy-eight people who were looking for you.”
GULP! “S-seventy eight?!”
“Um hmm. Most of Housekeeping and about half of Control Ops, including myself. You’re loved, sweetie.”
“I think I’m gonna cry!”
“Even with all those people, it was pretty close. Another two or three minutes and you would have been toast. The enclosed area of that pod filled up fast. You were really hummin…”
“I’ll say! Shit, for a weapon of mass-destruction, that biologic sure felt good. TOO good!”
“Hmm. Makes me wish I had tried it before they neutralized the thing…”
“Shay!”
“Just kidding!… Kinda. Hey, don’t look at me like that, you know I’m a nympho!”
Kara let her gaze warm again. “Hey, come to think of it, what are you doing here? Didn’t you say this was quarantine?”
“That’s right. I knew they would lock you down for at least a couple of weeks, and when I heard about what the Doc had in mind for your treatment, I suddenly found that one of my seals had sprung a leak.”
“You exposed yourself on purpose!”
“Shh! Only a little. I wasn’t really in any danger, but regs say that once a suit loses integrity…”
“Unbelievable!”
Shay leaned a little closer. “You have to understand, Doc Edna was saying that you couldn’t be allowed to come off the endorphin high you were on all at once. He said that you needed to be brought down gradually and was going to put you on a decreasing dosage of dangerous and addictive uppers to do it. I explained that I had a better way, and since I already needed to be in quarantine…”
Kara’s mouth opened, but she didn’t have the words. “Are you saying…”
“That’s right babe,” she replied with a wicked grin. One of her hands slid up under Kara’s shirt and cupped a breast, her fingers neatly sliding around her already hard nipple. “We have a paid 30 day vacation with doctor’s orders to have as much sex as you can stand for the duration. I’m to keep you aroused for at least three hours a day, minimum.”
“Oh!”
“You haven’t even heard the best part yet. The high brass were overjoyed to have cracked such a large inside racket. So much so that they gave you full double duty hazard pay for the duration as well as a big fat commendation.”
“You’re kidding!?” Kara was quietly enjoying the sensations at her chest.
“Cross of the Phoenix for duty above and beyond, and a Purple Heart for getting off more times than any other female on the station… except for maybe Beth.”
“That’s insane!”
“Oh, and did I mention the corresponding increase in rank with pay… Lieutenant.”
“WOOHOO! Now THAT’S what I call good housekeeping!”
Shay smiled. “You should see what they gave me for figuring the whole thing out… But let’s save that for later. I think, if you’re feeling up to it, that you should scoot over and let me start your treatment right away.” Leaning down, she planted a very warm and wet kiss on the other’s lips.
“Mmmm…,” replied Kara happily accepting the contact. “Well, it is doctor’s orders.”
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The Farmer's Daughter
This started as something completely different from what you see in finished form here. In fact, the original concept had nothing at all to do with the underground denizens, and the story itself was going to be a comedy. Funny how things change when you actually sit down and start typing.
Chapter 1 - The Arrival of a Visitor
When the hovercar first appeared on the scanners, I happened to be the one who spotted it. I was using the computer to download the latest soap-opera viddies from the main receiving station back in the central city of Portov, when the system blurpped an alert and switched views to show me the incoming craft on long range radar. I don't normally watch the soaps. Crap like that makes me realize just how out of touch our little homestead really is. But, I was also bored out of my mind, and after three months of seeing no one but my dear ol' dad, I was ready to watch weather forecast re-runs.
As it was, I nearly broke the chair I was in I turned so fast. An incoming craft would mean visitors, and that meant people! Real people! I knew that the computer would alert my pop as well, so I made a beeline to the airlock and punched the comm console from there. Dad would be just as curious as I, but hardly as eager.
"I got it pop!" I said cheerfully as I stripped out of my clothes.
"Who the hell is it? Is it a single?" he asked, his tone bordering on anger. He knew the dangers of being out this far from the city proper, so he was understandably cautious with visitors. He also knew that I was the horniest girl for twelve-hundred clicks and ready and able to find a mate. Which is just what he didn't want me to do. He needed me to help him with the computers, and without me, he would have to hire someone to do the work. Pop was stingy.
"Don't recognize the signature. Single hovercar. One occupant."  Wearing only my undergarments, I stepped into my environmental suit and tapped the cycle panel on the airlock even as I zipped up the front and clipped my helmet into place. It was dangerous, and pop would have smacked me upside the head if he knew, but I had done it a hundred times before. Besides, it wasn't as if we lived in a vacuum. The air outside was incapable of sustaining life, but you could hold your breath long enough to cycle back through the lock if there was a problem. Hell, you could probably even survive for ten or fifteen minutes before you did any permanent damage due to oxygen deprivation. The real danger was the heat. Once, during a tunnel failure, I was forced to make a dash across the compound without my EV suit. It was only a couple of hundred meters, but the initial burst of heat nearly knocked what little breath I had right out of me. It was like running through a giant oven, and it made you want to hold your hands over your head to block the sun. Now though, I was cozy and cool, and my suit informed me that everything was in the green. 
Pop was too much of a miser to spring for an auto docking tube, so the only way for a visitor to get into our complex was to wait until one of us came out and manually affixed the tunnel. That, or they had to come in wearing an EV suit, and that didn't happen often. The things were just too damn uncomfortable to wear for any duration unless it was an emergency, despite what the manufacturer said, and big transports just didn't come out this way. Add home schooling to that and what you end up with is a girl who doesn't get any, if you know what I mean. There I was, a vibrant twenty-three, and I had gotten lucky all of two times, both on field trips to the city as a teen.
The single occupant of the hovercar was obviously male. I say obviously, only because I was practically throwing myself over his canopy to get a look inside. The man sitting in the single control seat had a surprised look on his face as though I might be some alien life form, ready to break through the glass and tear his skin off. He was partially right, but it wasn't his skin I wanted to tear off...
Now, don't get the wrong idea about me. Yes, it's true, I'm a nymphomaniac, and yes, at that moment the guy could have looked like Elmer Fudd and I would have screwed his brains out, but I'm also a lady, and more than that, if my father ever saw me slobbering over a man like that, he would lock me away in my room and cut the power to my computer terminal so that I couldn't hack my way out. It would be hell.
I straightened up and tried to look official.
"Please identify yourself and your business," I said with mock authority.
"Andrews..." he said quickly. "Timothy D. Andrews. I'm a representative for Marhead Solar Collectors. I was invited here by a Mr. John McConnelly."
That was my dad.
"Pop, you acknowledge?"
"Yup, that's right. Hook 'em up Rachael," came his voice in my ear. "I'll meet him while you cycle through."
This was good. This was very good. I was practically glowing as I made the final connections of the tube to his door. Instead of hurrying back to the airlock as I usually did, I waited until the man opened his craft and stepped into the clear tubeway so that I could get a better look at him. It was worth waiting for. Tim wasn't Fudd, he wasn't even the grizzly, weathered space hands that we normally got as visitors. Tim was... beautiful! 
Of course, I was biased. Any guy within ten years of my own age would look beautiful to me, but Tim had the distinct quality of being genuinely good looking. He was even clean shaven for cryin'-out-loud! Nobody did that out here, it just wasn't practical.
Mr. Andrews looked up at me standing outside and smiled. Then he did something that nearly took my breath away. He bowed. It was a perfect, from-the-hip kind of thing that looked authentically noble, even if it wasn't. I felt my cheeks grow warm and remembered to breath as he straightened up and headed down the tube to the inner door. 
Timothy had just told me two things. One, he knew I was female, which wasn't as obvious as it might first seem. Remember, I was wearing a full EV suit. I could have been an orangutan and he wouldn't have known. Even the faceplate is mirrored with gold foil to reduce glare and UV rays. I suppose my breasts might have shown a little, but not much. I mean, I'm well endowed, but those suits aren't exactly form fitting. No, something else had tipped him off.
The second thing his bow told me, was that he was a gentleman, which was both good and bad. You see, there are two kinds of gentlemen. One is that way because custom or position dictates. The other kind of gentleman is that way because he chooses to be. The first kind is bound to being the way he is all the time. He must never be caught being any less than perfect, or he will loose his position or status. The second isn't interested in status, or at least not enough to change the way he is. I was hoping that Tim was the second kind of gentleman, because the things I wanted him to do to me were certainly not very noble. Or maybe they were... The Galactic Royalty was a rowdy bunch these days.
Playing back the scene again in my head while I cycled through the outer lock, I decided that Tim's slight smirk as he straightened was too cheeky for nobility. That bow was a down payment on a possible rendezvous, and he knew it. What he didn't know was that the goods were being given away with a smile. Hell yes! By the time I had the inner door open, I was once again in my undies, stowing my suit. I had to slow down for this last bit. Maybe I'm square, but I had been born out on a crystal farm, and so had the suit drill pounded into my brain since before I could walk. When you live in a part of the universe that doesn't naturally support human life, you need to take real good care of your EV's. Aside from literally keeping you alive in the event of a power failure, the things are damn expensive. One of the reasons mine was so big was that we couldn't afford to have me refitted but once every two years. The one I was in now was pretty new. My backup, which was my previous suit, was so tight that my head bumped the top of the helmet. In another year I'd have trouble putting it on at all. My pa said I was done growing, at least upwards. I wasn't so sure, but if my chest developed any further my head wouldn't be the only thing crammed in there. Chances were I wouldn't even need to put on the old suit anyway, but on a farm you ALWAYS plan for catastrophic failure.
Once my gear was cleaned, checked and locked, I dashed down the tube to the main living quarters. I took a chance and bee-lined across the main living space to my room. It was a risk because I wasn't at all sure where pops had taken Mr. Andrews to talk and I was still in my panties and a tank top. It was customary to offer a guest some refreshment, so I figured they were either in the kitchen or the Nest. The Nest was the control center for the entire crystal farm complex. Whatever Mr. Andrews had come to discuss, it would almost certainly relate to that room in some way. I lucked-out and made it to my room without embarrassing myself, then stripped out of my undergarments. Comfortable as they are, doing anything in an EV suit is sweaty work, and I wanted to be as fresh as possible for our guest. I even considered a shower, but decided that it was more important to present myself before my pop had somehow quarantined the object of my lust.
Still, a quick pit wash might not hurt, so I turned to the bathroom... and walked right into Mr. Andrews coming out.
"Ahhh!" I yelped, completely stunned and frantic.
"Oh my goodness!" he said, turning around quickly.
"What the hell is going on here!!?" bellowed my father from the doorway of my room.
I shut my mouth and did a freeze.
A "freeze" was another farmer habit learned early. Basically, when things start to go really wrong, my pop had taught me to take a second and breath. Sometimes, especially when the air might not be all it's supposed to be, taking a proper breath can make all the difference in the world. So, I stopped, took a deep lung-full to get some oxygen to my brain, and then thought hard. First of all, I snatched my robe from my bed and held it in front of me. Then, I turned to my pop and went on the defensive.
"Dad! What the hell is this man doing in my room?!"
"I, er... I mean..." started Mr Andrews. My pop cut him off and pointed at me.
"Where are your clothes!"
"On the floor. You didn't answer my question."
"It's my fault, Miss McConnelly," answered the man. "It was a very long trip from Laynard Port, and er, I was a little desperate. Your father graciously offered me the use of your bathroom as it was closest to the docking tunnel."
I was frowning, but not for the reasons I'm sure he thought I was. "You came all the way from Laynard in that little one-man?"
Timothy actually looked surprised. "It, er... It was all that was available. I misjudged the distance as well as the speed of the craft. I'm not exactly used to colony world ports, I'm afraid. In retrospect, it probably would have been a wiser choice to wait an extra day for a larger craft."
"Ya think?!"
"Rachael," snapped pop with a touch of venom. "Mind your manners. Mr. Andrews here has come a very long way just to speak with me in person. The least we can do is show him some hospitality."
I sighed. My plan had apparently convinced pop that I wasn't trying to seduce our guest, which I certainly was, just not at that moment. Standing naked in front of him had been my intention all along, just not so soon. "Fine," I said graciously. "Now if you don't mind..."
"Oh! Sorry," apologized Andrews, and headed for the exit. I pretended not to notice that his eyes lingered for a half second or so on my bare shoulders and cleavage as he moved passed me.
Once they were out and the door closed, I dropped the robe to the floor and dashed into the shower for a thirty second quickie. Simply washing my pits was out of the question now, as I'm sure my aroused state had me smelling like a port city whore house. Such scents had their place, but for formal introductions and dinner they were right out. I was going to have a hard enough time keeping my natural perfumes in order, and I didn't want Mr. Andrews thinking I was too eager, which I was, but that's hardly the point. 
Three minutes later I presented myself cleaned, hair brushed out loose around my shoulders (I normally wore it in a ponytail), and wearing a light sun dress, sandals, and a smile. Pop and guest were predictably in the Nest having a technical conversation. Men... all business. I knew my father would forget the finer points of that hospitality he spoke of, so I detoured one more time and joined them carrying a tray of lemonade.
"Take a break and have something cool," I said, carefully setting down the tray on a nearby table and pouring three glasses. 
"Um, Dr. Andrews... my daughter, Rachael," introduced pop, reluctantly.
"Doctor?" I noted, my heart rate spiking slightly.
"Please, just Tim. I'm not a medical doctor. I'm a researcher. My degrees are in chemistry and physics." He accepted the glass I offered and I passed the other to my father before taking up mine.
"All the better," I said smiling.
Tim looked at me somewhat confused until pop cleared things up.
"Er, Rachael is a programming specialist. She runs most of the facility actually... by remote."
"Really," replied Andrews, impressed. "Then perhaps I need to speak with you as well. You see, I'm here to discover what's so special about your father's crystal farm production."
Now it as my turn to be confused and I looked to pop.
"It seems the last harvest of crystals we sent in has a collection capacity that's almost twenty percent higher than normal."
"Out in deep space, that kind of improvement in efficiency is tremendous, so it's imperative that I find out what's so different about your father's farm and try to replicate it elsewhere."
"I've agreed to let Dr. Andrews stay for the week," said pop holding my eye. "Hopefully, with our help he can see what we're doing differently and integrate it into the other farms."
"Your father would get process patent rights, of course, and I dare say such an advance would be worth quite a bit to the Federation."
"How much?" I blurted out, and then blushed.
"Er... well, I'm not really the one to say, but I know that the last advance in crystal tech help found one of the larger farming divisions on Camadon. Have you ever heard of the Kiley brothers?"
My eyes went wide. "You mean of Kiley and Kiley Ldt.?! Are you kidding, they own the deeds on half the farming plants on the planet."
"Well, I know for a fact that most of their fortune came from patent rights on crystal harvest processing, and that the efficiency increase they introduced was a mere five percent."
I made a low whistle.
"So I hope you can understand how important this is, Rachael," said pop. "I want you to help Tim any way you can."
"Yes, sir!" I replied, thinking that the coming week was going to be very interesting indeed.
 
Sadly, the next day was taken up by my father escorting Tim around the facility, explaining the basics of crystal farming. That pretty much left me stuck in the Nest doing monitoring. I watched the two men on my remotes as they moved from one dome to the next, and decided that Dr. Andrews was not only easy on the eyes, but he had a brain as well. He took in everything my father put before him without a hiccup, and even impressed him by correctly regurgitating some of that information at dinner. Normally, shop talk was strictly forbidden at the dinner table, but since it was one of the few times we were all together, pop allowed it in the name of science. The thought of being financially independent for life was probably a pretty good motivator for him as well, I would think.
That evening, however, I decided to turn up the heat a bit. I wanted to let the good doctor know that I was able and willing without alerting pop, which was tricky because he almost never left us alone together. He knew I was a cat in heat as well as I did, and wasn't about to let me get my claws on the man without a fight. Still, there's only so many ways he can restrict me. For example, while he might be able to stay in our presence during waking hours, he can't really dictate what I wear during that time.
Since we had done as much research as possible that day, and dinner was out of the way, we all moved to the central living space to relax. Pop took his normal recliner and pulled up the latest news on his Paper, and Tim found a place on the couch and produced an honest-to-god paper bound book. Such items were pretty rare out on the colony worlds because of the sheer cost to transport them. When cargo is rated by mass, digital information was cheap. A single stack of cellulose bound together and stained with ink in a non-rewritable way was considered terribly inefficient, and as such, expensive.
"Is that real?!" I asked as I lounged on the love-seat with a portable terminal. I was wearing a night robe that caused pop to give me a look, but wouldn't cause a riot. It had the added benefit of being bulky enough that it could "fall open" strategically. Pop might not be able to see the line of flesh from my collar nearly down to my navel, but Dr. Andrews certainly could.
"I'm embarrassed to say that it is," he replied. "I'm a bit of a collector. I would never condone the destruction of plant forms for paper. But since the practice still exists on many of the outer worlds, I find that there's just something... special about permanent data."
"Not very practical," I said with a half smirk, though I thought the notion a bit romantic. Perhaps that was his intention... I hoped.
"No, but substantially more durable and stable when it comes to archiving. Unlike your terminal, it requires no power, no licensing, is fully transferable, has no operating system, can't be corrupted by virii, or hacked, subverted, or erased. Transfer of ownership is as simple as handing it to someone, and so long as you can read, it's use is entirely intuitive. I dare say your terminal will stay functional for more than a decade, but the tome in my hands could easily last a century or more if treated properly."
"Hmm, I see your point. Of course," I replied, sitting up a little and letting my robe fall open just a tiny bit wider in the process, "the book in your hands becomes much dead weight after you have become bored with it's contents, and doesn't do so well when accidentally left in the elements. My terminal can be used two hundred meters underwater and generates its own light. Your book's a bummer in the dark."
Tim just stared at me for a moment, then, smiling, he reached up and tapped his shoulder. A micro-light embedded in the collar of his shirt came on.
"Touche," I said sighing.
The evening was mostly quiet after that, and sadly, my father made sure to stay up until I finally relented and indicated I was going to bed. I thought about sneaking out in the middle of the night to give the doctor a "night cap", but decided pop would almost certainly leave his door ajar. I had fantasies of our guest silently joining me in my own room, but was disappointed to find myself alone in the morning.
Work starts pretty early on the McConnelly farm, and I was up, dressed in my standard work jumpsuit, and in the Nest almost two full hours before sunrise. I calibrated my sensor units and had just started making the morning's changes to the harvesting routine when I felt a presence behind me. I saw Tim's reflection in my monitor.
"It's not a good idea to sneak up on an operator without announcing yourself. We get in the habit of being up here alone. Tend to get a little jumpy with others about."
"Sorry," said the man, coming forward. "Should I go?"
"NO!" I nearly yelled my response. "No... Please, sit. You mentioned you wanted to ask me some questions about my process, yes?"
"Can you do that while you work this thing?" He was watching me as my fingers danced across multiple controls and the large central terminal.
"Sure. This stuff is routine," I said truthfully. "I could probably do this asleep. Speaking of which, did you do okay on the living room couch? Sorry we don't have a guest room."
"Why would you? The couch is fine, really. I travel a lot within the central worlds for Marhead, so I'm pretty used to sleeping wherever I can."
"You like working for them? I mean, some people think Marhead controls the Federation, and not the other way around. A lot of farmers think of Marhead as the enemy."
"Do you?" he asked simply.
I took a moment to think about it.
"No. They may not always have the interests of the little guy in mind, but all in all, the outer worlds would be lost without them. As for controlling the government, I'm not sure I see the advantage, especially out here, but so long as things get done, I could probably care less."
"Interesting point of view. To answer your question, yes. I do like working for them. The pay is pretty good, and they take my work seriously. Beyond that, I would have to say that I am just a tiny fish in a very big ocean. I try not to think about galactic domination. Like you said, so long as things work. Does that system control the collection bots?"
I was working on a screen that showed the whole of the farm from a top-down view. "That's right. Most farmers harvest a patch at a time. They work three or four fields in rotation, that way they can concentrate their harvesting resources in one place at a time."
"But you don't?"
"We used to, but when my pop finally figured out that I had a real knack for programming, he let me run some alternate routines. First I tried just optimizing the motion patterns of the bots. That got me a little bit of an improvement, but I had a feeling. I started changing the actual harvesting patterns, and that's when I saw just how inefficient the original routines were. Doing things in whole field rotations is far less complicated, but striping the bots over all the fields simultaneously allows for huge savings in motion economy. You see, moving a harvester around takes energy. They're pretty bulky, and the more they harvest, the slower they go. Ideally, you want them to drop their loads off as often as possible. If you do an entire field at a time, they only get to drop maybe once or twice and end up crawling at the far side of the field by the time the run is done. But by striping, I can have them empty at the central hub three or four times more often. The result is that their average speed is almost twice that of a conventional harvester setup."
"Very impressive," said Tim with genuine interest.
"The down side is that it's much harder to track the fields. The bots have to be precisely aligned and in the right stripes for that day or they will harvest a part of the field that hasn't matured. The last thing you want is to send a bot out and get nothing but nubs back."
"Nubs?"
"Oh, those are crystals that haven't grown large enough to be useful. They tend to turn a shade of iridescent green when they're ready. Instead of rotating whole fields to allow the nubs to mature, I rotate stripes. It's one of the reasons our fields look so uniform. Taken as a whole, it always appears as though they're are about three-quarter's to maturity."
"Fascinating. And you came up with this on your own?"
I smiled. "Jus' little ol' me."
"I'm sorry," he said frowning. "I didn't mean to imply..."
"It's okay. I'm young, and female, living out on a hick farm in the middle of a nowhere planet, educating myself off of free Federation terminal schooling..."
"No, that's not at all what I meant, really!" He looked a little panicked so I let him explain. "I only asked because if this really is all your production, then the patents for the process belong solely to you and your father... and no one else. Please believe I had no intention to imply that your education is somehow flawed or inadequate. You seem like a brilliant woman, truly you do."
"Why, thank you, doctor, but you sound suspiciously like a lawyer to me."
He was silent for a moment as he slowly took a deep breath, perhaps his own version of a freeze.
"I plead guilty and throw myself at the mercy of the court," he quipped. "Before I went into the sciences, my family had me pegged as an attorney. I wasted half a decade on that profession before finally pursuing what I wanted in life. But bad habits die hard."
"You had me worried for a moment there, Tim," I said, leaning back in my chair and fixing him with a very sultry gaze. "So... Is there... anything else I can do for you?"
The poor man's mouth actually dropped open. He realized it and snapped it closed again.
"While your harvesting patterns are certainly increasing the efficiency of your operation, and are patentable in themselves, it doesn't account for the increase in actual crystal efficiency I'm afraid." He turned and looked out the window of the Nest. "There has to be something else going on here. Are you doing anything beyond your patterns that's different than the other farms?"
"I don't think so. We all do things a little bit differently, I suppose, but crystals only grow one way. You can't change the ecology of the planet."
"It might be an external factor... Can you tell me a little more about the local geology?"
"Now that's really not my area, Doctor. But I'll do the best I can, if you like."
He smiled. "Please."
"Well, the crystals form out of a certain combination of minerals and metallic ores that are found throughout Camadon. That, with the heat and semi-toxic atmosphere, produce perfect conditions for growth. They form incredibly quickly here on the surface where they are harvested, but only on the surface. The Haley-Bower Energy Lattice Crystals, as they are less commonly known, do not seem to grow in any of the cave structures found just under the surface of Camadon."
"Caves?"
I tilted my head at him. "You've never heard of the Camadon Caves?"
"I guess I should have paid more attention to the LPG pamphlet."
I clicked my tongue. "The Local Planetary Guidelines are given out to all incoming visitors for a reason. There are dangers on any world, both natural and political. On Camadon the dangers are a little more obvious... Just step outside for an example."
"I see your point."
"The Camadon Caves are a lattice structure of sub-surface open spaces, some small, some huge, that have been created by the planet's indigenous plant life."
"Plants?" I noticed that Tim's brows rose in a cute way.
"Yes, I know it seems hard to believe, but there's actually massive amounts of vegetation just below the surface. No one is exactly sure how it survives without any light from above, but we're certain that it's the plants that are making the caves."
"But, isn't it rather... inhospitable toward life down there?"
"Normally, I suppose it would be, but the plants thrive around the natural aquifers and highly metallic soils, and literally pump enough oxygen into the underground network that we can mine it to survive on the surface. The below ground temperatures are much much lower than on the surface, well within human norms."
The man considered this for a bit. "Just out of curiosity, why don't people live below ground as well. If the conditions are so much better..."
"You really should have read that pamphlet. First of all, the whole reason for us being on this planet to begin with is the crystals, and they're on the surface. But the main reason we don't go underground is the plants themselves. They're not like typical Earth plants. Most of the vegetation on Camadon is, er... active. It moves. Fast. And although we humans aren't much of a food source, those plants see our nice, watery bodies as a perfect place to germinate spores and seeds. The first researchers to Camadon had a really bad time. The only ones that survived were found to have been impregnated by the damn things. We still don't know that much about them, but it's a certainty that they are still far too dangerous to risk a subterranean lifestyle."
"Rachael?" I heard my father's voice from below. 
"We're up in the Nest, pop." A few moments later he stuck his head in and eyed us both. 
"Breakfast in ten. You set the day's routines yet?"
"Yup. Just finished. I was giving Dr. Andrews a run down on our programming as well as a biology lesson."
"Er, your daughter's system is quite impressive Mr. McConnelly. And I have also discovered that I should avoid the caves unless I want to be, um... impregnated."
He laughed outright.
"She watches too many of those viddies. The indigenous life isn't quite as bad as all that, but it's persistent, and it does have some rather disquieting tendencies. We leave it pretty much alone, and it leaves us be for the most part. Once in a while a ranch will just up and disappear, but it doesn't happen often."
"Father!" I chided.
"Just kidding. It only happened once, and they're not at all sure it wasn't just a cave collapse. It's easy to demonize the local lifeforms. Come on down and wash up. Food's almost on the table."
 
My father likes to cook. It's one of the few things that my mom passed on to him before she died. I like to cook too, but pop really gets something special from a well set table, so he usually tries to do at least one formal meal a day. I'm sure, since we had a guest in the house, that he was eager to show off his skills to someone other than me. We came down from the Nest to a full spread. Pancakes, eggs, bacon, toast, cream and fresh fruit... the whole works.
"Wow, you've really outdone yourself, pop. This looks great!"
"I have to agree, Mr. McConnelly," said Tim. "I hope I'm not putting you out..."
"Not at all, son. Have a seat and dig in. Today is sure to be a strain on all of us, so I thought it would be right to start it with a solid breakfast."
We all found seats and started piling on food. Pop had his first forkful of pancakes halfway to his open mouth when there was a whoop from the alarm console.
"Attention! Attention!" blared an automated female voice. "Incoming code 7 emergency communication. I repeat, incoming code 7 emergency communication. Please acknowledge!"
Pop set down his fork. "This can't be good," he grumbled and went to the terminal in the other room.
"What's going on," asked Tim.
"Code 7 is the local net. It's only used by other ranchers, and only in a dire emergency. You see, out this far from civilization, the farming settlements really rely on each other. We have to, even though most of us are in competition. It's sort of an unwritten code that when one of us puts out an emergency request, the others are bound to try and help if they can."
"What should we do?"
"Just sit tight until my father comes back and tells us what's going on."
It didn't take long. Pop came into the kitchen a few minutes later looking grim.
"Megan Reese has herself a downed flitter. One dead, three others critical. Don't ask me why an operation the size of theirs doesn't have a backup transport, but they don't. I'm going to take the Pig and see if we can jump them straight to Laynard General. The clinic at Woodson won't have the facilities to help them." He then moved briskly out of the room again.
I was up out of my seat and collecting pop's breakfast into containers at once. "Hold these," I said to Tim as I then jogged over to a supply rack and started pulling down cases. When I had what I wanted, I leaned over a house terminal and typed a fast set of commands, then went back to Andrews, who looked completely lost. I took the containers from him.
"Do me a favor and shove those cases into the airlock, would you please?
"Uh, sure..."
"Damn fools," said my father coming back in wearing his EV suit, helmet in hand. "What the hell were they doing with six people and a full harvest packed into a Moffet 381? Completely irresponsible. Rachael, we'll need to spool-up the drive on the..."
"Already done, pop. Tim's loading the emergency medical gear into the airlock now. I'll cycle it through as soon as you're aboard."
"Good girl. I'm not sure what the Reese's are going to need, but I wouldn't count on me being back until the day after tomorrow at least. Damnit," he said stopping and taking me slightly aside. "I didn't count on you having to be alone..."
"I'm not alone, pop. Tim will help out. You don't have to worry about me."
"It's not entirely you I'm worried about."
I raised my eyebrows. "Don't you trust me?"
"Not since the day you got your period," he replied seriously. Then he placed a hand on my shoulder. "Look, you're a big girl. You can decide for yourself about Tim. Not that there's really anything I can do to stop you... Just try to keep it under control, okay? Remember why he's here. It's important. He not just your personal play thing..."
"I love you too, pop. You better get going." I handed him the container with his pancakes.
"Right." He headed for the airlock, but not before fixing Andrews with a penetrating gaze. Then, as the lock began to cycle he said, "Send Megan an alert that I'll be inbound in approximately thirty eight minutes."
"Got it," I replied. And then he was gone.
"Is breakfast always this eventful," asked Timothy Andrews behind me.


Chapter 2 - Greater Efficiency
That big of an increase just can't be coming from a simple reshuffling of the harvesting pattern. There has to be an external change." Tim was pacing in the living-room while I lounged and updated some code for our radar system.
"Well, I can't imagine what it might be. It's not like our ground is any different than anyone else's, and even the weather hasn't changed significantly for at least three seasons."
"And yet, I can link the timing of the increase to the first shipment you sent after starting your new rotation system," he continued.
"A fluke?"
"Maybe. Do you have readings from the testbed harvester yet?"
There was a beep and a notice on my terminal.
"Just coming in now," I replied. Tim stood behind me to look over my shoulder. I found myself acutely aware of his presence, and a warmth came to my cheeks.
"Is the efficiency elevated?"
I studied the data. "It's... yup, 21.2 percent above normal. Even higher than the last batch."
"So no fluke. But what's causing the increase? We're missing something here. Tell me, Rachael, what can you test?"
I thought about it. "My sensors give me data in infra-red, UV, most radio bands, the visible spectrum of course, and even microwave. Nothing is out of the ordinary, at least not from a farming standpoint. I have basic seismic sensors. Nothing but some low-level background activity there. Chemical sensors report all materials used in crystal formation to be nominal. No foreign... wait... what's that?"
"What's what?"
"Look right here..." I pointed to the ground sensor. It was showing the presence of several unknown compounds in very very low quantity. So low in fact, that the sensor was reporting it as a possible miscalibration. "I've never seen that in the list before. Do you recognize that chemical signature?"
Tim stood upright and looked shocked. "That can't be right. Not at the surface. Rachael, do you use any kind of markers to guide the bots? Something like a stake in the ground maybe?"
"Well, I use lasers to help keep them on path, does that count?"
"What about paper tags?"
I frowned. "Paper? No. Where the hell would we get paper? Why? What is that stuff?"
"It's cellulose. Basically, plant fibers."
Now I was shocked. "I suppose something might have gotten caught in the sensor tray, but I doubt it. There are no plant forms on the surface, Tim. It's too hot. Exposed to the surface heat they wouldn't last more than a few hours. Seriously. That has to be an error."
The man was frowning in thought. "What about below the surface?"
"Uh, the crystals grow on the surface. They're not plants."
"No, not the crystals... Actual plants. You said they were in cave structures all over the planet. How deep are those caves?"
"I... I'm not sure. I can check the net if you like." I was curious myself and started a search. I also had a building knot in my stomach. "Are you saying that perhaps the plants are breaking through or something?"
"Maybe." Tim took his seat on the other couch. "It would explain why you're seeing cellulose in your soil data."
"Planetary geological surveys say that the caves can extend from the surface down to almost eight hundred meters. That's a pretty deep ditch. This article indicates that the plants creating the tunnels may be searching for water and could be pushing so deep in order to follow a descending aquifer."
"Does that link have geologic mapping? Does it show the tunnels?"
I followed a few leads. "No, but there's a link to some seismic surveys that have basic zones. The data is a little old, but most of the larger caves should be in there. Why?"
Tim got up and then sat next to me on the loveseat. I took a quick breath and pushed back my libido. 
"Can you show it to me?"
I opened the map overlay data. 
"I don't know where anything is on this," he said, leaning slightly against my shoulder. I felt the warmth of his body through my coverall and blushed. "Can you zoom to our location?"
I tapped my pad terminal pad a few more times and the image rolled and panned in. In a moment there was a blue bordered zone labeled, "McConnelly Ranch" filling most of the screen.
"Where are the crystal fields," he asked.
I pointed to a section just North of the main complex. As I did so, I saw that one of the larger cave structures passed under the exact point I was indicating on the map. My stomach fluttered.
"Oh my god..." I said, staring at the screen. "Wait a second..." I tapped the pad and zoomed back, then I told it to overlay orbital images indicating crystal rich zones. As soon as it came up I felt queasy. "Holy shit!"
"I'll be damned. The crystal fields and the plant caves line up almost perfectly," exclaimed Tim next to me.
"You realize that can't be a coincidence," I said, shaking slightly. "They have to be linked in some way."
"Yup. But which is linked to the other? Are the plants using the crystals, or do the crystals just happen to grow above plants?"
I shook my head and set down the terminal. "This is too freaky. I need to do something else and not think about those plant things so close to the surface like that. I mean, this whole facility, this house, is built right over a cave! Are those things going to reach up through the ground and try to get inside?" I stood up, panicked. "They could be waiting below the surface right now, ready to..."
"Rachael, stop!" Tim stood as well and took my hand. The sudden contact made me jump. "Stop," he repeated more soothingly. "Anything below us has been there a while. We are completely safe here."
I shook my head. "You don't know that. That seismic data is over four years old. Those caves could be way bigger now. This whole place could drop right into the ground! It's happened before, you heard my father. Oh god... We have to leave, we need to get out of here." I started to look around, my head swimming with fear and adrenaline.
"Rachael, relax. Nothing is going to happen," said Tim, trying to calm me. It wasn't working.
"We can take the smaller flitter... yes that would work."
"No, Rachael..."
"We would have to pack light and... SHIT! We can't go to one of the other farms! The same thing could be happening to them! And the city is too far away for the smaller craft... oh shit... shit... shit!"
"Rachael! Look at me," he said loudly while grasping my shoulders so I couldn't turn away. Our eyes locked. "I won't let anything happen to you. Do you understand?"
I didn't say a word. I simply stared into those eyes as my heart raced uncontrollably. And suddenly I understood. I wasn't panicked about the caves, or the plants. It was Tim. I was transferring my sexual tension into fear.
The moment I accepted this fact, every bit of panic and nervousness transformed immediately back into pure, undiluted arousal. My whole body tingled with warmth as I blushed, and then gasped. My eyes widened, and I saw Tim actually pull back slightly in shock, or perhaps even fear. If he rejected me...
Suddenly, I was moving forward, my hands reaching around his waist and sliding up his back as I brought my body up against his. I tilted my head slightly back and to the side, then closed my eyes just before our lips met.
Sparks. A warm, almost prickly sensation traveled down my body and pooled in my pelvis. Groaning, I pushed my whole body forward in a single deep undulation as my thighs parted and my breasts pushed hard into his chest. Tim, to his credit, only hesitated for a microsecond before joining in. As the kiss built up momentum, he let his tongue play forward, and his hands wrapped around the back of my head and into my hair. How long we mashed our faces together that way I couldn't tell you, but when we mutually pulled back to breathe we were both panting and shaking slightly.
"Please..." I whimpered breathlessly, seeing hesitation in his eyes for the first time.
He frowned slightly. "Are you sure about this, Rachael," he then asked softly.
"God, yes!" I replied, hardly able to keep from laughing. "I was sure the moment you stepped out of your flitter - the moment you bowed to me. Do you remember?"
"I do."
"Then, please don't make me wait any longer, Timothy D. Andrews!"
He read my face for three very long seconds, then nodded once. My instant grin barely proceeded my hands, which reached around and started working the buttons of his shirt in trembling urgency. The removal of my own clothing was much easier, since it consisted of a single zip on the front of my coverall, which Timothy drew slowly downward like a child unwrapping a delicious candy. He gasped slightly when it became apparent to him that there was absolutely nothing else under that coverall save for fifty-two kilograms of hot, squirming me. It's not like I always went commando around the house, but these were desperate times and all advantages must be taken. Pop would have had a fit.
While Tim drooled over the swath of naked flesh in front of him, I was a bit distracted myself. When I first saw the man stepping from his transport, I was starry-eyed and bedazzled. I would have seen him as handsome had he looked like a complete toad. But since then, I have had plenty of opportunity to readjust my assessment. I can honestly say it has only gone up. Tim really was beautiful, and a lot more toned physically than I first thought. It was an undiluted joy to peel him out of his shirt. But the problem with this was that we were both scrambling to free the other from their garments, so just as I was reaching my hands in over his bare chest, Timothy was folding back my coveralls. This was good and bad. Good, because it exposed my breasts in all their aroused glory. I was proud of my chest, and felt it was one of my best features. Almost any male would agree, but men in general have a slightly skewed appreciation of the female form. But from what I had seen on the viddies, I was at least as well as endowed as the current bombshell starlets, and perhaps just a bit more shapely. My nipples were perky (to say the least!) and matched the color of my chestnut brown hair almost exactly. I was quite excited to present them to Tim.
The bad part about folding back my coveralls was that it forced my arms down, pinning them at my sides where they would be useless in the further removal of Timothy's garments. In fact, I suddenly found myself unable to do much of anything except pant and moan in frustration. And when I looked up, Tim was grinning, the rat!
With one hand, he held the coverall bunched behind me. The other he let drift slowly over my belly in gradually widening circles. When his fingers lightly traced the undersides of my breasts, I nearly fainted.
"Ughnn.... oh god.. mmmm..."
The tickling digits rounded over my curves and lighted upon my left nipple, which grew even more pronounced at his touch. I could feel my own pulse pounding in the engorged nub and wanted to scream. As it was, I did gasp sharply when he took the hard flesh between his fingers and pinched gently. An electric shock of pleasure shot through my body and fizzled at my tailbone.
I was going crazy. It just wasn't fair. I balled and stretched my hands repeatedly as I fought to hold back against the growing insanity of lust that was quickly overwhelming me. Finally, I felt Tim let go of my coveralls and bring his other hand forward. Able to move, but still tangled in the garment, it was several seconds before I managed to free my arms. In that time, my lover teased and caressed my breasts mercilessly. I nearly ripped the man's shirt from his body in my desire to get him naked, and was grateful that he now seemed as eager as I to ditch the impeding garments and get serious.
Tim's pants dropped without trouble (thank god!) and I sucked in my breath at the site of his manhood. It was just as beautiful as the rest of him and I found myself drooling. Our clothing gone, I reached my arms around his neck and pulled the man down on top of me on the couch.
If Timothy Andrews is anything, it's patient. How he managed to find the will to stop at that moment and offer me one last chance to back out, I will never know. Not that I wanted to. Hell no! But it was the most gentlemanly thing anyone has ever done for me, and I acknowledged his query even as I was positioning him at my gates. Then, with the slightest nod of my head and a smile, I welcomed his manhood inside me.
"AHH! UGHNN!" I cried out as he penetrated me right to my core in one smooth motion. Not that he could help it. I was so slick that he practically fell inside me. That and the fact that my legs were firmly wrapped around his hips and were pulling him down hard enough to leave bruises where our hips collided. Laughing aloud with wonderful delight, I finally let my body go. My pelvis rocked slowly against his as my back started to gently arch up. Tim, I noticed, matched my rhythm at once, adding his own pulling and thrusting to the mix. I knew that I wouldn't last long in the state I was in. Past experiences had taught me that I wasn't someone who could prolong sex. Maybe I was just too horny all the time, but I almost always came within thirty seconds of first entry. I think I lasted ten with Tim.
"Oh! UGHN! AHH! Y-yesss! Oh god! UGHMMM... UGHNNN! UGHNNN! AHHHH!!"
White sparks obliterated my field of view as orgasm flooded over me. I was only partially aware that my hips were still rolling against Tim's, or that the rest of my body had stiffened into rigid ecstasy. It wasn't until the wave of wondrous pleasure subsided some indeterminate time later that I found myself drained and still trembling, with Tim gently stroking my face and playing with a curl of slightly sweat-dampened hair.
"Whew!" I sighed, trying to catch my breath. "I'm... sorry to... have peaked... so quickly!"
Above me, Tim grinned. "We have nothing but time, my dear," he replied and wriggled his hips slightly. Since he was still mostly erect within me, the tiny motion sent a burst of sharp pleasure radiating out from my spread thighs and I gasped.
"Ahh! Mmmmm... Forgive me for asking, but I hope that I didn't come so quickly that you..." I let the implication hang.
"You were... distracted."
"Boy! Was I ever! But... you didn't answer my question?"
He met my eyes. "I doubt seriously that could ever hold back while watching you do that."
"Really?" I giggled. "We'll have to test that, won't we."
"Indeed. Rachael," he asked after a moment's contemplation. "Are you... okay? I mean, you were pretty scared there just before we, uh..."
"I'm fine. Goodness, I'm way better than fine. It was all misguided lust, truly it was."
"Well, if you say so."
I sighed, relishing the feel of a warm body pressing me down into the soft cushions of the couch. My lover was tracing patterns on my chest with the lightest touch, and the intense attention made me blush slightly.
"You're skin is so responsive," he said. "I know that what I'm doing is arousing to you simply because I can see the color of your skin change. Just a moment ago, you blushed, didn't you?"
I giggled, even more embarrassed.
"See! There!" He was pointing between my breasts. "Your skin actually got a bit warmer that time. And look at your nipples!"
I did. "Yeah, they do kinda stand up and say, 'oh mama!'"
Tim laughed outright. The rapid shifting of his diaphragm caused his phallus, to jerk within me seductively and I gasped. Seeing my eyes widen, the man growled from his belly and I felt his manhood stir.
"I think," he said as he shifted himself upright, drawing me with him so that by the time we had finished the maneuver, he was seated with his legs up on the couch, my own legs astraddle his hips. "...That it's time I got a really good look at you." He let his gaze very gradually work down my body starting at my eyes, and ending between my legs. The whole while, I blushed and beamed, sitting up straight to give him a better view. I was so busy trying not to giggle, that I failed to notice that he had been slowly moving his hips again. All at once my breath deepened and my eyes fluttered in deep pleasure.
"Oh ughnnn... god." I moaned. I felt his hands smoothing up my thighs, but it was still a surprise when he gently urged my pelvis to move. It only took a few repetitions before I was locked into the motion without his help. That's when I leaned forward slightly to increase the depth and suddenly felt his fingers slide over both my breasts, trapping my nipples between his middle and ring fingers.
"Ahhh! Shit! Ughmmm!...." I moaned, my eyed wide again. "No... fair... ugh... ugh..."
"I want to watch you come again," he said seductively.
"I'm not... ughnn... as desperate this time, bucko...ughmm... I can... ughnn... take you... ahhh!... more... ughnn!... slowly... oh god!..." I was watching his face, and so I saw him smile in mirth as I quickly drove myself to toward ecstasy. It was a half-truth that I wasn't as desperate. I wasn't, but it hardly mattered since my sex-starved body was reacting just as much as the first time, maybe more since I now had complete control of our rhythm... At least in principle. In practice, my hips were already way out of control. Twenty seconds later, I was bucking my body atop his and fighting just to stay conscious as wave after wave of luscious bliss buried me in orgasm. I never did get to see his face as he spent himself. 


Chapter 3 - Down Under
Pop checked in by radio later that afternoon. He was en route to Laynard General and would call us again more formally the following morning from the city. I was a little worried that he was pushing himself too hard, but happy as well to be able to spend more time with Timothy. I had never had the pleasure of waking up next to a man, and was really looking forward to it.
We finally put some clothes on at around two in the afternoon. Being naked around your lover is a wondrous privilege which we took full advantage of. It also makes it easy to make love for the most trivial of reasons. At one point I was standing at the sink in the kitchen doing some dishes when Tim came up and dropped another plate into the sink. I reached over and placed a soapy hand on his arm. A minute later I was gasping into wonderland as he had me from behind, leaning right over those same dishes.
So after checking on the harvester bots, and taking care of a few other day to day chores, I declared the rest of the day to be "ours." I proved to Tim that I could indeed cook, and after a delightfully intimate meal, we settled on the sofas again to relax and digest our food.
"You look like the cat who ate an entire aviary of canaries," said Timothy next to me.
I just purred happily.
"No more anxiety over the caves," he asked tenuously.
I smiled. "Nope."
"Not even a little?"
I shook my head. "Now that I understand where that anxiety was coming from, and having dealt with it rather thoroughly..."
"Quite thoroughly indeed," he agreed, lustily.
"I no longer fear anything that might be lurking below us at all."
"Congratulations."
I nodded. "Thank you. In fact, I wanted to know how you felt about it."
Tim's brows rose slightly. "Me? I really don't have a clue, save for what you and your father have told me about this planet. I try not to listen to the viddies."
"So the life below us doesn't scare you either?"
He shrugged. "Beyond the fact that your farm is producing more efficient power crystals, has anything else changed substantially in the last five or so years?"
"We had a shortage of chocolate last season..."
He flicked his hand. "Hardly a global disaster."
"Speak for yourself!"
He laughed softly. "This planet seems about as stable as they come, even politically. The life below has been doing it's thing for a very very long time, and even with human encroachment, doesn't seem to notice we're here. What's to fear?"
I rubbed my hands together and then stood up. "Good, because I want to go on an adventure!" I then sat across Tim's lap.
He wrapped his arms around my waist. "Uh oh... I'm not sure I like the sound of that."
My own arms snaked around his neck and I leaned forward so he had an excellent view down my cleavage. Just because we were dressed, didn't mean I couldn't flaunt it. Besides, I wasn't expecting to keep my clothes on all that much longer anyway.
"Think about it," I said. "We know the crystals and the plants are somehow linked. That overlay data was well beyond coincidence."
"Yeah," he agreed, tentatively.
"Don't you want to know why?!"
He frowned. "Well sure, but I don't see how..."
"Someone has to go down there and take a look!"
Timothy was silent for a few seconds, just staring at me as though trying to decide if I were serious or not.
"Down... into the caves?"
I nodded, smiling.
"Um, Rachael, I don't know if you're aware of this, but there's an 85 degree Celsius atmosphere out there that you can't even breathe, even if it wouldn't burn your lungs out."
"That's why I want to go in my EV suit, silly."
"Your EV... And what am I going to wear? I don't think an extra pair of socks is going to cut it."
I smiled down at him and started running my fingers through his hair in a way that I knew he found arousing. "Oh, you're not going. Someone needs to stay here and monitor things. I can hook you up a full remote. It'll be almost as good as seeing through my eyes!"
"You're serious!"
I nodded quickly. "Look, my pop would never let me do this..."
"For a damn good reason!" he interrupted.
"...But I really think we can learn a lot. We're getting nowhere with what we can see from the surface, and my father did say it was important."
He raised a brow in agreement. "Yeah, but I'm sure letting his pride and joy go spelunking alone in a toxic and potentially deadly unmapped cave system wasn't what he had in mind."
"I'll be fine," I replied, putting on my best pouty face. "The air down there is a bit hot and humid, but probably better than in here."
"He's going to kill me when he finds out you know."
I reached down into his lap, my hand searching. "I'll be down and back before he even leaves Laynard if I go first thing in the morning." He gasped sharply when my fingers arrived at what they were looking for. "We can prep for the trip just after sunset."
"What happens at sunset that we have to wait," he asked, his face looking a little distracted.
"Nothing. We're just going to be busy until then."
His eyes widened. "We are?" His own hands were sliding under my shirt and up my torso.
"Oh yes... Very," I confirmed, my mouth settling over his to keep him from arguing with me. He didn't.
 
We "busied" ourselves silly until we both agreed that any more would leave us too exhausted to do more than watch viddies that night, and despite Timothy trying to talk me out of it, I really did want to go down into the caves. It wasn't everyday that I had complete run of the house, and I was ready to break as many rules as possible. If I'd known more local friends I would almost certainly have tried to swing a party as well. As it was, there was a fair amount of planning to do, and so I familiarized Tim with the controls in the Nest.
I wasn't about to kid myself regarding the dangers of cave-hopping alone. It was generally considered somewhat unsafe to even run a farm with just two. We used to be three, but my mom passed away when I was only six, and pop and I made a deal that we wouldn't give up the place unless we had to. When it turned out that I was a crack programmer, things got a bit easier since I automated half the processes that we had been doing by hand. Things have always worked out okay with just the two of us, with rare exceptions. We're careful. But constantly restricting yourself from doing anything and everything with any risk makes for a dull life and I was more than ready for a change of scenery.
I decided that the best place to enter the caves was also the closest - the air shaft. Every farm had what was basically a well drilled into the ground that pierced a nearby cave. But instead of only water, the shaft also brought up oxygen from the plant world below. That air was processed and filtered, and then distributed through smaller pipes to the various domes on the farm. Getting down to the caves was as easy as taking a maintenance elevator cage to the bottom. I had even been down there once before to clean a clogged filter. I never left the shaft, but I knew it could be done.
Tim was still uneasy about letting me go alone.
"Lover, do you have any idea how much time I spend out by myself in my EV suit? I bet I've logged more hours in that thing than many of the construction workers up on Spindle." Spindle was the orbiting space station that would still be "under construction" when I was old and gray. "I can handle myself, really."
"So I've noticed."
"You'll be totally jacked in from here, and I'm bringing a Crawler that you can work via the waldoes if you have to. That's almost better than being there since the bot can do stuff that I never could in an EV suit."
"Tell me again why we're not just sending the Crawler by itself?"
I sighed. "One, the crawler can't open the doors and the maintenance hatch on the air shaft, and two... because I really want to see the plants with my own eyes." I dropped with a whoosh into one of the cushioned chairs.
"Tim, I've lived on this farm my whole life. I've been to the city a couple dozen times maybe, and was frankly disappointed. This is all I know. But there's a whole different world right under my feet and I think it's high time I made a visit, if only so that I can know what I've been missing."
"Just be careful, okay? I've grown rather fond of your flesh over the last twenty-four hours." He came over and knelt down in front of me, a hand on either knee. I bit my lip as I felt him gently push my thighs open. Even fully clothed, the implication was incredibly erotic.
I was getting dizzy with arousal and finally had to say something when his hands began to crawl up the insides of my legs. "Ughmm... Stop that, you! I have work to do. I want to reprogram that Crawler and I need to concentrate."
He sighed. "So there's no distracting you, eh?"
"I expect you to distract me plenty later, but let me work now, okay?"
He grinned. "It is a difficult thing you ask, but I shall obey. Is there anything I can do to help?"
I turned to the terminal and called up the main bot software. "Not here, but..."
"Ask and you shall receive!"
"All our, er... activity, has made me hungry again. Could you fix us a snack?" I asked sheepishly.
"I shall return forthwith, bearing trays of goodies to entice your palette and refuel that luscious flesh of yours. You're going to need your strength for later..."
"Oh god," I said swallowing down my lust. Programming is so much harder when you know that sex is the reward for stopping.
 
 
We worked well into the evening, me on the computer, and Tim gathering things that I might need near the airlock. I had my lover take the controls and pilot the Crawler up in front of the exit doors so he could get the hang of it. I had automated most of the finer motions so that moving it around was as easy as grasping a joystick. I also showed him the waldoes, which would allow him to manipulate the bot's two front arms, which were tipped with more humanoid looking manipulators for hands.
Crawlers had been originally designed for the military to be used both in space, and on the ground in a wide variety of terrains. They looked a bit like a flat spider about the size of a large dog, and could be piled with gear much like a pack mule. The somewhat stubby limbs were a lot more flexible than tires or treads because they could lift them up and step through rocky areas, or in the case of a crystal farm, walk right through a field without disturbing the crop. In a pinch, I could even ride the thing like a horse if I had too. Military grade AI allowed it to be driven by almost anyone with only basic instruction, and with more advanced programming, you could task them to specific needs or handle far more delicate operations. They were smart enough not to step on your foot or walk off a cliff, yet dumb enough not to try and revolt against having to do all the dirty work.
Finally, when everything was ready, we retired to my bed. Our love making was slow, if not just as satisfying as our other times. But I think we were both thinking about what I planned to do in the morning, and so, were just slightly distracted. I fell asleep on his chest, and awoke spooned and happy.
After a brief breakfast, I made sure the day's harvesting routines were taken care of, then joined Tim at the airlock.
He sighed. "Please be careful out there," he entreated while he helped me into my EV suit. I opted for a tank and panties again since it was the most comfortable for any length of time, and grinned when my lover did a wolf whistle upon seeing me.
"I feel like you should have a gun or something," he said half seriously.
"We have several electromagnetic flachette rifles," I replied casually. "In the cupboard in the living room."
"Seriously?" He sounded genuinely surprised.
"Sure, but don't bother getting them. They're made to be held and fired by human hands, not the puffy-fingered glove of an EV suit."
"Oh."
I sealed up the top and bottom halves of the suit and then gave him a very warm kiss before donning the helmet and signaling a thumbs up. He put on a headset.
"Are you getting this?” I asked.
"Yup, loud and clear," he replied. "Test the cams for me, will you?"
"You need to activate the visual overlays."
He looked surprised. "Oh yeah..." He reached up and tapped the side of the headset. I saw a holographic display encircle his head, much like my own helmet. Several video displays zoomed into his visual field, one of which was a mirror of the camera mounted on top of my helmet, as well as a rear-facing one. Turing around to look behind you was a bit of a task in an EV suit, so having eyes in the back of your head was pretty critical. "What, no porno channels?" he quipped with a smile.
"Just wait until I get back. I'll show you a porno..." I replied in a sultry voice.
He chuckled. "All systems check. You ready?"
"I'm green. Cycle me through and then go to the Nest so you can control the Crawler. It shouldn't take me more than a minute or two to get to the air shaft. It's only a hundred and ten meters, but these EV suits aren't exactly built for jogging."
"Gotcha, good hunting." With that, he pressed his hand to the cycle panel on the lock and I was closed off from view.
When the outer door opened, I loaded up the Crawler waiting quietly just outside and then did a run through of the various sensor systems on both my suit and the bot. When everything checked out, I ranged the small building that was the top of the air shaft and started walking. I saw that the Crawler came alive and began to follow me. 
"How long does the lift take?" I heard Tim ask in my ears.
I paced myself, not wanting to start sweating quite yet, and tried to remember how long it had taken before. "A good minute I believe. Maybe just a bit more. Once I'm in the shaft, there should be plenty of breathable atmosphere, but it'll still be hot... Not that I'm planning on leaving my EV. But at least the suit won't have to work as hard to maintain conditions."
The rest of the trip out to the shaft was uneventful, and the outer access door opened without a problem. "The house might report a drop in oxygen pressure when I cycle through," I mentioned. "It'll reset once it's sealed again." I passed into the larger maintenance lock and had to stand against the far wall to let the Crawler in with me. It was a tight fit, but I got the outer door closed. The inner airlock opened automatically, and I saw what was going to be our first problem.
"Okay, well that's a bummer," I said offhandedly. "It looks like both the Crawler and me in my EV are going to have some trouble getting in the lift together."
"Do we need to make two trips," he asked.
I thought for a second. "Maybe not... Look in the Crawler's control menus for an option called 'pirouette mode.' Do you see it?
"Uh, yes."
"Go ahead and select it," I replied. Next to me, the Crawler suddenly came awake and after a moment, started lifting. Actually, what was happening was that the legs were folding up under the bot so that they no longer stuck out from it's sides, but were pushed under it. It was a little like standing on it's tippy-toes.
"Wow, that's a neat trick," exclaimed Tim. "How is it staying upright?"
"Internal gyros," I answered moving into the main lift. "It can't move very fast in that configuration, but it doesn't have to. Go ahead and bring it into the cage. We should both fit now."
I was still pushed flat against the back side of the lift cage by the time the inner door finally closed, but it worked. A moment later I tapped the 'down' button and lift slowly started descending.
My suit chronograph said the trip took one minute and thirty-eight seconds, but it felt a lot longer. It also felt like I was going down miles instead of just a few dozen meters. With a jolt and a loud metallic bang, the lift settled at the bottom.
"I'm at the hatch and have activated the release sequence," I explained. "I sure hope the Crawler fits through the lower door."
There was a hiss, and then some very squeaky rattling as the old, mineral encrusted door slowly moved to the side. I activated my suit lights and told Tim to hit the ones on the bot as well. Soon, I could see out into the space just outside of the shaft. It was wet, and dark, and covered with what looked like algae or moss.
"Welcome to the jungle," said Tim.
I scanned around the space, looking for anything moving. All was still. 
"Alright," I said moving out through the doorway. "Let's get this party... whoop! Shit!"
Suddenly, my feet had shot out from under me as they lost all traction on the greenish fuzz that covered everything. The EV suits are padded and armored in all the right places, but falling down in one still hurts. I was a lot more worried about damaging the expensive gear than my own rump though. 
"Rachael, are you alright!?" Tim was frantic.
"It's okay... I'm fine. I just slipped," I answered, trying to reassure him. "It's the moss. I wasn't sure what kind of conditions I might find down here so I packed some crampons for my boots. Give me a second to put them on."
"Damn... I think I very nearly crapped my pants."
I chuckled. "Sorry about that. I'm running a diagnostic on my EV just to be sure I didn't dent a seal or something. The pressure light came on there for a second..." I started the check even as I stepped back into the lift for the boot spikes. Setting them on the ground, I snapped them into place and then stepped a bit more cautiously back out into the cave. My footing held firm this time and I breathed a sigh of relief.
"Much better. Go ahead and bring out the Crawler."
A few seconds later the heavy bot moved slowly from the lift, automatically shifting itself twice to avoid catching on the doorway. When it was completely clear, I had Tim put it back into normal traveling configuration. Luckily, the mech had built-in spikes, or it might have slipped as well.
"Forty degrees Celsius with almost ninety-five percent humidity. Nice and balmy," I commented. "I going to use the laser ranging on my suit to record three dimensional topography. It'll create a working map of the place as I move."
"Roger that," answered Timothy, sounding official.
I giggled. "How's the picture by the way? Any interference yet?"
"Nope," he replied. "The picture is great. I have the image from your helmet, as well as the stereo view from the Crawler. That was a little hard to get used to at first."	
"Yeah it is. You can adjust the opacity of the visuals if you need to. I'm heading due west, toward where the crystal fields should be. Have the bot follow about five meters back, okay?"
"Gotcha."
I made my way slowly for a minute or so, checking my footing often. The cave was obviously not built with humans in mind, the ceiling dipping to below five feet in some places. In others it soared out of view, the roof not even visible within sight of the lights. The moss continued to cover everything, and was growing thicker the further in I went.
"Hey, are you seeing the scale of this place?" I asked a few minutes later as I moved through a rounded hole five meters high and into a larger area. The space was a honey-comb of pillars that held up a ceiling roughly ten meters above my head.
"Uh, yeah, but is your laser topography messed up, or does that room literally extend out of it's range?"
I frowned. "Can YOU see the other side?"
"That's a big cave... So why does the computer show the nearer walls as being all blurred?"
"Well, the lasers must not be getting a good fix. That can happen for a lot of reasons." I was shining my hand light in random directions. All along the ground I was starting to see long lines that branched and criss-crossed each other. "It could be bouncing off water, or vegetation. The moss might even do it."
"Are those roots?" asked Tim, seeing the same lines.
"Yeah. I guess they are. They get thicker in the direction of the crystal fields."
We were both quiet for a while as I moved on. I decided to try and avoid stepping on the roots as much as possible, but that was becoming more and more difficult. I checked my position, and saw that I should have been nearing the edge of our fields. Then my light fell over an object just ahead of me and I froze.
Roughly my own height, I could only describe it as either a very large, bulbous flower, or a very short limbless tree. I couldn't decide. At the top, where flower petals would have been, was a tight configuration of bulb-like sacks.
"Oh wow... Tim, are you seeing this?"
"I'm not sure. What the hell is that?"
I took a step closer. "I think it is a flower... maybe. Whatever it is, it's definitely not a normal part of the cave, and not a root. There are more of them ahead," I added as I shined the light deeper into the cave. "And see there... some smaller ones. This could be why my topo readings are all fizzled."
"If you say so. So, if these are flowers, do they still need the sun?"
I considered this, and just on a feeling, I pointed the light up above my head. My mouth dropped open at the sight of thousands of hanging sacks. Each one was about a meter in length and attached at the top to the ceiling, which was absolutely covered in a mesh of inch thick roots... which were moving.
"Holy shit," I exclaimed.
Tim was stunned to silence.
The sacks looked to be made from the same semi-translucent material as the bulbs of the 'flowers'. I also noticed when I moved my light off the sacks, that the glow seemed to linger.
"Hey, I want to try an experiment. Kill the lights on the Crawler for a moment."
"Are you sure?" His voice sounded a little panicked.
"No, but I need to check something."
There was a pause, then the light behind me went dark. With no small amount of trepidation, I reached over and touched my sleeve. Suddenly, there was nothing but utterly thick darkness around me. Still not satisfied, I took it a step further and told my displays to sleep. Save for a single dim 'wake' icon, I was floating in a sea of blackness. But after a few seconds, my eyes started to adjust and I detected light coming from above me. Turning my head up, I gasped.
Every one of those sacks was faintly glowing, some more than others, as far as my eyes could see.
"Damn..." said Tim in my ear. I was happy to have a friendly voice to ground me a bit at that point. "Bioluminescence?" he asked.
"Maybe," I replied, just trying to take it all in. I carefully moved forward, as mindful as possible of the roots on the ground, which luckily did not seem to be the moving kind. It didn't think the spikes on my boots would penetrate the hard vegetation, but after only a few meters I really didn't have a choice.
"Um, you seem to be moving away from the Crawler," said my lover. "You want me to follow?"
"No, stay there for the time being. I just want to get more in the center. There's something about these lights that looks familiar."
"What do you suppose those sacks are for, anyway?"
I shook my head. "I have no idea, but they seem to have a pattern to them..." I had moved about twenty meters and could now see the sacks in all directions, and it hit me.
"Oh my god..."
"Rachael?"
"Tim, I do know what the sacks are!"
"Really?"
"I also know why my farm is doing so much better than the others... This is amazing!"
I slowly turned so that I could confirm what I was seeing.
"Well, don't... keep me in the dark," he said with a slight lilt to his voice.
"Ha ha. Do you see how the sacks are aligned into rows?"
"Yeah, so?"
"And that some of the rows are brighter than others?"
There was a pause. "Huh, I guess they are. Your point?"
"That pattern... it's striping!"
"You mean, sort of like your harvester program?"
I was excited. "Not 'sort of'... it's exactly the same pattern! Tim, there's a one to one correspondence of the sacks to the state of the crystals on the surface. No doubt about it, they're connected. And I'll bet that's where that glow is coming from as well. I think the plants use the crystals the same way we do, to gather energy. There's no water and too much heat on the surface for the plants to survive, so they have built up some kind of symbiotic relationship that allows the plants to gather energy, and the crystals to be more efficient collectors. That's why harvesting an entire field at once produces less efficiency... Without at least some crystals within a certain distance of the sacks, they would wither and die. Sure, the crystals would reform naturally in a few days, but the plants underneath would almost certainly take longer to reestablish themselves. With most of the farmers cycling entire fields, the plants never have a chance to get a foothold before the crystals are reharvested again. But in my setup, there's always some energy available. So long as the sacks are interconnected, which they certainly appear to be, they won't ever die off."
"And you think,” said Tim contemplatively. "That the plants are somehow altering the crystals to make them more efficient?"
"They have to be. Its the only difference between my fields and those of other farmers."
The man was silent for a while. "Rachael, what percentage of the crystals on Camadon do farmers currently harvest?”
His question surprised me a little. "Well, I'm not exactly sure, but only a small portion I'd say. Maybe a fifth. Why?"
"Well, I was just thinking... The plants are an entire independent ecosystem, right? They'd be protected by Federation zenobiology regulations. I mean, everyone always thought that they existed below ground, completely cut off from the surface world. But now that we know that's not the case, that they use the crystals to survive, I wonder if anyone is going to have a problem with you harvesting them?"
I frowned. "I hadn't thought of that."
"Well, I think you'd better, and soon. There are literally thousands of crystal farming operations on Camadon. That's a lot of people that would have their entire livelihood taken away should the Federation decide that the practice is in violation of galactic law. And I won't even get into what it would mean to Marhead."
Still in the dark, I noticed a brighter light out of the corner of my eye and looked up. About another twenty meters further in, there was a single, slightly larger sack that was quite a bit brighter than the others. I could also tell that the sacks nearest the brighter one were quite dim, almost as though they had passed their glow on to the single one.
"What's that?" asked Timothy, seeing what I was seeing from my helmet camera.
"Not sure, but I'm going to check it out."
"Um, not to alarm you or anything, but I can't see you from the Crawler any more, even on infrared. There are too many pillars in the way."
That caused me pause. "It's alright," I answered after a moment. "Just stay there then. I think the AI might have a problem with navigating this area anyway. I'm having to step over some pretty big root systems here. Is the laser topo still running?"
"Yes," he replied. "And you better be careful. According to the three-dimensional view I'm looking at, it appears that the cave is sloping down in front of you. You could be on the edge of a precipice."
"Well, that's good to know, considering that I'm walking in the dark."
"Think maybe it's time to turn the lights back on?"
I bit my lip. "Not quite yet. It's taken my eyes a while to adjust, but I can kinda make out the ground now, especially near that brighter sack. I can see the sloping you mentioned. It's a bit more to my left, but I think you're right about it being a drop-off. I'll stay clear."
I moved slowly to get closer to the brighter light above me. It wasn't easy. The root system was getting much more complex and thicker around that hole. I was nearly straddling some of the larger bundles as I stepped over them. Finally, I decided that I was close enough when I had come to about three meters. Now that I could see it up close, I could tell there were a number of vine-like tendrils hanging from the base of the bright sack that extended almost to the ground. I shivered slightly when I saw that they were slithering and twisting slowly like snakes.
"Whoa," exclaimed Tim. "That thing is creepy."
"Gotta agree with you on that one," I answered staying well clear. Then, even as I watched, the sack suddenly jerked, and looked as though something at the bottom ripped. I saw a thick liquid spill down over the tendrils and then splatter to the floor.
"Rachael, what's going on?"
I stared, both fascinated and slightly fearful. "I... I'm not sure."
"I think you should get out of there," he urged.
"No, wait. I think I see something... Yes! At the bottom of the sack, do you see it?!"
"Tilt your helmet up a little... Wait, there. What is... Is that some kind of slug?"
From the bottom of the sack I could see a fairly brightly glowing bulge undulating it's way down the hanging tendrils. A few moments later, another one appeared.
"I think it's giving birth," I exclaimed, excitedly. "This is incredible!"
We watched, enraptured as the palm sized glowing blob slowly made it's way to the ground. Once there, it traveled down hill in the direction of the hole. Over the course of ten minutes or so, the sack released another nine of the slug-like creatures. When it was done, the original sack was dark and deflated.
"Okay, that was totally worth the price of admission," I said smiling.
"And you think those were... babies or something?"
"Seedlings maybe. It makes sense that they form near the sacks were the energy is the most plentiful, and then make their way downward..."
"To where?" asked Tim a little more cautious to speculate.
"How should I know. Maybe the holes lead down to a colony or something. Either way, that was totally cool!"
He groaned. "I'm not sure I would have described it quite like that, but maybe females have a different perspective."
I giggled. "Don't you want kids some day?"
"Sure," he replied. "It's just that those sacks, and the slugs... they're all so..."
"Alien?"
"Well, yeah."
I had been crouching down, and I stood up again. "We're the aliens here," I commented. I was just going to turn around when I saw something glow bright somewhere on the other side of the giant hole. Another sack appeared to be giving birth further away. Then, off to my right, about ten meters away there was another bright glow.
"Uh," I started. Suddenly I could see my own shadow in the glow of a light coming from almost directly above me. I was staring at my own odd outline on the ground when Tim cursed.
"Shit! Rachael, behind you!"
The normal human reaction would have been to twist around, but anyone who spends a lot of time in an EV suit knows how futile that is and instead learns to flip their display to the rear facing camera. That action is performed like any other in-suit control, via hand gestures within the holo-menu controls that are constantly floating in the air around the wearer. Only I had told my display, and subsequently my other suit systems, to go to sleep, leaving the single dim 'wake' icon at the top of my field of view. It took me a moment to realize this, and then a few seconds more to get my systems back online. By the time I had the view switched, I didn't need the rear camera to know how close I was to the sack. Several of the moving tendrils had reached up and were curling around my helmet, their slick tips leaving oily smears across the front of my visor.
"Ahh!" I squealed in surprise and brought my hands up to pull the things off my suit. The last thing I wanted was to have them tear loose one of the antennas.  But that action didn't go well either, and I suddenly found my left glove to be tangled in something. When the end of one of the tendrils came into view winding around the arm of my suit, I knew I was in deep shit.
"I've got a problem here..." I said, trying to calm myself. My other arm was trapped as well, so aside from very limited hand gestures, I now had almost no control of my suit systems.
"Talk to me," said Tim, sounding seriously worried. "What's going on?!"
"It's those tendrils," I answered as I pulled with as much force as I dared. If I simply yanked my arms, I was sure to damage the outer lining of my suit, or even possibly crack one of the seals on my gloves. "They've wound around my arms and won't let go, dammit! They're not hurting me, but I can't break free either."
"Shit, what can I do?!"
I considered possibilities. "Don't do anything for the moment. They may just get tired and release me. Sit tight." I tried to be positive about my situation, but I didn't like the fact that I could feel more of the tendrils at my back. A few were sliding around my waist as well. But I didn't really start panicking until I suddenly felt light on my feet.
"Oh, holy hell..." I exclaimed, my heart rate going through the roof. "They're lifting me."
"Do something!"
"Like what? I'm helpless here. My feet just left the ground..."
Timothy sounded desperate. "Rachael, please, should I bring up the Crawler? Maybe they would go for that instead."
"Yeah... I have nothing to lose now. If you can get it under me I might be able to stand on top and loosen the grip on my arms long enough to break away. I'm going to keep talking. I need to describe what's going on... it helps me think."
"The bot is on it's way!"
"Good, be sure to stay clear of that hole. The AI might try to... uh oh..." And alarm went off and my screen shifted to red, indicating a pressure drop.
"Now what?!"
I read the display with a growing sense of loss. "My hip seal is leaking. I think I may have damaged the closure lock when I fell stepping out of the lift."
Tim sounded angry. "And it waits until NOW to tell you??"
"The suits aren't perfect, lover. They're pretty smart considering, but they have to work with what they can sense. When I fell, the suit seal held even though the latch was probably damaged. It wasn't until the weight of the lower half of the EV pulled on the seal that it started loosing pressure. Crap. The tendrils are all around my body, right down to my boots. The ones at my ankles have started lifting as well." 
Unable to keep my legs straight, I let them fold and fall to the sides. It left me in a fairly awkward position that I doubted the suit manufacturers ever considered a possibility. At my waist, I abruptly felt a wash of warm, wet air.
"Oh fuck..." There was a pop, and suddenly the whole lower half of my suit shifted. The rapid change in pressure, as well as the sensation that my lower half had just been dunked in a wet bath, indicated to me that my EV suit was now a two-piece.
"Tim, please tell me that the Crawler is close..."
There was a string of curses and then a sound that I recognized as someone banging their hands on the control deck in frustration. "It's that damn AI... It won't go any closer! It thinks that the ground is too unstable or something!"
I groaned. "This is not good. My suit is breached."
"Breached? What does that mean?"
"Uh, well," I replied, a little weakly. "I think if it weren't for the fact that the tendrils are wrapped all around me, the leg half of my suit would simply fall off. The seal released completely."
"This is insane!" His voice was sounded even more panicked than mine. "We have got to call for help, Rachael."
I sighed. "Tim, there is no help. The Reese's were the closest farm. No other farmer is going to risk coming out here while we're already engaged in a rescue. We help each other, but not that much."
"I can't just sit here!"
I felt something very warm and wet touch the base of my back and jumped. "Ahh! Son of a bitch! I think the tendrils are inside... Tim, listen to me. I'm stuck, yes, but someone has to stay there and wait for my father to return. When he does, he can get to me in another EV suit. Ewww..." Something had indeed found it's way into my suit. At least two separate tendrils were slowly feeling their way over the bare space on my back, just above the top of my panties. The touch was soft and light, as though the plants were gently kissing or tasting me. The amber colored slime must have been dripping down from the sack, because I felt runnels of something sliding over my sides and down the back of my legs like warm oil. "Until then, I'm just going to have to stick it out."
"It could be days!"
"No matter how long it takes, he'll still need your help to find me."
"I don't like it..."
I shivered. The alien fingers at the base of my back seemed to be getting a little bolder. "Think how I feel!"
"Okay... okay..." replied Tim, sounding a little more relaxed, but only a little. "Speaking of which, how are you doing?"
"Not so good. The tendrils are definitely inside my suit and are getting a little friendly."
"WHAT?!"
I tried to calm him. "Look, this was my idea. It's not your fault. Remember that, okay?"
"Rachael, oh my god!"
I could tell by the sounds of static that the man was frantically moving around, probably trying to decide what to do. I would have continued to calm him, but I suddenly found myself a little panicked as well. One of the tendrils had turned and slipped under my panties where they crossed the depression at the base of my back. It was slowly making it's way down between my buttocks. Another tendril was reaching around my torso and curving up over my belly, and a third was easing over my hip. They all moved with cautious but deliberate motion, and I continued to get he impression that I was being probed in some way. I could tell that the tips of the tendrils were not simply points as I had first thought, but split into two or three tiny round-tipped 'fingers', which they used to feel ahead of the rest of the slippery appendage. I was trying really hard to ignore the way that they felt on my skin when the one down the back of my panties touched my anus.
"AHH! Hey!" I squealed, even as I felt my cheeks warm. The tendril pulled away for a second, but was back a moment later, again, touching me lightly all around the sphincter. As much as I wanted to deny it, the organism's caress had a certain erotic quality to it. My fear was growing by the second, but was followed closely by an odd and confusing sense of arousal.
The tendrils felt so warm on my skin, almost hot, and they were literally dripping whatever it was that flowed from the sack. As they moved, they left slick trails that continued to feel warm and somewhat tingly even after they had passed on. I considered that the oily, honey-colored goo might actually be some kind of digestive juice, but the sensations did not turn painful. If anything, my skin felt sharply alive and sensitive.
The tendril at my rear was pressing at my sphincter again, and this time I found I didn't have the strength to prevent it's entry. One by one I felt all of the tendril's 'fingers' pop inside.
"Ughnn!! No! You fuckers!" I thrashed against the bonds holding me but only succeeded in widening the gap between the top and bottom of my EV suit. Suddenly, an extremely unusual warmth filled my pelvic region and I realized that the tips of the tendril must have released some kind of liquid, or perhaps more of the oil-like substance right into my rectum. I gasped in fear, but also in response to a wash of undeniably wet pleasure that was slowly making it's way through my bowels. Before I even had a chance to catch my breath, the tendril slipped out abruptly, causing me to twitch and then shudder against what was a blatantly sexual response by my body.
"T-Tim," I called out as a slightly dizzy sense of euphoria began to fill my senses. "It put something... in me... a chemical or maybe a toxin or something. I feel... I... I shouldn't be feeling this way..." My cheeks were burning with heat as I blushed all over, and my nipples grew so painfully stiff over the next minute or so that even the light cotton tank top felt course and abrasive against them whenever I moved.
A new fear gripped me as I felt the snake-like motion between my buttocks reach further under me. If the plant's slippery emission had that much of an effect on me in my rectum, I couldn't even imagine what it would do to me if it were within my vaginal canal.
"Nooo," I moaned, feeling the light tapping of the fingers at the base of my sex. At the same time, the tendril that had been moving up over my belly reached the undersides of my breasts. The third tendril was creeping down through the soft fur of my Mons.
"Tim, where are you... speak to me! Don't leave me alone like this!" I was having trouble concentrating. The warmth in my gut was gradually making it's way into my bloodstream and spreading out through my whole body. "This thing... oh god... It's too deliberate... Too intelligent to be... an accident. Ummm... Do you hear me? It has to know what it's doing to me... nooo.. oh god, no... It's touching my sex... UGHN! Hurry, p-please!"
I expected the tendril to probe it's fingers into me as it had with my anus, but I was surprised when instead it ran the soft buds up and down the length of my slit, as though testing for just the right place. I could also feel that it was covering me with more of the slippery secretions. I couldn't pull away from the wickedly sensuous touch, and the substance it was spreading on my labia left my heart racing with sexual arousal. On and on it's slow torture continued until I was twisting and moaning as I panted to resist. And then the tendril which had been reaching down into my lap from the front, found the top of my cleft, specifically the now pronounced bud of my clitoris. As if this were the signal it was waiting for, the first tendril curled into me just as the second covered my most sensitive point. My whole body stiffened and then shook in white hot pleasure as sudden orgasm ripped all other thoughts from my mind. I lost my sense of time, but when I returned, it was only for a few moments. All at once, I could feel a liquid heat pulsing from the tips of the oddly phallic tendril as it released what seemed like liters of the same intoxicating fluid directly into my depths, coating and filling me until I was literally overflowing. Everywhere it touched within me, was suddenly vibrating with fiery rapture as the vile narcotics crossed quickly into my bloodstream, and a second orgasm, even stronger than the first, took me and threw me into an abyss of unstoppable pleasure.
I was drenched in sweat and hardly able to hold a breath when I was once again aware of my surroundings. The tendrils playing with my womanhood were obviously not done with me as I could still feel them swirling through my petals and gradually working deeper and deeper inside my body. The third tendril had finally curled around my left breast and was teasing the nipple there to new heights. Trails of liquid arousal dripped down my body. My eyes rolling in my head, I was too spent to do more than gasp for breath and just try to stay conscious. I wondered what had become of my lover, and images our our own love-making became mixed in my head with what the plant tendrils were doing to me. The one penetrating me seemed impossibly deep, and yet more and more of it continued to wriggle in. I felt myself welling into yet another moment of bliss, and when I came down this time, there was an almost uncomfortable feeling coming from deep in my pelvis, as though someone were tickling my insides. 
And then, to my surprise, the tendrils slowed. Not completely ceasing their caresses, but enough that my vision cleared. The hot runnels of the plant's aphrodisiac continued to ooze from my sex and down my thighs as a seemingly continuous deluge was released to fill every deep corner of my inner sanctum, but by now, my brain was nearly saturated with the powerful drugs.
"Tim," I called out weakly, but there was no response, only static. I looked at the various status displays still hovering diligently in front of me, and saw that less than a half hour had passed since I had been trapped. I was incredulous. It felt like whole days had gone by the way my body ached. The tendril buried deep in my sex twitched and I sucked in my breath.
"Why?" I asked aloud. "Why are you doing this to me?... ughnnn... Do I taste good or something... ughmmm..." It was then that some motion caught my eye. The corner of my display still showed a running view from my rear-facing camera, which, given my current position, was pointed almost exactly up into the base of the large sack. What I noticed was that I could now see that a small, glowing, slug-like seedling was emerging from the pore opening. It slithered to one of the hanging tendrils and began it's descent downward just as another one appeared and repeated the process. And then I realized that the tendrils didn't go to the ground as I had seen before. The tendrils of this sack were either wrapped around my suit, holding it, and me, immobile, or literally wrapped around and in my body, driving me insane sexually.
I watched the three inch slug creep out of my camera's view with a growing sense of dread.
"Oh no... oh god no..." I whispered, realizing the truth of my situation. The seedlings wouldn't end up on the ground, they were going to follow the tendrils right into my suit, and then right into my body. The sack was impregnating me. 
I struggled as best I could, but I was already exhausted, and the powerful euphoria from the chemicals the tendrils had secreted into me were still making it hard to even focus my eyes. My weakened body could do little more than hang there, powerless, and wait.
"Help! Tim, oh god, where the hell are you?!" I called out in desperation. On my screen I saw another two seedlings start their descent. They didn't move very fast, but I knew that the first ones would reach me at any moment. I found myself terrified of the very idea of one of those creatures growing inside me, and what would happen as it matured. Would I give birth to some stubby tree like the ones we had seen in the caves, or would the seeds just grow and grow, feeding on me until they finally burst me open? Either way, I knew I had to stop them before they entered my body and slipped out of reach.
Every second that passed only caused my heart to beat faster in terror and anticipation, and just when I was beginning to think that perhaps the slug might be headed for the ground after all, something new touched my back. Almost hot to the touch, there was now a bulge moving along the length of the tendril leading directly under me.
"Shit... shit!" I cursed, frantic to do something, anything, in order to stop the advancing seedling. There was no doubt now where it was headed, and if the vibrating trail of pleasure it left on my skin was any indication of how it would feel going into my sex, I had only a few short minutes of conscious time left to come up with a plan. In fact, I was shocked at how good the tiny pulsing lump felt as it traveled down between my buttocks. I shivered in arousal as it crossed over my anus, but actually breathed a slight sigh of relief that it hadn't chosen that orifice to enter into my trembling body.
"Nooo.... ughmmm... no, p-please... help m-me!... mmm.... AHHH!"
Quite suddenly, the tendril buried in my sex began to withdraw. It felt as though several feet of the appendage were sliding from within me, and a deep, nearly burning pleasure threatened to push me over the edge right there. I shook and gasped, and was brought right to the brink or ecstasy, but then it was out, leaving me panting, and with an odd sense of emptiness.
But apparently, the tendril had only withdrawn in order to allow the seedling access, for the hot slug-like organism had reached my gates and was gently wriggling in order to slip within.
"S-stop.... ughnnn!" I pleaded one last time between frantic staccato gasps for breath. But it was not to be. The withdrawn tendril's fingers touched my labia, opening me just enough that the seedling could ease forward and start into my body.
"N-nooo.. ughmmmAHHHHH! UGHNNN! AHH! AHH!"
Between the heat, and whatever new toxin coated the little pulsating bundle, it's slick body launched me immediately into a violent orgasm that seemed to go on for hours. And yet I was painfully aware of every second as the alien life-form wriggled and undulated itself further and further within my depths. I shook uncontrollably, my hips pumping against a lover that wasn't there, and still it went deeper. I arched back and nearly pulled my own arms from their sockets in an unconscious effort to escape the terrible pleasure, but in the end, there was one final white hot flash of overwhelming ecstasy as it squeezed through what must have been my cervix, and then settled in my womb.
Still trembling, I fought just to get my eyes to focus. My strength gone, my will shattered, I was limp and almost unaware of my surroundings. Seconds passed and I slowly recovered enough to lift my head and see nothing but the slime covered moss below me. It was too late for rescue now. It was done. I could feel the heat of the seedling in my belly, it's chemical excretions keeping me in a nearly constant state of blissful euphoria.
But at least it was over. The fear, for now at least, began to ebb and I felt myself finally take a deep breath and exhale. I wondered how long I would have to wait to know my fate. Would I hang there for days? Weeks? How long could I survive, and what was the gestation period for a plant? I quietly contemplated all these questions until suddenly I felt another hot touch at my back. My fear returned in an instant as I comprehended the full horror of my position. It was another seedling.
Sobbing in depression, I remembered that the other hanging sack had released nine of the tiny seeds. The thought of having to endure impregnation eight more times finally brought me to tears. I couldn't. My body would perish in over-stimulation.
"N-no... oh god!" I whispered hoarsely as the undulating presence slowly eased under me. "I c-can't! Ughnn! No... UGHNNN!!"
Just as before, the tendril opened me and the seedling slipped through my folds and began the devastating journey toward my uterus. My eyes wide, I was stunned to disbelief at the renewed ecstasy that rose and grew from my sex. The last thing I remember was the sound of my own screams echoing in my helmet as I was driven into erotic insanity.



Chapter 4 - Spindle
Somewhere in the background I heard the soft sound of an air recirculator, it's quiet chuffing being a noise I had known my entire life. But the bed and the covers that surrounded me did not feel like those of my own, and I opened my eyes.
"Welcome back," said the voice of my father just to my left.
"Pop!" I could hardly believe how wonderful it was to see him, and not the floor of some slimy, moss covered cave. And then I remembered... "Shit," I said, sitting up abruptly with my hands on my belly. The motion nearly caused me to vomit however, as nausea threatened to overwhelm me. My father's hand settled on my shoulder and urged me to lay back down, but I was having none of it.
"Pop, the cave... those plants... They, oh god..." 
He was shushing me. "It's okay... Rachael, listen to me," he replied calmly as he tried to keep me from going into a full blown panic attack. "They're gone. The medical team got to them before they attached themselves. You're going to be fine... Do you hear me?" He locked eyes with me until I started to calm.
"They're gone?" I asked.
"Completely. You might have some residual effects from the toxins in your bloodstream, but those should fade in a few days."
"I'm not... impregnated?" I could hardly believe it.
"Not any more."
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, letting it out slowly. Then I looked down at my own abdomen and gently rubbed my stomach. I was dressed in a standard hospital gown and robe, but the emblem embroidered on the front was unfamiliar.
"Pop, where are we?"
"Spindle."
My eyes got big again. "Are you kidding me?! How? Why!?"
He took a breath himself, and I suddenly thought he looked as though he had been through quite an ordeal of his own. "The 'how' is by shuttle, care of Marhead Corporate. It seems that your Mr. Andrews has a little more clout in the company than I first thought. The 'why' is a little more complicated..."
At the mention of my lover's name, my face grew hot, but not from arousal.
"Really. And where is that son of a bitch? I'd seriously like to give him a piece of my mind for abandoning me..."
"Rachael, I think you better hear the whole story before you pass judgment on the man. Tim didn't abandon you."
"What do you call leaving me without so much as a voice contact while I was being raped into oblivion by a damn plant!" Tears started to pool at the corners of my eyes.
"Calm down... Listen to me. I know it seems like he abandoned you, but it was actually Tim who saved you."
I was shaking my head. I remembered how I had pleaded for even a single word, only to be met with static.
My father continued. "He didn't respond to your hails because he couldn't. He left the Nest shortly after it became obvious that you were trapped in a failing EV suit."
"Left? To go where?"
"To come and get you," he replied seriously.
I frowned in confusion. "Come and... pop, how? He didn't have an EV suit of his own, and he sure as hell wouldn't have been able to use either of our spares."
"He didn't use a suit."
I just stared.
"Tim knew that the air shaft was only a a short distance away, so after having collected a few things, he wrapped himself in a wet blanket, held his breath, and cycled through the lock."
"Oh no..." I said, starting to understand.
"He ran most of the way without a problem, but the bottom of his shoes were starting to melt by the time he reached the shaft. He was also out of breath. He took a bit of the atmosphere at that point, and passed out, but not before cycling through the maintenance lock on the shaft."
"Oh my god, is he alright?" I was feeling a little embarrassed now for being so hard on him.
Pop smiled. "Fine. He's undergoing a treatment to help restore the minor damage he did to his lungs. He'll probably be by later, not that they could keep you two apart for long. They practically had to drag him away just to patch the worst of the burns."
I grimaced. "Burns?"
"Well just minor stuff from the heat outside. Some on his feet. It was the inner wall of the shaft that did him the worst damage. He rolled against it when he passed out. A few third-degree spots on his left arm, but not too bad. When he woke up, he lowered the lift, which helped a lot with the heat, and was then able to remote pilot the Crawler back to the hatch. Without the connection to the Nest, however, he was still out of contact with you. He rode the bot back to where you were and used the flachette rifle to shoot the tendrils holding you. That literally cut you down. He said he had a bit of trouble getting you onto the Crawler because of the suit and the slippery moss, but once you were both aboard, he piloted you back to the shaft."
"Damn..." I exclaimed, amazed.
"At that point, he had to decide whether it was better to wait there for help, or try to get back to the domes. You were unconscious and in an unknown state, so he opted for the later."
"How?"
"He's a smart one, that guy. I wasn't so sure when we first met, but no question now. A keeper if you're considering."
I blushed and looked into my lap, smiling.
"I might just keep him around at that. So how did he get us back?"
He covered you both with the emergency foil blanket - the water in the other one had long since dried out - turned your suit environmentals up full blast, raised your visor to share the oxygen and cool air, and then ordered the Crawler to go home. He had to manually cycle the airlock and drag you inside when you got there, but that was easy compared to the trip out. I landed about twenty minutes later."
I was silent for a bit. He waited.
"Pop, I'm sorry I was such an infernal idiot. Going down into those caves was stupid. If I hadn't had such a bad case of cabin fever..."
"...You'd probably be dead now, and Tim too," he interrupted.
"What?"
He looked old. "Rachael, what you don't know is that while I was in Laynard, we lost contact with four other ranches. Disappeared right off the grid. At first they thought that solar activity might have knocked out radio communications, but that changed when they got distress calls from two more farms, one of which was the K and K."
I gasped. "The Kiley brothers? Their place is huge!"
"Yes it is, and hardwired to the grid as well. When they went down, the government decided that it was time to call in the troops. Then there was Frida Reese."
"Megan Reese's daughter?"
"The same. She was one of the injured I ferried in from their ranch. Seems you and she shared a similar bit of trouble."
"Oh my god!" I exclaimed in shock. "Was she...?"
"Impregnated? Yup, and not by humans. Nobody even said anything, even Megan. It wasn't until she started going into convulsions that her brother finally admitted that they had gone down below to hide some illegal goods."
I bit my lip. "Pop, what happened to her?"
He sighed and looked worried. "Daughter of mine, all you need to know is that she didn't make it, okay? They got to you early, whereas she had been carrying those seeds around for weeks."
I didn't like it, but I nodded.
"After that," he went on, "I went back to our place, but not in our flitter. I arrived in a fully armed Jetson, complete with a contingent of marines as escort. We grabbed you two, and bugged out of there just as the plants attacked. They came up through the foundation and very near pulled the whole place into the ground."
I was shocked.
"Pop, our farm! Is it really gone?!"
"I'm afraid so, sweet," he said sternly.
"That's horrible!"
He nodded, but continued. "Yes, but not so bad as has happened to other people. We're at war, Rachael. It seems that the natural inhabitants of the planet finally got tired of us and decided to do something about it. All the outer homesteads have been evacuated, but even the central cities have started to see activity. Ahh, that old farm was just a dome with a few memories attached. I'll make more. Besides, the only thing of any real value that ever came out of that place is sitting right here." He tapped my on the knee.
"I love you too, pop."
"Don't worry yourself. We'll find a new home. Spindle will do until then, but I have a feeling it's going to get crowded around her real soon. I'm sure something will turn up."
"Speaking of which, how did we get here at all? I mean, orbital transports are expensive."
"You can thank your man for that. He made a few calls and the next thing I knew we were getting VIP treatment on the next shuttle out."
"I called in a few favors," said a voice from the door.
"Tim!" Pop had to hold me down so that I didn't jump out of bed. I saw that my lover's arm was encased in some quick-heal bandages.
"Marhead may be huge and pig-headed at times, but they do take care of their investments," he said smiling as he came over to the side of the bed and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around his head and held him until I remembered that my father was standing right next to us. If he objected, he didn't say anything. I came away blushing again.
"As I was saying," he continued while he held my hand. "Now that Marhead can no longer farm crystals off of Camadon, I think a position is about to open for a few good farming specialists to lead operations someplace else. Can you think of anyone who might be interested?"
"Really?!" I asked, beaming. "Pop, you said something would turn up. Not that I ever thought I'd be working for Marhead..."
"Whoa there, missy. I haven't agreed to anything yet..." replied my father.
"Well, the offer is there, and being the chief of operations in that division, it's my decision to make, so take your time. As for myself, I'm content just to be alive and back in the good graces of the most beautiful woman on this whole station."
"Yeah, okay. That's my cue," said my father grinning. "Get some rest, daughter. See you both later." 
As soon as he clicked the door shut, I reached out and dragged Tim against me as I gave him the kind of kiss you can't deliver with a parent watching.
"Whew!" He exclaimed, when we came up for air. "I didn't think you'd have the energy..."
"Are you kidding? That stuff the plants got me worked up with is still burbling through my blood. It's going to take some serious, er... effort to get it out of there. So why don't you go lock that door and let me thank you properly for saving my life."
"Rachael," he said seriously as he pulled my hand from inside his shirt. "You've been through some really difficult and physically draining experiences, and your father is right. You need to rest..."
"Yes, and I will," I answered sighing. "But right now, this very moment, what I need is for you to help me get these horrible memories out of my head and replaced by new ones. I'm sure I'll be dealing with the fallout from all of this for years... But please don't draw away now. I need you."
Tim stepped closer again, eying me. "You promise to take it easy later?"
"I promise."
"Well then," he replied, reaching into my robe. "I suppose a little... recreational therapy wouldn't hurt."
"Hallelujah! I feel better already!"
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The Gardens of Genseminede
"Colony worlds" are just so easy. They're wide open to anything and everything you could want in good sci-fi erotica. This very short piece was a "leftover" of ideas that had been floating around in my head for some time. Timing is everything, especially in the dangerous outer world colonies.
"Come on, Mel,” exclaimed the tall redheaded girl in overalls and a wide sun-hat as she waited excitedly for me at the top of a ridge. "It'll be mid-day before we get there at this pace."
"Relax, it's just a little further," I answered my slightly shorter companion. I brushed a stray lock of brown curling hair from my face and tucked it back under my own hat. "Besides, we have to wait until the sun hits them anyway." Catching up with the her, I stopped for a moment to get my bearings, then pointed slightly to the left and down the jungle covered hill. "That way. The lake is at the bottom."
The redhead clapped her hands and started down, chopping a makeshift path with her machete as she went. "Do you really think there will be any big enough for us to get all the way in," she asked as she attacked the heavy foliage at a particularly heavy spot.
"At this time of year... oh yeah. No problem. But it's close to pollination season though, so we need to be a little careful. They only become active in the winter light, so we should be fine."
"They can really tell, just by the light?"
I smiled at my friend's enthusiasm. Most college freshmen could really care less about zenobiology, especially concerning plants on out-world colonies. But I knew that my fellow student had begged me to let her tag along on this trip for reasons far more understandable in a sexually active young woman living on a planet with a female to male ratio of 20:1. Not that the Board of Interplanetary Colonization had planned it that way... Sure, they often sent out more females just to improve the odds of long-term survival, but the Genseminede colony had been hit early by a freak sickness that had decimated almost three-quarters of the male population in the first year after their arrival. Getting a date had suddenly become harder than getting a flight off-world, and about half as often.
"They're called Photogenics, and yes, they can. In fact, they can tell the difference between a clear and a cloudy day. It's pretty amazing actually, especially considering their size. I wouldn't call it intelligence or anything, but as plants go, they're pretty damn bright."
"I don't care where they rate on the IQ scale so long as I can soak right up to my shoulders."
I laughed. "Yeah, okay. Just be sure to keep my research to yourself or we'll have half the girls on the planet vying for a dip."
Bree made one final swipe with her blade and the vegetation gave way to an open body of water about two hundred meters from side to side. A small waterfall fed into the picture perfect lake, and we both stood on the shore admiring the view until at last I said, "It doesn't get much better than this."
"A couple of cute guys standing right over there would be nice," she said pointing to a small sunny knoll near the waterfall.
"You're insatiable!" I replied, shaking my head and testing the firmness of the bank. "Don't you think about anything other than sex?"
"Astronomy, now and again since it IS my major and all. Did I tell you I renamed the constellations after various sexual positions?"
I laughed outright.
"Cunnilingus should be nicely visible later tonight," she said with a straight face. "Oooh! Is that one of the flowers?!" She was pointing to a large, lotus-like plant that was floating on the surface of the lake.
"Yup," I answered and admired the massive bloom. "Nymphaea Leguminosae Mellinatus... or it will be when I get word back from the university."
"Are they really letting you name it," she asked as we made our way closer to a group of the huge flowers. They almost completely covered the far end of the lake with their wide, thick leaves. "Not that I care what they're called so long as they'll open for us."
"That's generally the accepted rule for colony worlds. It sure will be nice to have a new classification under my belt even before I've graduated. Over here..." I indicated an area where the bank looked a bit less muddy.
Bree joined me at the drier shore and we both set down our gear.
"We can make camp on that knoll you pointed out earlier, maybe after we have washed off in the falls. That's what I did last time and it worked out great."
"Oh boy!" she exclaimed, rubbing her hands together. "So how exactly does this work? I have to admit that I'm just a wee bit nervous."
"Don't worry. I did this just two weeks ago and it was fine. If it's any consolation, I was even more afraid the first time I slipped into one of these things. After all, I had seen it, er... playing with the Kan-kans only six months earlier. All we have to do is walk out onto the leaves, which easily support our weight by the way, and then sort of... tickle the plant under the chin. The main pod will open right up and stay that way for at least four hours. Then, step on in and enjoy. The nectar is quite thick, so it's pretty hard to move, not to mention pulling yourself out after you've had enough, so you might want to sit on the edge and lower yourself over. You'll feel the stamen all around you, but like I said, they are only active in the winter." I demonstrated by stepping out onto one of the nearer leaves.
"Holy shit!” exclaimed Breanna with her eyes wide. "I never would have guessed that you could stand on those things. They must be amazingly thick."
"Have you ever seen a Kan'kandre, in person I mean?"
The girl hesitated, then joined me out on the giant leaf. It wobbled a bit and she grabbed my arm and laughed. "I've seen them in the vids of course, and they had one at the zoo for a bit. I guess it had been hurt and they were letting it recover. Pretty damn human looking if you ask me."
"Proto-humanoid, actually," I replied. "But you're right. Aside from the variances of the facial features and an extra set of teats... I saw four at once out on these things. Like I said, plenty strong enough. Okay, you take that one over there, and I'll do this one." I was bending down in front of a two-foot high pod with a mushroom shaped bell at the top.
My roommate carefully stepped a few meters away to another pod and then turned to me. "What do we do?"
"You just have to reach under the little shroom-thing at the top and brush your finger along the edge..." As I did so, the previously motionless pod suddenly split at the top and started to unfold. I quickly stepped back out of the way.
"Whoa..." mentioned my friend, wide eyed. "That's creepy! And you're positive they won't close up on us?"
"I'm sure. It takes about four hours for the leaves to gain enough energy to close again. Believe me, we'll be more than 'done' by that time. We stay in any longer than that and we're likely to turn to putty, trust me."
The girl followed my instructions and squealed with glee as her own pod opened up before her.
"You ready for this?” I asked one more time.
"Oh hell yes!" she replied sitting down to unlace her boots. "So, Melissa, how exactly did you come to discover these things? I mean, I can't see you falling into one on accident."
I chuckled. "No. I was in the area when I noticed a group of Kan-kans by the lake and watched them. Mind you, this was during pollination season." I pulled off my own boots and then lifted my shirt over my head. Bree was doing the same. "It turns out that they have a symbiotic relationship going on with the flowers. They help spread the pollen, and in return, the plant stimulates something in their reproductive cycle that makes them fertile."
"Uh huh. And I'm just sure they 'get stimulated" for the good of the ecosystem," said Breanna grinning. "And they go from one pool to the next just... spreading the pollen?"
"Well, I think they do that over several days. Once they got into the pools, they stayed there for quite a while. I'm not entirely sure they were even able to get out. Maybe they were simply too worn out. The flowers are always open during the winter, so that wasn't a problem." My bra dropped onto the growing pile of clothing and I started on my shorts. I saw that Bree was already naked and looking into the depths of the flower.
"I think I see those stamen things... There's like a hundred of them down there!"
"The nectar protects them. It's a lot like honey in that bacteria can't really grow in it," I said as I set the last of my clothing aside and looked at my own private little pool. The surface was completely smooth and flat, and would have looked like plain water to the casual observer. I knew better.
"And they actually... you know, move and shit? In the winter I mean." She sounded like she was having second thoughts.
I laughed. "Um hmm. The Kan-kan females didn't seem to be complaining."
"I'll bet they weren't. It's just weird, you know? To think of one of those things... inside you. Moving around and getting you off and..."
"Bree, come on. I've seen that collection of sexual toys you have stashed in the closet. There's more weirdness in there than in that pool right now." The girl blushed to her toes at the mention of her private things, then laughed as well.
"Okay, okay... you have me there."
"You want me to help you?” I asked, the last of my clothing dropping into my pile.
She thought for a moment and then took a deep breath. "Uh, well..."
"Tell you what," I said walking carefully over. "I'll hold your hand while you get in and until you're comfortable."
She brightened at once. "Thanks, Mel. Hey, I forgot to tell you - I have a surprise for you in a little bit." She then swiveled so that her feet were over the edge. "Here I go..."
"A surprise? Well, you might want to pass it on now, before you get in, unless it can wait. Or is it more of a verbal surprise?"
Her feet touched the surface and her mouth made an 'o' of surprise. "Oh my god, it's so warm... And thick! No, the timing will be perfect when we're both soaking."
"You're the boss. Just let yourself sink. You don't have to push your legs down into it. Let your weight carry you in, nice and slow." Her feet slowly sank as though they were passing into soft clay.
"Holy shit that feels weird. Is it supposed to tingle?"
I smiled. "Definitely. That's the chemicals in the nectar that I told you about."
Her calves pushed into the semi-clear goo. "Hmm... Not a strong tingle." She seemed disappointed.
"Oh, don't worry. It's an additive effect. The longer your skin is in contact with it, the better it gets." Breanna's brows rose a bit as she thought about that. "Which is why two hours is going to be plenty long enough for a soak."
"If you say so. Should I just let myself slide off the edge now?" Her legs were in past her knees and still going.
I nodded. "Yup. Uh... be ready when it hits your hips. It's a bit of a shock at first."
She was really concentrating as she gently leaned herself over the edge and let her thighs slip under the surface. "Man, I can see what you mean by it being difficult to move. My legs feel like they are submerged in concrete. Sure feels nice though... so warm. It's like they're wrapped within a giant tongue or something."
"You just have to move really really slow or you'll wear yourself out. Yeah, it is a little like a tongue at first I suppose." I leaned forward so I could whisper in her ear. "Now imagine that tongue ALL over your body..."
Breanna's buttocks moved silently over the edge, and just as she turned to me with her eyes as wide as saucers, her apex met the top of the pool of nectar. Her mouth opened as though she wanted to say something, but instead just gasped.
"Ughhhh.....!"
I knew exactly what she was feeling, because I was just as startled when it happened to me the first time. Quite suddenly, there was a thick, warm pressure sliding up over her sex, pressing at her petals and slowly working its way over her Mons and hips. It was an incredibly erotic experience, and no matter how you tried to hold your legs closed, the viscous nectar would gradually find a way in. And the more it touched, the more you twitched in surprise at how good it felt... Her gaze dropped into her lap, and before she realized what she was doing, she had parted her legs. You almost couldn't help it.
She gripped my hand and made little intakes of air as her nether region and her pelvis were completely engulfed. This was the only really scary part since there was a short time in which her body was completely supported by nothing but the nectar. Then her feet touched the bottom and her breathing became slightly more regular.
"Oh... my... god..." she panted. "That is... ummmm.... so fucking good... uhh... uhh..."
I smiled in agreement as she found her footing and just stood there, staring down into the nectar with her arms held out.
"There are ridges, like steps. It's deepest in the very center. You should be able to sit quite comfortably, like a mini jacuzzi."
"This is intense! It really does stimulate... s-s-sexually, just like you said. To bad...ummm... you can't bottle this stuff. You could make a fortune!"
I chuckled. "Yeah, no doubt. Unfortunately, it's only stable in the flower. It breaks down in just a few hours outside of the plant."
"I want to get all the way in... huh...mmm..." she said, rocking her hips back and forth slightly.
"You okay now?” I asked.
"Oh, I am so damn okay... ughnnn..."
I gave her hand a quick squeeze. "Alright then, I'm going to go hop in mine."
Even though I was ready and experienced, sinking into the thick nectar was still a breathtaking affair, especially having just watched someone else do it. Breanna and I were close as roommates, we had to be. It was a little hard to deal with sexual frustration in a small university dorm room without sharing the experience a bit. It was no surprise that about half the female population was bisexual given that men were so scarce. Bree and I had never gone that far, but we were more than comfortable seeing the other in what would have otherwise seemed as very private moments. And laying there in bed watching your roommate diddle herself into a frenzy has a way of being... contagious. This was no different. Seeing Breanna's hips sinking into that thick nectar while she panted in lust had gotten me wetter than I had been in months. I was already halfway to bliss when my own hips quietly passed into the heavy, sticky mass.
Since I wasn't worried about the depth, I let my thighs fall open right from the start and fully enjoyed the delicious feeling of being first covered by the sweet nectar. Shivering in near ecstasy, I let my toes barely touch bottom, then lifted them again as I bent my knees and let my body settle into the mire by gravity alone. I had my first gentle orgasm the moment my nipples kissed the sweet surface and disappeared as though they had been taken into the mouth of a master lover. Shivering in happy pleasure, I relaxed and let my fanny rest on a ridge at precisely the right level so that my shoulders were covered.
Nearby, I heard Breanna approaching her moment as well, though a bit more vocally.
"Uhgmmmm... ahhh... ahhh!... AHHH! Ohhh GOD... UGHNNN!"
She was submerged just to the top of her breasts, so I figured that she hadn't even found a place to sit down yet. Her head went back and her eyes closed in deep slow rapture as she came. With her eyes still dreamy with pleasure I saw her turn her face to me with a wide, open-mouthed grin.
"Whew!...ummmm.... G-girlfriend, you are going to have to drag me outta here because I'm NEVER going to want to leave."
I sighed in agreement. "I know exactly how you feel."
Neither of us spoke again for about another forty minutes or so, the tingling effect of the nectar bringing me to orgasm about once every seven minutes I guessed. I knew that Breanna was keeping about the same pace, if not just slightly quicker as I could hear her shuddering sighs quite easily. In fact, I found that just the sound of her breathy moments was enough to set me over the edge as well.
Finally, after a rather sharp climax, I heard her say, "You know, I could really get used to this..."
I chuckled. "Glad I brought you?" She had been a little resistant when I first mentioned I had discovered a plant that could get you off.
"Are you k-k-idding me... ummm.... I owe you big time. Which reminds me!"
I looked over the edge of my flower pit at her and she caught my eye.
"The surprise!"
"Oh yeah," I replied, smiling. "So let's hear it."
She just chuckled. "I knew we'd both be lounging at about this time... or hoped anyway, but... today is special."
"It is?"
"Yup. It's one of the reasons I wanted to wait until now to join you out here. The timing had to be perfect."
I was genuinely curious. "Well, don't keep me in suspense, what is it?"
"Nope... ummmm.....y-you're just going to have to wait a wee bit longer. You'll see. Uhgnn... I figure we h-have no more than another fifteen minutes... though I have to say...ahhh... it's easy... ahhh!...to loose track of time in here.... AHHH!" I saw her lids flutter, and then her head snapped back slightly as the pleasure got to her.
The additive effect of the tingling was obviously starting to kick in, as it had only been several minutes since her last one. That and I felt myself quickening toward ecstasy as well. A warm wash of liquid fire flowed like a wave from my pelvis and I too lost a little time.
The jungle is a strange place, visually. The lighting on Genseminede was somewhat unique as it was, thanks to unusually high water coverage on land as well as heavy moisture in the atmosphere. Over three-quarters of the planet was covered in lush jungle, and for about half the stellar year, trudging through the mid-latitudes was akin to standing in a warm shower. But all that cloud and fog made for a very diffused lighting that merged shadows and fuzzed motion so that the whole world seemed to be moving all the time. It was an effect that most settlers, and certainly anyone who spent any time out of the main cities had gotten used to. You just lost some of your natural ability to see motion out of the corners of your eyes. You had to, or you'd go completely buggo. So it was that I first missed it as one of the other lily pods suddenly opened nearby. I actually heard it first and looked over. It didn't overtly bother me, since the trigger mechanism that released the leaves was pretty easily set off. I had inadvertently popped a few just by jumping from one leaf to its neighbor on an earlier visit.
But when I saw another one unfold directly in front of me I frowned and looked around for what might be causing the disturbance. That was when I noticed the change in the light.
Simply put, it was just a little darker. Not much, but since I knew it had to be coming on mid-day, it seemed out of place. Higher clouds from a storm could have caused a similar effect, but I knew for certain that no heavy weather was even remotely predicted for our area since I had checked right before we left the university.
"Bree..." I said a little tentatively. When I turned to look at the girl, I saw she had a wide grin on her face.
"Do you see it?! Did you notice?” she burst out, beaming with giddiness.
"Uh, see what... ummm..." Another orgasm was quickly gathering itself in my loins.
"Oh come on, you must have noticed the color of the sky by NOW... Look!"
And then I did. I squinted and turned my head upward until I could just see the disc of the sun through the mist and broad jungle canopy above us. There was a bite out of the lower left corner.
"What the?..."
"It's an eclipse, silly! I wanted to give you something in thanks for bringing me here, but being an astronomer, all I had to offer was a cosmic event. What do you think?!"
I watched the bright spot in the sky until I remembered that it might hurt my vision, even through the defusing cloud cover. Then I saw another water lily pop, then another.
"Ughnnn..." I moaned, the rising level of pleasure starting to get to me again. "Br-br-bree... Is this...ahhh... a full eclipse... ughnnn...." I asked, frowning as I tried to hold off the approaching orgasm so that I could think straight.
She was making little gasps as well, but replied, "No silly... mmm... Just a partial. But w-we should get a nice show for... ughnn... almost three hours... oh man...ahhh!" The girl shook softly as her pleasure blossomed and she became unaware of the world around her for a time.
I turned my attention back to the other lilies, suddenly nervous. If they were treating the change in illumination the same way they did during the winter season...
"Ughnn... ahhh!" I cried out, my own moment finally catching up with me. I shook in wonderful agony for quite a while, the full effect of the nectar really starting to hold me in my little death.
Pulling my mind up from the pleasure was getting harder and harder, and under normal circumstances I probably wouldn't have cared. But something was nagging at the back of my brain. When I remembered what it was, my eyes flew open and I called out.
"Bree, I think we need to get out..."
When there was no response from my friend I looked over and saw that her eyes were still closed.
"Bree! Hey, did you hear me? I think we have a problem... ummm..." I was amazed that I was already having to push back the growing arousal I felt.
The girl trembled slightly and then opened her eyes. "Hmm? What was that?"
"Your eclipse... I... ughnn... I think it may be affecting the lilies."
She was only half listening. I could see her making little puffs of air as her next orgasm was gently and inescapably forced nearer.
"Yeah...mmmm... isn't it great. Ughnnn..."
When I felt something touch my thigh, I twitched and started to panic. "No, it's not... ughnn... shit... ummmm..." My body was too aroused to focus properly, the pleasure washing through every thought. "Bree! Wake up!"
"Huh? What is it?...ahhh..."
The touch along my thigh was definitely moving, and for the first time, real panic was starting to form. For a brief moment I had clarity from the adrenaline rush.
"Breanna, look around! The pods are almost all open... ughmmm... I think they're treating your eclipse...mmmm... the same way they do the winter light!"
I could see that my roommate was biting her lip slightly and closing her eyes again to the rising tide of passion. "Yeah... ughnnn.... ughnnn.... so?"
"The pollinating season, Bree! Oh, god...ahhh... ahhh... AHHH!" Another wave of ecstasy rushed up and trapped me. I gasped and moaned and fought to return to the present, and when I did, I could quickly tell that things had changed. Around me, the stamen of the giant water lily, which had previously been quiet and unmoving, were now in contact with my body in numbers that seemed far too high to be random. All at once I understood that they were curling over my thighs and around my waist, in effect, trying to hold me down.
"Oh my god! Bree, get out, quick!"
But my friend was lost to yet another timeless moment of ecstasy and it was a painfully long time before I could get her attention. As the seconds passed, the soft, insistent pressure of the stamen increased, and even though I tried to leverage myself so that I could stand and climb from the nectar pit, the cumulative pressure of the stamen prevented me. In fact, I couldn't even move my arms.
"H-hey," came Bree's weak voice. "I think I'm t-tangled in something..."
"Breanna! You have to get out! Pull yourself out, now!!...ughnnn..."
I heard her grunting. "I... can't. I'm stuck! Mel, these things are holding me down..."
“Shit!" I cursed. "Bree, we're in big trouble."
I could still hear her fighting. "I thought you said they were safe!"
"They are safe, in SUMMER light... ughnn... damn... ahhh..." I felt the pleasure creeping up again. Whatever we were going to do, it needed to be soon. If we stayed in the nectar much longer, we were going to be coming almost constantly.
"But..." she started, her own breathing deepening.
"Your... ahhh... eclipse! It's just like a winter day... oh god...ummm... not again so soon... ahhhh!"
Breanna said something else to me, but it was lost to the rushing of blood in my ears as I climaxed yet again. When I came back this time, my friend was nearly screaming in orgasm. It was louder than I had ever heard her, and it didn't seem to be stopping.
"Bree?" I moaned as loudly as my tiring body could muster. "Are you okay??"
But her cries of ecstasy just continued unceasingly. I was just about to call out to her again when something brushed against my sex.
"Ahh! Hey! What the fuck?!" I looked down through the pool of semi-clear nectar and could just see that one of the long stamen strands was pressing directly against my outer folds. The stems were basically tendrils with a spiky head, only the spikes each had a small ball on the end. Hundreds of these little spikes covered the top twenty-percent of the stamen, and it was in the little balls that the pollen was housed. The spikes were quite flexible and waved in the flow of amber if the stamen itself moved, as they were now. The one at my apex was pointed directly at me as it rubbed and shifted in the thick morass. It was eerie to watch, and more than a little arousing. I was already being driven to bliss at an increasing rate by the chemicals in the nectar, but when that fuzzy tendril finally wriggled me open and slipped inside, I nearly dislocated my shoulder as my head tossed back in white hot ecstasy.
Like Breanna, my orgasm just went on and on. The phallic stamen pushed deeper and deeper within me, each of the little ball spikes folding back and caressing me in extremely unusual ways. They also dragged right over my clitoris, one after another, until I could hardly breath I was coming so hard. Under the weight of the nectar, my body trembled and shook as my pleasure went on and on. Finally, I had a brief moment of clarity when it stopped its invasion and was still for a few seconds. With half-lidded eyes, I tried to check on my roommate, but before I could even refocus, the stamen was sliding out, and then to my horror, back in again, only this time more easily. Something was causing the nectar that had been pushed deep inside me to thin slightly. Perhaps it was a reaction to my own vaginal juices, but I was suddenly filled with an oil-like lubricant that let the alien shaft of the plant move much more freely.
I was trapped, held both by the weight of the viscous nectar, and by the untiring pressure of the other stamen wrapped around my body, I was unable to escape my slow rape. The stem within me continued its rhythmic pumping such that I simply never had a moment of rest. On and on the constant sexual torture continued while some small part of my mind fought to hold on, remembering something that Breanna had said... that the eclipse would last at least three hours.
If that were truly the case, then we were both almost certainly doomed. I knew we had been in the pits for at least an hour. If the lilies continued to fuck us senseless until the light returned to normal in three more hours, that would put us past the point in which the outer leaves of the pods would close up once again, trapping us within and most likely shielding us from the view of any potential rescuer should we even manage to survive that long.
These were my last thoughts before I spiraled into another timeless orgasm... and then another... and another... and another...
I woke to a prickly feeling along my sides, and raising my head slightly I found that I was laying face down on a soft mound of green grass and moss. My body ached and my sex still tingled, but I knew at once that I was no longer in the nectar pit. I was still covered with a considerable amount of the stuff however, though it seemed a little thinner, more like honey. I sat up and saw Breanna curled up just a foot or so away.
"Bree! Oh my god... please be okay..." I quickly moved to check the girl, who simply moaned and rolled to her back as I placed a hand on her shoulder.
"Ughnnn.... Mel? Is that you?"
"Yes, I'm here. We're safe... I mean, well, at least we're out of the lilies."
She opened her eyes and blinked up at me. "What happened?..."
I frowned. "Your eclipse happened. It caused the flowers to go into pollination mode. It treated us just like the Kan-kan."
"Nearly fucked us dizzy, is what it did."
"Yeah," I said, my features softening. "Sorry about that."
She looked up at me confused. "Are you kidding? That was the best sex of my whole life! It was amazing!"
"Bree! We could have been killed!"
"If you say so, but I'm not complaining. I'd do it again, any day... in fact, I plan to."
I just shook my head in disbelief. "You really are insatiable."
Bree stared up at me for quite a bit, then abruptly reached her arms around my head and pulled my face closer. Suddenly I was right in the middle of a very deep kiss, which I started to resist at first, but then settled into when I felt a warm tension leaving my body. It was replaced by another kind of tension however, and I let my hands move forward and slide over her bare midriff and then onto the soft cones of her breasts. She moaned into my mouth and I felt her nipples harden under my palms.
When we finally broke, I was dazed, and she was smiling like a ray of sunshine.
"Wow... uh, Bree, you planned that we would end up doing that from the start, didn't you?"
She just nodded slowly.
"How long have you been swinging both sides of the street?"
"Almost a year now." She reached out and slowly rolled us so that I was on my back with her torso lightly laying on my own. "I was waiting for the right time to tell you."
"You sure can spring a surprise," I taunted, smiling up at her.
She raised and eyebrow and moved slightly down my still slick body. "What makes you think that I'm done yet," she quipped and lowered her head so that her warm lips pressed over my left nipple, her tongue slipping around the rosy bud. I gasped and my eyes rolled back as wonderful pleasure spread down my torso. Her fingers followed it right down into my lap as I sighed into the inevitable and let my thighs fall open.
We never did figure out how we escaped from the nectar pools, and we later made camp on the knoll by the lake as we had planned. I wasn't sure we would risk the lilies again, though I suspected we would, maybe even together in the same one, but Bree was right about one thing... "Cunnilingus" was indeed nicely visible that night... And many others.
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Type Four
I often find that my muse thrives during my non-waking hours, and this short piece was germinated at just such a time. The colony worlds were never for the feint of heart, but when planets start falling out of contact, the military scrambles to understand a new enemy.
It completely figured that the Gamenians would choose to attack our colony world on the one vacation day I had taken in over three years. The warning klaxons sounded signaling a vessel coming out of sub-space inter-atmosphere, and having been born and raised on one or another military base my whole life, I knew the drill better than most of the other civilians who happened to be standing around in front of the Commerce and Welfare building. I immediately crouched and stuck my fingers in my ears to ward off the worst of the pressure wave I knew was coming. Sure enough, a few seconds later I was literally bowled over onto my ass as I rolled with the shock-front. Even prepared, my head hurt and my vision went wobbly for a few seconds. I cursed, and found that I could still hear my own voice, which was more than I could say for the two dozen others currently picking themselves up off the ground. No doubt an alarming number of them would be deaf for hours, if not permanently. I barely even had a chance to see the ship that landed as it hit emergency retro-thrusters about half a click from the ground and all but crashed into the port facility. Somebody was either really really busted, or really really in a hurry to see someone important. They would get the latter no matter what the excuse.
I pulled myself up and did a quick personal inventory. Convinced that all my body parts were where they were supposed to be, I cursed again, this time a lot louder and more eloquently. My brand new bright-white cotton dress was a total loss. Between the grass stains and engine soot, I looked like a used pipe-cleaner. To my surprise, there was also a widening splatter pattern of red on my chest and I realized that my nose was bleeding.
"Fuck!" I shouted to no one and rummaged through my bag for a tissue to plug the flow. Then, with the thing still hanging out of my nose, I stomped off toward the gate of the base. The guard knew me by sight, but still checked my badge as I fumed and waited to be let in. He was wise enough not to question my current state and never said a word. He knew that I would never use the fact that my father was Base Commander, but he wasn't about to get in the way of an angry young female who had fire in her eyes and a bone to pick with somebody, just so long as that somebody wasn't him.
I stormed into the elevator and presented my ID to the sensor. It seemed to take forever to clear me, then finally prompted, "floor?"
"B-8," I replied to the emotionless computer.
There was a very slight feeling of falling, and then three seconds later the doors went "whoosh" and I was striding out into a mad frenzy of running uniforms. Something was screwy.
"Catherine! Thank god you're here," said a woman's voice amid the scuffling feet. A moment later I recognized the face of Dana Killpatrick, the woman my father referred to as his 'personal assistant' as she rushed forward and took my hand. "Come on. Your father is going to want to see you, and not just because the old bastard cares."
“Dee?" I asked as I narrowly missed colliding with a panicked looking young man coming the opposite direction. "What the hell is going on?! Does all this have something to do with that ship that pulled a duster run about thirty minutes ago?"
She didn't answer right away. "Look, I probably shouldn't talk to you about it before you see your father, but the whole damn planet is going to know in another hour anyway..."
"Dee?"
"That ship is from Orley Ott."
I frowned. "The colony in the next quadrant?"
"That's the one," she replied as we made our way toward what I thought was my father's private office. At the last moment she turned left and we were standing in front of the big vault door to the Situation Room.
"Yeah. Well, about six hours ago they were attacked by the Gamenians - four full base ships."
"Oh shit..."
"We lost sub-space contact with them almost at once, then nothing, not a peep... right up until that ship popped out of lightspeed right on top of us. By the way, you look like hell. Were you close?"
I rolled my eyes. "I was just coming out of the CaW."
"Oh my god! You could have been killed!"
"Not likely. The blast was mostly air pressure. The klaxon saved my hearing though. Kudos to whoever was manning the switch. I'd like a few private minutes with the pilot driving that ship though. I don't care how serious it is, there's no reason to rocket-jock it that close to the ground."
Dana took the badge hanging around her neck and slid it through the special reader on the door. "Well, you might want to reconsider given the fact that the ship didn't have nul-grav."
My eyes went wide. "What?! Anyone aboard would have been subjected to at least 30 gravities... They'd be smashed flat! What an idiot!"
"According to the log, the pilot knew that before he punched the coordinates into the jump computer. Apparently he felt that it would waste too much time getting clearance through the orbital defense grid. He's in the infirmary if you really want a crack at him." The huge door went click and started opening.
"He survived!?"
"Yup. Kinda cute too..."
I just stood there with my mouth open while Dana stepped into the room beyond.
"Come on, before the door closes."
"Catherine, thank the stars..." My father gave me a quick hug. "I had hoped you'd have the sense to get back to base before we locked it down."
"Uh... Actually Pop..."
The man turned away and joined a number of others around a large display table. "As it turns out, we can really use a good bio-tech. We need to figure out a way to stop what the Gamenians are about to drop on us."
"Whoa, whoa... rewind there. Are we really under attack?"
"We're about to be," he replied. "We received a data pack from Orley Ott aboard a direct transport..."
I snorted. "Yeah, I... noticed."
He spied the wad of tissue in my nose and frowned. "Sorry about that. If it means anything, he was justified in this case."
I just nodded, accepting the fact that in times of war, all bets are off.
"As far as the packet is concerned," he continued, "there isn't much. Mostly some... rather disturbing surveillance footage. As you are aware, the Gamenians are Creators. They make specific genetic weapons for whatever task they need accomplished, whether it's terraforming an asteroid or eradicating an interstellar enemy. When New Herra dropped off the grid a few weeks ago, we thought that the Gamenians were simply doing another slash and burn campaign, but we were wrong..." My father slipped heavily into a chair. I looked to Dana for explanation.
"The survey ships found an inordinate number of male bodies compared to females."
"I dont..."
"About forty percent of the female population is missing," she completed.
The room was very quiet for a few moments. Finally, my father sighed and looked up at me.
"Listen Catherine, go with Dana and take a look at what Orley Ott sent us. Maybe, just maybe you can find a way to stop them. Our defense ships estimate that the Gamenians will be within drop range in an hour. Once they start sending down their monstrosities, we had better have a plan... or at least a data pack for the next nearest colony planet."
Dana took me down another level and upgraded my security clearance so that I could enter the research center. The faces were just as grim, but at least there were more non-military types. A lanky, slightly bug-eyed man wearing an orange tie greeted us at the elevator and introduced himself as simply, "Miles".
"We know they use at least seven different types," he started in as soon as Dana had introduced us. "We're sure that three of those types are strictly combat oriented. I have a team working on some possible defenses, but don't hold your breath. Those things are seriously tough hombres. Armor plating, regenerative tissues. They have ten times our own strength at least, and can move so fast that unless you're firing point blank, they can very nearly dodge bullets."
"What about a poison?” I asked.
"Thought of that, and so did Orley Ott. They sent a hastily assembled report on what didn't work, and the long list of poisons makes me think that they must be able to isolate toxins somehow. Nothing, even the most deadly nerve poisons had any real effect."
"Electric shock?"
"No. They use a completely different nerve transmission system which isn't susceptible to anything we could trow at them in any practical sense." Miles was walking us into a viewing room. "We're looking into focused heat, but I'm not expecting much. Of more concern, however, is type number four. It's the one in the surveillance recording. There's almost no commentary, so we think it was included at the very last second before they rushed it off to us."
"Well," I said taking a seat in the viewing room, "let's have a look."
Miles glanced at Dana, then back to me. "Um... I need to warn you, the recording is..."
"Disturbing. Yeah I know," I answered somewhat flippantly.
"Catherine," said Dana softly. "It may not be what you expect."
I shrugged my shoulders. "Look, one way or another I'm going to have to view this thing. I might as well get it over with."
The woman nodded to the researcher, who sighed and then tapped a few controls on the table.
An image appeared in the air in front of us. It was a simple two-dimensional video recording of what appeared to be an entryway, possibly to a military facility. For a few seconds, the image seemed to be a still frame. But the numbers ticking away at the bottom showed the passage of time. Finally, there was some motion in the upper left and a woman, not much older than Catherine herself, stepped into view. She looked panicked, almost hysterical as she frantically punched the buttons of a keypad. Suddenly, she whirled around and shrieked. Involuntarily, I jumped as I watched her dart back and forth as though trying to evade something just out of view. And then, in the span of a single frame, a large, insect-like creature shot across the room and knocked her to the ground. It had six spindly legs, and a large body that made me think of a giant cockroach. I could see the plating down its back.
The woman in the frame was only able to struggle for a moment before the creature had pinned her upper extremities with its two uppermost arms while the lower limbs at first appeared to be tearing her apart. But I quickly realized that it wasn't shredding her flesh with its knife-like talons, it was literally cutting the girl's clothing from her body with surgical precision.
"Oh my god... is that thing... no..."
Neither of the others said anything and I swallowed nervously. It didn't take long. In less than two minutes, the Type Four Gamenian had completely stripped the struggling female bare. I couldn't believe what I was seeing because it was just too much like something out of a cheap horror movie, yet I was fascinated by the fluid and graceful motions of the obviously intelligent creature. With complete grace, it rolled its long body under itself so that the underside of its abdomen was facing up and slipped it under the girl, her back settling into a depression of sorts that was formed in the soft underbelly of the organism. Two thick tentacles at the very end of its tail snaked out and wound around the girl's arms, locking her in and freeing up the creature's front pair of spider-like limbs. The girl was shrieking and thrashing all the time, but it was obvious that she was no match at all for the creation, which then used its forelimbs to grasp her thighs and push them up and apart.
"Oh man...you can't be serious..." I said, looking to Dana.
She lowered the volume on the recording a bit, frowning. "Take a closer look at the creature's midsection, right where it starts to curve under."
I squinted at the image and then asked, "can we blow that up a bit?" Miles touched the desk and the image grew so that it included only the creature and the girl. The midsection was clearly visible now and my breath caught. Amid a number of slowly moving tendrils, was what was very obviously a phallic member. It was erect and perfectly placed to allow entry into the struggling girl if she were moved just a little closer.
"Watch her here," said Dana motioning to the young blonde's features.
I saw the creature appear to lean over her a bit more, bringing its "face" up closer. It had a single large "eye" of sorts, and another set of tendrils under its chin. Something about its eye made me shiver involuntarily, and even through the limited resolution of the recording there was an unusual intensity about the gaze the creature was giving her, almost as though it was trying to look right through her. Suddenly, the girl's eyes widened and her body stiffened slightly for a brief moment. Then she was still. She had stopped struggling, though the terror on her face had not lessened in the slightest. in fact, she looked almost paralyzed, like she wanted to look away, but couldn't.
"Did you see that?" Asked Dana.
"What just happened?"
"We don't know. Miles thinks that it may be using some form of mild psionic attack at this point, locking in the person's attention." I looked over at the man and he nodded in confirmation.
Turning my head back to the recording I saw that although the girl was no longer struggling, she did seem to be very slowly sliding down the depression toward the torso of the creature, and the waiting phallus. She had to know what was coming, yet she did nothing to free herself. She never once looked away from the eye as her body was very gradually eased closer and closer. Even when the lips of her womanhood pressed against the slick head of the creature's shaft, she continued to gaze at the single round orb hovering above her. She gasped, and her face took on an almost pained appearance, but did not look away. Her body moved down still further, and her lower lips parted around the alien member, drawing it inside. I saw her legs quiver in obvious arousal as she was gently impaled on the organism's phallus over a minute or so. Shaking, her gasps became louder and more intense, and I saw that the soft underbelly of the creature was undulating so that the girl's body was forced to very slowly rock against the organ that was buried deep within her sex. The result of that motion was obviously driving the girl nearly insane with sexual arousal. Her nipples were hard towers flushed with blood, and her voice was becoming staggered groans of lust. In a few minutes, her eyelids began to flutter as she seemed to fight for control. And then it hit...
With a single sharp gasp, the girl cried out briefly as a glazed euphoria settled over her face. Even in her state of bliss she never completely looked away from the eye. Her body trembled and twitched for nearly two full minutes, and then went limp. Her eyes still open and glazed, she no longer resisted in the slightest and if not for the rapid rise and fall of her chest, you wouldn't even know she was alive.
Abruptly, the image went dark.
"Oh my god..."
"I'm sorry you had to see that, Catherine," said Dana putting a hand on my shoulder. "Now you understand why we need your help so badly. Unless we find a way to stop the Gamenian creations, that could very well be us in another couple of hours.
I accepted the washcloth from Dana and did my best to clean the dirt and blood off my face as I spoke to Miles.
"And you're sure they're not taking males as well?” I asked.
Miles tilted his head a bit. "Well, we can't be one hundred percent sure since there was almost no one left alive on New Herra to ask, and Orley Ott is still out of contact. If they are taking males as well, then they sure aren't taking many of them. From the data pack, the males were being killed on sight, and any female that wasn't actively fighting back was left alone... at least by the three combat types."
"What could they possibly gain by raping the females?” asked Dana looking tired and scared. I felt the same way.
"It could be a shock tactic," Miles posited. "To get us to just give up."
I shook my head. "No. There's more to it than that. There's no point in raping someone for shock value if there's no one around to see it. That thing couldn't have known it was being recorded. There's also the fact that we know the females were taken off-planet whether they were alive or not. Forty percent of the female population is a huge amount of mass to take to orbit. They wouldn't expend that much effort unless they had a bigger reason."
“Impregnation?" shivered Dana in question.
"Maybe, but to what end? Remember that the Gamenian are master geneticists. It's one of the reasons we couldn't use biological weapons against them when they first started attacking our worlds. They can simply manipulate themselves to be resistant to whatever we throw at them. Any issues they were having with their own reproduction they could fix. It would take a massive commitment of food supplies just to keep all those humans alive, let alone healthy during a pregnancy. No, I don't think that's it."
"Uh, as much as I don't like to think about it," stated Miles a little sheepishly, "how about as food itself?"
"I raised an eyebrow. Possibly, but then why just the females?"
"Maybe you taste better."
I coughed out a half-laugh. "Doesn't make sense though. Same problem of mass. They could genetically make food cheaper than dragging it up out of a gravity well. According to the scout ships on New Herra, they didn't even bother bringing back most of the creatures they dropped down to the surface to do their dirty work. They just left them there to forage for themselves. But you might be right in another way..." I ended, thinking.
"Huh? How?"
"Well, suppose that humans 'taste' better psionically. As advanced as they are, there's a huge difference between a creature with limited intelligence - even basic sentience - and one with a specific psionic signature. Humans are well known in the galactic realm as being high-level emitters, despite the fact that we have never developed the skill to any practical usage. Suppose the Gamenians found a use."
"For our psionic signature?" Dana leaned forward. "But... we're back to why just the females again..."
"Yes, but I think it has something to do with that Type Four. Why rape us? That creature was specifically designed to do what we saw it do to that poor girl. It captured her, stripped her, and then very purposely aroused her to the point of orgasm, all while she stared transfixed at that damn eye. That's the key."
"The eye?" Miles still wasn't sure.
"You yourself thought it might be using some kind of psionic connection. If that's the case, then that fact alone could confirm that the Gamenians have been playing with it within their species. That girl was mesmerized. She couldn't look away, no matter how much she wanted to."
"You know," said Dana, thinking. "I seem to recall we did some testing a few years back using visual reprogramming to access some of the deep logic in the brain. We could never really get it to work consistently despite the amazing potential we saw. By accessing the mind directly through a visual interface, we were able to put a few of the test subjects into a highly suggestible state. So much so that they almost became zombies."
"You think the Gamenians are turning human females into zombie slaves?" Miles was incredulous.
"Doesn't fit," I added. "Again, they could make slaves easier than harvesting them off another planet."
Dana shook her head that she hadn't finished. "One of the other effects that appeared when the subjects reached a zombie state was a marked increase in psi emissions. Apparently, loosening up the higher functions was enough to kick in those abilities. But like I said, we could never do it consistently, or for any useful length of time"
I turned back to where the blank surveillance image was still floating in space. "If the Gamenians have found a way make it stick, they could turn those females into living psi emitters..."
Dana went pale. "Oh my god."
Miles was still clueless. "I don't understand, do the Gamenians eat psi or something? What does that have to do with raping someone into a coma?"
"One of the strongest transmitted emotions is that of pleasure, Miles. Even normal non-psions can often feel the pleasure of someone they are close to. If they were able to get them fully projecting..."
"Human females would be perfect pleasure puppets," Dana finished for me.
Miles swallowed. "Oh..."
"Okay, that gives us the 'why' they are attacking. Now we just need to figure out a way to stop them." Dana was pacing while Miles just looked defeated.
I was reviewing the recording again, specifically the point in which the girl first stared into the eye of the creature. It only took a moment, and it was as though someone had simply clicked a switch in her head. One moment she was in control, the next, she was barely struggling. It had linked with her, completely overriding her free will.
"I wonder if the link was two way..." I said to myself.
“Pardon?" asked Miles raising his head off the table.
"Oh, I was just wondering. Was this a full psionic link, or something else. It sure looks like the creature is linked to her. I mean, yes, it has her paralysed, but it didn't look away either. It had to hold the eye contact the whole time. Suppose its visual reprogramming links it to its victim."
"Well, sure," agreed Dana. "So that it can manipulate her pleasure and better feed..."
I was shaking my head. "No, that's not what I mean. If it's linked to her, then it would be just as susceptible to psionic attacks from her as she is from it."
Dana stopped pacing and thought for a moment. "But human psionic abilities only appeared after the subject had reached a zombie state, so that won't do us much good."
"Why not?” asked Miles.
I rolled my eyes. "Because the whole point is to prevent these things from killing and raping us. It's kind of moot if you can only fight them after you've been raped into oblivion."
He paused for a second and then said, "No, you're wrong."
"I don't see..."
"The whole point is to destroy them, not simply prevent them from harming us, physically or, er... sexually. Destroy. Once they are down on the surface, they will do whatever the Gamenians have instructed them to do until they physically can't anymore. And obviously their masters aren't interested in recovering them. They're tools. And it's not moot."
"Miles," I started to apologize.
"If they're susceptible, then we need to take advantage of that! They may be tools, but let's make them OUR tools."
"Catherine is right, Miles," said Dana with a sad look. "We don't have time to develop advanced psi. The Gamenians are already on their way."
"We don't have to develop anything," he explained excitedly. "The link is already there!"
"I still can't see that it...."
"Use a post-hypnotic suggestion. Something that will kick in after the subject has been... er... I mean..."
"After she's been raped?!" I finished incredulous and slightly ticked.
"No, wait... he might have something," said Dana, who went back to the data pack.
"I know all about the work on visual reprogramming because I was part of the original research," continued Miles. "All my team was trying to do was create a way to implant post-hypnotic suggestions easily... which we were able to do actually... but the focus shifted when it was found you could completely access the mind's higher functions. I was moved to other research at that point, but the original gear is still in my lab not four miles from here."
"So..." I took the idea. "If someone were to be pre-programmed before one of these things attacked her, they might be able to... fight back?"
"No, probably not. But if the link is truly two-way like you suggest, then it might be possible to pass a command the other direction. They would be just as susceptible as you are. Maybe more so since we're pretty sure they don't have advanced higher functions to get in the way."
"And take a look at this," said Dana as she brought up some information to a floating table-window. In front of us was a running description of the attack on Orley Ott. It had embedded troop movements, enemy tactics and even running sensor readings. "Those colonists knew they weren't going to make it and were recording everything they could to send on to us, just as I'm sure we are." Dana looked up and met both our eyes.
I gasped. "Do you really think..."
"Catherine, I have no doubt whatsoever that your father has our fastest ship fueled and hot with a pilot in the seat ready to blast out of here at the last possible moment. I would. If we don't make it, we have to give the next colony as much of a chance as possible. For your reference, I have been recording our sessions to that data pile since we arrived here."
I nodded and we were all silent for a moment as the implications sank in.
"What I wanted to show you was this..." She tapped a control and one of the tactical analyses came up. "Notice that the attacks are coordinated? How are they doing that?"
"So they have communicators, so what?" Stated Miles.
"No. See here," she said pointing to one of the side readouts. "No detectable transmissions. Not radio, microwave or even sub-space. Yet somehow those things are coordinating."
All at once I got it. "They're psionically linked!"
Dana nodded, smiling, but Miles was a little slower.
"Think about it, Miles..." she continued. "They'd be the perfect soldiers. Always in contact with each other... completely aware of the situation tactically. God, they could coordinate at a level that our forces only dream of. It's no wonder they can take out a whole planetary defense so quickly. Look, I need to pass this on to your father directly, Catherine. He won't believe it unless I show it to him. Miles, you had better come too." She started heading toward the lift.
"I'll continue to go through the data here and see if I can confirm the psi link, but we need to go get that gear at your old lab, Miles," I said. "If they're linked together, what affects one is very likely to affect them all!"
"Do that," said Dana as the door to the elevator opened. "I'll have Miles send you location information once we're in the Sit-room. But be quick about it. I don't think we have much time."
At that moment there was another warning klaxon, this one a pattern that sent shivers up my spine. It was the one signaling that we were under attack.
"Actually," said a male voice from just beyond Dana, "it would appear that your time has just run out."
"Lars Gunnarson... pilot," said the tall man with close-cropped blond hair as he extended his hand.
I could see a number of blotchy bruises on his face and neck. I took his hand and found his grip to be light and warm. "Catherine McAllister... civilian," I countered just a bit flippantly.
I was staring a bit at the bruises, thinking that when he didn't look like he had just been in a bar fight he might be a pretty attractive guy. "I just got out of the infirmary," he added and several things clicked all at once.
"It was YOU!" I was still holding his hand when his mouth opened to say something and stopped. "You were the one driving that ship earlier!"
"Uh... you saw that?"
I made a tight-lipped smile. "Let's just say that I had front row seats."
Lars glanced at the blood stains on my dress and then caught the overall smudged gray that probably made me look like I had been rolling around in some back alley. "Ah... Sorry about that," he added looking embarrassed.
"I'm sure that under the circumstances it was necessary," I replied letting go of his hand. "But you owe me a new dress, bub."
He eyed me a little more closely and decided to keep the smarmy comments to himself. "Deal." He agreed, much to my surprise. "Provided of course that we both live through the next twenty-four hours... I heard you mention something about retrieving equipment?"
I took the next six minutes to bring Lars up to date on what we had discovered.
"Of course, it's all really conjecture. We have no real proof for any of it."
The man rubbed his chiseled chin while he stared at the data page that Dana had brought up earlier. "Still, it's a hell of a lot further than we got on Orley Ott." Suddenly, he looked incredibly saddened and I gently placed my hand on his shoulder.
"I'm sorry, Lars," I said with complete sincerity. It hadn't previously occurred to me that the man had basically lost everyone and everything, his whole entire world, maybe from birth. Worse, he might very well be one of the only survivors. That's a pretty massive burden to carry around with you.
He turned to me and nodded after a moment, pushing back whatever feelings might be tormenting him. "So, really all we need is a transport and some help from this Miles fellow."
"Correct in essence, but I think there may be a lot more to it than that. If all of our assumptions are correct, and if Miles' post-hypnotic device actually works, then all that's left to do once we have the thing is to find a willing female, implant a command message and er... let nature take its course, so to say. Damn..."
"What is it?” he asked.
"Who's going to want to do that kind of mission?! I mean, walk right out there and let some disgusting bug-like monstrosity rape you into a coma on the off-chance that we might get really really lucky and cause them to run off a cliff or something? God!"
"You might be surprised. This is a military base. I have no doubt that there are at least a dozen female marines up top right now that would be perfectly comfortable to 'take one for the team' as it were. Especially when it's pretty damn likely that that they're going to bite it one way or another in the next day or two. To be offered the chance to maybe make a real difference... Hell, that seems like a no-brainer to me."
"You're right, of course," I replied, frowning. Then I shivered at the thought of having to make that kind of sacrifice.
"Hey, one step at a time. First, we need to get that gear."
The local intercom buzzed.
"Speaking of which," I said and answered. "This is Catherine McAllister."
"Catherine, it's Miles. I'm sending you a file, dump it to one of the data plaques on the table there and keep it with you. The file contains detailed directions to the device itself as well as instructions for its operation. I highly suggest that you read it all as soon as possible and commit as much of it as possible to memory. Your father says that they are seeing incoming drop ships all over the planet so the situation may go sour very quickly. You should go up to ground level and requisition a truck and several Marines right away."
"Miles, this is Lars Gunnarson. I'm with Miss McAllister in the research center. I assume your lab is in one of the buildings nearby?"
"That's correct. All the information you need is in the file..."
"Yes I know," he continued, "but I was wondering... does the building have rooftop access? Maybe a landing platform?"
"I... Why yes, I believe it does. I'm sure the access codes I sent to you would work there as well. You a pilot, sir?"
"You might say that," he replied, casting me a look and a grin. I blushed and couldn't help smiling at the irony.
"Well, that would be even better... and faster. I'll let you two get on with it then. Good luck to the both of you. And Catherine?..."
"Yes, Miles?"
"Your father is insanely busy right about now, but he specifically told me to tell you... 'next time he's unpacking the china...' I have no idea what that means, but it seemed important."
I sniffed back a tear. "It is. Thank you Miles, and good luck to you too." Being the daughter of a high-ranking military official meant that we never really settled anywhere while I was growing up. It was something of a personal joke between us that we never stayed anyplace long enough to unpack the good tableware. Over time, it sort of became a term of endearment between us. What he was saying, other than the fact that he loved me dearly, was that if we managed to get through the shit this time, we would finally settle down someplace.
I switched off and wiped my face again.
"You okay?" Lars asked as I picked up a data placard and connected it to the room's port reception area. Instantly a single file was transferred into the device and I pulled it up to be sure it was from Miles.
"We're all set. I'll read as we go."
"That's not what I meant," he replied genuinely concerned.
"I know. Let's get out of here before I start thinking about the fact that I'm about to fly into an active combat zone."
"Right."
Getting to the surface wasn't hard, but the marines at the top of the elevator indicated that getting back in might become near impossible at any moment. As soon as it was confirmed that the base perimeter had been breached, the whole place would go into serious lock-down. Lars escorted me toward a row of short range stratachopters. They lacked any real armor or weapons so they weren't being used in battle. They were fast however, and compact enough to fit on a standard commercial landing platform.
"Can you fly this thing?" I asked and accepted the look that Lars gave me as we climbed in.
"Compared to a sub-space cruiser, this is like riding a tricycle. Let me just make sure the tower knows what we're doing so that they don't blast us out of the air."
While he was busy on the radio, I finished browsing the data that Miles had sent to me. I passed the coordinates to my would-be pilot, then settled the flight harnesses over my chest and affixed them for a quick release. I sat quietly while Lars finished with the tower and quite thoroughly checked my setup. I think he just wanted to stare at my chest, but I wasn't going to say anything since, frankly, I was enjoying the attention.
"You've done this before," he said, raising his voice above the quad rotors that slowly came to life as he powered up.
"You might say that," I quipped using his own words. Then he handed me a headset so we could talk above the noise. I slipped it on and gave him a thumb's up.
"Okay, as soon as we leave the base defense perimeter I'm going to keep this bird as low to the ground as possible, as well as use trees, buildings and anything else with any vertical height to limit the angle of sight to a ship in orbit. No doubt the Gamenians will be using pattern recognition to hunt down any aircraft and blast them out of the sky, military or otherwise."
Lars gracefully eased the craft into the air and swept us around toward the city.
"The less time we spend in the air the better, so I'm going to really open this tin can up. Do you get flight sick?"
"Not usually," I answered, my knuckles already white as the man accelerated and banked along a forest, the rotors only a meter from the treeline. "But then I'm usually not trying to dodge orbital attacks either."
"When we get to Miles' lab I'm not going to be able to leave this thing on the roof. I'll have to drop you off and go hide under a bridge or an overpass or something."
"Wait, you're going to send me in there alone?" I watched as several fiery trails of light streaked across the sky in the general direction of the city. Drop ships.
"Unless you want to walk back to the base... How long do you think it will take you to get the gear?"
"Well, the actual apparatus is pretty small. It looks like an over-sized version of a standard military issue binocular unit. As long as it's where it's supposed to be, figure five minutes to go down, five to find it, then back up. Say, fifteen minutes?"
"I'll give you twenty," he said as we entered the edge of the city. I had to remind myself to breathe as he cut back and forth between the buildings. "And Miss McAllister..."
"Call me Catherine," I yelled over the din of the whining engines as he pushed the small craft to its limit.
He glanced over at me and smiled. "Catherine... I won't be able to wait around long."
I frowned. "Right. Twenty minutes. Don't be late."
We were almost to the coordinates that Miles had given to me when there was an explosion about a hundred yards to our left.
"Damn," said Lars pulling a wild evasive arc that had us flying backwards for a few moments. Then he spun us hard around and did something with the throttle that made the craft scream like a banshee.
"Hold on, this is going to be close!"
When I looked out the canopy, the vertical surface of a large building was tilting over so that we suddenly appeared to to skimming a sea of glass. Ahead of us that sea dropped away into sky and I understood that Lars had flown us straight up the side of Miles' lab building and was even now clipping over the top. We cracked a satellite dish with one of the skids, but managed to miss the railing. The next thing I knew the passenger door was sliding back and I was dropping to the landing platform. I hit pretty roughly but rolled into it and signaled to Lars that I was okay. He immediately slammed the throttle so hard that I was very nearly blown off the platform, then he careened over the edge and was gone. A second later there were two white hot flashes from the sky and then a deafening series of matching concussions. Time to move indoors.
It wasn't until I was keying into the access door that I remembered I was still wearing my shabby white cotton dress. I must have given Lars quite the show as I jumped out of the craft into a blasting wind. The door went hiss and I decided that I didn't mind. It might very well have been the last image of another human he would ever see. Those artificial lightning strikes were awfully close.
The automated illumination came on as soon as I entered the access way, and I checked my watch as I pressed the button to call the elevator. There was a brief moment of panic before the light came on indicating that the car was in motion, and I considered how long it would take me to descend eight flights of stairs as well as how much time I would have to make up to still make my twenty minute deadline. But the door opened and I stepped into the metal room, tapping the panel for the correct floor.
Miles' lab occupied almost all of the twenty-sixth floor of the building. Just off the lobby was a large set of industrial doors and a placard indicating that hazardous chemicals could be stored within. Nothing more save for the keypad, which I accessed at once. I muffed the code on my first try and double checked my data plaque to be sure to get it on the second. Most government offices had an automatic lock-down after three failed access attempts, and I didn't have time to call in an override. There was a loud clacking sound and then a whoosh of air as the negative pressure within the room slowly equalized and the massive doors slowly and noisily slid open. When I had enough room to squeeze through, I looked on the other side for a close switch and hit it at once. Unfortunately, I realized that this was an old-style door that needed to open completely before it could cycle closed again. I didn't have time to wait so I continued into the lab in search of the lockers Miles had mentioned.
The facility was basically one long space separated by a number of chambers, each with a smaller, and more well-kept version of the door at the entrance. The elevator was at one end, and the lockers at the other. None of the other doors were locked shut, but I was still pushing my five minutes by the time I located the long term storage bins and found the correct locker. The device was exactly where Miles indicated it would be and I sighed with relief. Just as I was turning to leave, however, I heard a sound that caused my heart rate to skyrocket. It was the ding of the elevator indicating that the car had just arrived on this level. Miles mentioned that his lab was no longer in use, so either that was Lars, who had found a place to park nearby and had miraculously managed to join me, something I found incredibly unlikely, or someone else had heard the sound of the industrial door and had come to investigate.
A second later I picked up what sounded like a bunch of people tapping canes on the ground and knew that my worst fears had just been realized. It wasn't Lars. It wasn't even human. A Gamenian creation had just stepped out of the elevator onto my level.
"Shit... shit... shit..." I whispered to myself as I considered my options, which were basically reduced to two. I could hide and hope the creature didn't find me, or attempt to somehow dash past it and get in the elevator before it was able to snag me. Right, like that would work. So hide it was. If I could just wait long enough, perhaps it would leave. Then of course there was the fact that Lars would be looking for me back at the top of the building in about six minutes. Not a lot of time to hang around... And not that I really had a choice. There simply wasn't anyplace to go. Every part of the lab was accessed through the room before it, so to get out, I was going to have to run right over the creature that was looking for me. Not good.
I risked the tiniest of peeks around the corner, and nearly fainted. I could see all the way to the main entrance, and there, standing as though it had nothing better to do, was a Type Four. Seen live, instead of on a recording, the beast looked enormous, like a cockroach the size of an elephant. It was also beautiful in its own way. I was bio-tech after all. It was very gently rocking back and forth, as though ranging. I pulled back when it started to turn and head into the lab.
Right about the same time, the grinding squeak of the main door ceased. The creature paused only for a moment before continuing its slow progress in my direction. Then I heard a sound that froze my very soul. It was the door again, and I realized that the 'close' command I had given it when I first entered was now being carried out. There was nothing I could do but sit there as I was slowly locked in with the Gamenian drop bug. Even if I could manage to get past the creature and make my way back to the entrance without it seeing me, I was still going to have to re-key the code and wait there again while the door opened enough for me to leave. All this while somehow avoiding an organism specifically designed to hunt down and capture me. In short, I was royally fucked... or about to be, literally.
The Type Four moved out of view as it investigated something at the edge of one of the chambers and I had a brief surge of hope. Maybe I could indeed sneak past... Then I checked my watch and almost wailed aloud. Twenty-four minutes had passed since I had entered the building. Lars would be gone, and with him any hope of escape.
I slumped to the floor and just sat there, a deep sadness filling me. I was doomed, that much was certain. There was nothing I could do, no escape. In a few minutes that bug was going to find and rape me into oblivion.
As I waited there for my own dissolution, an odd clarity settled over me. It was as though my mind had simply stopped thinking about anything but the moment and I found that even the deep depression I had been experiencing began to wash away. For that moment at least, I wasn't sad. I wasn't anything. I just sat there staring down into my lap, wondering what it was going to feel like to be screwed by a giant cockroach. I was intimately aware of my senses - the random clicking of the Type Four's spider-like limbs as it made its way closer and closer, the bluish illumination of the lab's fluorescent lighting, the way the heat was slowly sucked out of my buttocks by the cold concrete I was seated on, even the weight of the device in my lap...
The device! I stared down at the odd apparatus and knew what I had to do. Between my mental clarity and a growing sense of fear, I turned the contraption over in my hands and looked for the power switch. Behind me, I could still hear my nemesis tapping its way nearer, but I guessed by the sound that it was still at least one chamber away from the lockers. I never even needed to reference my data plaque. The procedure to activate Miles' device was clear to me and I worked with a purpose. I paused only once, when the unit powered up and produced a slight electrical whine as though charging. The ticking from the other room stopped briefly, but resumed almost at once and I continued.
Finally, when the device signaled it was ready, I realized what using it meant.... That I had given up hope completely. I sighed and double checked the setup, noticing for the first time that the display was blinking.
ENTER SUGGESTION COMMAND:
That's right... It still needed a command to implant in my sub-conscious that would be activated after a time, with the hope that it would be transferred to the Type Four through the psionic link. But what command should I give it? My mind went blank. We simply hadn't gotten that far. It wasn't supposed to be ME who would be using the damn thing.
Frantically I tried to come up with an answer, but rejected my ideas as fast as I came up with them. The problem was, I needed a command that would not only kill or disable my attacker, but would leave me alive. I couldn't simply suggest that it die, because it might very well work, but on me as well. It also had to be something simple. I wasn't sure how intelligent the creature was, or what kinds of language it might have, but was pretty sure that the emotional content of whatever command I gave it would get translated through a psi link. Going to sleep was a possibility, but it left my rescue to a specific period of time and I wasn't even sure that the damn things ever rested.
The tap-tap-tap of the Type Four was starting to sound really close and I knew I was running out of time. Whatever I did, I had be now. But WHAT? I was frantic. What would kill my god damned cockroach, but leave me intact... And then I knew.
I flipped open the small keypad, typed in a single word and hit enter.
ACCEPTED. UNIT READY.
I was now aware of a soft rustling sound between the clicking of the creature's limbs on the hard concrete, and when I checked, I could see a large shadow bobbing back and forth just outside the locker area. In a moment it would step inside and see me.
Placing the unit against my face was the hardest thing I have ever done. I knew that my monster was literally meters away and it took every ounce of will I possessed to put that aside and step into the darkness of the soft, rubber-like seal around my face. There was a moment of severe claustrophobia, then a tiny green dot which seemed to float in space some distance away. Just as I focused on the pinpoint of light, wondering how I actually triggered the device, there was a bright flash and a whoosh of noise in my ears. The next moment I was setting the unit into my lap again as my vision slowly returned from whiteout. What faded into view before me caused my stomach to turn. The Type Four was standing within the lockers, the single eye of its massive, elongated head fixed directly on me.
With very few exceptions, almost every human I have ever met has had at least a mild fear of insects. Some would let small ones crawl on them, and a few, usually those in the proper biological field, could tolerate some of the larger specimens. But deep down, it was almost universal that the larger the bug, the greater the fear. There was just something about the things that grated against our souls. So, you can imagine my utter terror upon seeing an insectoid creature the size of a small transport, especially when I knew without a doubt that it was also seeing me.
I barely had time to sit up before there was another rush of air and a loud bang as the Type Four rushed forward and pinned my limbs. My arms were snapped back to the wall behind me with almost no resistance. It had moved so fast that I never even saw it coming. I turned my head away by reflex and screamed, but I knew what was about to happen. The second set of legs was already clawing at my dress, the razor-sharp edges of its long limbs slicing through the light cotton fabric like soft butter. It slit the garment on either side and I felt a rush of cool air all along my body, which was already shaking in terror. The tatters of my once bright white sun dress vanished as they were yanked away, and the thin fabric of my panties and bra followed closely thereafter. Naked and nearly hysterical, I saw that the creature was lifting slightly and I recognized the maneuver from the surveillance tape. With an eerie liquid grace, the Type Four was slowly curling its long abdomen under itself. Looking down my nude form, I could see the slightly concave section sliding toward me. I tried to kick at the alien, but the twin tentacles that extended from what would have been its tail end, found and entwined around my ankles, holding me still while the long section moved forward and under me. The tentacles released my legs about the same time that the creature's posterior section was slipping under my buttocks, and slithered up my torso until they could reach around my upper back to coil around my arms.
Now that I was no longer resting on the cold concrete of the lab, I felt how amazingly warm the soft underbelly of the Type Four really was. I was now effectively lying in a depression of slick, smooth flesh that rippled and sucked at my bare back, hips and thighs as it fully accepted my still struggling form. The claw-like pincers that had been pinioning my arms moved away and let the tentacles hold me, but I cried aloud when I felt them again under my knees.
"AHHH! Shit! Noooo...."
My voice sounded weak and frail, even to me as I was inexorably positioned for the next phase in my abduction. My knees were brought up and then pushed apart, opening me completely before the creature. It was then that I got my first good look at its genitalia.
"Oh god! NO!... Please!...."
Surrounded by a mass of short, ooze-covered tendrils, the Type Four's phallus seemed huge and completely alien. Somehow, when viewing the recording, it had appeared vaguely humanoid, but not now that its tip was hovering just a dozen centimeters from my own sex. It was covered with strange ridges and nubs that, like the mass at its base, seemed to move with a life of their own and I shivered to think what it would feel like once it was inside me.
Something like a smooth slimy snake dropped down into my field of view and slithered over my sternum. I jumped and followed the long tendril upward until all at once I realized I was looking directly into the face of the monster, its single massive eye meeting my own.
What happened next is hard to describe. In the span of a heartbeat, the eye dilated, revealing a wildly changing pattern of color and motion. I felt my own eyes grow wide, and then a warm buzzing sensation fell over my entire body starting from the crown of my head and working downward. There was an extremely uncomfortable impression that something had reached through my eyeballs with thin living filaments which were slowly snaking their way into my brain and locking out my ability to consciously move my limbs or even look away. At the same time, I was completely aware and awake... frighteningly so.
The link with the Type Four was an oily wash of images and feelings that slid through my own thoughts like a spreading fuel spill on the surface of a body of water, their alien form entangling with my own, wrapping around and infecting my memories, prying open my life and injecting its own vile seed into my soul. Visions of past sexual encounters were pulled forth and replayed to me against my will in rapid succession, and a wave of lust spread out and enveloped me all in the span of a single breath.
"Ughnnn..." I gasped in shock. The hot warmth of my blush brought my nipples to hardness and I felt myself becoming wet with arousal. I was aware of the creature's emotion as well. I sensed the rising excitement it felt at trapping a victim, and the sinister pleasure it received by manipulating me into arousal. Its own lust was to fulfill its mission by pleasuring me to the point of orgasm, at which moment it would be able to fully invade my mind and wrap my soul in a web of unbreakable psionic strands.
To that end, I felt it curling its abdomen slightly, raising my torso up at an increasing angle so that my own weight started to pull me down the creature's underside like a child on a slide. Behind me, the Type Four must have been excreting some form of lubricant gel, because all along my back and rear I was nearly dripping in liquid warmth, like drool from the lips of a hungry animal. And I was the meal.
Even though I was unable to look away, I still felt everything, still experienced the same raging fear, and was still able to understand with dire clarity the helplessness of my position. I knew what was coming. I knew even as I sensed a slight loosening of my limbs that my captor was letting my own weight carry me down onto its waiting phallus. It had begun the next stage in its program of deadly arousal, and would soon be impaling me, its pulsing, wriggling sex organ buried deep within my body, doing everything possible to drive me over the edge into ecstasy... into a zombie-like existence as a Gamenian pleasure puppet.
My mind screamed in resistance even if my body refused to cooperate as I was allowed to slide closer and closer. At my chest, the organism's facial tendrils reached down and swirled around my nipples and breasts, eliciting from me a sharp intake of air as they were teased and tortured with unstoppable sexual stimulus. My arousal grew and deepened even as runnels of viscous lubricant drizzled over the entire front of my body and slowly inched down around my naked form. Other tendrils snaked lower, sliding sensuously over my belly and sides, a few just brushing onto the wet mound of my Mons. And despite the fact that the Gamenian creation repulsed me in the extreme, I found myself reacting more and more to its touch. It was an agony of pleasure that was impossible to fight against.
More memories were pulled from the depths of my mind, ripped from my earliest sexual experiences and played back to me with vivid clarity. I could do nothing to stop the erotic recollections, or their added effect on me. I saw myself with past lovers, my body entwined in passionate intercourse... I saw myself gasping in wondrous pleasure as I was brought to ecstasy in one position, then immediately in another, and then another... and on and on. My heart pounded so forcibly with lust that I thought that I would die of arousal.
My trembling body was so out of control that I had forgotten that I was still sliding... At least until there was a soft slick pressure at each side of my spread vulva. Instantly I tensed and gasped sharply, but was powerless to halt the insanely slow penetration. Wet pleasure rippled up my torso from my hips as my flower was willingly, wantingly parted for the head of the alien phallus, centimeter by agonizing centimeter. My breath caught and I was nearly driven insane by the anticipation, but then, with a sopping slurp, the tip passed into my quivering passage and signaled that the foreplay was officially over.
I could hardly do more than make staccato gasps for air as white hot pleasure threatened to send me into orgasm right then and there, but I stayed just shy of Nirvanna. I groaned in lustful anguish, mentally begging the creature to come into me more quickly, to finish me and be done with, but it could feel my tortured frustration and only played on it, holding me from sliding down further for several impossibly long seconds before allowing me to continue again even more slowly. After the third time it had done this, I was all but ready to scream.
Slowly, slowly, my trembling body was lowered over the pulsing phallus until I was beginning to think that it was all some terrible repeating dream, and not real. I felt the alienness of its member, the odd bumps and ridges as each one passed through my hungry petals and continued to pleasure me as it wriggled and slid within my sex, exploring me as no human lover ever could. And then, quite suddenly, there was something else playing along my quivering, dripping folds... a touch, ever so lightly at first, but growing in boldness and number with each second. All at once I understood that my apex had finally settled into the tangle of active tendrils at the base of the phallus.
The thin filaments spread out over my nether region like a crazed anemone. Some reached up over my Mons while others tickled along my thighs. Still more eased into my petals and joined the alien shaft that filled me. A few slipped lower and teased at my anus, while a final pair settled around the pulsating button of my clitoris and started a new sexual torment that literally forced the air from my lungs in disbelief.
All of this was occurring in the span of a few short minutes, but to me it was as though hours had passed. And the whole time, the creature tore image after image from my erotic memories and paraded them before me, forcing me to relive every sexual encounter I had ever experienced in order to further arouse and excite me. And it did. Oh, god it did. I fought it as best I could, remembering what it was that was fucking me, but how can you fight against your own sexual recollections? And yet I did. Somehow, my mind refused to let the pleasure consume me so long as I resisted. However, that in no way lessened the erotic affliction I was enduring, and I suffered on and on and on. But something wasn't right. With all that stimulation, all the remembered passion, I should have come. I shouldn't have been able to stop myself. And then I knew.
I wasn't. The Gamenian monstrosity raping me was. The beast was created just for the purpose of breaking me. At last, I understood that its ultimate goal wasn't just to force an orgasm, but to cause me to give up... to pass into oblivion willingly.
For the first time, real panic driven terror gripped me. From the very beginning, when I was first captured, and through every second of increasing sexual torment, there was always some tiny bit of my mind that thought that my little trick with Miles' device would save me in the end. But now, knowing the truth, that by linking with me it could control when I could cum, I wasn't so sure. If I let it take me willingly, would I ever be recoverable? Or would my soul be forever locked away behind the trap the Gamenians had set for me?
And how long could I stand it? The pleasure was constantly tearing at me, slowly wearing down my will. My captor was patient. It had all the time in the world, and could go on stimulating me for days if necessary. All the while, my body would gradually tire along with my resolve. There was no escape. The Type Four creation would keep trying different things, new ways of arousing me, until it found just the right passion that would finally cause me to give in.
As if reading my mind, something in the constant sexual attacks was changing. I felt it in my lower back first, but it quickly spread upward as well as down under my rear. Up until that moment, the slippery trough of flesh I was laying in had been mostly quiet and still. Now, however, it was ever so slightly undulating, and my body with it. The pulsing, wriggling phallus deep within me was suddenly being drawn out and angling upward as my hips were pushed up on a wave of flesh. And like a passing wave, the warm slickness under my pelvis then dropped down and the creature's shaft eased back into me again sending sparks of fire through my belly. As my hips settled into the base of the fleshy wave, the organism's genitalia was driven in even deeper, and a sharp gasp escaped my lips in response to a jolt of erotic delight. And then my sex was riding up the next wave as the pattern repeated.
"Noooo... ughnnnn.... ahhh!" I moaned, realizing my fate. Just like the woman in the recording, I was finally being truly fucked by the Type Four creature. Up until now, everything had just been preparation, using my own lust to tire me out. But now, my Gamenian nemesis was at long last getting down to business. Albeit, slowly, for the undulations would hardly be seen by someone simply viewing my demise. But to me, each gentle rise and fall of my pelvis was a shocking thunderbolt of pleasure.
I rode out each successive wave wondering how I could possibly stand another, each undulation coming in eight-second pulses from crest to crest. It was a slow intercourse that was maddening... but that was the point. After only ten repetitions I was nearly weeping, and by twenty I was shaking again, the lust so intense that stars flashed in the corners of my eyes from the pounding of my heart. After about thirty my breathing started to falter, and that's when the creature chose to deepen the rhythm. It kept the same painfully slow pace, but it brought my hips up a just a bit higher, only to plunge them down again into a slightly deeper trough. This of course increased the humping motion of the phallus and my eyes took on a new panic. Now, with each additional rise and fall, the undulation was increasing in intensity, and with it, my pleasure and the utter need for release. Up and down... up and down it pumped me, over and over and over, and gradually, deeper and deeper. I started to lose track of the individual waves because the pulses of ecstasy were beginning to overlap.
Soon, the undulations had the organism's shaft almost fully withdrawing, so deep was the rocking of my hips. I was growing fuzzy mentally, my brain overloaded with remembered lovers and constant shocks of pleasure. I was having trouble separating the past from the present, and if that were not enough, the period of the creature's undulations was also now shortening.
Abruptly, something snapped in my mind and I knew it had me. Between the churning of my hips and the quickening pace of its fucking, the Gamenian Type Four had finally found my sweet spot... that magical rhythm to which I was powerless. I could see it coming, in just a few more repetitions, the period would be just right and my need would become too much for me to hold back. I started gasping, my voice rising with every thrust. A little more... a little more...
"UGHNN!!" I cried out, my will shattering. I felt my resistance drop and almost at once the oily presence of the creature rushed in and held me open psionically. I sensed its triumphant exaltation through our joining and was then drowning in orgasm.
My body bucked and thrashed of its own accord as the giant roach-like monster continued to fuck me without pause, locking in my passion and driving my consciousness deeper and deeper under the flood of ecstasy. My legs twitched and shuddered, and my eyes glazed over as the sticky webs of psionic conditioning began to wrap around my soul. The room faded, and with it the face of my tormentor. Only the eye remained as a bright-white ember of pleasure from which there was no escape. It was like looking at the sun from the bottom of a deep well. I still felt everything that was happening to me, but I was no longer aware of the passage of time per se. My orgasm just went on and on and on, and every moment it did wound the Gamenian trap tighter and tighter, until I was slowly cocooned and utterly helpless.
...
At first, I thought that the face hovering above me was that of my father, but as my eyes adjusted to the light, a younger man's features became apparent.
"Lars," I smiled. My voice was a little weak.
"Welcome back, Miss McAllister. We weren't sure about you there for a bit."
I took in the man's gentle words while I tried to figure out where I was. I could make out the same cold lighting from Miles' lab, but I could feel a soft bed or cot behind me. There was a blanket draped over my still naked form, though a quick check seemed to indicate that the worst of the slippery lubricant had been wiped off.
"Call me Catherine, damnit, and what happened?” I asked, trying to sit up. My body groaned a little and the blanket slipped down exposing my breasts.
My pilot friend's eyebrows rose slightly before he politely looked away while helping me to cover up again. I noticed that he held on to my hand afterward.
"You damn well saved the entire planet is what happened," answered Dana as she stepped into view. I saw Miles in the background as well as several armed marines.
I looked back to Lars for confirmation. He just nodded slowly.
"But... I was... I mean... Was it the command I gave to that Type Four? You mean that WORKED?"
Miles stepped forward and handed me the goggle-like apparatus. "We're still trying to figure out what your command meant, and how it caused such damage. What was 'MOLT"?
I stared down at the device in my lap, remembering.
"It's what insects do as they grow," I said absentmindedly. "When I realized that I wasn't going to make it back out of the lab, I, er... flashed myself with that command word in the hope that it would be passed through a psionic link like you mentioned. I guess it did, get passed I mean."
Dana snorted. "You could say that. That thing basically turned itself inside out."
Miles frowned. "I still don't see how..."
"Insects have exoskeletons. As they grow, they shed or 'molt' an old outer shell for a new one that fits. But they only do this until they reach adulthood. Commanding an insect to molt without a new shell to replace it..."
"Would tear the damn thing apart," completed Dana, nodding. "Nice work. I should also mention that you were right about it affecting them all through that link. That's why we're even standing here. As soon as your Type Four got that command message, so did every single one of the creatures, as well as most of the Gamenians in the orbiting attack ships. We're going to be cleaning up the mess for months, but I don't think the colony worlds are going to have to worry about the Gamenians again for quite a while."
I was stunned. "It got them all?!"
"Every last one," answered Lars, still holding my hand. "You're completely safe from them."
I couldn't contain my happiness, and giggled with glee.
"The satellites are still down, so I need to get back to Command and let your father know you're awake and in reasonably good health before he sends out a strike force," said Dana preparing to leave. "As soon as you're able, report to the base infirmary so they can check you out thoroughly and debrief you."
My head snapped up. "No."
The woman turned around, a little caught off guard. "Catherine, you've just been through major emotional and physical trauma. You need to be seen by someone."
I locked eyes with her. "No way. I'm a civilian, so I don't take orders from you. I'm owed a vacation, and despite what you think you might know about my condition, I believe I have a much better grip on what I 'need' right now, thank you."
"That's not proper protocol..."
"Having just saved the entire fucking planet, I think I qualify for an exception to the damn protocol!"
I felt Lars fingers tense around my own, and the room became deathly quiet until the woman's hard features finally softened and she sighed.
"That you do... And more. I would greatly appreciate it if you would drop by the infirmary at your convenience at a later date."
I nodded.
She smiled back at me, briefly and turned toward the door. "Miles... Major. You're with me."
Lars started to let go of my hand but I held on. "Major... Gunnarson isn't going anywhere."
Dana turned around slowly, as though she were counting to ten before speaking. "I am a patient woman. Busy, but patent," she began. "I am willing to make exceptions for you, Catherine, both for what you have gone through, and again on behalf of your father. But the Major..."
"Is also due a little R&R," I interrupted. "Or did you forget how he came to be here?"
The woman's breathing looked a little labored, and I got the impression that people didn't buck her often. Made sense, given who she worked for. Lars decided to intervene before one of us started started yelling.
"Uh... The Commander did give me a direct order to see to her safety, sir."
Dana snapped her eyes away from me and pinned down Lars as she considered his words.
"Fine," she said at last. "Consider yourself on seventy-two hour leave, Major Gunnarson. But I expect a report on my desk as well as a full debriefing first thing Monday morning." She pointed a thin finger at the man.
"Yes sir."
"Good. Now if it's quite all right with you all, I very much need to get back to the base. Miles? If you please."
The man with the orange tie waved to us as he joined Dana and the two marines and headed into the elevator. Once they were out of sight, I heard Lars take a heavy breath.
"So, MAJOR... what do you plan on doing for your rest and relaxation," I asked with a smile as I played with the device Miles had placed in my lap. I flipped down the keypad and started typing.
"Please... I'm off duty. No rank here. And thank you for that... the time off I mean. I don't think I have fully accepted what happened back on my home world."
"We'll try to forget together," I said simply. "And speaking of rank, did you catch that shit she was trying to pull?"
"What do you mean?"
"Well I know my dad has a lot of clout and all, but that woman has a serious stick up her butt if she thinks I'm going to take orders from his personal assistant."
Lars went pale.
"What is it?" I asked, genuinely worried.
"Personal... Uh, she doesn't parade it around, but the woman who just left here is a four-star General. Technically, she outranks your father..."
"What?! But he calls her..."
"His 'personal assistant', because it's how they work together. She's in Intelligence."
I stared at the elevator door and decided that I was pretty damn lucky.
"So, is that the thing that we were trying to pick up before?" He asked to change the subject.
I smiled and held it up.
"Yup. Saves worlds and makes Julian fries to boot."
Lars' laugh was very refreshing to hear. Then his face became serious.
"I'm sorry I was unable to get to you sooner. When you didn't show up on the roof, I ditched the stratachopter and was about to come looking for you."
"You were?" I asked, touched.
"I guess the Gamenian's spotted our craft, because the next thing I knew it was an hour later and I had one hell of a headache. They blew the chopper right off the roof."
"Oh my god! Are you okay?"
"Sure. Just a few bruises on my bruises. So... what do you say I go dress shopping? You might be a little, uh, under-dressed for a night on the town, and like you said before, I owe you."
"Later," I said fiddling with the device again. "And don't you like my attire?"
He paused, his mouth open. "I like it just fine, but..."
"Here," I said, holding the contraption in my hands up to him. "Check this out."
He didn't really have time to protest before he was looking into the eyecups.
"Uh, what am I supposed to be see..."
WHOOSH!
I giggled and lowered the device.
"Um, what was that?" he asked, blinking.
I'm sure the grin he saw on my face as his eyes readjusted must have made him a bit nervous.
"Oh nothing," I replied. "Just a little something to help with my... recovery."
"Oh yeah?"
"Yup. Now," I said, placing Miles' little hyptno-gadget on the floor by the bed. "About my attire..."
The display on the device read:
KISS ME
HOLD ME
FUCK ME
REPEAT
--PROGRAM COMPLETE
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Zombie Land
Once again, this is a dream-forged mini-story that builds out of several concepts used in other works. I borrowed the Var-Lish from "Freedom for Tara" and took a look at a possible future for humanity. Post-apocalyptic in nature, this work really didn't convey the feeling that I was trying to achieve (that which was in my dream) but is fun none the less.
Zombie Land
When the Var-Lish first dropped into a high orbit around Earth, most people pretty much figured it was over. The entertainment industry had done an excellent job of priming the public mind for a hostile alien invasion. We fully expected to see ten-foot tall insectoid creatures with laser blasters and force field armor. Which was exactly what they were, but we only found that out months later when the whole thing was basically over.
And it was incredibly disappointing when they passed on sending down waves of troop ships that our brave pilots could take on, and instead took out most of the population biologically. Humanity was raring for a fight, but a fight never came. What did drop out of the sky was a rain of pods about the size of a basketball. An outer hard casing burned up as they came through the atmosphere over our population centers, and when they were down to around a mile above the ground, they burst and spread a fine powder into the air. This was actually a spore, but again, we only found that out after the fact. For almost a full week they continued to bomb us with the gray dust, and then... nothing. They completely stopped their attack.
Many people thought that we had somehow pulled a War of the Worlds on them and that millions of aliens were dying in their ships of the common cold. Others thought that the government had launched a secret attack and miraculously disabled them. The truth was, we had already lost.
Some eighty percent of the surface of our planet had been 'seeded' with these spores. The microscopic organisms were ingested or inhaled by nearly the entire population, and the saps that we were, we continued to spread them out even after we had been infected. Scientists said it was some kind of fungus or mold, and exactly ten days after the first pods starting bursting over our cities, people started dying. It was horrible. An infected victim would go into convulsions and simply fall to the ground without warning. They would be dead in less than two minutes. Over the next hour, their body would be turned into a factory for making more spores, and approximately two hours after the first symptoms, the victim's corpse would sprout fuzzy tendrils and start spewing more of the gray dust into the air. This vision of hell was suddenly happening all over the planet, and people were panicking.
At first it looked as though only males were affected, but that wasn't accurate either. Females became sick as well, but if you were strong and healthy, you lived. If you were too young, too old, or too frail, you wouldn't be able to fight off the infection before your body produced an antigen and you would end up like every other male on the planet.
People tried to hide - to run off into the back woods and shoot anyone that came near them. But the spores had already infected all but a very very small percentage of the population. And no matter how careful you were, sooner or later you would eat or touch something that had a  spore on it, and that's all it took. In two weeks 99.99% of the male and almost 80% of the female population had been turned to dust. Those who were left, actually counted themselves lucky... We couldn't have been more wrong.
The Var-Lish let their spores work us over for almost a month before they moved on to phase two. A new rain of pods fell from the skies, but these living crafts held creatures even more hideously evil. Society crashed even before people started dying, so it was only through first-hand witness or word of mouth that we learned about the Seducers. At first, we thought the stories to be just rumors because they were so varied. One person described a multi-legged creature the size of a cow, another had seen a slug-like organism about equal to a large cat. It was all conflicting information and discounted as paranoia - at least until our small group watched in horror as one of our own was taken. If we hadn't seen four completely different creatures in the streets at the same time we wouldn't have believed it. The Var-Lish had dumped a veritable zoo down on top of us, and aside from all being distinctively other-worldly, the beasts really were all different, or nearly so. They did seem to have one common trait, however, and that was a desire to seek out the remaining human females and fuck them literally senseless.
When the first girl was attacked, most of our group ran for the hills where we had been hiding. Three of us stayed behind and watched to see what would happen. Afterward, we all wished we hadn't. Having been run down by a larger beast, the girl was pinned to the ground, face up. Her clothing was ripped or pulled off, and then she was raped. I use that term blithely, but there's simply no other way to put it. We thought that perhaps the creature just didn't like the taste of cloth, but it didn't eat her as we expected it to. Instead, it lowered its soft underbelly between her thighs and started secreting some kind of slippery goo. We learned later that it was this slime that spelled the girl's end, and not just her prolonged violation. She struggled for a bit, but before long it became obvious that if she were feeling fear, it was being buried deep under a layer of pleasure. An hour later, the creature unmounted her and left in search of other prey. We all rushed down in order to help our friend, who was slowly sitting up. When we reached her, she looked at us blankly, turned, and walked away as though she didn't even know us. She wasn't even concerned as to her state of undress. Over the next few days, we noticed other naked females heading in the direction of the city. In each case, they all had the same blank, unemotional stare. If they were stopped, they would look at you while you were talking and then move on. They were like zombies.
We discovered the chemical nature of the goo when one of our team, a tall blond named Sara, placed her hand on the arm of one of these drones. The girl had just been attacked, and so was still covered in the slime. The two had been friends, and so she tried very hard to get the poor victim to 'snap out of it.' But there was nothing. A few minutes later, when we were alone again and headed back into the forest where we had a small camp, Sara started to lag behind and finally stopped until I urged her to keep up. She got to the camp and simply stood there until we realized she had the same lax face we had just seen on her friend. We were starting to panic when the girl shook her head and came to. When we questioned what happened, she said she felt drugged, and that her 'will' had been pushed back. She was aware, but completely unable to respond or make decisions on her own. She was certain that if someone had asked her to jump off a cliff, she would have done so without hesitation. We concluded that it was the slime coupled with the euphoric state of nearly constant orgasm that somehow 'sealed' the condition and made it permanent.
As the weeks passed, our group, which started at fifteen, was slowly whittled down one by one until there were only four of us. It was then that I was caught for the first time. Snagged by the same type of large beast I had first seen attack a female, I was pinned kicking and screaming and stripped, all to form. I started weeping when I first felt the runnels of slime being smeared over my body by dozens of thick tentacles, and there was a feeling of being drugged or high, but my will was not lost. Confused, I suffered through several hours of continuous sexual assault, the alien ravaging my body over and over and over until it finally released me. I had a strange desire to head to the city, but it faded quickly, and after a few minutes, even the feeling of being high dissipated. I started to head back to my camp, and ran almost right into a smaller, faster version of the creature that had just attacked me. I groaned, thinking that I was about to repeat the whole experience when the beast turned and moved away. It seemed that I had been 'marked' in some way, and was, at least for the moment, not a target. By the time I made my way to the camp, the others had gone. Whether they left in search of a safer place to live, or were caught as I was, I never learned.
The forest wasn't much of a place to live if you weren't a natural outdoorsman, which I was not. There was plenty of food in the suburbs if you knew where to look, and it was much easier to protect myself in a three-story building I could seal shut at night. The Seducers roamed the streets like hungry animals, but a great many of them seemed to head out away from the city as their prey dwindled. There was a near constant flow of naked female zombies traveling through my area, so I assumed that the creatures were still hard at work somewhere. I saw the beasts all the time from my windows and as I gathered food and supplies, and I even managed to kill a few. It wasn't hard. They didn't seem to have any defenses; there were just a god-awful lot of them. In all, I had seen and cataloged thirty-two different varieties of the alien organisms, with sub-variations within each variety. A few were really large, like an elephant, while at least one variety was hardly bigger than a rabbit. I knew how many of them 'worked' simply because I caught them in the act. There were other human females hiding in the same way that I was, and once in a bit while foraging I would come across one who was caught and being actively seduced. I myself was caught twice more, and each time I fully expected my conscious life to be over, and was surprised when it wasn't. There was definitely something strange going on there, but I had no idea what it was. Whatever the case, getting raped for hours was scary as hell (and tiring), but it was way better than being raped for hours and then having your soul stolen.
Before long, I was getting pretty good at avoiding the aliens, and those that I did see, I killed, usually with a shotgun. I really hoped that there wasn't some higher intelligence tracking those things or I was making myself a target, but I just couldn't pass up the opportunity to blow one of those fuckers away given the chance. Sometimes, just for fun, I would sit up on the top of my building or out on my balcony with my sniper rifle and pick them off at a distance.
It had been almost two months since the last time I had gotten caught, and the flow of zombies was really starting to dwindle. A few looked like they had traveled for days without food. I was also beginning to see a change in the type of Seducers that were lurking about. There were fewer of the larger ones, and more of the smaller, clever kind. I told myself I needed to be more careful, and so I should have just turned around and buggered out of there when I came home after a long day of foraging and something just didn't feel right when I walked through my door. Re-bolting it behind me, I swung the shotgun off my shoulder and moved slowly through my 'home', checking each room thoroughly before moving to the next. When I had searched through the entire place, I sighed and put the gun on the table while I shook my head and unbagged the items I had brought with me. That was when I noticed that I had left the balcony window open.
The loop of slippery flesh dropped in front of my face and quickly wound around my neck. Yelping in surprise, I reflexively brought up my hands to keep from being strangulated and instantly realized my mistake. The tendril of flesh at my throat was simply a diversion to get me to expose my wrists, which were almost instantly wound up in a half dozen thin tentacles each and then pulled upward over my head. I looked up and saw that I was being lifted toward the center of my arched ceiling, the Seducer having been right above me the whole time.
This particular kind of alien used stealth and general sneakiness to capture its victims. Like a cuttlefish, it could change its skin color and texture at will and so, could almost perfectly blend into any background. Its camouflage was so good that unless you saw it move, it would be nearly invisible on most surfaces. I had seen only one other like it, and that was attacking someone in one of the other buildings nearby. For all I knew it might have been the very same one wrapping me up now.
Lifting me, it dragged my struggling body into the air so that my feet no longer touched the floor. Then it spent a few seconds creeping down my arms with some of its beefier tendrils until it had thoroughly bound my upper limbs. Understand, the main body of the creature was like a cuttlefish in other ways. The whole thing was more of a large blob with a seemingly infinite number of boneless fleshy tentacles that it would stretch out as needed, much like the eye-stalks of a snail. It affixed itself to my rafters (though I knew it could use a bare wall just as effectively), and then just waited patiently for me to come home. As surprised as I was, I was actually a lot more concerned about the organism's intelligence. While checking my loft, I must have walked directly under it several times. It had waited to attack me until after I had put down the shotgun.
Hanging there by my arms, I glanced down and hoped that the beast was smart enough not to just let me fall when it had finished having its way with me. I was a good fifteen feet up, and the fall would drop me onto hard wood flooring. Escape wasn't really an option considering that more and more stretchy tendrils of flesh were reaching down for me all the time. They crept around my sides and started pulling me horizontal. I thrashed and cursed like an old sailor, but in the end I was hanging with my face staring at the floor while the creature slowly began to work on my clothing.
Once again I saw how this Seducer variant differed from others. In most cases, the alien life forms will try to peel something up or down, and if that doesn't work it will simply rip it from the body. The Creeper, as I was calling it, was more patient. It quietly slipped off my Keds while at the same time working the clasp f my belt. My jeans were eased over my hips along with my undergarments while my shirt was pushed up my arms. In less than five minutes I was buck naked and helpless as the hungry tendrils returned to my bare flesh and started their more erotic work.
Resisting a creature that is composed of pure muscle is a loosing proposition, but I tried to keep my thighs closed none the less. I felt a dozen more tendrils loop around my legs and then slowly and irresistibly draw them apart. Locked face-down and loosely spread eagle, I was completely at the mercy of the alien as it moved a number of those thin tentacles up to my sex and very lightly played them over the fine hair of my pubis, tickling me in a most arousing way. I gritted my teeth and endured what I knew was foreplay until there was suddenly a warm wetness running down the middle of my back.
"Ah!" I gasped as thin runnels of the honey-like liquid spilled around my torso and hips. Some continued around my front, collecting at my bellybutton and then dripping down off my body. I knew what it was that was being poured slowly over me... the oily slime that spelled zombie doom to most of the females it touched. In me, it left a slight feeling of warmth wherever it made contact. In my past experiences, the slippery goo had only gotten me somewhat stoned, and I could feel that familiar buzz even now.
Back at my apex, the feather-light tickling was really starting to get to me, and despite my best efforts to ignore it, I felt myself growing wet with arousal. I was also starting to squirm, which didn't help because it caused the pool of slime that had collected in the depression at the base of my back to suddenly spill down between my buttocks and right over my sex. I shivered in pleasure, unable to keep myself distracted anymore. What was merely warm on the rest of my torso was quite a bit more stimulating on the sensitive petals of my flower, and I was already breathing hard when the creature quite precisely reached between my thighs and placed one small slippery tendril right on my clitoris.
"OhhhhhOHH SHIT!" I squealed and jerked my whole body away from the contact. But the devilish creature followed me, eventually affixing itself somehow so that no matter how I struggled, I couldn't displace the painfully erotic touch. I knew I was in trouble as soon as it started to very lightly stroke the tiny bud. Three minutes of this light torture had me nearly shaking with lust and need.
"Ughmmmm... oh GOD! Ughn! Just FUCK ME ALREADY!!" I screamed to no avail. The light caresses continued unabated, never even changing pace or pressure. When there's nothing you can do to stop it, even something that normally feels wonderful can turn into a torture that's far worse than pain. As I hung there helpless, my desperation growing with every second, I fully understood how different the Creeper was from other Seducer variants. It wasn't just smarter, it had a different purpose entirely. Whereas my previous encounters had certainly been stimulating, getting me off dozens of times each, this creature seemed intent on tormenting me to the point of near insanity. Its goal appeared to be more about making me want to come, rather than simply getting my rocks off. The problem was, it was working.
I was whimpering with need and frustration. My whole body trembled in uncontrollable arousal, but the hellish organism never gave me a moment of respite. I was beginning to think that the Creeper's purpose wasn't to seduce a female, but rather to torture them to death, when there was suddenly something else touching my sex.
I managed only a short gasp, my eyes barely having a chance to spring open in shock before several thin tendrils wriggled their slick tips through my quivering outer folds and then pushed into me in a single, long thrust. Uncharacteristically, I came at once, my whole body tensing as I arched my back and cried out in terrible ecstasy.
How long I was held in bliss, I couldn't say, but when I returned to sanity I was struggling just to breathe. I was also still screaming and thrashing against the touch on my clit, which hadn't slowed for a moment. Now, however, with my sex still massively overstimulated, the light torture had turned into an unbearable fire. Coupled with the slowly moving tendrils buried deep inside me, I felt a quickly growing warmth in my middle as a second orgasm built and then smashed down like an ocean wave, drowning me in pleasure.
This time, when I was able to concentrate once more, I found my body had adjusted somewhat to the new stimulation. Mildly sated, the touch at my jewel was merely making me twitch with passion, though I knew the constant stroking would soon become unbearable again. More worrisome were the slick tendrils that were slowly easing in and out of my depths. The smooth tentacles took up a gentle rhythm, withdrawing almost completely before sliding back inside again in a deep, rolling undulation. Against my will, my hips took up the same cadence and I was making breathy little cries of rising delight before I even had a chance to reassess my situation.
As though to lock in the deal, I could feel several tendrils moving around either side of my torso. I groaned when they started curling around my breasts and headed inward to my nipples.
"AHHH! Ughnnn!  MMMM....MMMM...." I panted as the stiff points of flesh were engulfed by the slippery fingers and teased mercilessly. This new stimulus, as well as the slow penetration and finally the ever present motion on my clitoris, was quickly dragging me closer to yet another orgasm. I knew that I wouldn't be able to resist for long, and already, part of me didn't want to. Here I was, being raped into exhaustion by an alien life form, and I actually found myself wanting it.
"Nooo...ughmmm..." I moaned. My body betrayed my mind however, and was undulating back against the slow thrusting in an effort to increase the pace. But if the Creepers were anything, they were patient. "F-f-fuuuuck... Ugh! Ugnnn..." I was loosing it, big time. I just couldn't fight against that much focused arousal. If it had stimulated me more evenly I might have had a chance, but it stuck to a pinpoint attack that was pure torment. The harder I resisted, the worse it got and the longer I suffered. I was just starting to clench my muscles against the orgasm I knew was about to bury me, when something felt different. There was a bulge, or a pressure against my sex, and with one final deep thrust, the swell traveled down the length of my tunnel and erupted from the ends of the tendrils as a hot wash of fluid, spraying into my body and filling me to overflowing.
It was too much. The sensation of the alien coming inside me was just too overwhelming and my eyes rolled back. My orgasm let loose and I shook and twisted in the grip of the bonds holding me. I wanted to scream, but all that would come out was a staccato gasping for air as I was held in ecstasy for an eternity. I was vaguely aware of my surroundings, and that the flow of the oily secretion being pumped into my depths continued for nearly half a minute before slowing. I was also aware of a strange fuzzy warmth that was inching up my body from my pelvis. I never fully came down from my ecstasy before the odd feeling stretched over my breasts; causing my nipples to pulse to the rapid beat of my heart, and then up my neck. When it hit my brain, I almost blacked-out.
"Gah! Ughnnnnnnnnn...." A heavy sedation settled over me, causing my body to slow and sag. My face became lax, my eyes half-lidded and unfocused. My mouth hung open and silent save for heavily labored gasps for air. And yet, through it all I was stunningly aware. I could still feel the edges of my orgasm, of which this new feeling was not a part, and was conscious of the room around me, or at least the floor, as my head gently sagged down so that I was staring at the pool of slime on the ground beneath me. Long viscous drips of the slime, no doubt mixed with my own juices, continued to drip from my quivering body and add to the pool. And suddenly I understood.
I felt drugged because I was. The Creeper hadn't just come in me, it had ejaculated a torrent of slime right into the membranous tissues of my sex; the same slime that hadn't been effective in smaller amounts on my outer surface, was now being forced almost directly into my bloodstream in massive quantities. And sure enough, just under the euphoric anesthetization, there was the sensation of being wrapped in cotton, as though my consciousness was being pressed into some kind of thick, resistant barrier. My will was being subjugated.
Suddenly frightened, I was momentarily able to struggle again as a surge of adrenaline pulsed through my body and pushed back the fuzziness a bit.
"ughnnnnnooooo..." I said faintly. I twisted and pulled at the fleshy tentacles that held me, but it was a pathetic effort. I was stuck tight and going nowhere. As if mocking me, I noticed that the Creeper had ceased its plundering of my body. I could still feel the tendrils buried deep in my sex, but they weren't moving. Neither was the soft pressure on my clitoris.
"Wh-wh-what are you up toOOOHHH! AHHH!" Quite suddenly, the tendril on my jewel stroked me lightly. I was amazed that I was still so sensitive, and nearly pulled my arms from their sockets trying to get away from the renewed torture.
"Oh shit, oh shit, ughnnnn!" It was just as before. By lightly grazing my center, the creature was starting the pattern all over again, only this time I was already highly aroused and still under the influence of the last barrage of zombie drugs. They were fading quickly, but nowhere near out of my system.
Just as before, the Seducer lived up to its name and played with me until I was literally trembling. Only then did it start to move the phallic tendrils, fucking me slowly but deeply, just as it had the last time.
"AHHH! NO! UGHNN! UGHNN! UGHNN!" With each thrust I was pushed closer and closer to orgasm. I was angry with my own weakness, and for the first time terrified of what the creature was doing to me. It wasn't long before I felt the queasiness of imminent rapture.
"Y-Y-You f-fucking bastard... ughn!! AHHH! AHHH! N-NOOO! UGHNN!!"
I knew it was too late when I felt the swell of the tendrils within me. A moment later, the Creeper let loose another load of the warm oil inside me and my world tumbled. Massive ecstasy caused my whole body to lock up, but that didn't last long as the drugs worked quickly into my body and began sedating me again. Inch by inch, I was slowly immobilized. When the euphoria reached my head, I once again found myself staring at the floor, my body almost entirely limp. That, however, did nothing to lessen the effect of my orgasm, which was still raging. In fact, the alien creature raping me seemed to have decided to change tactics again. Instead of letting me come down from my bliss, it was deepening its strokes, and with every thrust I felt as though I were being pushed deeper and deeper into that thick barrier. Soon the attention at my nipples fell into sync, and finally the quick caresses of my jewel. About once a second the Seducer pulsed into me, never slowing or tiring, and never letting me come down. The flow to the floor seemed excessive and I realized to my horror that each time the creature penetrated me now, it was releasing more fluid. In other words, it wasn't going to let the levels of its will-shattering intoxicant in my blood stream fade while it continued to pound me into bliss again, and again, and again.
Trapped in my prison of pleasure, I couldn't even curse as it had me from behind over and over. I simply hung there like a marionette, my body jerking forward each time it thrust into me. I came about once a minute for what seemed like hours, but I knew it couldn't have been that long. And with each moment of ecstasy, I felt myself pressed just a little deeper through the barrier. Down... down... down... until suddenly, there was a release... and I slipped through. The Seducer noticed at once, and slowed its rhythm, still stimulating me, but leveling off. It also wasn't pouring the hot oil into my honey anymore. A few minutes later it quietly slipped out of me and gently lowered my body to the floor, releasing me.
Panting, it was a while before I could even move, but finally, still tingling from the sex, I was free to reach for my shotgun. Only I didn't. Instead, I sat up and looked around. There was a strange whispering sound in my ears, and I had this sudden urge to go to the park in the center of the city. So, standing, and being careful of the slippery fluids all over the floor, I ignored the gun and headed to the front door.
"NO!" I screamed in my head as I watched my body unlock the six bolts and then leave the portal open as I marched naked down three flights of stairs. Utter despair gripped me as I realized fully what was happening. I was a zombie. Like the hundred of other females I had seen walking toward the city center, I too was now unable to stop myself as I stepped out of my building and began my trek. I never ever saw anyone coming the other way, so I knew my little outing in the nude was going to be my last. I had no idea what I expected to find, but given the vileness of the creature that had just fucked away my will, it couldn't be good. I fought to push back through the barrier without the slightest success, and after awhile I just gave up. When I did so, it felt like I was sinking into some kind of black tar, but at that point I didn't care. My body was no longer mine.
... And then I found myself standing at the edge of a line of trees. Just in front of me was a bright light and a massive object that my brain told me was impossible. Like an over-sized inverted pyramid, the mammoth Var-Lish ship waited while dozens of human females slowly made their way like cattle up what was obviously a loading ramp. But not me. It took me a  moment to understand that I didn't want to go there, and that my body was not acting on its own anymore. I was somehow whole and back on the right side of the mental barrier.
Perhaps when the drugs had worn off I had crossed back over, or maybe the sight of the alien ship had snapped me out of my zombie state. I'd never know, but accepting my good fortune, I ducked and then quietly headed back to the suburbs. I saw dozens of Seducers, but my luck held and they ignored me. Back at my loft, I very carefully moved inside and snagged my shotgun. Then, I did a VERY thorough search. I was half hoping to find the Creeper, but the little shit had already gone off, probably in search of some other straggler. I locked up, cleaned up, and counted myself very very lucky to have survived yet another attack. If I had 'awakened' just five minutes later... Next time, I doubted I would be so fortunate.
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Rinowa's Prison
This started as a writing exercise using a very specific style. Only two character's names are ever mentioned in the story. I have to admit that writing in a different level of general modesty was a lot more difficult than I thought it would be, and although I personally had a great time with this one, it really didn't go over so well online.
“Princess! We have not yet finished your lesson for the day...”
“Oh yes we have!” exclaimed the bristling redheaded teen as she stormed from the drawing room, tossing aside her notebook and quills. “I’m tired of your pointless, boring drills and mundane history.”
“But your father...” started the woman still seated at the desk in the center of the large room.
“Can lock me in my room forever for all care!” she screamed, interrupting the woman. “It would hardly be any different than having to spend my life in this damn castle!”
Slamming the door to the study, she caught the back of her gown on an ornate gold filigree affixed to the portal and tore the heavy fabric right up the side. She yanked the cloth free and smirked. The dress no doubt cost a fortune, but since it was merely like so much other decoration within the palace, she couldn’t care less. She actually smirked and grinned wickedly at the brazen way her bare petticoat now showed at the split, which went all the way up to her upper thigh. Her dressmaiden, would be sputtering in distress for days if she knew she was cavorting around the castle in such a revealing state... Which was exactly why she was going to ignore the damage.
In her fit of rage, Rinowa gave little thought to where she was headed, and simply ran. She had explored nearly every nook and crevasse of the huge palace at one point or another since she had been old enough to walk. As big as the place was, it still felt like a tiny cage to someone who had never stepped beyond its walls. Still, it was no surprise that she found herself some five minutes later, standing in front of the massive metal doors that led to the basement levels of the palace, and the realm of the Djinn. She had never been down there, of course. No one but her father was permitted to pass through the magical barriers that held the greater demon captive beneath the castle. The Djinn was the source of her father’s power, and the force that held all the lands captive to his will.
“Good morning, Princess,” said the tall, armored guard by the door. The man was an Imperial Knight, a literal defender of the White Tower. On his shoulder was a broken crescent, a mark that indicated he had served in wartime. Unlike so much else, Rinowa knew the man was definitely not just a decoration.
“What is your name, sir?”
The Knight stared down at the girl for a few moments before answering. “Lukosh, m’lady. Knight Lieutenant Stellandar Lukosh. But my friends call me Stu.”
“I’ve not seen you here before... Stu,” she continued. “I know most of the castle guard, by now...”
“I expect you would. I’m new on the rotation. I’m serving light duty until my leg heals fully.” He tapped the side of his left thigh with a gloved hand.
She glanced at the aforementioned body part and half expected to see blood oozing from the heavy chain mail armor he wore. Instead, she found herself drawn to the bulging codpiece at his groin, her mind wandering...
“M’lady? Anything I can help you with?”
She snapped back to reality. “You don’t mind guarding the Djinn?” she asked.
Stu shrugged his shoulders. “Not much to it, actually. The door is mostly for show. The demon is held in submission by magic, or so I’m told.”
“Then why have such a large door at all?”
“I suppose it’s to set people at ease. The powers of sorcerers are rarely seen plainly, and a big door is much more impressive to the common folk.”
Rinowa looked to the huge gates and considered this. “So... the lock is just for show?”
“Well, I’m not sure I would go that far, but it’s just a latch, really. Even as big and daunting as this is,” he said, tapping the smooth, hard surface of the portal, “I doubt it would even slow down the Djinn if it were somehow able to break your father’s will.”
“My father’s will...” she repeated.
“Don’t you learn this stuff in your history classes?” he asked.
At the mention of her tutors, she turned sharply on the man. “My instructors are idiots.” she said with no small amount of venom. “They teach only what my father wants me to know, and NOTHING else.” She spat the words as though they were vile in her mouth.
“Well, I’m sure he has your best interest at heart, m’lady.”
“Then why won’t he let me out of the castle!?”
The guard looked a little embarrassed, as though they were dipping into territory he felt he really shouldn’t be talking about.
“I’m sure I don’t know, miss, but he must have his reasons. That said, I don’t think you’re missing much. It’s a nasty place beyond these walls. Disease, war... there’s certainly no shortage of evil in our world. Don’t get me wrong, there are nice places too, but in here, you’re safe. You have food and a warm bed any time you want, and you don’t have to worry someone will slit your throat for the change in your purse while you’re sleeping.”
“I don’t care,” she replied, brooding. “I still want to see it. I’d risk it all for the freedom to walk a straight mile, or climb to the top of a mountain, or wade a rushing stream!”`
Stu laughed softly. “Sounds like a lot of work to me, but perspective changes things I suppose. This here,” he indicated the whole of the palace, “is considered a pretty sweet assignment by most of the men I know. My Captain felt I earned it,” he tapped the crescent on his shoulder, “and I’m inclined to agree with him. Either way, I’m not about to complain, no offense to m’lady.”
She regarded the man again. His face, or what she could see of it from within his helmet, looked a little older than his voice implied. But his words had the feel of someone who had definitely been around.
“You’re not like most of the palace guards,” she mentioned.
“Nope,” he agreed. “I’m a soldier. It makes a difference.”
She looked back to the door. “So... care to take me on a tour behind the door, Stu?”
He actually laughed. “Sorry, Princess. No one comes out, but no one goes in either. That comes directly from your father.”
“Because of the demon?”
“Because the King says so,” he reiterated while smiling.
“Is the Djinn held by my father’s will, or isn’t he?”
“Sure. But subjugated or no, such things are not for me to decide, m’lady.”
She huffed. “You’re no fun, Stu.”
He just grinned. “You should see me off duty...” he commented with a twinkle in his eye. Then, he pointed to her skirt. “You might want to have your mistress tend to that, Princess. Wouldn’t want someone with less than admirable moral character to see you in such a state. Just wouldn’t be proper.”
She nodded once to the man and turned away, her cheeks blushing. She was sure he had seen the tear in her dress some time ago. As she made her way down the hall toward her quarters, she couldn’t stop herself from considering the guards codpiece once again... And what was behind it. She was also considering other things, like how much she wanted to know what was really beyond that big door, and how furious her father would be with her if she were to find out. That alone made her smile, and by the time she had closed herself in her own room, she had put together a simple plan to do just that.
---
Rinowa had lived within her pampered home long enough to know that the guards took their jobs very seriously. They were stupid, and single-minded, but loyal to her father. Getting one to leave his post would be impossible under normal circumstances, they were just too stubborn. Her father liked them that way. A stubborn soldier won’t deviate from his given task, even if it means he dies at his post because he wasn’t smart enough to move out of the way of something that could kill him. But Lieutenant Stellandar Lukosh was different. He was the first soldier she had met from outside the castle, and he wasn’t stupid. She knew that he had fought in at least one war, possibly more, and had survived. That takes more than just skill or luck, or even bravery. Being smart would work to her advantage, because it meant that the Lieutenant would be willing to adapt to situations and take actions that were outside his given charge.
That morning, Rinowa made sure to give her tutors nothing to complain about. She was attentive, behaved, and respectful, in as much as they expected her to be. She added just a dash of rebellion lest they suspect she were up to something.
Just after her hour of history, she quietly made her way down to the lower levels and found the sack she had left there earlier. She quickly took out the small bag of soot she had collected from her fireplace, and haphazardly smudged some on her face and clothes. She was tempted to just dump the whole thing over her head, but resisted. She wanted to look like she had been near an attack, not actually caught in a fire.
Next, she ran down the hall to the storage area nearest the portal where the Lieutenant was stationed, and retrieved the second bag from the sack. This one had flint, steel, and a bottle of black powder she had stolen from her chemistry tutor’s office shelf. He had demonstrated how volatile the substance was only a week earlier. She was about to give a little demonstration of her own.
When everything was in place, she found that starting the line of black dust was actually a lot harder than it looked. She grinned with satisfaction when her sparks finally caused the powder to flare and smoke wildly. She watched, mesmerized as the bright flame sped off toward the far side of the storage closet, and then realized that she needed to be outside that same closet before it reached the larger pile of powder. In a panic, she just had time to stand up and spin around before there was a horrendously loud thud, accompanied by a flash of light so bright that even with her back to it, she was stunned and blinded for several seconds. Heat seared across her exposed hands, but not enough to burn her. Coughing through the cloud of smoke, she quickly exited the closet, closing the door behind her, and was just thinking that the explosion was a bit of a let down, when there was a second blast that literally knocked the door she was still holding on to right off its hinges. She and the wooden door were launched back across the hallway.
Moaning, Rinowa collected herself and pushed the broken door off of her. Aside from a sore rump, she appeared to be okay. The door had taken most of the blast, and was charred on the side facing inward. Good thing she hadn’t stayed in the closet after the first explosion.
Remembering her plan, she stood as quickly as she could and jogged in the direction of the basement. Stu was standing just where she expected, but had his sword drawn and looked alarmed.
“Princess!” he exclaimed loudly when he saw her. She coughed a bit and pretended to lean on the wall for support. “Are you hurt?! What’s going on?!” He was at her side at once.
“I’m fine...” “I think we’re under attack... down the hall...”
“I’ll see to your safety, m’lady!”
The last thing she wanted was for the guard to stay with her. “NO! I mean... something exploded back there. I’m okay, really. Go after them!”
“Are you sure?! Are you positive you’re not hurt?”
She waved him off. “Go! I’ll make my way back to my room.”
“Very well, Princess. Go straight there as quickly as you can, and bolt the door, understand?”
She nodded. A second later the man turned and ran down the hallway.
“That was too easy,” she said to herself when he was out of view. Smiling, she turned to the massive doors. The latch looked complicated, but it really wasn’t. Considering what it supposedly held within, and even though the heavy gates must have been unopened for decades, they swung open easily. With a deep breath, Rinowa slipped through with no one the wiser.
The space within was a short hallway before the stairwell leading down. It was here that she was forced to make her first decision. She could be wrong, but she saw no obvious way to open the doors from the inside, which meant that once they were closed, she could very well be trapped. The alternative, of course, was to leave them ajar. She doubted that the Lieutenant would be fooled by her ruse for long, and would no doubt notice them open when he returned to his post. With a slight grimace, she pulled the doors closed. There was a soft click as they locked once again, and she was actually startled to find herself in almost complete darkness.
“Shit...” She whispered in a very unladylike way as she realized how little of her adventure she had really thought through. But there was nothing for it. She might was well try to find a torch. She still had her flint in her pocket. Turning, she stepped sideways until she found the wall, then inched forward toward the stairs. By the time she reached the topmost step, her eyes had started to adjust and she realized that she could see a faint light coming from below. She would still have to be careful, but she could see that there would be more light deeper down.
“Well, here goes...” she said to herself, and cautiously made her way down the steps. It was slow going at first, but with each footfall, the stairwell grew lighter and lighter. It also began to curve around in a slow spiral.
After a minute or so, she came to the source of the light, which was what appeared to be a shimmering pane of yellow glass that filled the stairwell from floor to ceiling. More strange, was the way that it seemed to ripple and pulse, almost as though it were made of liquid.
“How odd,” she said to herself, and before even thinking about it, reached out and touched the surface. It was warm, but not hot, and was fluid in texture, only thick, like honey. She pulled her hand back without trouble, and the surface wobbled back and forth until it settled flat once again. Her hand seemed fine.
Reaching out a second time, she pushed her fingers further into the barrier. This time, there was a soft pop and they came out on the far side, so the whole liquid wall couldn’t be more than a few inches thick. She wiggled her fingers on the far side and then pulled them back again. As before, they came free without trouble.
“Right,” she commented. Go back and make up some story about hiding from attackers, or literally push on and take a chance with the magical wall. She turned briefly to look up the stairs. It would be a waste to go back now..
Rinowa stretched as much of her body through the wall as possible before she took a deep breath, closed her eyes, and pushed her head through. The whole experience was quite unlike anything she had ever felt before, and even though she was fully clothed, there was a shocking tendency for the soft liquid pressure to feel as though it were sliding over her skin bare. But then she was through, and even her clothing was dry. She idly rubbed her belly, as she shook off the slightly odd sensations that lingered, then took a deep breath and nodded to herself.
The far side of the barrier was much like the other, and the stairs continued downward. There was a new light coming up the stairwell however, and she heard what she thought to be running water. Taking a few more steps around the curve of the decent, she saw that the passage opened up as it met the flat of the basement floor. This was it. This was where it was rumored the Djinn was kept, she thought to herself. Her heart beat wildly as she slowly took the last few steps downward and then stopped at the corner. She gasped as she stared around the edge into the large room.
Whatever she expected to find at the bottom, it was nothing like what was actually there. She had envisioned the demon, bound and in chains, dejected and weak. She thought it would be in the shape of a beast with horns, or red skin. Instead, she saw a figure seated in the center of a wondrous garden of water and glowing crystal. He was male, and of muscular build. His black hair was pulled up and held above his head by a tight ring, and his upper torso was unclothed, save for a number of armbands and bracers. His lower torso appeared to be covered by an odd skirt or extra long kilt, for she could not see his feet.
“Do not be frightened child,” it said in a deep but soft voice that so startled her that she jumped and nearly ran back up the stairs. “Please, come out where I may see you better. You have come this far...” There was a gentle mirth in his words, and although Rinowa was more nervous than she had ever been in her life, she wasn’t afraid, and said so.
“I’m not frightened,” she explained as she stepped out and stood in the open. “Just cautious... and curious.”
“Indeed,” replied the demon. “And how interesting. You really do not know fear, do you? How is that possible?”
She took a few steps forward, trying to get a better look at him. “I have lived my whole life within the castle walls, my every need met. What would I fear?”
The creature was silent for a bit, thinking. “Then we share something in common... I too am a prisoner.”
“I’m not some criminal,” answered the Princess, frowning. She still wasn’t close enough to see the man-thing’s face clearly.
“No? You stay in the castle of your own free will?”
She thought about it. “I... I’m not allowed to leave.”
“Then you are a prisoner.” It said simply, and with what she decided was a slight bit of sadness.
“May I really come closer? I wish to see you.”
“Of course!” it replied.
She took another step forward. “You won’t... eat me?”
“Eat you? Child, I’ve not had a single visitor in nearly a dozen years. Why on earth would I eat you? I am relishing every word that you utter!”
Rinowa carefully stepped through the strange garden, stepping over thick roots and small pools of clear water. A soft moss covered most of the spaces between, and the short crystal trees illuminated everything with a cool bluish glow. Finally, when she was about twenty meters from the humanoid, she stopped and realized that she had grossly underestimated the size of the demon. Now that she had a bit more to use as a scale, she could see that he would stand at least eight feet high, possibly more.
“You... you’re really big,” she said a little nervously.
The creature actually put his head back and laughed aloud, his voice echoing to the far corners of the massive room that was his cell. Now that she was closer, she could see some of the details of his face. He was certainly human in appearance, but his ears were gently pointed. His eyes were not like a man’s, but slitted, like that of a cat. They also glowed a soft yellow, with blue reflected from the crystals around him. There were an abundance of piercings through his nose, ears and even his lips, and as he bellowed, she saw that many of his teeth were pointed and sharp.
“As a captive in this castle, I must restrict my size, but out in the open air...” He closed his eyes and took a deep breath through his nose, as though remembering times past. “I could be as big as a mountain, and yet float on a summer’s breeze...”
She moved still closer, admiring the deep bronze color of his skin, and the way his powerful muscles rippled when he moved. Seeing his bare torso also caused a different feeling to stir in her, one that she was entirely unfamiliar with.
“You are a Djinn?”
“I am.”
“And how is it then, that you have come to be here, locked under my father’s castle?”
The demon’s eyes grew briefly wide in surprise, but quickly returned to normal. “You are the Princess, then. Do you not know the story? Do they no longer teach such matters to those of the royal court? Have I been forgotten?”
She shrugged her shoulders. “I know what they say, but a lesson in history does not make a truth.”
He made a brief exaltation of approval and nodded. “You are wise, my dear. History is always changed by those that tell the story.”
“Yes. And unfortunately, I have little choice who I listen to...”
The demon considered this, his nostrils flaring as he slowly took two deep breaths. “Would you like to hear my story then? The tale right from the source?”
“There’s no guarantee that you will be any less biased.” She answered almost at once.
“True,” he conceded. “But I have no reason to lie to you. You are not the prisoner here... you are my honored guest.”
“You... cannot leave? For some reason I just assumed that you stayed because my father commanded it.”
Once again the demon leaned back and bellowed with laughter in a way that caused tingles to travel up and down Rinowa’s spine. “Perhaps the tale then, to give you better understanding. Please, be comfortable, Princess...”
At his words, she heard something just behind her, and turning, her eyes grew wide at the sight of what appeared to be growing right out of the ground. A glowing slab of crystal assembled itself into a throne-like chair, complete with back and armrests, and gilded with complex and beautiful patterns and color such that it caused her breath to catch. Clapping, she grinned with delight at the display.
“Is this magic then?” she asked, reaching out to touch the seat, half expecting it to pop and vanish like a bubble.
“Magic is just a term used to describe something which we do not understand,” replied the Djinn. “To you, it is magic. To me, it is as simple as breathing.”
“Simple or not, it’s beautiful. Thank you.” She collected her skirts around her and then settled into the chair, which was not cold mineral as she expected it to be, but slightly warm to the touch.
“You are... welcome. Shall I begin?”
“Please!” she answered smiling.
The demon took a deep breath, closing his eyes briefly again. Then he nodded and started to speak.
“A long time ago by human years, there existed five main tribes of men, and, as will often be the case among humans, they were at war ceaselessly. No one tribe was greater than the others, and they were all too stubborn and proud to form alliances and bring peace to the world. And so they fought. Endless battles raged for centuries, waxing and waning like the moon, with only brief moments of calm in between. And so it was, until finally, a man was born who had abilities unlike other men. Abilities that allowed him access to a realm that the other tribes had heard of only in legend. It was the realm of the Djinn, my realm.
“We demons rarely interfere in the ways of men, finding them an interesting curiosity, but hardly worthy of our attention. We certainly had no desire to be a part of their games of hate and death. Oh, you had your attractions, to be sure,” he added when he saw the Princess make a quizzical face. “Tempting... delights that called to us as much as any siren’s song. And we sampled those treasures, cautiously and in great moderation... for we had begun to see danger from your world, limitations imposed upon us while we traveled in your realm provided a weakness that the humans could exploit.”
“A weakness?” she asked, curious.
“Indeed. You see, although we are creatures of almost unlimited power, we too are bound by rules of nature and design. We can reshape your mountains by will alone; turn a calm sea into a foaming tempest at the flick of our hand, yet, we can be easily trapped and contained if we are not careful. All our power, no matter how great, can be rendered useless if we find ourselves in a space with but a single exit.”
“Wait...” she asked. “You mean, like a bottle, or a cave...”
“Or a basement.” He finished for her, nodding. “It takes only the slightest stopper or plug, wall or door, to trap us completely.”
“Is that...?”
“Your father, the great Sorcerer King, discovered this fact, and set his trap. He learned our ways, patiently waiting until one of us was drawn to the bait as a moth to flame...”
“You... You speak of yourself!”
“Indeed. And with his limited understanding of the ‘magic’ of our realm, he was able to bind me here, in this place, trapped like a common beast. Our power naturally permeates into the vessel that hold us, and so, his castle became impossible to conquer. His wounded heal much more quickly within its walls, and his harvests never fail or whither. He uses that advantage against his enemies, but not without price.”
“Price, what price?” she asked, genuinely intrigued.
“Although he has prosperity here, the rest of your world continues to suffer. War ever marches on, and while your father’s own people survive, he cannot expand beyond the range of this stronghold without loosing his advantage. For he knows that if he tries to move me, I will escape.”
Rinowa frowned as she considered the demon’s words. She knew she needed to be careful in how she felt. The Djinn’s story, while sad, would obviously be self-serving.
“And,” she asked tentatively, “can you be... freed?”
The demon tilted his head to the side as he watched her. “I can,” he explained. “The exit need only be opened for me to be able to leave. I can also be carried out in another vessel, but I should tell you, dear, that the hearts of man are open and transparent to us. I know, that no matter how moved you are by my dilemma, or how rebellious you wish to be regarding your father, ultimately you would never willingly choose to free me, for you have grown much too accustomed to your prison.”
“What... what do you mean?” she asked, feeling something unsettling for the first time since entering the basement. It was the tenor of his voice and the way he now watched her, his head slightly bowed like that of a predator.
“We are all prisoners in one way or another, Princess. The only real question is, given the choice, what we would pick as our walls.”
Rinowa heard a new sound coming from all around her. It was a soft hissing, and it instantly made her heart race uncontrollably. Her breathing quickened, and her face drained of color. Rising from her seat, she swallowed as she tried to understand what she was feeling, and as she looked into the eyes of the demon that sat before her, she finally realized... it was fear.
Her eye caught motion on the floor, and looking around her, her mouth fell open. What she thought of as roots of some plant when she had first entered the basement, were obviously nothing of the sort. The thick, dark cords that covered the ground all around her were suddenly moving. They slithered like snakes, winding through the miniature crystal trees and moss with an eerie, almost sinister motion. Something touched her foot and she jumped.
“You said you wouldn’t eat me!” she screamed as she felt a heavy loop of muscle reach around her ankle. She tried to pull away, but the powerful ribbon of flesh seemed affixed to her.
“I agreed to no such thing, but I have no intention of consuming you. You are far too precious for that. You are the daughter of the Sorcerer King, not just an heir to the throne, but a literal offspring by blood. In you, dear, dear child, is the same rare ability as was discovered by your father.”
“Wha... What are you talking about?!” She nearly fell over as her other foot was wound up in a living limb of muscle.
“You still don’t see? Must I make it so plain? You are a sorceress, Rinowa. Like your father, you too have the ability to manipulate the elements of my domain. It was for this reason alone that you were able to pass through the defenses that keep me locked here, that your father put in place to prevent anyone from ever coming here and freeing me, even on accident.”
“The liquid window of yellow glass...” she said to herself, finally understanding. She was brought back to the moment as the grip around her left ankle slid upward along her calf. She couldn’t see the heavy, snake-like tentacle under the fabric of her skirt, but she was very aware of how it moved and shifted around her leg. It was a slow, sensuous motion, almost as though it were teasing her flesh as it climbed her.
“Yes,” replied the demon. “The barrier that traps me here no matter how much power I put against it, you may pass through at will.”
Looking around her, Rinowa saw many more of the thick shoots, all slowly headed in her direction.
“What are you going to do with me?!” she demanded, panic starting to settle in.
“You are still unaware, even after all I have explained... You are so naive, so innocent... so tempting. I am drawn to you, Princess... like a moth to flame.”
Rinowa’s eyes widened at his words. “No...” she whispered, the magnitude of her situation finally becoming clear.
“The divine delights of the feminine form,” he continued as several of the new tentacles reached her, lifting up around her helplessly trapped body. “The joys of carnal pleasure only experienced in the flesh of a young woman at her prime... ready... ripe...”
“NO!!” she screamed and renewed her efforts to break her feet free of the powerful grip that held her immobile. Something touched her from behind, winding around her waist. She looked down and saw the end of one of the slithering limbs resting on her belly, its head like a bulging slug of pure muscle. The underside must have been composed of hundreds, even thousands of smaller wriggling tendrils that she could see extending from the sides, and feel even through the fabric of her dress. The crawling mass caused her to shudder in revulsion, and she batted at it with her hands, trying to shoo it away as it slowly tightened around her. Rinowa actually yelped in terror when yet another tentacle curled around her left arm, conforming itself to her shape and winding up her limb until the head settled into her palm, a multitude of worm-like tendrils literally engulfing her fingers. The underside of the tentacles were dripping with a warm, slime-like ooze that further enhanced the illusion that she had just sunk her hand into a slippery pail of worms.
“YAAAAA!” she cried out, desperate to break away from the alien touch. Distracted, she was caught completely off guard as her other arm was entwined in a similar way and pulled down to her side. “Oh, no, no, no...” She whimpered, now completely trapped. The grip of the tentacles around her legs had extended to above her knees before she felt them begin to lift her. Struggling was pointless, but Rinowa recoiled anyway as she was raised several meters into the air and forward. When she realized she was moving toward the demon, she started to hyperventilate. Closer and closer she came, all the while his eyes watched her every expression, until at last she was less than a meter away. She could literally feel the warmth of the other’s body radiating against her face like the coals of an old fire, and his deep musky scent filled her nostrils. Surprisingly, she did not find the odor offensive, and instead discovered that even through her fear, it stirred something deep within her belly, something that caused her own nostrils to flare and her breath to catch.
“You are indeed a wonder to behold,” he commented, his cat-like eyes traveling down her body. “And you come in such pretty packaging. A lovely present to unwrap...”
Just as she realized what he meant, she felt something at her back. It was the same kind of wriggling pressure that encompassed each of her hands and crawled over her abdomen, but the worm-like tendrils seemed to have a purpose beyond merely disgusting her. When the first button at the top of her dress slipped from its loop, she gasped. A moment later another popped free, then a third.
“You bastard!” she wailed, anger mixing with her fear and revulsion as she understood what he meant to do to her. She flailed against the bonds that held her, screaming and snarling until her strength failed her and she sagged forward, panting and spent. By that time, the tiny slippery fingers had finished their work, including the ties at the base of her back, leaving the dress hanging open behind her from her neck down.
“Nooo,” she moaned, weakly. “Please... I... I’ll let you out. Just let me go and I’ll release you, I swear...”
“How quickly humans lose their greater sense of purpose when confronted by their own mortality. No, my dear. Even if I believed you would keep your promise, you do not yet have the skills needed to remove the barrier created by your father.”
The appendage at her back slipped in under the dress on the left side and was joined by a second limb doing the same on the right. Together they crawled around her bare arms and held her while the original pair of limbs loosened. Finally, the tentacle at her belly slithered up to her collar and gripped the front of her garment so that the other cords of muscle could extract her arms from the sleeves. The net effect was that she was held just as firmly, but the whole of her dress was now free and loose. She started to whimper as it slid downward of its own weight.
Horrified to be seen in just her corset and petticoats, Rinowa blushed deeply and looked away. She could hardly imagine a greater humiliation than being exposed before the demon Djinn. But there was nothing she could do, and so she forced her fear into anger and turned to glare at the beast holding her. Now, however, with the bulk of her dress gone, she had a better view of the lower half of the creature. What she saw confused her at first, and when she finally understood clearly what her brain was reluctant to accept, she let loose a shivering scream of terror. The thick root-like tentacles all converged to form that which she had first taken to be a skirt or kilt, which meant that the snake-like things holding her bound in the air were not some random detached creatures that the Djinn was controlling, they were his limbs. He alone was molesting and stripping her of her clothing!
The absolute unearthliness of his lower half was just too much. Worse, she had just begun to think that the demon’s upper torso was actually appealing in a purely instinctive way, but now, she could not reconcile that with his lower form. Shivering, she continued to beg for her freedom.
“P-please... let me go... I... I don’t want this...”
“The life you knew is over, child,” he explained as more of the tentacles reached for her. One went behind her to the top of her corset, while another slid sensuously over her hip to her lower back and the ties of her petticoats. “You must accept your fate...”
“But WHY?! You don’t have to do this! Let me be, please!” The worm-like fingers made quick work of the bows of her corset, and she felt the ease of breathing return. She sighed with relief as she always did when she was released from the constraining wrap, then remembered that its removal would leave her in just her chemise. Then when her outer petticoat fell away, she squealed and struggled anew. The action only made things worse, however, as it shifted her inner petticoat, which had also been loosened, off her hips. The garment dropped to meet its twin, and with the removal of her corset, left her in only her chemise and pantaloons.
“You lecherous cretin!” she bellowed. “How dare you! Is this all you are, just a perverted, uneducated monster?!”
Suddenly, Rinowa was jerked forward. She closed her eyes tight and braced herself for the worst, but after a moment of silence she opened them again... and immediately wished she hadn’t. Her face was only inches from the Djinn’s, his eyes fixed on hers, which widened in surprise at the other’s beauty and complexity. She took a single deep breath and held it while he spoke.
“I have memorized the face of a thousand mountain ranges, and tasted the waters of every major river in the world. I can sing the songs of the stars in a hundred different languages, and can perform calculations of arithmancy that would take you and every scholar in this world a thousand years to complete... yet you call ME uneducated?!” He laughed aloud, the force of his breath literally blowing back her hair.
“Oh, sheltered child... You know NOTHING. Unlike you, I was not born and raised within the walls of a false utopia, a flat and featureless fantasy that pretends perfection while the rest of the world wallows in needless and endless rage! I have sampled the world before men, when it was still the pristine jewel of limitless beauty. I KNOW what it could be again, if only there were someone willing to put an end to the death and decay instead of hiding like a coward.
“And what does it say to you, that with all the limitless power and knowledge that we Djinn hold, that it is the beauty and grace of the mortal human female that entices and captivates us? That above all things, we long to hear the soft sighs of pleasure and witness the fevered flush of ecstasy at a woman’s peaking moment?”
Rinowa’s heart beat so strong and loud that she was certain the demon could hear it within her chest. His brazen words were shocking, but also wildly stirring in a way that was completely unfamiliar to her. She knew she should be repulsed by the creature and its slippery appendages, but oddly, she wasn’t. What she first took to be disgust, she now knew was something else entirely, something that both frightened and excited her.
“I have spent many of your lifetimes studying this fine art,” he continued. “I have practiced and honed my skills with more women than you could count in a night, learned every technique. I know ways to please a female that no human male has even considered, let alone perfected. I can bring you to heights of pleasure that most women only dream of, and arouse your body in ways that will leave you shaking and utterly spent, yet desperate for more.”
Remembering to breathe, Rinowa swallowed with nervousness. The demon’s glowing eyes were still fixed on hers, and she knew he could see straight into her soul. She looked away.
“Y-your words seek only to seduce me, b-b-but I will not give in to you...”
“No?” he replied, grinning. “Do you really think that you can resist me, child?”
Some part of her anger rekindled itself and she turned back and met the demon’s gaze again.
“I am not some simpleton whore! I am the daughter of the King and a member of the Royal Court! I won’t be swayed by your honeyed words!”
The Djinn regarded her closely, squinting slightly as he peered into her deep green eyes.
“Hmmm... As sheltered as you are, you are indeed unlike other women. You posses a strength beyond yourself... But, you WILL give in to me, Princess,” he pronounced with a harder tone. “Within the hour you will taste your first bliss, for I know that you have not yet been with a man, even though you have taken the ritual of the Maidenhead to ease your wedding night. So pampered are you, that even that sweet pain has been denied you. I AM going to seduce you, and for your arrogance, I will do it slowly, in steps, drawing out your need until you are literally begging me to take you...”
“Never!” she spat in denial.
“You may be a Princess, but I smell your arousal already,” he said, the long extensions of his lower torso shifting her position despite her feeble protest. He effortlessly moved her arms up above her head, stretching her body before him.
He reached out with his left hand and very gently placed his fingers at the top of her chemise. Her breath caught at the more human touch, and a soft warmth spread over her face and neck. His delicately grazing contact dropped down to rest at the gentle slope of her breast. There, it slid to the side, lightly caressing the swell of her chest until it had curled under and was just supporting the fullness of her.
“Ahhh...” She gasped, surprised by the sudden heat that seemed to wash over her torso.
“Such simple contact, and already your body hungers for more,” he said softly, no longer watching her eyes, but rather her lightly covered bosom. “Go ahead and look, Rinowa... See how your nipples deny your own resistance.”
And she did look, and was shocked at how pronounced and visible the tips of her breasts were under the thin cotton of her chemise. Confused and overwhelmed, the girl began to worry. But her distress turned directly to panic when she felt the demon’s other hand alight upon her naked abdomen. It was moving upward almost at once, until she watched it glide right under the garment at her chest. Her vision actually wavered when his warm fingers cupped her right mound bare.
“Ughnn! Oh g-god... mmmm... no...”
The Djinn chuckled. “See. You’re just as human as any other female. Your body knows what it likes. You can’t resist it. It’s going to consume you. Slowly...” He whispered the last, gently lifting her chemise. “And without your consent...” She saw the garment catch briefly at her swollen nipples. “Your own lust will betray you...”
Her chemise slipped up over her breasts, the lacy edge of the fabric causing her to shiver slightly with pleasure as it traveled over her nipples and was collected in the demon’s fingers at the top of her chest.
“No...” she said weakly, looking away again as she panted. She felt faint and dizzy, and yet excited at the same time. She knew that what she was feeling was arousal, but the sensation was so new to her that she had no idea how to react to it, or how to resist its effect on her.
The garment was drawn upward over her head until it met one of the slug-like appendages wrapped around her arms. The thin tendrils took hold of it and continued to slide it up until it was gone from view.
“Does it bother you so much that my eyes feast upon your nakedness?” he asked, lifting and turning her body slightly.
“It... it means nothing,” she lied, still looking away.
The Djinn chuckled. “You are glorious to behold... A true treasure. Your breasts are full and firm, your skin as fair and unblemished as new fallen snow. And even though you have lived a coddled life, you are strong and lean. Your beauty would be wasted on a human lover...”
“I’m NOT your lover!” she proclaimed loudly.
He turned her so that he could once again look in her eyes.
“You have no idea what that means, do you? You have not even yet sampled the joys of your own body... How delightful! I will lead you on an adventure, exploring every inch of your femininity, igniting your passions one by one until you are aflame with pleasure. I will very much enjoy seeing the surprise in your eyes as I reveal your own points of lust to you. You do not yet know how much ecstasy you are capable of... but you will.”
She felt her face flush again at his words.
“Few human females have ever understood their true power,” he explained as he raised his hand and lightly caressed the side of her bare torso. “Every curve of your form, every subtle rise and fall of your flesh,” his fingers traveled smoothly over her breasts and just grazed her nipples, instantly causing her to gasp. “... Every tiny utterance from your lips, has more power than all the magic of the Djinn.” The hand slid down her side to her waist, where it was joined by the other. There, he turned her forward again and she found herself staring into his eyes once more. “For though I can strike down an army of thousands with ease, I am incapable of changing the hearts of men. But you... There is no limit to your influence, for man has no resistance to your charms. It is time...”
“Wha...? Wait! Oh god...”
The demon’s hands slowly moved down to her hips where they played along the top of her pantaloons. At his feathery touch, she felt a fluttering in her belly, and lower. There was an odd warmth deep inside her, and for a moment she thought that perhaps she had wet herself.
The Djinn inhaled, slowly, deeply. “What you feel is your body preparing itself to receive me,” he commented while he continued to play his fingers just under the edge of the last garment covering her. “Already, it knows you have no will to resist. Fight as you might, your flesh desires my touch...”
“No! You lie! I shall never want you!” she exclaimed, struggling feebly to pull away from his tantalizing exploration. And yet, she could not deny that some part of her found the pressure pleasurable... And did want more.
And then he was at the bow, drawing the tie with excruciating slowness, until all at once she felt her pantaloons go loose around her waist.
“No...” she whimpered helplessly as the thin garment finally slipped over the swell of her hips and down her legs, leaving her completely naked before the demon. She closed her eyes in heavy denial of her situation, willing it all to be just a bad dream. But when the Djinn let his fingers ever so lightly brush over the fine hairs of her womanhood, they flew open once again.
“Ahhh!” she gasped, completely stunned by the sensitivity of her own body. She knew that when she washed herself, she would sometimes feel a pleasurable sensation when she touched that part of her body, but this... His fingers had only just grazed over her, not even making contact with her flesh. She gasped again, as he drew his digits back over her a second time. Confused by the complete lack of control of her body, as well as the new sensations, Rinowa swallowed nervously. She could feel the wetness within her begin to drip down the inside of her thighs. She blushed in embarrassment but then realized that there was a similar sensation on her arms. The honey-like slime that covered the underside of the demon’s tentacles appeared to be increasing... and traveling down her arms as ticklish runnels. Confused, she watched as several trails made their way to her shoulders, and headed down her sides, back, and chest. She shivered as one in particular inched around the side of her left breast. But before it could descend further, the Djinn reached up and intercepted it with his fingers. She jumped at his touch, and watched in aroused fascination as he lightly spread it inward over the swell of her bosom. She noticed he was watching her, and so met his gaze just as he moved his slippery coated digits over her nipple.
“Ughn! Ahh!” she cried, sucking in her breath sharply. Then, realizing how easily she was being seduced, she looked away, biting her lip against the pleasure. But it was no good. He lingered at the swollen bud, very gently catching it between his large fingers. She couldn’t help but turn her eyes to her chest again when the creature added increasing pressure to the nub as he rolled it loosely between his thumb and fingers. A sweet, almost unbearably wonderful pain fanned out from her nipple and caused her whole body to jerk in shock. Her voice was literally sucked away as she gasped in surprise and delight. She had no idea that tweaking her nipples so could cause her such pleasure, and stared in stunned awe as the bit of flesh actually swelled further under his touch, literally pulsing with the beat of her pounding heart.
But then, Rinowa found herself rotating as the Djinn turned her body to face the other direction. His fingers never lost contact, his hand reaching around with her so that by the time she had been pivoted to face the way she had come in, his massive arm reached around her body in a loose hug. She quivered in surprise when she felt his warm breath on the back of her neck, his powerful torso at her back.
“Do the natural oils from my limbs excite you, Princess?” he asked as he brought his other arm around her body and then let his hands slip up over her breasts, cupping her while he quietly spread the slippery nectar over her chest.
“It... d-d-disgusts me...” she replied through gritted teeth as she tried to resist the intense sensations of pleasure that threatened to drive her crazy.
He laughed softly as he brought his mouth close to her ear, whispering. “Humans are such lousy liars...”
The Princess was shocked at the amount of thick fluid that flowed down over her body, as well as its effect on her libido. The substance itself warmed her flesh and left a feeling not unlike an embarrassed flush everywhere it touched. On her nipples, it tingled as though it had a life of its own. Even without the demon’s slow massage, it left her breathless and light-headed. With his constantly roaming attentions, she found herself quivering uncontrollably. The slow runnels curved down her belly and back, over her hips, and down over her apex. It gradually eased down her thighs, and finally completed its journey as it met the limbs wrapped around her legs. The Djinn continued to tease her, his hands smoothing over the expanse of her abdomen and her hips. Finally, they slowed as they came together at the slight swell of her Mons. She closed her eyes tight, and fought with all her will to ignore the feathery caresses that slipped down into the twin creases of her upper thighs. To her great relief, he did not reach inward to the petals of her flower as she expected him to. Instead, she found herself turning again, only this time, her body was held close by the demon. She could not help but open her eyes again, but gasped at his face next to hers, his smooth cheek brushing against her own.
“Are you afraid yet, Princess?” he asked, softly, seductively.
“Yes...” She replied in a breathy whisper.
He sighed. “Will you give in to me?” His hands, now at her back, reached into her hair, forcibly tilting her head back, such that she suddenly found herself staring hard into the Djinn’s eyes.
She took several heavy breaths. “N-no...” She answered defiantly.
“So be it.” He said with an air of finality.
Confused, Rinowa felt herself moving backwards until she was a meter or so from the demon. Hearing the slithering sounds of his tentacles moving around her she looked down, just in time to see two thick ropes of flesh reach in over her hips and slip between her thighs. She shrieked and tried to tighten the muscles of her legs in order to keep them from passing through and then winding around her legs at the knees, but the creature’s slick oil made it impossible. And then he was changing her position again.
To her relief, he brought down her arms, which was much more comfortable, though they were quickly pushed behind her back. To her surprise, however, she felt herself being folded, her knees brought up while her body was held firm. When he was done, she could just see his face over her kneecaps. His expression of solemn seriousness never changed, and all at once she felt the tentacles at her knees start to apply pressure outward. Her breath caught when she realized he was parting her thighs.
“NO!” she shrieked. “Stop that! No, no...” She tried desperately to hold her legs closed, but slowly, inescapably, they were gradually pulled open in front of the Djinn, fully exposing her most private flesh. She struggled and twisted in her bonds, but it only tired her further. He lifted her, drawing her forward again at the same time, and Rinowa’s eye’s grew wide. He moved her until her thighs passed to either side of his head, and his face was level with her apex, and only inches away.
No man had ever seen her bare, let alone ogled her flower with such obvious lasciviousness. She panted through gritted teeth as she blushed from her head on down.
“Magnificent,” he commented, staring right into her.
“Retch!”
He met her gaze, and squinted, frowning slightly in disapproval. Then, without warning, he inhaled and sent a warm breath of air right between her legs. The girl’s eyes fluttered with uncontrolled delight and her hips and torso shook in stunning arousal until the moment had passed, her mind continuing to spin, dizzy with waves of lust.
His hands reached up and slid along the curves of her rear, causing an almost painful tickle at the top of her buttocks before reaching back over her thighs. He continued to stare up into her eyes as he slowly drew her forward, closer and closer. Rinowa held her breath, her heart pounding wildly. She was almost unaware that she was being laid back slightly into a reclining position. But she knew the moment his first kiss landed at the top of her cleft and just left of center. She cried out and tried to pull away from the fiery spark of pleasure, but he followed her, landing another on the right side, and then another on the inside of her thigh. She felt her face go hot and the wetness within her re-blossom anew.
“Ughnn! Oh! God, p-please.... stop... ughmmm... no... mmmm...” she moaned. With each gentle kiss, her body was drawn further and further from her control. Her hips seemed to have a mind of their own, angling away upon meeting with his lips, but then rolling back, as if daring him for more. On and on he placed his soft lips to her apex until she was literally squirming and groaning. The placement was maddening, and she hated herself for wanting him to strike her center. She felt an intense need to have his lips move to that one place he was obviously avoiding.
“Give yourself to me, Rinowa...” he requested, his warm breath flowing over her and causing her hips to tremble.
“N-n-no.... ughnn!”
“Either way, we both know you are going to let go eventually,” he whispered, placing another kiss at the side of her Mons. “Why not enjoy it instead of making me torment you?”
“Ughmmm! I won’t!... ahhh! Ahhh!”
“Perhaps a more potent taste of what you are up against will change your mind...”
At his words, Rinowa refocused just in time to see him reach up with his hands and gently open her, pulling back her petals and exposing her pink, moist flesh beneath.
“Ahh! Wait!!... UGHNN! UGHNN! AHHHH!”
His mouth moved forward and settled over her, his tongue darting out and flicking right into her tunnel. A pleasure unlike any she had ever experienced lashed out at her, completely taking her breath away. Her body strained to the point of pain against the limbs holding her in place, but she couldn’t pull away from the torturous sensations that were causing a deep building in her middle, almost like her internal organs were coiling up like a living spring.
At last, he drew his eyes up to hers one last time before his attention moved slightly higher as well, the fullness of his hot tongue settling over the button of her clitoris. Instantly, it was as though her whole body had been dipped in liquid ecstasy, and the spring in her middle released its full energy in the form of sexual bliss. Curls and flashes of light appeared in the air in front of her, and time itself seemed to stop as all else, every care or fear or conscious thought was washed right out of her head by the wave of joy.
She remembered crying out, and then thrashing her head back and forth in helpless wonderful agony, but how long she gasped and screamed and twisted in his grip she could not say. When she regained herself, she looked down into her lap, exhausted, with half-lidded eyes and saw the demon watching her, grinning.
“Wh-what did you j-just do to me...? Was it s-some magic spell?” she asked feebly, her body still too weak to do more than hang there.
He chuckled. “Magic? Perhaps magic of a different kind. You are extraordinary at your moments. I forced upon you an orgasm, my dear... One of a great many you shall have before we are through.”
She started to panic. “Many?! Oh god...” If one was enough to leave her spent and dizzy, how would she bear more? “I had no idea I could feel such things...” she added, truthfully.
“Such are the pleasures of a woman,” he replied, his fingers lightly tracing the edges of her flower, causing her to twitch and jump. “And your limits will be tested today, I assure you. Do you now see the situation you are in, Princess? If you will but give in to me, I will make your torment brief...”
There was more of a pause, and the girl considered his words. “No,” she said, finally, her voice filled with fear. “I... I won’t give in to you...”
Again the demon sighed. “You are stubborn, I will grant you that. So be it, I shall reveal another level of your demise. Look and see, child...”
Rinowa did not need to look, but did anyway. From below her, a half dozen long tentacles were slowly crawling around her body. They slithered over her shoulders, around her sides, and over her hips, several completely encircling her torso before settling hungrily over her breasts and belly. In moments, she was nearly covered from her chin to her Mons in slippery wriggling tendrils that she knew wanted nothing more than to arouse her... And they were already doing a very good job.
“You see, I need not use my more human methods to tantalize you, especially when these appendages are so much more suited to the task.” The two flattened tentacles over her breasts massaged and played with her orbs in shocking ways, wrapping around her nipples sucking and pulling on them. They were under her as well, tickling and caressing her back and buttocks. But once again, even through the nearly overwhelming flush of new pleasure, she saw that the demon had chosen not to touch her apex. As before, he was saving that last bit of her for something special. When she saw what it was, she nearly screamed.
“Oh, god...ummm... no... no please! Wait!...”
Rising up between her spread thighs was another tentacle. Like the others, this one was round on top, but mostly flattened on the bottom. Now though, she had a good look at the underside, which was made up entirely of smaller, worm-like tendrils. The great writhing mass was mesmerizing to look at, with the thousands of tiny fingers swirling and rolling in waves and pulses. Her heart thundered in her own ears when she realized that the limb was slowly curling down toward her center, its glistening fingers hungry and ready... for her.
“S-stop, ughn..., stay away... don’t touch me w-with thaAHHHH!”
The tentacle settled over her womanhood, literally conforming to her lap. The slippery tendrils immediately flowed over... and into her. They caressed and teased her most private flesh without mercy or subtlety, and the excruciating pleasure coming from her loins was quickly overwhelming her.
“AHHH! UGHN! UGHN!” she wailed, already finding it nearly impossible to get in a full breath, let alone think clearly. The demon’s tendrils worked her without pause, without slowing. It was like the attention of a hundred of his seductive tongues, all attacking her at once, which was more than enough to quickly work her towards another great release, but there was also something more. When she understood what it was, her heart sank. There would certainly be no resisting for her...
Along with the constant roiling mass, she could tell that the limb was producing much more of the thick, honey-like oil, and that many of the thin tendrils seemed to be actively forcing it right inside her flower. She could feel its heat slowly being driven deeper and deeper within her, filling her, mingling with her own honey. And as intense as it was on her nipples, the strange substance was far more arousing in her core. She watched in stunned euphoria as the whole shape of the limb covering her seemed to undulate. As it did, she felt a quick rush of the liquid penetrate deep within her. Like a living pump, the fingers held her open while the larger body of the appendage continued to force more and more of the nectar to her depths, and with each undulating beat, she was buried further and further under a layer of pure pleasure. The great heat of orgasm coiled and released so quickly in her belly that she barely had time to draw a breath before her head was thrust back in a guttural cry ecstasy, her whole body trembling in uncontrolled delight.
And to her surprise, the euphoria seemed to go on and on only slightly lessening after long waves, the intensity dropping just enough that she was able to reconnect with her body, only to be driven back under the suffocating pleasure soon afterward. Over time, she understood that the demon’s limbs had not stopped stimulating her as he had with his tongue, and continued to work her to the point of ecstasy again and again and again.
To Rinowa, it seemed as though hours passed, even days, though, if that were true, she doubted her body would have survived. She thrashed and trembled and cried out in torturous ecstasy the whole time, never given a single moment of reprieve or rest. So shattered were her conscious thoughts when the Djinn finally stopped, that she wasn’t even aware he had done so for several minutes, and even then, she could do little more than hang there, utterly limp.
“It is folly to try and resist me, Princess,” said his voice in her ear. “I can torment your flesh for weeks without pause if I choose. I have even pleasured women unto the point of death. Eventually, your will shall shatter, but I would much prefer you give yourself to me freely, openly.”
Her breathing was still ragged and drawn, but at least she could focus her eyes on the face of the Djinn next to her. He had lifted her upright and brought her again up close to him.
“Kill m-me and be done...” she said, weakly, her voice a whisper. “I shall n-not give in to you...”
He held out his arms. “You have done admirably; a credit to your tribe, your whole race... There would be no shame. No one could fault you...”
“No...” she repeated. “I w-will resist you, even if it ends me.”
At her words, he was changing her position again, bringing her around so that she faced him, her legs raised. Her eyes widened as she remembered the last time she was brought in front of the demon.
“Perhaps...” he conceded. “But it’s easy to resist something when you have no choice but to resist or die. I have been breaking strong young women like yourself for a hundred centuries. I wonder how well you will do when it is yourself you must resist?”
“What t-trickery do you speak of now?” she asked, tired and still shaking slightly from the oil that dripped slowly from her flower and flowed down her legs.”
The demon said nothing, but brought her closer as he pushed her knees apart again. Her breathing quickened, but she kept her eyes locked on his, refusing to play his games any longer. He released much of his hold on her, until her torso was held by only her knees and hands, which were loosely at her sides, and had she more strength, she would might considered trying to kick him. As it was, she barely had the energy to keep herself upright.
He brought her forward, closer and closer until finally, her chest met his muscular torso, which reclined slightly. She gasped at his warmth as he settled her against him, her arms carried up to rest on his shoulders, her legs sliding around his waist. To her surprise, he released her arms completely, and let her legs sink between a multitude of limbs that converged just at his hips. It felt quite strange, but it was also a very human position, and since she could no longer clearly see his lower half, she found it easy in her mind to imagine him so, a great, beautiful human man, in who’s lap she was now lewdly sitting astraddle.
“You find me appealing...” he said. It was a statement, not a question.
“I find you repulsive,” she answered with a tinge of venom.
He smiled. “You can not lie to me, child. Not this close.”
She looked away. “You are... attractive enough, at least your human parts.”
“Fair enough,” he replied, laughing softly. He noticed her eyes moving back to peek at him. “I have quite thoroughly explored you, Princess... Please, feel free to examine me more intimately. I will not stop you.”
She was startled at his words, both because she didn’t trust him, but also because of his human shape. She had never seen an unclothed man save for paintings, and the Djinn was certainly equal to those mere portraits. He was giving her an opportunity, and she had to admit, she was tempted, if only for the aesthetic.
Slowly, she brought her left hand down to rest on his chest, feeling the heat of his breast and the way his powerful muscles rippled, even when he took a simple, relaxed breath. She let her fingers wander, entranced by the silky feel of his skin and his dark complexion. In comparison, her hand looked white and pale. Her fingers moved lower, over the solid form of his abdomen. She saw that he had a belly button, and smiled briefly. Did he have a mother?
“We are born of the Earth,” he explained as if reading her mind. “It is given to us so that we may fully resemble man, though we can change our form.”
Her other hand came down and joined its partner in exploration, and she noted he also had nipples. She felt his arms, which even when relaxed at his sides radiated the sense that they really could lift mountains. His huge biceps almost seemed to hum or rumble and reminded her of the purr of a large cat she had once seen brought to the castle.
When, by accident, her other hand fell into her lap and brushed his lower abdomen, the Djinn took a sudden deep breath. Her whole body lifted as he filled his lungs, and for a second she felt as though she were riding a massive horse. She glanced back up to the face of the demon and swallowed. He really was beautiful, shockingly so. Even his lightly glowing eyes no longer frightened her. And, coupled with his passive smirk, she started to feel the sirring in her belly again. She actually jumped when his warm hands abruptly settled on her bare hips. He lifted her slightly and then shifted his form below her. She was confused until she looked down and saw that several of the tentacles had moved aside to allow something else to rise up. Though she had never seen one in the flesh, she knew at once that it was his phallus. Her tutors had explained the basics of procreation to her at her Maidenhead ceremony, so she understood that a human male would bring his phallus within her in order to release his seed and begin a pregnancy. But she quickly decided that a normal male phallus simply must be smaller for it to have any chance of fitting within her. It appeared enormous! Suddenly she understood what he intended and her eyes snapped up to his.
“Nooo...” she pleaded, her voice quivering. Even as she spoke the words, another part of her mind was imagining what such a thing would feel like inside her flower. “Y-you can’t!” But the demon was already lowering her. Desperately, she tried to stand upright, but his hands held her hips as though they were trapped in a vice, and her feet were trapped from below. She placed her own hands on his stomach and tried to push, but he was much too strong.
“NO! You have no right!” Desperately, she lifted her fists and pounded them on his chest, an action that seemed to have no effect on the demon at all.
He slowly brought her body back down into his lap until she could just feel the tip of his shaft pressing at her gates, which was still slick with both her own nectar, and his more plentiful oils.
“AHH! S-s-stop!” she hissed, a sudden wash of new pleasure rising up from her pelvis. “If you wish to kill me, do it the other way!”
“Do not worry, Rinowa, as big as I look to you, I have adjusted my size so that you will not be injured or hurt...”
“You can’t put that in me!!”
He grinned. “No, not yet. You have not asked me to.”
“W-what? Why would I do that? AHHH! Ughmmmmmm....” Suddenly, he had shifted her hips, causing the tip to slide along her very slick cleft, pressing her folds open. Then, just as she was catching her breath, he moved her hips back, his shaft moving down her petals the other direction. And so it started. Rinowa leaned on him, stunned by the trap she had been tricked into. Back and forth he moved her, teasing her in the most arousing way possible, and she was helpless to stop it. The slow torture was completely unlike her other experiences because he wasn’t trying to overwhelm her, in fact, whenever she would start to feel the warm coil in her belly, he would back off, letting her rest for a moment. At first, she was glad for the brief reprieves, but as time wore on, she saw that each repetition only left her more and more frustrated.
It was his slow regularity that caused her the greatest worry. He rarely changed the pace of his seduction, forcing her own hips into the rhythm. After a time, she heard him chuckle, and she looked down to see that he was merely holding her up, and that she herself was continuing the motion.
“Nooo,” she moaned, and tried to hold still. But it was too late. The feel of him, partially pressed within her gates was too wonderful, and it only took the slightest tiny motion to convince her to roll her hips forward and continue the erotic torture herself. Gently, quietly, she was slowly being torn apart with lust.
Still, he did not let her pleasure rise to a crescendo. No matter how much she tried to increase the stimulation, he knew when she was close and would pull her away.
“Ughnnn!... S-stop, p-please!” she begged. “I can’t s-s-stand it!” Her body had begun to tremble.
“You need only ask me to enter you, and I shall give you relief, Princess.”
Her hips rolled atop him, and again. “N-no! Ahhh! Never! Ughmmmm...”
He surprised her by lowering her slightly, so that the head of his phallus just pushed within her. Incredible pleasure radiated from her center, but just before she was certain that she would peak, he withdrew. She gasped, and her whole body shook, but she felt her arousal wane. And then, a moment later, he pressed in again, this time allowing her to undulate her hips and draw him just barely further within her. But just as before, when she neared her moment, he pulled out, leaving her a shaking with need.
“P-please...” she whimpered. “Let m-me go...”
“Do you want me to take you?...”
“N-n-no...” came her weak reply.
He slipped her hips down over his head again, this time holding her very still. She could struggle, but it only made her torment worse. There he kept her until her breath had become only sharp little gasps. And just before she would have peaked, he lifted her yet again.
“AHHH! UMMMmmmm... oh g-god... help m-me...”
“Do you want me to take you, Princess?”
She took much longer to answer this time.
“I... I...”
He shifted her atop him, repeating the seduction. After half a minute, she was pounding on his chest as she struggled to free her legs, but they were trapped solidly. Finally, as her torso came upright and she thought for certain she would peak, he quickly lifted her and slipped free again.
“UGHNNNN! NOOO! Ahhh!”
“Do you want me to take you, Rinowa?...” asked the demon for the third time.
The girl was trembling, barely able to hold herself up. She turned her head and looked the Djinn in the eyes, begging...
“You must say it, child. Will you give yourself to me freely?”
“... y-yes...” She whispered, desperate.
The demon sighed and briefly closed his eyes before releasing his grip on her waist. Suddenly, Rinowa found herself dropping, her own weight carrying his phallus within her. She gasped and tried to put down her hands, but found that her strength was gone. Her hips were all she could move, as she took up a slow, undulating rhythm that gradually brought him deep within her. The new sensations were incredible, and she laughed aloud at how wonderful it felt to finally have him fully inside her. It took only a few moments before she felt the spring of lust compressing in her belly, and with a final single hard thrust, her world exploded into overwhelming pleasure. At the height of her passion, her body was not her own, her torso locked in tense orgasmic agony, even as her hips continued to roll and shudder atop the demon. Her voice was choked back by her need to draw a mere breath, which were quick and labored. Staring into the eyes of the demon, Rinowa gasped, open mouthed in disbelief, her whole body stunned by the mountainous pleasure until finally she collapsed into unconscious oblivion.
---
When she awoke, she opened her eyes slowly and with confusion. As if coming out of a deep dream, she tried to focus on her surroundings before even lifting her head. Blinking, the odd dream remained.
“Wha...?” Her voice was weak and a little horse as she slowly brought herself up to one elbow. She was laying in the center of the crystal garden, on a slab of what appeared to be white marble. It was just as it had been before, but when she turned her head, she could see no sign of the Djinn. His massive seat in the center of the bizarre landscape was empty.
Curious, and dubious, she sat up and saw somewhat shocked to find that she was fully dressed, and that no trace of the slippery oils could be found on her hands or face. She briefly smoothed out the fabric as she slid her legs to the edge.
Was it all a dream then?
The tingling in certain places within her body denied this possibility. Had the Djinn dressed her then? There were too many questions that she couldn’t answer, but with the demon gone, now was her chance to escape.
Her body was so weak that she nearly fell over as she stood, but after a few deep breaths, she moved to the stairwell and slowly began her ascent. With each footfall, she fully expected to hear the slithering presence of the Djinn coming after her, but she reached the magical liquid orange barrier unnoticed. She wasn’t’ sure she could pass through the portal at all, but it was as before, and she breathed a sigh of relief. She took the rest of the stairs a bit faster, but had to slow near the top as she found herself in the dark once again. She walked blind with her hands in front of her, half expecting to run into the silky torso of the demon. When instead she found the hard metal door, she remembered to breath again.
“Stu! Stu!” she yelled, beating on the door in the dark. She could only hope that the guard as still stationed outside the portal. She had no idea what day it was, let alone the hour. “Lieutenant! Open the door! It’s me, Princess Rinowa! Please, Stu...”
There was a loud click, and then a somewhat bright light from beyond. “M’lady?” replied the man’s voice tentatively.
Rinowa couldn’t have been happier, and pushed the door open so that she could squeeze through. “Oh, thank you, sir! I was beginning to think I would be trapped in there forever.” The guard pushed the door closed and stared at her in disbelief.
“Princess, we’ve been looking everywhere for you. How in the world did you end up in there?!”
She sighed deeply. “I’ve had a frightful time, do you think we could talk on the way back to my room?”
“Oh, of course, m’lady. Please, I’ll escort you.” He answered, extending his arm. For once, she didn’t mind someone strong to lean on.
“Just after you left me, I... I heard someone in the hall,” she lied. “It was a voice I didn’t recognize, so I hid beyond the door. Unfortunately, once the door was shut, I discovered I was locked in! Oh, Stu,” she whimpered, playing up her fear. “It was pitch dark in there! I had to wait and wait for you to come back and I guess I must have fallen asleep. It was terrifying!”
“There now, Princess,” he said consolingly as he patted her hand. “You’re safe now.”
At her door, he quickly checked her room, spoke briefly to her handmaiden, and was preparing to leave when she stopped him.
“Oh, please don’t go yet,” she entreated. “I... I just don’t feel safe.” This was only a half truth. She was still a bit shaken by her whole ordeal, but the real reason that she wanted the Lieutenant to stick around had nothing to do with safety. If the Djinn’s advances did anything for her, it was to open her eyes to the joys of the opposite sex. Just walking through the halls with the man had caused her to feel a warm flutter in her belly. It was something she was... eager to explore.
“Not to worry. I have to quickly return to my post and have someone else stand guard while I report. Your father, and many others, will be very happy you are safe, Princess. But if it is your wish, I will return as soon as I am relieved. Will that be satisfactory?”
She nodded coyly.
“Good. Now bolt your door and don’t open it for anyone you don’t recognize, understand?”
“Yes. And Lieutenant... Thank you...” She leaned forward and placed a soft if not chaste kiss on his cheek. The man looked surprised, grinned and then was gone.
Dropping with a whoosh to the edge of her bed, Rinowa blew out a long sigh of relief. She had actually gotten away with no one the wiser. She didn’t seem to be hurt in any permanent way, and although she was exhausted and just a bit overstimulated, she actually felt more alive than at any other time in her life.
She called in her handmaiden, removed her dirty clothes, had a quick bath, and had just changed into something fresh and just a little bit more revealing than normal for the Lieutenant, when there was a low rumble. She had her servant tie up her dress, and then dismissed her for the night. The girl hesitated, but curtsied and went her way.
A few minutes later, there was another rumble, and then hurried voices in her hallway. She went to the door and listened carefully. for the next few minutes she heard more rushed footsteps, yelling, and even a scream. She was just starting to panic when there was a loud knock at her door and she jumped.
“M’lady? It’s Liuetenant Stellandar...”
She opened the door at once and let the man in. To her surprise, he immediately turned and re-bolted the heavy portal.
“Stu? What’s wrong? What’s going on?!”
She could tell by his face the moment he met her eyes that it was very serious. “Princess, I’m afraid you were right... The castle is indeed under attack.”
“What...?” she whispered, a knot of apprehension building in her middle. “How is that possible?”
“It would seem that the Djinn has escaped, m’lady. The castle’s defenses are are no more.”
“Escaped!? How?!”
The man took her by the arm and led her over to a couch so they could sit. He held her hand and then looked at her directly. “I was hoping that maybe you could tell me.”
“Me? I don’t know anything about Djinn?!” She certainly wasn’t about to explain how she had managed to get raped unconsciousness by one.
“But you were the last person to open that door. Are you sure one else entered the basement while you were in there?”
“No!... well... I guess I don’t know for certain. I fell asleep against the wall,” she fibbed. “It was very dark. I suppose someone could have come in and walked right past me.”
The guard considered this, frowning. “Well, whatever the case, it’s gone and the other tribes have decided to pay us back for decades of prosperity. Your father has charged me with your safety, m’lady, though I’m not sure anything will protect us here anymore.
Rinowa was lost in her own thoughts. Had she really done something to let out the Djinn? She thought back carefully. Aside from being sexually tormented and raped by the demon, her role was completely passive. It had said itself that she lacked the power needed to break her fathers wards, so how? Then she remembered something he had said...
“...All our power, no matter how great, can be rendered useless if we find ourselves in a space with but a single exit.”... which, she remembered was still blocked by the magical shield when she left. But she recalled something else.
“The exit need only be opened for me to be able to leave. I can also be carried out in another vessel...”
Could she have, even inadvertently? She had no purse on her... her pocket perhaps? And then she knew.
“Stu, this palace is no longer safe, for anyone. We need to leave,” she said, standing.
“M’lady? I mean no disrespect, but are you serious? In all your days, you’ve never set foot outside the castle walls. I don’t think you’re quite ready for what you’ll find out there.”
“None the less, Lieutenant, I plan to be well away from them by nightfall. Either you can follow my father’s last command to you and help me in this endeavour, or you can get out of my way, because I’m leaving.”
He was open mouthed. After a deep breath, he stood and took her in. “Very well. I shall continue my charge with you, Princess. I’ll go to the larder and prepare us for travel. I’m afraid it will have to be on foot since the other tribesmen will be watching for horses. While I’m gone, I suggest you take the time to find something a little less obvious to wear.”
She looked down at herself and realized that he was right. Her dress, while very suitable for a Royal, would stand out like a bright beacon anywhere outside the castle.
“My handmaiden keeps some clothes here that are about my size,” she suggested. “Would that work?”
“Perfect. Get at least two sets if you can, one to wear, and one to carry.” He went to the door. “I’ll be back in ten minutes... possibly five. Don’t open the door for anyone until I arrive, understand?”
She nodded that she did. For the second time in as many hours, Lieutenant Stellander bowed to her and left.
Twenty minutes later, the two of them were slowly making their way toward the lower levels of the castle, carefully avoiding any passageways where they heard the sounds of battle. Twice they had to backtrack and choose another route, but they finally arrived in the servants quarters just across from the kitchen. Stu had wrapped a large cloak around his shoulders to hide his sword and armor, and then packed his helmet into the backpack slung over his right shoulder. Rinowa had a smaller pack, and was dressed in one of her handmaiden’s outfits. She was actually delighted by the open simplicity of the garment, which lacked even a corset. She also approved of the way the Lieutenant had stared at her for several long seconds upon first seeing her in the somewhat brazen outfit.
“There’s a servants entrance to the castle through here,” he said as they moved through the normally busy kitchen. “There’s a good chance they won’t be watching it closely since most of the warriors will be defending the front gate.”
“Wouldn’t it be easier for them to sneak in through the back?” she asked, genuinely curious.
“Not at this point,” he replied a bit sadly. He continued when he saw her confusion. “The attackers aren’t worried about kitchen staff and servants, Princess... The only ones who can give them any trouble now are the guard, and the guard is all at the gate.”
“Oh.” She said, realizing that given the chance, that’s also where her own personal Knight would be. “Sorry, Lieutenant...”
“Don’t fret about it, Princess. I’m right where I’m supposed to be. Hmmm... I think we had better drop the titles once we’re outside. No disrespect intended, Miss, but people are going to be suspicious if I keep addressing you as ‘m’lady’. You’re supposed to be a handmaiden.”
She nodded, thinking.
“Ah, here we are,” he said as they reached the servants entrance. Sliding back the bar, he quietly opened the door an inch or so so that he could peer out. “It looks clear.” He opened the door enough to let them quickly out.
“So, Rinowa, how does it feel to be free of your prison?” he asked with a smile as they started down the empty road away from the castle. At his question, she nearly stumbled as she turned to look at him, and the words of the Djinn came rushing back to her...
“We are all prisoners in one way or another, Princess. The only real question is, given the choice, what we would pick as our walls.”
“I’m going to use a new name,” she answered finally. “Rinowa is too dangerous. From now on, you can call me... Akana.”
“Akana,” he repeated. “That’s pretty. It’s the old tongue, yes?” They crossed the bridge that led into the village around the castle. Nearby, a group of a half dozen soldiers wearing colors belonging to a rival tribe marched toward the front of the great white castle and the main gate. Stu gave them a wide berth.
“That’s right.”
“Forgive my limited education, Pri... Akana, but I’m not familiar with that word. What does it mean?”
The girl stopped and turned around for one last look at what had been her home... her prison.
“Vessel... It means, vessel.”
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Red
I absolutely love to rewrite classic fairy tales. This story literally wrote itself while I sat back and watched. When I started, all I had was the opening idea for a sex scene. Everything else happened as I went. Things don't always come together this nicely, but none the less, this is one of my favorites.
I groaned and shuddered in rising pleasure as the thick, slippery tentacle of muscle pressed up against my sex, following my body even as I arched up into a kneeling position in an effort to escape the constant erotic torment. I was really stuck, my arms held down and covered nearly to my elbows in the putty-like flesh of the creature. My feet and my calves were practically submerged in the same pinkish gray mass, and I could even now feel more of the creature's slimy fingers slowly climbing my parted thighs, sucking at my legs and locking me down as though I might somehow float away.
My panties were long gone, as were my shoes and socks, but the rest of my attire was pretty much untouched. I was obviously regretting the choice of a skirt instead pants that morning, but my cotton blouse and traveling cape would have been fine if I hadn't literally stumbled into the Flesh Pit Raper on the way to Gran's house. Those damn things are seriously hard to spot. My mother warned me to stay clear of the forest, and in hindsight she was obviously right, but it's a really long trip around and I wanted that extra time to rifle the tillerberry patch near Gran's place.
Flesh Pits aren't the worst thing you can run into in the forest, but they're one of the most insidious. I'm not at all sure what they do with human males, but any female that happens to step into one will find themselves tripped and snagged almost at once. It's a little like stepping onto a really large jellyfish, only covered in a really slick ooze. They hide using a rather cool form of chameleon-like color shifting that is so realistic that it renders them nearly invisible until they move. I caught my foot on the edge and fell forward instead of on my ass, but the effect was the same. First my hands, then my feet were wrapped up in thin, quick little tendrils that were really there as more of a distraction while the bigger, stronger but slower tentacles of flesh were able to bind me more securely. They're not very smart, and really don't move that fast, so as long as you can keep at least one hand free, you just have to slowly and carefully detangle each trapped limb while you make your way to solid ground and freedom. But in order to keep myself from doing a face-plant, I instinctively put both my hands out in front of me. When I realized what had happened, I quickly tried to pull my arms up out of reach, but it was too late. I was lucky to even get myself upright.
Solidly trapped, the pit assessed my position and decided that it would have better access if it parted my thighs, so over the next five minutes or so, my knees were very slowly pushed apart until I was spread wide and already tiring. What can I say, I was panicking. The creatures were called Rapers for a reason, so I had a pretty good idea what was coming. The more primitive part of my brain was telling me to fight, and fight I did. I thrashed and struggled and cursed until I was panting, my thighs burning with use. And the worst part was, I was acting exactly as the Flesh Pit wanted me to.
Like most animals in the forest, the Flesh Pits were tough on the outside, but soft and squishy on the inside. They weren't about to bring a wildly struggling morsel of food into their belly where it could do serious damage, so they did various things to their prey beforehand to ensure that they were completely exhausted and drained of all fight. Only when they had wholly given up would the mouth of the creature open and suck them down into itself where they would be slowly digested.
So after ignoring the more intelligent part of my brain until I had accepted that I really wasn't going anywhere, I actually calmed down and remembered that the way to beat a Flesh Pit was to wait it out. It wasn't easy, but if you could keep yourself from getting out of control and exhausting your strength, the Raper would eventually give up and let go. It would take hours, maybe even the better part of a day, and I would have to endure an insane amount of forced sexual pleasure, but as long as I retained control the creature would be unable to tire me enough to bring me inside. At least that was the theory. In practice it's a pretty daunting task to sit still and remain calm when you feel something wrapping around your panties underneath your skirt, especially when you know that those same somethings are going to be doing everything and anything they can to get your rocks off in just a few short minutes.
I was no virgin when it came to sex, and this wasn't even the first time I had been caught by a Flesh Pit. Frankly, they weren't even considered very dangerous due to their slow speed. The last time only my legs got tangled and I was out in less than five minutes. I didn't know anyone personally that had been forced to resort to the "wait it out" method of escape, but it was something the elders drilled into you every chance they got. Of course, they also told us to stay clear of the forest in the first place.
There was a ripping sound and I gasped feeling a sudden rush of cool air over my privates. My undergarments slipped out from under me and I never saw them again. Any frustration over the loss of my clothing was replaced almost at once by the wave of adrenaline that surged through my body as the first slow, slick fingers of the creature licked along my petals. Needless to say, I jumped and tried to sit up. I couldn't go far, basically from a sitting position to kneeling. But for a moment at least, the warm, wet, slippery pressure was gone. When I looked down, my skirt was blocking my view, but I just knew that fleshy appendage was slowly reaching up between my thighs and would be on me again any moment. And this time, I wouldn't be able to pull away. The anticipation of this event only increased my heart rate, and my arousal. I unconsciously found myself testing at the bonds around my arms as my panic slowly grew, and had to literally remind myself out loud to conserve my strength and remain calm. I closed my eyes and tried to slow my breathing, and was actually making a difference when something touched my apex.
"AHH!" I cried aloud, startled by the sudden warm contact, and the gains I had made to calm myself were lost in an instant. "Ohhh, shit..." I muttered as I twisted and rocked my pelvis in an effort to escape the oily fingers at my sex, but as predicted, I could no longer move away. The creature followed my movements, growing bolder by the second. The appendage must have split at the tip, because I could feel myself being opened and probed by a number of thinner fingers.
I knew I had to override my growing fear if I had any chance at all, so I steeled myself and accepted that I wasn't going to avoid getting seriously felt-up by my slippery nemesis. My sole focus needed to be keeping myself from getting so aroused that I lost control and literally fucked myself into exhaustion because I simply couldn't help it. I wasn't going to be able to keep the creature from raping me, and I probably couldn't keep it from getting me off. It was slow, but it was relentless. But if I kept still and tried to relax, I could beat it.
And so it was that I was gritting my teeth, trying to get myself to unclench my rock-tense thighs as an increasing length of warm, very well lubricated muscle slowly eased itself into me, when I heard a noise behind me.
"Well, well... What do we have here," the somewhat gravely male voice behind me said. I jerked instinctively and instantly regretted it since the motion was repeated and amplified ten fold as pleasure from my hips.
"UGHNN! Wha..!? Who's there? Please, help me!" I twisted my head around as much as I could, but couldn't see the individual.
There was the sound of footsteps, and then a tall man in boots, black leather pants, and a loose white shirt stepped into view to my left, just off the road. He was a bit gruff, sporting what looked like several days worth of unshaven beard and a full head of dark black, somewhat unkempt hair that was held back with a ponytail. His features were relaxed and youthful, but his eyes... Looking into the man's eyes made my heart race even more quickly than before, and I swallowed in nervousness. Dark as night and somehow familiar, he stared down at me as a great hunting beast salivates over a cornered meal.
"A Flesh Pit?" he said, the tone of his voice bordering on hilarity. He crouched down so that his face was almost level with my own. "Did you actually manage to get yourself stuck in a Flesh Pit Raper?"
I blushed, more than I already was, and frowned. "I fell, okay! Please," I entreated. "Ugmmm... It's... Ughn... Please, just help me out, okay?" The semi-solid phallus within me had begun to slide in and out. It was ridiculously slow, but I knew it wouldn't matter in the long run. Eventually, the motion would be enough to bring me over the edge.
"Oh, I don't think so," replied the man calmly and then shifted himself so that he was actually reclining on the ground right next to me.
"What?!" I said, stunned. "This thing is trying to EAT ME!"
"Oh, it'll be hours before it gets to that," he replied, shaking his head.
I was so shocked by the stranger's attitude that I was momentarily distracted from the very arousing things happening under and inside me.
"You can't be serious?!"
He made a very unsettling half grin.
"Look at it from my perspective," he said smiling. "I could pull you out right now, and probably get a slap in the face for my troubles..."
"I might slap you for being an uncaring wretch!"
"...Or," he continued, ignoring me. "I can relax comfortably in the shade and watch a beautiful young woman as she writhes and gasps in wonderful bliss over and over again."
My mouth dropped open. "You bastard..." I cursed, the slow motion in my sex becoming more and more pronounced. I knew that my body was reacting, no matter how much I wanted to deny it.
He clicked his tongue at me. "Do you really think that insulting me is going to help your situation?"
I bit my lip, both to keep myself from saying what I really thought, and to distract me from the constant pleasure.
"That's more like it. Now, I think introductions are in order, are they not?" He was smiling again. "My name is Peter. Peter Wolfe."
I groaned against the sensations building in my flower. "I... ughnn... I'm Scarlet."
The man looked amused. "Scarlet?"
I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth in frustration. "Scarlet Hood."
"Scarlet," he repeated to himself. "That's such a... harsh name. How about I just call you... Red."
I sighed in resignation.
"So, Red, what has you out and about on this lovely morning?"
I had to really concentrate to keep my body still. I knew that any motion of my torso would dramatically increase the stimulation from the Flesh Pit. Anger and frustration over my situation was making that harder and harder so I decided to try and use the conversation as a distraction.
"I was on my way to... ummm... my grandmother's house. She... ughnn... lives just the other side of the forest."
"Ah, I see. It's always a good idea to stay in contact with your elders. And it's a beautiful day for traveling. Hardly a cloud in the sky. Now, day before last... that was miserable. Why, you could have drown just..."
"Ughnnn... oh god."
"Hmm, the Pit is starting to get to you, is it?"
I gave him a dirty look.
"You're really very pretty when you're mad, but..."
"B-but what?!" I snapped.
He was leaning back and forth. "I can't really see you very well. Something is impeding my view." He leaned a little closer. "Oh, of course," he said moving a little nearer to me. "I see the problem now."
The next thing I knew he was reaching right over the Flesh Pit to the buttons of my blouse. My eyes went wide.
"What the hell are you doing?!"
"Improving the view," he said simply as his fingers popped the top-most button and started work on the next.
Livid, I closed my eyes for a moment to keep from screaming. I had to remain calm. Even the increase in my breathing was adding to the sensations from my apex.
"Look, Wolfe... Peter... Please, just get me out of here and..."
"And what?" He paused his work, holding my eyes expectantly. I swallowed, knowing that I had better be careful what I promised to the man.
"I... ughnn... I'll... um, bake you a really nice pie?"
He looked a bit disappointed. "Not exactly the meal I was thinking of," he replied and I found myself blushing anew.
"Come on," I pleaded. "Do it because... because you're such a nice guy...ummm..."
"I'm not a nice guy," he answered smiling as he continued with my buttons.
"Aw shit...ughnnn..."
When he had reached the bottom, he tugged the garment loose from my skirt and then slowly drew it open, revealing my bare chest beneath. I didn't have much of a bust, and hated confining clothing, so I rarely wore a brassiere. The cool morning air on my nipples caused me to gasp, and I could feel them pulsing with arousal.
"Oh my," he said, leaning back for a better view. "Yes, that's much better. Red, you have a wonderful chest."
My face burned, and I looked away. "I'm... ughnn... so glad you approve," I replied with venom.
"Oh, I do indeed," he continued with his critique. "Nice and taut, with such large, perky nipples. Truly such treasures beg to be touched... licked."
I was trying so hard to ignore the man's comments that it was several seconds before his words hit me. When they did, I turned back to him in a near panic only moments before his slightly rough fingers brushed over my left breast, his thumb and middle finger gently settling on the hard nub at its center.
"Ahhh! Stop that!" I squealed, a quick flash of pleasure causing me to jerk back. But the rat followed me just as the Flesh Pit down in my lap, and moved his fingers playfully over the inflamed peak. I was suddenly so aroused that I could hardly focus my eyes. My breathing came in quick gasps until he let me rest an undetermined time later. By then, I was a quivering mass of lust, just holding on to control.
"Ughnnn... D-damn you! Ummmm..." I panted.
He chuckled. "What's the matter, Red? Having a hard time holding still? I'm sure that the Pit has got to have you pretty close to the edge by now, am I right?"
I gritted my teeth and fought to keep my hips motionless. "Go to hell! Ahh... ughnnn..."
"Is that any way for a young lady such as yourself to talk?" he chided. "Such lack of manners... I think I'm going to have to penalize you."
"P-penalize?! Ughnn... W-what do you mean?!"
Suddenly there was a pressure at my hip, and then some tugging.
"Hey!" The skirt I was wearing was a wrap-around job with simple buttons at the overlap. My personal voyeur had popped the top set and was already working on the lower ones. "Oh! Come on!"
As the garment fell away, Peter whistled softly.
"Wow," he exclaimed as he stared openly at my naked hips. "And I thought your chest was sexy..."
"You are... ummmm.... a complete beast!"
He met my eyes for a moment, and I was instantly taken aback, frightened of him for reasons other than was obvious. And then his crooked smile returned and he was his normal comic self.
"Hmm, that's gonna cost ya, Red," he said, staring slightly down at me. What shall it be then? A titty tongue lashing? A nuzzled navel? Oh! I know! How about a little helping hip action!"
"What?! Oh, god, no, please... wait! UGHNN!!"
The man moved so that he could place one hand just at the base of my spine, and his other on my bare belly. Then, with a gentle but firm pressure, he pushed my whole pelvis forward. Since my legs were locked, the motion basically rocked my hips, drawing the creature slightly from my sex. A moment later the hand at my front pushed my body back, causing the liquid phallus to slide back in, but even deeper. I knew I was in trouble when he repeated the motion a second time with devastating results. By the third repetition my thighs were quivering in uncontrolled passion, and by the fourth time, he no longer needed to push my pelvis back. My mind had lost control of my body and I was gasping into a shuddering orgasm as my hips ground against the slick lover below me unchecked.
"AHHH!! AHHHH!! UGHNNN!! OH GOD! UGHNNMMM!"
My ecstasy seemed to go on for far longer than I thought possible, due to the fact that I couldn't pull away when things really exploded deep within my flower. The pleasure was so intense that I very nearly gave myself whiplash in my frantic need to escape the fiery touch of the creature inside me.
My lower body still spasming, I fell forward and simply tried to catch my breath as my eyes rolled back and I slowly came down from the mountain of pleasure. The Flesh Pit Raper was still living up to its name, so I never fully regained my composure before I felt a nervous warmth building again in my middle. Suddenly, there was a light touch at the top of my buttocks and I jumped.
"Ahh! P-P-Please... Oh god, no..." I pleaded, knowing who it was tickling me. The sharp caress slid sensuously around my side and I gasped in rekindled arousal. Slowly lifting myself upright, I let my body sit on the bulk of the creature below me and turned to my other tormentor. Peter Wolfe was grinning in a way that made me even more nervous.
"That was exquisite, my dear."
I just sighed and tried to keep myself from coming again so soon.
"You are most angelic when you peak. Your face is literally radiant. So beautiful..." he reached out and placed a hand on my chest above my breasts and I frowned in despair. He wasn't going to allow me to rest, and there was nothing I could do about it. Gently again, he lightly pressed with his warm fingers, forcing me to lean back. Sitting flat, the creature had taken advantage of my position and reach over my thighs to lock me down. I could no longer raise myself up to my knees, so my reclined position changed the angle in which it slowly undulated within me, forcing it to press more aggressively against the front of my tunnel.
"Look down at yourself," he said, letting his other hand lightly stroke my belly. "See how lovely you look, your skin slick and alive with the Pit's juices." At his words, I did look down, and was shocked at the erotic display.
"See how you glisten, your nipples like glowing spires in the morning light. And at your hips," he continued, his fingers inching down the front of my body. "You can actually watch the Flesh Pit work you. Easing in... and out... of your delicious flower, penetrating you right to your core, my lovely Miss Hood. It's mesmerizing, isnt it?"
It was indeed, and I stared down my body, my eyes still half-lidded with ecstasy, watching with an almost detached fascination as my slow rape continued. I could feel every millimeter of the slick muscle sliding within me, bulging and undulating more like a thick slug than a human phallus. And yet it was firm enough to be pushed deep, deep inside me until it felt as though it were hitting my cervix, then ever so slowly withdrawing again until it was nearly pulled from my flower. And then the motion would repeat.
The only thing that saved me from coming again right away was the fact that my hips were no longer adding to the rhythm. My current laid-back position made any motion of my pelvis much more difficult. I was shaking slightly, but again, if I could only hold still, I might have a chance. Then I shivered and gasped as Peter's fingers traveled down over my bare belly.
"St-stop... ughnnn... please..." I entreated, the queasy sensation below my navel warning me that I was close to ecstasy again.
"So soon?" he replied in mock horror. "Oh no, no... We're just getting started, lover." I watched in growing arousal as his hand moved lower and lower, inching erotically over the swell of my Mons. He teased me, coming almost to a complete stop near the top of my sex before very slowly allowing his fingers to move down over me. When I realized what he was about to do, my eyes grew wide.
"Wait! N-n-nooo...ummm... not my cl-cl-clit!"
But it was too late. His middle digit found the hardened nub of my clitoris and gently caressed the jewel, stroking me and sending sharp waves of pleasure jolting through my body. That, along with the ever present intercourse of the Flesh Pit, was simply too much. I jerked and spasmed as another orgasm crashed over me, my pelvis trembling in overload. Crying out, I screamed in ecstasy as the unstoppable passion went on an on. To my horror, my personal voyeur was being as unrelenting as the alien creature within me, torturing me by randomly stroking my center, keeping me in tense orgasm for longer than I thought possible. I pulled and twisted to free my stuck limbs, frantic to draw away from the firey pleasure that was quickly driving me insane. Again and again I gasped and pleaded for mercy as my helpless body arched and bucked out of control.
At my side, Peter only chuckled, his fingers never giving me a moment of rest.
"So beautiful," he commented, his upper hand moving to my breasts. He took a nipple between his thumb and finger and gently mirrored what he was doing down in my lap. I came without warning, the burst of pleasure so intense that I saw sparkles of light at the edges of my vision. My body arched up and tensed, unable to even breath, for ten... twenty... thirty seconds.
Finally, with a great shuddering groan, I collapsed back and gasped for air. My muscles burned with fatigue, and the world swirled and tunneled as my mind fought to control the passion that was burying me.
"You can't escape, Red," whispered Peter Wolfe seductively in my ear, his fingers thankfully still for the moment. "It's going to consume you..."
Fear brought me a momentary bit of clarity and I turned my face toward his.
"Pl-please..." was all I could manage. But the man slowly shook his head.
"No, lover. This is just too much fun." I felt his lower digits coming alive again.
I moaned. "N-n-noooo... too t-tired...ughnnn!"
"Well, isn't that the whole point, Red?" His upper hand shifted to the other nipple and I sucked in my breath sharply. "To exhaust you? How is the Flesh Pit ever going to eat you with your body thrashing around like that?"
"Nooo," I whimpered in frustration as I was unable to resist what was already building again in my apex. Peter's fingers were growing more bold, reaching right into me along with the ever moving phallus of the Pit. I saw him smile, and then lean over my chest and I suddenly knew what he was about to do. In a panic, my heart rate jumped and my breathing started to come in quick gasps even before his warm tongue settled over the closer peak at my breast. My head snapped back even as I cried out and shook into yet another moment of impossible arousal. His mouth suckled the hard cone, his tongue wrapping and teasing the engorged nub, until I was screaming again. Down lower, his fingers were sliding in and out of me at about twice the speed of the Flesh Pit. He was curling them down over my my clitoris and in along the top of the phallus so that it felt as though the creature were actually penetrating me much more vigorously. The constant friction on my jewel was unbearable by itself, but with the more active thrusting and the warm wet sucking of my nipples, I was powerless to resist the erotic torture, my body no longer under my conscious control.
Even through the fog of orgasm, I could feel my pelvis rocking against the phallic limb of the creature, and I knew also, Wolfe's hand. Together, my two tormentors worked me unceasingly into orgasm after orgasm, never letting up. I have no idea how long they pleasured me, as I lost all sense of time. But when I finally did come down enough to refocus my eyes, I was hardly more than a twitching doll, my breath nothing but shallow gasps, my body utterly exhausted and limp.
As my vision and the "now" returned, I became aware of a number of things. First, was the smiling face of Peter Wolfe above me. I felt his hands on my face and behind my neck and realized that he was holding my head up so that I could see what was happening. I figured I must now be laid out, literally laying on the creature with my parted legs folded to each side of me. My thighs burned and ached, but it was nothing compared to the afterwash of pleasure that still flowed through my mind. I recalled an elder warning about never ever letting a Flesh Pit get you onto your back, and now, I could see why. As if realizing that its prey was nearly ready for consumption, short, thick appendages reached up all around my supine body, my hips, sides, upper arms, even loosely around my neck. The fleshy limbs stretched and elongated, slowly reaching over my naked form until they connected with a tendril from the other side. I watched in dizzy distraction, unable to look away from the creature, and then in horror when I saw the ends of two tentacles meet and fuse into a single unbroken band of muscle across my midriff. Over and over the strange action was repeated, sometimes with three or even four tendrils meeting and fusing over my body. In a few moments I was covered in what appeared to be a thick web of living tissue, which I could feel tightening and shifting around me, locking in my fate.
"That's right, Red. There's no escape now," said the voice of Peter just to my left. "Even if you had your strength, it's doubtful that you could break free of the tangle it's put over you. It only does that when it's committed. You can't wait it out anymore."
"Oh g-god, nooo...." I whispered, barely able to catch my breath enough to speak.
"But not to worry, lover," he continued. "It wont be long now." He reached out and tweaked my left nipple, instantly pushing me right to the edge of ecstasy again. "And from what I understand, it doesn't stop fucking you, even when it's drawn you into itself, in fact the whole inside is a wriggling mass of tendrils, all eager to please. And please they will. It seems there's something about its digestive juices that cause you to feel only intense pleasure. It'll be days and days before you finally expire, but it'll be nothing but pure, wonderful orgasm until you do."
 
"H-help m-m-me...ughnnn..." I pleaded, my body nearing peak yet again, the slow but steady thrusting of the Pit getting the better of me all on its own now.
"Oh, yes," he smiled wickedly. "I intend to help. Indeed, I wouldn't miss it for the world." With that, he let the back of his hand lightly tickle and caress the exposed sections of my body, starting with the swells of my breasts, and slowly making his way down toward my lap.
I could do little more than twitch and shiver in rising passion, knowing that in my overly aroused state, he'd hardly need but touch my flower to send me into bliss. Even as his feathery torture started over my Mons, I felt a change in the creature below me. Something was shifting under my buttocks and lower back... spreading, or loosening.
"UGHNN!! AHHH!!" I gasped in rushing pleasure as his fingers found their target and I fell out of time again. I must have tossed my head back and forth and screamed for several minutes, because when I finally rolled my neck forward, I started weeping at what I saw.
My body from my navel down, was now out of sight and engulfed by the main body of the creature. It was as though I was being sucked into some giant sphincter, which undulated and burped semi-clear fluid as it gradually pulled me in. I turned my head loosely to my left and saw the grinning face of Peter Wolfe as he reclined on the grass by the path and merely watched as I was very slowly swallowed. His face seemed almost expectant, as though he were waiting for something.
Suddenly, a deep, pleasure seemed to cover my legs and flow around my pelvis as though a thick, warm liquid was being poured into my lap. It was a wet heat, so erotic that it momentarily took my breath away. I just stared at Wolfe, unable to believe the sensual bath that was flooding over my sex, slowly working its way through my petals and inside me by the ever thrusting motion of the Pit's phallus. And as wonderful as the tingling liquid warmth felt on the surface of my thighs and hips and Mons, it was ten times more arousing to the velvety, sensitive flesh of my inner sanctum. A gentle blush washed over me, my eyes fluttering even as I came.
The most amazing sense of bliss seemed to slowly envelope the lower half of my body, gently spreading upward as though the hot, sensuous liquid was literally filling me up. The soft orgasm was completely unlike the ones that had been forced on me before, and it took me a bit to understand how it was so different. Whereas my past arousal had been focused and sharp, originating in my sex and nipples, this new passion was more generalized. It was my whole pelvis that seemed to radiate ecstasy, even my thighs and belly were adding to the growing pleasure. It was coming from every part of my body that was out of view... already swallowed by the Flesh Pit.
"Yes," said Peter watching me intently. "That's it... you feel it now, don't you? You feel the juices."
I could do hardly more than breath, my mind caught up in the constant ecstasy. I was vaguely aware of his words, and his presence on the grass nearby, but the world was slowly fading from me as more and more of my trapped torso slipped down into the mouth of the Pit. And with every inch, the warm, wet pleasure only grew and grew.
"It's already affecting you, keeping you in that wonderful state of euphoria. Well, soon, your whole body will be bathed in that liquid passion and you will stop caring about escape, or the world you knew, or anything at all... you will experience only the pleasure until you are finally absorbed into it. I so enjoy our time together, Miss Hood," he said, somewhat cryptically while placing a hand on my breast. The sharper pleasure at my nipple caused me to shiver slightly, but was otherwise drowned in the river of ecstasy that ran over me. "And I shall watch you to the very end, savoring every..."
Suddenly, the man turned, staring back down the road. He gazed once more down at me, his cold, dark eyes seeing my very soul, and then he was gone.
Never before had I felt so incredibly alone and helpless. Bound, trapped, and completely enraptured by the very chemicals that would eventually digest my body and take my life, I was utterly powerless to stop my gradual descent into the belly of the creature. I could feel every inch of my flesh as it was sucked out of view and washed in the thick deadly liquid. And every inch that it touched only added to the bliss which was steadily overloading my senses. I knew, that in only a few short minutes it would be as Wolfe had said and I would stop caring about anything else but the pleasure. Already it was close... my vision was faltering, tunneling into darkness. My breasts met the surface of the creature and I had a brief moment of renewed clarity as I was jolted by the sensation of my nipples brushing against the opening into the innards of the Pit. My eyes went wide and my head rolled back as I tried to fathom the ongoing orgasm.
Below, inside the Pit, I started to feel the twisting, writhing tendrils that Peter had spoke of, each seeking to caress and fondle me. They were reaching around my thighs, over my belly, and along my sex, arousing me in ways that I never even imagined possible.
I had just decided to let go, to let the Flesh Pit have me, consume me, and was closing my eyes to that fate, when there was suddenly something blocking the sun above me. I recall a voice, and then hands on my shoulders, fingers reaching under my arms, pulling me. I remember the creature gripping me more tightly, unwilling to give up its meal so easily, and a nearly violent sense of orgasm as the Flesh Pit's phallus came alive inside me, twisting and pulsing in an effort to distract the morsel of food it had put so much energy into. Only it wasn't me. Oh, certainly, I made a feeble struggle as I was tormented anew with sharp sensation within my sex, but the wave of pleasure literally knocked the breath from my lungs and sent my mind into the solitude of unconsciousness. The very last thing I saw was the face of a man with red hair, then nothing.
White cotton sheets and the smell of fresh tillerberries. That was the first thing I noticed when I awoke. Sitting up slowly, I puzzled over the familiarity of my surroundings while I tried to understand what had happened. Was it all a dream?
"Please, miss," said a man's voice nearby. "You're safe now."
I turned toward the sound and found myself looking into the face of a redheaded man sitting on the edge of the bed, with short, well groomed hair and green eyes. He had a friendly enough countenance, somewhat roundish and oddly attractive. He looked to be about thirty. I glanced about the room, which I suddenly recognized, and I put my hands on my eyes, pressing to try and wring forth any tiny memory that would help explain things.
"The Pit," I said, my own voice sounding a little horse. "What happened?"
The young man frowned. "Well, I can't speak for how you came to be in that situation to begin with, but I found you just in time, I would say. A few minutes later and I think it would have had you."
I shuddered, recalling both my fear, and the pleasure. Then I remembered something else.
"It was you... It was your face I saw over me, just as I was... oh god..." I closed my eyes again, trying to push back the feelings. It wasn't working and my body started to tremble.
"Hey, hold on there," he said, his hand coming to rest on my bare shoulder. I jumped slightly at the warm touch but did not pull away. The entirely human contact felt very comforting. "It's okay... like I said, you're safe now."
He started to remove his hand, but I reached up and placed my own over his fingers, holding him there. "You were the one who pulled me out... You rescued me."
He looked slightly embarrassed. "Just doing what any honorable citizen would do, ma'am."
I found myself smiling again and then remembered my last state of dress. Looking down, I discovered that I was wearing a clean night dress.
"Uh," started my savior, pulling his fingers free. "I, um, well, you were a bit of a mess, being covered in... I mean, you really needed a bath, and um, it's not like I, er... oh hell."
I looked up at the man, grinning. For some reason I found it oddly comical that the idea of having to bathe a nubile female made him so nervous.
"I suppose I should thank you, having saved my life and all," I said meeting his gaze. There was something about his light green eyes that made me nervous as well, but I was pretty sure I knew why. I caught him glancing down at my chest and let my head drop. My erect nipples were pretty clearly visible through the light cotton gown.
"What do you say we start over," I said, taking a deep breath. Then, putting out my hand I announced, "I'm Scarlet. Scarlet Hood"
The man's mouth opened in surprise before he fumbled to return my grasp, then answered, "Dan Woodman."
I held on to his fingers, loosely finding comfort in his touch. "So, Mr. Woodman, you obviously freed me from the Flesh Pit..."
"You were pretty far gone, right up to your shoulders," he explained. "I had to reach into the thing to pull you out, and even then it was really resisting."
"Tell me about it," I said shivering again.
"Luckily, that species isn't very strong or you'd have been toast. Once you were about hip deep again, the creature gave up and released you. You were pretty out of it I'm afraid."
"I'll bet," I agreed.
"So I picked you up and brought you here. You were mumbling something about your grandmother's place at the edge of the forest. I found a note from her by the way. It said she won't be back until the end of Bright Festival. Something about a conference?"
"That's gran all right. She isn't happy if she isn't learning something new all the time."
"Sounds like a smart woman. Anyway, I had to break a window, but I got you in and washed off. You don't want to leave that digestive slime on your skin, even though it mostly becomes inert outside of the creature's body."
"You sound like you've done this before, Dan."
The man blushed. "Well, actually, I have. I'm sort of an expert on the indigenous life forms of this planet. I'm a research scientist."
"Really? Well it was awfully good luck that you dropped by when you did. I assume you then put me to bed. How long was I out, by the way? I'm starved."
"Uh, well..."
I frowned. "Come on, it can't be that long."
"The better part of two days."
I was stunned. "Holy shit..."
"Sorry. I thought about calling the local hospital, er... but most females that have gone through an encounter like this usually don't want the attention of the authorities."
I nodded. "Yeah, no kidding."
"The rest has just been biding my time until you woke up. How are you feeling?"
I let go of his hand and considered his question. How did I feel? Aside from some stiffness in my legs and arms, I didn't seem to be hurt. "My skin is tingly, especially, er..."
His eyebrows rose a bit as he watched me stare into my own lap. "That would be the digestive fluids. It would have taken many hours of exposure before it started doing any real harm, but the chemical effects on your skin are almost immediate. The sensations should pass in a few days."
I found myself rubbing my bare arm. Even the light touch of my own fingers sent muffled waves of pleasure through my body. The gown, though soft and light, felt almost as though it were made of feathers that tickled my skin everywhere it shifted even slightly. It was no wonder my nipples were practically pulsing as they rubbed stiffly against the front of the garment.
"I suppose I can stand it for a couple of days," I commented with a half grin. "It could have been a lot worse."
"Indeed. So how might I serve you, Miss Hood? You mentioned you were hungry?"
My breath caught. I was hungry alright, in a number of different ways. I took a deep breath and pushed my libido back while I concentrated on my stomach. As if asserting itself, there was a low growl from my belly.
"Please, you saved my life... Call me, Scarlet. Ughmm... It would seem that I'm starving!"
"Thought so," he said nodding. "When I heard you waking I grabbed this Mumba fruit." He placed a large object in my hand and continued. "I fear it's going to take something a lot more substantial to fill you, but the fruit is juicy enough that it should help with the thirst you haven't noticed yet. There's a pitcher of water and a glass by the bed as well."
I was surprised to find that he was right. I was thirsty, parched even.
"I'm going to go downstairs and make you a real breakfast. You just rest and try to collect yourself. Do you need anything else right away, Miss... er, Scarlet?"
I stared down at the bright blue fruit in my hands and my mouth started watering. I licked my lips and shook my head.
"No, thank you. This will do fine for the moment."
He smiled. "I'll be back in a few minutes then." Standing, he left the room.
As soon as he was out of sight, I tore into the hard rind of the Mumba. Like most of the indiginous plants, it was just like any normal Earth fruit save for the color. The Mumba was a bit of a cross between an orange and a strawberry. The outer shell came away easy enough and I found that my hands were shaking as I pealed away a slice and hungrily stuffed it into my mouth... and then another. I can't remember ever having enjoyed a simple natural food so thoroughly, and I was about halfway through when my face flushed.
In my haste to shove the succulent morsels into my maw, I had made a real mess of myself. The light-blue juice covered about half my face and had dripped over my chin and neck and then right down my chest under the gown. The light cotton shift would stain for sure, but I was more concerned with how my body was reacting to the thin runnels of citrus between my breasts.
My lips parted in deep arousal and I gasped softly. Perhaps it was the acidic nature of the juice, or a reaction with what had been done to my skin, but I could suddenly tell exactly where every tiny droplet of Mumba juice had slipped over my front. A soft, buzzing euphoria spread out from wherever the fruit's blood had touched me. My hands were literally vibrating.
"Oh god...", I panted, feeling that one of the wet blue trails was still inching down over my belly toward my lap. I set down the remained of my snack and moving the covers aside, I carefully stepped out of bed and tried to stand. My knees almost gave out on me, but I managed to remain upright by holding on to the bedpost until my strength returned. Then, moving very slowly, I padded to the bathroom to clean up. There was a large, full-length mirror in the room, which doubled as a changing space, and I gently eased the straps of the gown over my shoulders and let it fall from my body... And immediately had to brace myself as a wash of erotic pleasure threatened send me over the edge into ecstasy.
It wasn't the fruit juice that got me, though that was certainly contributing, but rather the friction of the gown sliding down off my body. I was stunned that something so innocuous could have such a profound effect on my arousal. When I had my heart rate under control again, I stood up and looked at myself in the nude. Beyond the mess the Mumba had made, I seemed no worse for wear. My skin from the neck down did seem a little pinker than usual, but nothing more than a light case of sunburn might produce.
I resisted the urge to reach up and smear the juice over my breasts, and instead reached for a washcloth. The cool water felt wonderful, and when I was clean, I made full use of the toilet and bidet, the later nearly sending me into orbit. Refreshed and still hungry, I stopped again in front of the mirror. My nipples were still flushed and hard at my chest.
"Yeah, yeah..." I said softly to myself. I found I was idly stroking my belly and frowned. I'd probably want to do a more intimate inspection later, but my sex seemed to be handling the pounding it had been given rather well. I felt a little stretched, but not unpleasantly so, and the nice thing about being raped by a slimy creature is that it's a lot less likely to rub you raw inside.
That line of thought brought back memories that caused my nipples to pulse in arousal. I also felt myself grow wet and shook my head to clear away the erotic cascade of images that readily came forth. I was surprised that among the visions of Peter Wolfe's hand in my lap, and my slick body half swallowed by the Pit, my imagination also created a version of Dan. Naked, and stepping from the nearby shower, my lust-befuddled brain saw him as not just my savior, but also as a bedmate...
"Ughnn..." I groaned, realizing that I was trying to come off of literally mind-numbing levels of pleasure cold turkey. I needed food, for sure, but what my body really wanted was sex.
"Right," I exclaimed with a sigh and headed back to the bed.
"I hope you like eggs, Scarlet," stated Dan as he carried a tray of food through the doorway. "I wasn't sure if you'd want poached or scrambled today, so I made both. I'm afraid the only jam for the toast is tillerberry, but... er... I..."
He had stopped in the middle of the room, staring at me. I was sitting up in bed smiling. The covers were pulled to my waist. The reason Dan was staring was that I had decided to leave the gown in the bathroom to soak and hadn't bothered with a new one.
I just grinned. "I love tillerberry jam."
"Uh... do you want me to come back," he asked, turning slightly to the door.
"God no!" I exclaimed in response. "That food smells heavenly!"
His eyebrows went up a bit as he set the tray on my lap, but otherwise he didn't oggle me too heavily. It's almost impossible for a healthy male to be that close to an actively sexual female's bare chest and not look, especially given the highly aroused state of my nipples. Still, Mr. Woodman came off as a gentleman. The problem was, I didn't want a gentleman. What I wanted was to be ravaged.
He started to leave while I greedily stuffed a bite of toast into my mouth and I grunted and patted the covers of the bed with my hand, urging him to stay and sit. He hesitated only a moment and then did so.
"Ummm," I groaned, swallowing. "This is fantastic. Thank you so much."
"My pleasure."
I'm sure it was. "So," I continued, after a mouthful of scrambled eggs. "Tell me, what sort of research do you do, Dan?"
"Uh, er..." I caught him distracted by my chest and smiled. "Do you want me to get you another gown or anything?"
"Nah. It was driving me crazy. I assume, Mr. Woodman that there's nothing you haven't seen before, yes? Especially since you did bathe me..."
He paled. "I... "
"I'm not complaining, sir, really. I owe you my life. You have a right to see me naked any time you wish." I took another bite of toast a then washed it down with a mouthful of fresh juice.
The poor man's eyes grew wide.
"Miss Hood, I can assure you that I in no way rescued you in order to, er... uh.."
"Get into my pants," I finished for him as I slurped a crescent of melon and held his eyes.
He watched me with his mouth open for a moment, then said with a sigh, "Well, technically, you weren't wearing any... Pants that is."
I felt myself grow warm down in my lap. "That's true," I commented, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. "And I suppose that you could have taken full liberties with me while I was unconscious and I'd have never known..."
"I... I would never..." he stammered.
I chuckled. "I'm teasing you, Dan. So far as I am aware, you have been nothing but a perfect gentleman, which in this day and age is something of a rarity."
He was frowning at me.
"But," I said, setting down the melon rind. I reached out and gently took his hand in mine. "I was serious about me owing you my life. You are more than welcome in my pants, or my bed, any time you wish." I made sure I had his complete attention as I spoke.
He was silent, but I could tell, considering my offer. I decided to fan the flames a bit and quietly moved the tray off the bed so he could see me unimpeded. "Look at me," I asked, holding my arms out away from my body. "Would you say I am fully cognizant of my surroundings and capable to making rational judgments?"
"Yes," he replied with some reservation.
"And you do find me attractive, don't you?"
"Very much so."
I sighed and let my hand fall back to the bed. "I'm of age, willing, and frankly, horny as hell, Dan. I know I may be a little younger than what you're used to, but right now I need someone to make love to me, bad. My body is screaming for sex, and I'm afraid I'll go literally insane if I don't do something about it really soon. So what do you say? Are you going to ditch those clothes, climb into bed and rock my world, or am I going to have to walk to Allanon Station and find some random stud, because I assure you, I AM going to get laid in the next twenty-four hours."
"You hardly know me," he said quietly, but with all seriousness.
I shrugged my shoulders. "You saved my life. What you might not know is that just before you arrived, there was another man with me at the Flesh Pit. Instead of rescuing me, he was only interested in watching as that thing raped me into a coma."
"Why would he do that? I mean... I know why... but how could any colonist not aid a fellow human in need... unless..."
"Unless?"
The man was thoughtful. "Well, I know this might seem strange, but perhaps he wasn't human."
Now it was my turn to frown. "What are you talking about, Dan?"
He stood from the bed, pacing slowly as he thought. "How much do you know about this planet's history, Scarlet?"
I shrugged. "The usual stuff they teach in school I guess. Why?"
He waved off my education with the flick of his hand. "They hardly touch on what the colonists found when they first arrived here. They called it a wasteland, with little or no potential for higher life forms. But there _were_ indigenous sentients."
"Are you saying that the Founders lied to us? And even if they did, what does that have to do with Peter, er... the guy that originally found me?"
He sat on the bed again. "Okay, I want you to take this with an open mind, okay?"
"I suppose," I replied, genuinely curious.
He sighed. "The Federation knew almost nothing about the life forms that were originally here, except that they were highly adaptable. They had to be in order to survive in such a wildly changing environment. Federation technology has since quieted down the weather, but there are other things that forced the higher life forms to change as well. Human presence alone created massive shifts in the behaviors that the lesser life form exhibited. Take your Flesh Pit. How could such an organism develop? Humans haven't been here long enough for a normal organism to adopt highly specific behavioral traits through natural selection alone. We learned that almost all the indigenous life had the ability to change its shape at the very least. You experienced that most personally I'm afraid."
"That's an understatement," I agreed, and blushed, remembering the way the Flesh Pit's phallus undulated within me.
"And its ability to change its appearance to match its surroundings," he continued. "Rendering it nearly invisible."
"Okay, so?"
"About seven years ago a body washed ashore near Larkin Island Port. It was thought to be someone who had gone missing in a boating accident a month or so earlier. But when authorities did an autopsy, they discovered something that caused the whole story to get a lockdown."
"Sure, I remember it. The Central Government claimed it was a matter of national security or some such."
Dan was shaking his head slowly. "No. They gagged the results of that autopsy because the body wasn't human."
"Oh come on. What are you saying?"
"I'm saying that my research out in these forests has led me to some very interesting discoveries, one of which is that humans are _not_ the only higher lifeforms on the planet."
I was incredulous. "So... what? Are you saying that some other intelligent race is somehow going around impersonating humans?"
"Think about it for a second. They can change their appearance at will, and not just to a human form. You might have walked by one many times and never known. They could look like a tree, or a rock, or they could just blend into their surroundings and become invisible. I've seen structures and writings that match no known human forms. And they wouldn't be bound by the same set of ethics that human colonists share. In fact... they might be pretty miffed at what humans have done to their planet."
"And you think that the man that I met that afternoon was one of those... aliens?" I could see the truth in his words even if I had a hard time accepting them.
"Well, technically the humans would be the aliens, but yes," he answered.
I thought about it for a while. It would certainly explain Peter's willingness to just let me die. I shook my head. "I don't know. Maybe. How the hell did we get on this conversation anyway?"
"I mentioned that you hardly knew me, and you used the actions of that other man... Peter, as an example of how not all men are chivalrous."
"That's it," I said, snapping my fingers. "Which only further strengthens my point. I didn't know him, whereas you've already passed the knightly test and come through with flying colors. I trust you."
Woodman stepped closer to the bed. "You still don't know me. One simple act does not a righteous man make. For all you know, I could be an 'alien'."
I reached out and started working the buckle of his belt. "Perhaps, but even if that were the case, I don't care. You still rescued me, and I still owe you my life, and frankly, still want you in my bed. I need this, Dan... NOW. Human or not, I want you to make love to me until I'm screaming in orgasm. I need you to do whatever it takes to purge the memory of that Flesh Pit from my mind. Tie me up, hold me down, make me cum until we're both sweaty and exhausted beyond reason. Please..."
"You're sure about this?" he asked one more time. "I can't say that someone so young and sexy doesn't attract me..." I had his pants pushed down around his ankles and was working on his boxers. When Dan's very large manhood sprang loose, I gasped and suddenly found myself as wet as a river.
I moaned and grasped his shirt on either side, pulling him forward and to my left on the bed. He rolled as he fell and then grunted as I tossed my leg over his torso, straddling him.
"Oh yeah," I panted, staring down at him. "I'm sure." Then, without waiting for a response I sat up slightly, reaching under me. When I sat back down I let his shaft ease right into my honey. I was coming before he was even all the way inside me.
It felt so wonderful to have a regular human phallus impaling me, that I started laughing as I pumped my hips atop his. I couldn't help it. Whereas before, I was trying to resist, now, I was doing everything I could to let myself go. I wanted to cum. And I did, again and again and again. And to my delight, so did Dan. I basically rode him for nearly an hour, my pelvis gyrating and humping his groin until I finally screamed out one last time and slumped forward onto the man's chest, completely exhausted again. I was asleep in seconds.
I awoke again to white cotton sheets and the smell of berries, but this time, there was also a warm body snuggled behind me. I smiled as I came fully awake and pressed myself back against my lover. I felt him stir, and then to my delight, reach his hands around my waist and up over my breasts. My sensitive skin still reacted and I was quickly gasping and undulating my hips in a motion as old as humanity. I was only a little surprised to feel his hard member at my back, sliding sensuously between my buttocks and moving closer and closer to my sex with each rolling wave of my body. Finally, the hand at my belly moved lower and urged me to part my thighs. I did so happily, and was rewarded by his fingers reaching down into my lap and opening me. When I came forward again, his manhood slipped right through my slick petals and pierced me to my core in one smooth motion.
"UGHNN!" I groaned, momentarily unable to breath, let alone move. But my lover had other ideas and gently pushed his own hips forward, forcing me to rock my body, his phallus sliding languidly within my velvety passage. It wasn't long before I was caught up in the deep, slow rhythm, and though I was frantic the last time we made love, this time I wanted the passion to last as long as possible. As if sensing my desire, my lover held our pace and refused to allow me to increase the frequency of his undulating penetration. I grew more and more aroused with each thrust, until my body was trembling with need. At last, I could hold back no longer and cried out in fiery orgasm, my whole body jolted by the intensity of my moment. His arms held me tight, denying escape while his hips continued to roll forward and fuel my ongoing ecstasy until I had shuddered into bliss two more wonderful times.
We laid together, his member still semi-hard and pressing seductively at my gates for several minutes. I was more than tempted to fall back into sleep, my strength having been sapped yet again, but I wanted to thank Dan for the wonderful wake-up call.
"Ummm," I sighed. "That has got to be the very best way to start a day. You can do that to me anytime, lover."
The man said nothing in words, but began to stroke my breasts and belly, his fingers doing very erotic things with my nipples that left me breathless and squirming. While one hand played with my chest, the other moved my body, guiding my arms above my head. I closed my eyes and let him lead me on whatever sensual adventure he wanted to take, and soon he had raised the other arm as well. He was stroking my wrists while his lips kissed and suckled at my neck and shoulders. Down lower, his fingers were sliding over the swell of my abdomen, tickling me into slight shivers as his digits inched further and further down my body. Finally, they brushed over the short hair of my pubis and I smiled, knowing what was coming. I parted my thighs, wrapping my leg back and around his. Held open in this way, my lover had full access to my sweet flower, which he readily exploited. He teased me by letting his fingers lightly slide back and forth over my petals. His feathery touch had me shivering in delight and literally dripping with arousal in no time. Only then did he then let his digits slip more deeply. I was making little intakes of breath each time he touched me, which turned to outright cries of passion as he slipped over the jewel of my clit on each pass.
Two minutes was all I could stand before I started to twist and shudder as I closed in on orgasm, the sharp pleasure simply too much for my tired body to stand.
"P-p-please... ugnnnn..." I begged to my lover to let me have release as I pushed my pelvis into his fingers. But he only slowed his touch, tormenting me. On and on he would slowly stroke me, the tips of his fingers just brushing over my button on the way out each time. It was maddening. I had to cum, I simple couldn't resist any longer and went to draw my hands down. I'd press his fingers deep into me... Surely that would be enough at this point...
But my hands were held. I pulled a bit harder, and was surprised that Dan was able to keep my arms above my head. In confusion, I looked up and saw that my wrists were wrapped in something as though tied to the bedpost. Even as his fingers continued to work me, I twisted my upper torso as much as I could, and found myself staring up into the dark eyes of Peter Wolfe.
Sudden fear gripped me even as he smiled and slipped his slick digits deep within my sex, his thumb sliding over my clitoris. It was too late to try and hold back my ecstasy, and the man grinned wickedly as he brought me to a hard orgasm.
When it was over, he left his hand between my thighs, lightly resting on my sex. The other hand was gently stroking my cheek.
"It was you," I whispered, barely able to draw breath. "It was you all along..."
"Yes," he answered simply.
"You're one of the original inhabitants..." I panted. "A shapeshifter."
He nodded. "Keep going."
"There was no second man to rescue me... It was you."
"Very good."
I sighed and closed my eyes. "You're the research scientist. That's why you are an expert on indigenous lifeforms."
"Indeed."
"I'm such an idiot!"
He tilted his head to the side. "Why is that, Red?"
I met his eyes... those dark, dark eyes. I could see myself reflected in those black glistening pools, my body stretched out, naked, and as always, trapped. "Because I should have seen it. I should have realized that you weren't even human."
He chuckled softly. "I think you're overestimating your powers of observation, love. I can pretty perfectly mimic your species."
"Visually, yes. But there were other signs. You said it yourself, er... or rather Dan did... or you as Dan. You said that no human colonist would ever fail to come to the aid of another."
He nodded slowly. "True. I see your point."
"So why have you bound me?"
He brought his hand down to my chest, his fingers lightly playing over my nipples. I closed my eyes and tried to ignore the rising sense of lust that washed over me.
"You like to be restrained," he answered simply, concentrating on the pattern he was making on my chest. "It excites you."
"Oh really?" I tried to catch his attention, but he purposely ignored me. "Did your vast knowledge of human emotional response tell you that?"
"No. Just your scent," he replied, his digits moving a little lower to my upper abdomen, then back up again to the hard nubs at my chest. I swallowed in arousal.
"My scent?"
"Yes. Humans have pheromones that change based on your various sexual states. Just because I look like you, doesn't mean that I'm limited to your range of perception. I can smell when you're aroused, like just now when I grazed your nipples."
I didn't know what to say, so I turned my head and tried not to think about what he was doing to me, and how I felt about it. He continued to play with my libido, his other hand gently cupping me, almost petting my flower.
"You're conflicted," he said, watching the slow movements and twitches of my body with a near obsessive intensity. "You can't deny that what I'm doing feels good, or that you haven't enjoyed the last twelve hours we have been together, even if you thought it was someone else. The fact remains that you wanted me, that even now you want me inside you again."
"Ughnnn..." I moaned. "No, let me go."
"Are you saying that you didn't enjoy our lovemaking?"
"I... ummm... oh god, stop that... okay, okay! Yes, I enjoyed it."
His fingers cupped me more firmly. "And even now, knowing what I am, you want more."
"Ahh! P-please.... ughnnn.... Why are you doing this?"
His hand abruptly moved away from my apex. To my surprise, I found myself disappointed.
"I'm changing you," he said as he pinned me down with his eyes. His face was deadly serious, and for perhaps the first time, I was truly frightened. Not of him directly, but of his words. There was something about them that chilled me.
"I... I don't understand."
"When humans first came to our world, we acted as our species always has, hiding or blending-in instead of facing a threat. It's what we are genetically programmed to do. We adjust. But your race is exactly the opposite. You come to a world and change it to suit you. You alter the weather, eliminate threats, and dominate any intelligence that tries to resist."
"But... we didn't know..." I replied weakly.
He squinted at me, his face becoming a little dark and fearsome. "Your government knew. We tried to speak with them, but they rejected us as savages and buried our presence from the general populous. They went on changing our world, and us with it. We had no choice. We were forced to adapt to your norms of temperature and weather, your invasive plant and animal species, even your sprawling expansion as colonists settled further and further from the central cities. We helped some of the natural life forms to shift themselves into creatures that might instill fear and compel you to remain in your cities..."
"The Flesh Pit Rapers," I whispered.
Peter nodded above me. "But it didn't work. To our surprise, YOU adapted. You changed some of your social patterns and started educating each other about the dangers that lurked in the forests, and how to deal with them. But although we had failed to slow your urban sprawl, it did illuminate something important... You were malleable.
"The process was far slower than we were used to, glacial by our standards, but it wasn't your physical bodies we needed to change, but rather your minds, your very culture. And in that, you are more pliable."
Still confused, I stared up at the being and panted. "What are you doing to me? You said you're changing me... Changing me how? If you want me to listen, I will, I promise. I could take your words to someone in authority and..."
"No," he replied without malice. "They wouldn't listen to you. Oh, they would hear your words, but they would merely have you disappear so that you couldn't spread your message of fear to anyone else. No, I am changing you in a different way. It takes a very long time, but simply put, I'm making you tolerant."
"Tolerant? Of what? Your people?"
"My people, my world, our attitudes and culture. Everything. Your race, by nature fears that which is hidden. Our race, by nature fears that which does not adapt. Overwhelmed by the sheer force and tenacity of your species, I am seeking to remove your fear of us, of what we can do. The only way to accomplish this is massive and prolonged exposure. Pleasure is the key. Your race is remarkably open to conditioning via the use of pleasure."
"Conditioning?!... Oh my god, you're brainwashing me!"
He tilted his head and half nodded.
"In a way, I suppose I am. I'm connecting something you don't like with something you very much do. When you no longer have a fear of another species sharing this world, then you'll be ready."
"Ready? Ready for what?! I don't fear you... Really, I don't. You said it yourself, I want you, even now..."
"Yes, and your conditioning is almost complete. It has taken a long time, but your mind has almost fully accepted me." His fingers were playing with me again, the ones at my chest were drawing lazy spirals around my breasts, and down lower he was lightly brushing his fingertips through the soft hair on my Mons. My heart rate climbed rapidly.
"Ughnnn... Three days," I gasped as I suddenly found it much harder to concentrate. "Is not that long."
He gazed down on me with an expression that seemed compassionate, even sad. "Oh, my dear Miss Hood. This is not the first time we have had this conversation."
"I... I don't understand."
"Back in the Flesh Pit, right before I rescued you, do you remember how you felt? How the warm digestive juices aroused you into an ongoing orgasm that wouldn't fade?"
I suddenly did, and my body reacted to the recalled sensations. "Ummm... y-y-yes..."
"That organism was designed that way on purpose, to produce a chemical reaction that would keep a victim in a state of euphoria even as they are consumed. We're not a cruel race. We do not wish to inflict pain upon you. But if my conditioning had not taken, you would simply have been left to your fate.
"However, I too am able to produce a similar liquid. Like my less intelligent genetic cousin, it also puts you into a state of euphoria. But where the Flesh Pit digests you, the substance I produce is very specifically designed for something else."
I was really starting to panic now, completely torn between what my body was feeling, and Wolfe's words. "What... ughnnn... would that be?"
He leaned down so that his face was very close to my own. "To erase your memory."
My eyes widened, but at the very same time he announced this, he grasped my right nipple in his fingers. I gasped, and was momentarily unable to breath, let alone speak.
"The effect," he continued, "is limited to about four days, but more than enough for our purposes. It erases the distinct memory of everything that has occurred in that period, while leaving in the more long term conditioning. In that way, we can repeat the procedure again and again until it has become a natural part of your psyche. Later, you will pass this learned tolerance to your offspring, and they to theirs. In time, your people will learn to accept us and we may then be able to initiate a discourse."
His other hand was slowly drifting down into my very slick flower again, and I was struggling to stay focussed. "B-but that... ahhh... would take... oh god!... ughnn!... centuries. I'm just... ahhh... ahhh!!... one p-p-person... UGHNN! S-stop, you're driving m-me crazy!"
"True," he conceded. "But you are not the only one. The same procedure is occurring all over your planet with thousands of young females just like yourself."
All at once his fingers plunged into my flower and caused my body to arch up in wonderful shock. My head went back as well, so I failed to see his mouth descend and completely cover my closer nipple. The warm, wet pressure sliding over the hardened nub, as well as the active motion of his digits in my honey and over the jewel of my clitoris, was more than enough to send my already over-aroused body into a heart-pounding orgasm that literally knocked me senseless for several minutes. When the world returned, I was laying on my back. I wasn't surprised that my wrists were still bound in some way, but it did startle me to find that my ankles were also now fixed by some strange looking rope to the other bedposts. In short, I was laying spread-eagle on the bed, naked, and completely trapped. My captor was lounging on the mattress next to me.
"It's time, Red," he said simply.
I turned my head to face him. His expression was of mixed sadness.
"Please don't," I whispered.
"I must."
I was still panting, but the pounding of my heart was in fear. "I'm afraid. I don't want to forget. These have been some of the most wonderful days of my life."
He was moving on the bed, taking up a position that let him kneel between my thighs.
"And they will be again. Your grandmother moved to Larkin Island years ago. This house has been empty save for our meetings every three weeks."
I was shocked. "How long?! How many times have you done this to me?"
He placed his hands at each of my ankles and lightly stroked my skin. There seemed to be a slippery warmth coming from his palms, as though he has dipped his hands in warm oil a moment earlier. Wherever he touched me, pleasure blossomed and grew.
"Several years. Maybe three-dozen times."
"Oh my god... Ughnn... It's starting, isn't it?" He was slowly making his way up my body, gently and lovingly covering my flesh with the strange liquid fire. By the time he passed my knees, I was already breathing hard.
"Yes," he said simply. "The chemicals are already being absorbed through your skin. Your sexual arousal will slowly build upon itself until you peak in orgasm. Once that happens, you will stay in orgasm for nearly an hour while your short-term memory is purged.
"I won't remember you at all, will I."
He thought for a moment. "I make subtle changes to my appearance each time so that any residual memory will keep you from recognizing me, however, it is likely you will have a number of highly erotic dreams that may include this persona, or that of Dan Woodman." He lifted his hands from my upper thighs and reached over my nude form to my belly. As his fingers met the smooth, taut flesh of my midriff, I felt a light wash of the slick liquid flow over me, filling the soft depression at my navel, and dripping over my sides. I took in a long deep breath as the erotic warmth multiplied itself.
"Ughnn... No..." I panted, desperately trying to catch my breath as the sexual tension slowly built. I pulled at my bonds, my body starting to twist and writhe. I had to escape. I couldn't let him drive me to bliss or I would lose everything.
Peter was gradually working the slippery oil up my torso. "It's too late, Scarlet. Even if I were to let you loose, the substance on your skin would eventually push you over the edge. You're going to cum, it's only a matter of time now."
I gasped and cried out as his hands moved sensuously over the flattened mounds of my breasts, the liquid streaming down around my body. While I thrashed to escape the torturous pleasure, my captor teased my nipples between his fingers repeatedly until I was nearly screaming at his touch. As I felt the tightening in my gut of approaching bliss, I looked down my glistening body to see the naked form of Peter Wolfe kneeling before my parted thighs. His shaft was fully erect, and to my surprise, literally dripping with the sensuous oil. I remembered how it felt to have the Flesh Pit's juices inside me, and knew that it would be over the second Peter entered my quivering tunnel.
"Good bye, Miss Hood," he said as he positioned himself. "I look forward to our next meeting."
"No, wait!" I pleaded, but his manhood pressed at my lower lips and then slid slowly into me in one very long, wet trust. There was the feeling of being filled to overflowing with a warm liquid, and then I was arching into orgasm. The pleasure gripped and held me completely. Unable to pull away, unable to breath, unable to even think, I could do nothing but shudder and stare up into Peter's dark eyes as I came, and then slowly faded from the world.
Locking the door to my modest cottage, I set off down the path behind my home that led toward my grandmother's house. It had been almost three weeks since I had even talked to her, and I was very much looking forward to raiding the tillerberry patch nearby. As I smoothed down my blue sun dress, I noticed that my nipples were a little pronounced. My dreams of late had been shockingly erotic to say the least. No matter, I decided to take the shorter route through the woods and it would be unlikely that I would even meet anyone else. It was always a little dangerous to travel that way alone, but I wasn't afraid, and it wasn't far. Two or three miles down the path, just the other side of the forest.
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Minnow's Tower
Here is another tale that had its birthing in a dream. And again, it was written in nearly a single sitting, I wanted to take the idea further (I still might) but simply ran out of steam.
Teeta put her lips over the olive from her drink and carefully slipped it from the long plastic skewer.  Its soft, briny flesh squeaking between her molars, she eyed the man in the red silk shirt seated nearer to the back of the club.  He certainly didn't look like a man with connections. He really didn't look much of anything, except possibly bored. The man was playing with a small handheld device, maybe a cell phone, his fingers busy with the buttons, the blue glow of the screen making his features look cold and quite dead.  Teeta knew that pallid color well.  Too well.
Tossing down half her martini at once, the redhead took a breath, adjusted her breasts in the far-too-tight dress she was wearing, and slipped off the stool at the bar. Having smoothed out her pleats, she gave her head a shake to fluff her hair and started across the room.  Showtime.
"Evan?"  Her voice was sweet and slightly reserved enough that she'd probably come across as nervous. She wasn't yet, but it was part of her cover. Looking up from his Blackberry, the man appeared almost confused as he stared at her for several seconds before answering.
"You're Sharon," he asked, bluntly, looking even more nervous than she did.
Teeta had used the identity often enough that she responded as though it were her own.  She smiled and made a little laugh that usually broke the ice.
"Please, sit down.  Can I get you something to drink," he asked.
She slid into the both so that she could face him, but still get out quickly if things didn't go over for some reason. "Oh... Thank you, no.  I had one earlier at the bar to calm my nerves."
The brown haired man merely watched her, listening.  He was odd.  Simple.  Completely not what she had been expecting considering his chosen trade.
"So..." she offered tentatively. "How does this all work?  I mean, I've never done something quite as... unknown as this."
"Understandable," he replied, nodding and smiling himself. "It's really very simple.  I'm sure you have heard from others about the experience since she is only known by word of mouth, but I want you to understand that it is different for each person.  Lady Minnow's talents are extremely unusual, and as such, she has an er, unusual price for her services."
"Not that I am unwilling to pay, but, um... how much are we talking about?"
Once again, the man looked surprised, and put up his hand when she started to withdraw her purse.
"No no, I don't think you understand.  She has no need of money..."
"Everyone needs money," she said automatically and realized that it was slightly out of character.
"That may be so," answered the man. "But her monetary concerns are more than met at this time, and as such, she does not directly charge for her talents."
Teeta was suspicious. If what she had heard about the woman were true, then those talents could fetch her almost any price she asked. Perhaps she wasn't the first government operative to find the girl.
"So, what? Does she want blood or something?"
The man smiled, but to her slight trepidation, held a straight face. "Lady Minnow will ask you to bring her two things. One I know now, and one she will tell me if she accepts you as a client."
"What's the first thing?"
"A picture of yourself.  Simple, small. Perhaps a wallet photo. No frame. It can be any picture of your choosing, but it must show at least your face."
"Why would she need that?  Blackmail?"
Evans features grew a little more serious.  "I'm sorry, but I do not know why she wants the photographs, only that she does. Since I don't ask for your full name, or even if it's your real name, I don't really see how it could be used for blackmail, however, if this is unacceptable to you, then please accept my apologies for the inconvenience..."
She had pushed too far.  She had to fix it before she blew everything.
"No, please!  It's fine...  Really," she said, looking into her lap. The man waited. "I... need this."
Evan nodded in understanding, buying the act. "Very well."
"C-can you tell me anything about the second thing?" She kept her voice just above a whisper, her face desperate.
"Only that it will be something you can carry alone, and that in many cases it may be food."
Teeta was surprised again. "Food? Like groceries or something?"
He tilted his head to one side. "More likely take out. Before you ask, please understand, I can only tell you what she has asked for before, not what it is that will be required of you. You bring me the photo, and I show it to her.  She decides if she accepts you, and if so, will give me a note that indicates what else it is that you are to bring. I then give you a code, and you take the elevator in the lobby.  The code is temporary, and unlocks access to the top-most level of this building. You must leave all electronic devices at home, including cell phones, and watches. Are these conditions acceptable to you?"
She waited a moment, as though considering.  Teeta had of course made the decision long before she had even come to the bar.  She would do whatever it took to find the woman, no matter what hoops this simple man would have her jump through.  Finally she replied.
"Yes. That's acceptable."
"Excellent," he replied, smiling. "Then you need only come back to me when you have a picture and we can proceed."
Teeta considered her options for a few moments, not quite willing to let this lead get too cold, especially if there was the possibility that others could be involved.
"Would a cell phone picture suffice," she asked hopefully.
"I am afraid not.  Lady Minnow requires a print. And I should point out, that whether or not she accepts you as a client, she probably won't return the photo."
"Rats. Oh, wait!  I think I do have a photo, one second..."
"Take as much time as you need, Sharon. I have no other appointments to attend to today." Evan returned to his Blackberry while she searched through her purse. She was careful not to let the man see into her bag. The photo she remembered was one from her real identity, and although it had some writing on the back, it was nothing that could be linked to her directly.
"Is it alright if someone else is also in the picture?"
The man looked up. "Certainly, provided your own face is visible clearly. However, I might point out that while I do not know how she uses the pictures, they do seem to be the sole criterion for acceptance. I have noticed that the more interesting the picture, the greater your chances may be."
"Interesting how," she asked, frowning.
Evan shrugged his shoulders. "I cannot say for certain, but in the past, images which are, for example, simple passport photos, are rarely chosen."
"What about this one," she handed him the image from her bag after checking the text on the back.
The man accepted the small photo and examined it for almost a full minute before his Blackberry chimed.  He briefly glanced at the device, and then spent another thirty seconds or so with the wallet-sized image of her and a long past boyfriend.  He even turned the print over and read the back. Finally, he looked up.
"It's spontaneous. That's a plus. Posed shots have not worked well in the past. And oddly, the writing sometimes helps. I might point out that you look quite different in the photo. Is it more than a year old?"
Alarm bells were sounding in her head. She needed to answer his question very carefully, lest she tell a lie that she could not back up easily.
"Well, about three months old. Is that too long? I look different because... well, I guess I was different then. I was happy."  She let her face fall into a shallow mask of grief.
"I understand," he said simply. "Many of Lady Minnow's past clients have been women that have had trouble getting beyond a difficult relationship or loss. She is very good that way. Three months is fine. So is this the photo you wish me to take to her?"
The moment of truth. She could proceed and take a chance that she could be rejected (something that would mean the complete failure of her mission), or she could wait and try to improve her chances at the risk that someone else could get to the girl first.
"Yes," said Teeta after only a slight hesitation.
"Very good. Then I'll take this up to her at once."
Surprised, she blinked several times as the man scooted to the edge of the seat. Things were moving a bit faster than she would have liked, but if she had to improvise...
"Um, should I wait here?"
Evan turned to her. "I'm sorry, please excuse my lack of manners. I never know how long she will take to make her decision, but in most cases it's rarely more than an hour if you would like to wait. Otherwise, you can come back tomorrow if you have other obligations. She never sees new clients on the same day she reviews them, so it would be at least tomorrow for a meeting, should she accept you. The club has instructions to give you whatever you might want from the bar or the restaurant next door should you wish to stay."  Then, without waiting for a response, the simple man turned and walked toward the lobby.
Alone, Teeta considered what she wanted to do. She'd wait for a response, that much was a given. But what she did once she had one was the real question.  She wasn't at all sure she could salvage the mission should the woman decide not to take her as a "client", but she would try. She flagged a waitress and ordered another martini, then prepared a few possible drama's that might get her another chance. As a last resort, she still had the concealed Glock at the bottom of her bag. Given enough "incentive" she was fairly certain she could muscle her way to the top floor of the building and take the woman by force.  It would be dirty and horribly risky, but she'd been there before.
She sipped her drink and was just considering whether to call in her status when Evan appeared at the entrance and headed for the table. Less than twenty minutes had passed.
"Congratulations, Miss Sharon," he said as he slid into the booth again. "Lady Minnow has agreed to see you."
Teeta breathed an honest sigh of relief and let it show full on her face.
"In fact," he continued, "she has allowed me to present a first and offer you a meeting this very night, provided your schedule allows it."
"Really? Tonight?!" The prospect would mean pushing up her plans, but it was still completely doable. She had everything she needed in her room. "Uh... what time?"
"Eight, if you wish, or I can schedule another time..."
"NO! I mean," she said giggling to cover her slip of character. "I'll take it!"
"Very good. I will let her know to expect you."
"This is wonderful," she said, as she started to rise.
"Oh, Miss Sharon..."
"Hmm?"
He smiled and handed her a small envelope. "The second item to collect. The note is between you and Lady Minnow. It is imperative that you follow her instructions and bring her what she has asked for. In this, I am not allowed to help you. Be here no later than a quarter after the hour and I will provide you with the code to the elevator so you can take it up to her. Do you have any questions?"
She shook her head, nearly giddy.
"I would suggest a bit of advice... Have someone available to help take you home, or I can arrange a taxi. Sessions often leave one... exhausted. Can you do that?"
"Not to worry. That much I can handle." Teeta smiled to herself. Yes indeed. She'd have a ride waiting alright.
"Then I bid you the best of luck and will see you this evening."
---
 
"I don't like it, Teeta. It's just too convenient that she doesn't allow electronic devices. This is a con." The well-muscled black man tossed the clipboard he had been holding to the table and dropped into a wingbacked chair which groaned and creaked under his weight. "And what the hell is up with this request," he added reading the card from the envelope. "A hotdog? She can basically ask you to get anything in the city and she wants a hotdog?"
"I don't make the rules, Kinter," she said as she checked her makeup in the bathroom mirror. Her dress would be a little cool for the evening, but a wrap would keep her shoulders warm. She'd be inside for most of it anyway. "She says she wants a hotdog from the Grand and Fifth train station, then that's exactly what she gets. Maybe it's a test. Who knows, but it gets us in the door."
"It's bullshit. This whole op is bullshit. Telekinetics my ass..."
"Yeah? And what if you're wrong? Central has four confirmed accounts of this woman's ability. Either she's an incredible liar, or this is the real deal. Whatever the case, do you want to take that risk and let someone else have her, like maybe the Chinese?"
The man didn't have an immediate response.
"I go in to get a confirmation and either walk out having wasted our time and a shitload of money, or I take her out with the tranquilizer darts and we have the find of the century. Just be ready to do an extraction the moment I'm back. I won't have a phone, so you're going have to watch the elevator."
"How long do you think it will take?"
Teeta blotted her lipstick and frowned. "How the hell should I know?! I'm not even sure what it is that she does. All we know for certain is that the women we interviewed said it was the most incredible sexual experience of their lives."
Kinter chuckled. "Heh, you gonna let her fuck you, Shift?"
"What, you don't think I've ever done it with another woman? Just do your part and be ready in the lobby."
"You're a god damn piece of work, you know that," said the man.
"Yeah. She can have me all night if it turns out she's for real. Okay, let's get moving. I still have to pick up that dog at the station."
---
 
"Good evening, Miss Sharon," said Evan standing as she approached the table for the second time that day. "May I just say that you look lovely."
"Thanks," she replied, grinning.  She tried to act a little nervous, which wasn't hard since she really was a little nervous.
"Does that contain the second item that Lady Minnow requested of you," he asked pointing to the plain Styrofoam cooler that she carried. She nodded.
"Would you mind if I take a look?  For security you know."
"Oh! Sure, why not. I just didn't want it to get cold." She opened the lid and let the man peer inside. Sitting at the bottom was a single lonely looking hotdog with everything, including sauerkraut. She was glad she decided not to try and keep her cell phone by sticking it in with the food.
"How interesting," he said. "It's always different, never from the same place twice.  Thank you.  Are you ready then?"
She took a deep breath. "I think so."
"Excellent. Then let me escort you to the elevator."
Together they walked to the lobby, and when they had reached the lifts, Evan tapped a call button. The doors just to their left opened and Teeta stepped inside. When she turned around, the man handed her a small slip of paper like those found in a fortune cookie.
"This code will work for one trip only. Just use the keypad next to the buttons there and the lift will take you directly to the top. Enjoy."
"Oh! What room is it," she asked, holding the door.
The man tilted his head for a moment in confusion, then laughed softly. "There's no room number, Miss. Lady Minnow owns the whole floor."
Stunned, Teeta let the door close. "Fuckin' a..." she said to herself, her voice echoing softly in the small room. She found the keypad and started entering the string of numbers. "No need of money," she quoted, remembering her conversation earlier that day. When she finished with the series, there was a beep and the elevator came to life. The queasy feeling in her belly wasn't due to the sensation of rising.
The elevator took only thirty-two seconds to reach the top of the sixty-eight floor building, but during the trip, Teeta had more than enough time to reflect on what it was that she was doing. If she were right, then she was about to meet someone with an extraordinary and unheard of talent. The catch was, she had to be sure it wasn't some sort of trick. She considered that her partner, Kinter might be right, and it was all an elaborate con. Perhaps the woman used drugs or a form of hypnosis to convince her clients that they had experienced something amazing. She'd know soon enough.
The elevator bell caused her to jump, then the door slid open and she was facing a large waiting room of sorts. There were a number of very nice couches and chairs set about, and seated in one, directly across from the lift, was a woman who addressed Teeta as she stepped out.
"Greetings, Sharon. Please do come in," she said, using her alias. Teeta thought her to be in her late teens, or perhaps her early twenties.  She had long, dark hair that was tied up around her head in an elaborate crown braid. The young woman wore a loose orange kimono with black and gold trim, and was barefoot.
"I am Lady Minnow, but we are intimate here, so I would be honored if you would simply call me by my name without the title."
Teeta stepped forward and put out her hand. To her surprise, the other took it and then placed a soft kiss to her palm.  The action was so natural, that she never even thought of resisting. It also left a gentle tingle that persisted and caused her to blush slightly. "Oh my."
"Please feel at home," said the other. "Is that my request," she asked, pointing to the Styrofoam box Teeta had by the handle.
"Oh, yes," she replied, realizing that she had been staring distractedly at the woman. There was some quality about her beyond the obvious impeccable grooming and air of royalty. She wasn't abnormally beautiful by most of the world's standards, but she had a charisma that was quite captivating, even at a single glance. To herself, she wondered if it was this instant attraction to the woman that she used to fool people into believing they were experiencing something mystical. She handed over the box. "I hope it's still warm," she added as the other took the package and headed through the very large set of open doors into the rest of her house. "I came right from the station."
"How very thoughtful of you," said Minnow, making a slight gesture with her hand that she should leave her shoes here and follow. She quickly slipped out of her flats and padded along after the woman.
As impressed as she was with the decoration of the elevator reception area, it was nothing at all compared with the rest of the strange woman's home. Never in her life had Teeta seen so much wealth in one place. Paintings and sculptures adorned every wall, some of which she actually recognized. She also knew without asking that these were no simple copies. Everything within Minnow's penthouse was very real.
"Vanity, vanity... all is vanity," said her host, placing the box on a central island in what Teeta understood to be the kitchen. It was so huge that she thought for a moment that perhaps she had stepped into the back of a restaurant.
"Pardon?" she replied, still goggling.
"King Solomon," she said as she seated herself gracefully on a padded stool and opened the box. "He was very right , of course. The more wealth that I surround myself with, the less it actually means to me. Ahh..." She lifted the still steaming hotdog from the Styrofoam case as though it were a rare archeological find. "Now THIS is something of worth." Her serious smile seemed so genuine to Teeta that she found herself grinning as well. The other woman snapped back the sleeves of her kimono and brought the messy snack to her lips. With all the gusto of a hungry steel worker, she opened her mouth wide and took as big a bite as she could, mustard and sauerkraut falling to the table and down her chin. Her eyes seemed to glaze over as she groaned in obvious pleasure.
The scene was so contrary to the image of the woman that Teeta had formed in her mind, that she found herself transfixed, even giddy as she simply stood there and watched as she worked the over-sized bite of food until she could swallow. Her whole face seemed literally aglow, as though she were reliving some deeply personal childhood memory, savoring every molecule of the disgusting snack.
Finally, Minnow's eyes re-focused and she giggled, setting down the hotdog and licking her fingers.
"I'm so sorry. My manners. It's just that they fade so quickly once they start to cool," she mumbled cryptically, still trying to fully clear her mouth. "Please, if you are hungry, help yourself to anything at all in my pantry."
"Oh, no I'm fine," Teeta answered. "Wow, you must really like hotdogs."
"No, not particularly," said the girl, rising off her stool and rinsing her hands at the sink. She dried them on a towel as she spoke. "In fact, I think it's about time we let this one alone.  Thank you very much for the gift, Sharon." She then did a little bow that left Teeta wondering what the proper response should be. "Are you ready for your session?"
At the mention of her cover for being there at all, she suddenly found herself blushing again. She still wasn't sure what the woman was going to do to her, but she'd need to go through with it until she confirmed whether she was what they thought she was.
"I have to admit, I'm a bit nervous," she said truthfully.
The other walked up to her and took her hand, and as before, the contact immediately left her face hot, as though the simple action was far more intimate and sexual than it should be, like a complete stranger putting their hands on your breasts.
"That is normal and understandable. Please, come this way."  Still holding her hand, she walked her through a hall and into what might be confused as a bedroom at first glance. But as Teeta looked around, she saw that this couldn't be its real purpose, which was more like a massage parlor than a boudoir. In the center of the spacious room was a very large bed, covered loosely with ornately decorated pillows. The covers were simple and very soft looking. Along the walls were smaller end-tables, which were piled with towels, robes and washcloths. Interspersed with the obvious amenities, were items that gave Teeta pause. In one case, there was a massive bowl filled with what looked like large glass marbles.  In another was an amber liquid. A third table was almost completely covered with small, unlabeled bottles. Unsure what to do, Teeta turned around to face her host, who moved up nearer to her, pushing into that zone known as "personal space," so that Teeta's breath caught and her knees grew weak.
"I... I..." she started.
Minnow put up her hand and touched her fingers very lightly to Teeta's lips. "Shhh. No more words for now. It's time for you to let go of your cares and stresses. You are to let them slip out of you and drip back down to the street below. No obligations. No requirements. The world can wait."
Despite the girl's words, Teeta felt only more tense, not less. The other had kept her warm gaze directed at her the whole time, her eyes like heavy waves of heat, pushing her back. Suddenly, she was falling, her feet had bumped up against the edge of the bed and could back up no further. She wasn't even aware that she had been trying to move away. But unable to keep her balance, she simply flopped over onto the soft covers her arms over her head, still holding contact with the woman.
Minnow reached out and caused her heart rate to spike as her fingers brushed at her knees, lightly tracing over her bent limbs as through feeling the tops of the wheat stalks growing in a field. A strange sensation of lightness came over Teeta, and her eyes grew wide. She felt as through she were falling again, but could clearly see that she wasn't. And yet her body felt almost as through she were in free-fall, floating unattached of the world.  And then, the soft covers whooshed around her limbs and she suddenly regained her attachment to gravity with a gentle bouncing. She was also now laying more toward the top of the bed on the left side, her legs no longer dangling over the edge.
"W-What just happened," she asked, daring not to move. "Is this some kind of hypnosis?"
Slowly turning her head from left to right and back, the girl came to the side of the bed and looked down at her. "The only illusions here are the ones you have brought with you... Sharon."
"But, what just..."
"Shhh. No questions, remember? You are only to think of what you feel. No worries. No commitments. No need to understand. Just enjoy what your body is giving you." As she spoke, there was something strange happening around Teeta. She could feel a touch, or a wind, rustling along her sides, lightly brushing her dress. She looked down, but there was nothing there. But then, she did see the light cloth of her dress move, as though pushed by an invisible hand, lightly running up her thighs. Very slowly, the garment was being drawn upwards.
And if that wasn't strange enough, she felt a loosening at her chest and looked down just in time to see the second in the row of buttons down the front of her light dress disengaging of its own accord. Even as she watched, the third popped open, then the fourth, and on and on down.
Her breathing was starting to deepen, not just in fear, but to her surprise, arousal. She tried to understand how what she was seeing could be happening, but could come up with no answer... save one.
There was another pop, and Teeta knew at once that the clasp at the front of her bra had been undone. The girl still stood at the edge of the bed, her arms loose at her sides, staring down at her.
It was impossible. The only explanation was what they suspected, that the girl was indeed a telekinetic. She had to be manipulating Teeta's dress by sheer will alone. Looking back to the female in question, their eyes locked again. When she smiled down at her, Teeta found herself caught in a dilemma. Her mission was to confirm and capture, and it certainly looked, and felt, as though that confirmation had been made. But just as the question of, "what next" entered her mind, something extraordinary happened. The touch was back, but this time no longer playing with just her clothes.  All along her front, from her chin to her knees, a thousand light fingers all touched down on her body at once.  They moved, slowly, gently outward, drawing open her dress from top to bottom, and then flowing back inward to repeat the process.
Her mouth dropped open and she looked down at herself in disbelief. She was laying there in only her panties, her nearly naked body exposed like a Christmas feast.  And although she could very very clearly feel the touch of the myriad invisible fingers, there was simply nothing there. She turned back to Minnow and saw her smiling down at her, urging her to relax.
The pattern of the fingers became more complex, twirling and spiraling over the curves of her abdomen and breasts. They languidly stroked her flat belly, dipping perfectly into the depression of her navel and then up and out again. Others gathered themselves along the creases of her thighs and flowed over the mound of her apex, tugging playfully at the band of her panties, daring her to lift her buttocks lest they be drawn away. Up higher, her nipples were being teased and stroked until they began to harden with deep arousal, something that had never happened so quickly in Teeta before. It was a different feeling at her chest, not just a light touch, but more of a flat, squishy sensation, as though the hundreds of digits were not fingers, but tongues, all independent and focused... on her.
The instant crush of sexual pleasure was intense to say the least, and Teeta was hardly able to do more than suck in ragged breaths. Overwhelmed by the passion, she moaned and started to squirm under the unrelenting invisible lover that was quickly draining away her will to resist.
Some of the non-fingers were slipping around her panties, teasing her as they pressed along her swollen labia, and riding under the flimsy garment, pulling it down.  She resisted, knowing that this was her last barrier against the pleasurable onslaught, but it was no use. The feathery caresses had her pelvis twisting and rolling to escape, and the light cloth gradually eased over her hips and then down her legs and was gone. When again she looked up at the girl, Minnow's eyes traversed her entire form, causing a warm fire to flash up Teeta's body. There was just something so... hungry, about the young woman's expression.
Once again there was a change in the touch that covered more and more of her. Abruptly, many of the soft caresses turned to sharper, lighter points of contact, tickling instead of just caressing. Had the girl started this way, the effect would have been quite different, but now, with her body already so aroused, the electric strokes of fire that rolled over her skin were sexual in the extreme. Instantly, her body tensed and tried to pull away, but she found that a flowing pressure held her down.
"Oh, g-g-god..." she groaned as she felt that pressure on her legs, slowly but irresistibly bending her at the knees and then pushing apart her thighs and feet until she was finally spread and held wide open before the woman. As the active touch descended on her neither region, Teeta felt the last of her resistances melting away. It was as Minnow had said, nothing mattered but the pleasure. Shivering in arousal, she closed her eyes and gave in to whatever the girl wanted to do to her. The mission, at least for now, could wait. This was simply too good not to enjoy.
As if sensing her surrender, Minnow's invisible lover changed its tactics yet again, reaching further around her body with its stroking embrace until she started to feel light again. Her body lifted away from the covers of the bed and hovered there in an unseen cradle. In a few moments, her whole form was immersed in a growing number of feathery caresses. They nuzzled her neck and hair, splayed over her back and sides, and teased the roundness of her buttocks with ticklish kisses until she was nearly frantic with lust.
Her head fell back, and her eyes sprang open when the first wistful tendrils began to play into the folds of her apex, slowly drawing her open as they languidly explored every ridge and petal. She had become wet long ago, but her body nearly gushed with the new stimulation, her juices literally dripping out of her flower.
"Ughnnn...  oh m-my god.... MMMM...." she panted as she fought to hold onto her sanity. Her body twisted and undulated, but was unable to increase the pace of the lover around her at all. With infinite patience and stamina, it teased her flesh and gradually worked its gentle tentacles deeper and deeper within her sex until it felt as though they must surely be caressing her cervix. She felt them playing up around her clitoris and nearly lost it. Unlike a normal human lover, these invisible tendrils could stroke her jewel right under its hood. They could twist around the focus of her arousal, sucking and vibrating in a way that left her breathless.
Shocked and amazed at what she was suddenly feeling, Teeta looked to Minnow one last time as a liquid fire collected in her belly. Gasping, she stared up, helpless, as her mammoth orgasm pushed up from her pelvis like a huge, hot wave. The moment was so intense, that bright sparkles flashed along the edges of her vision and her body convulsed as though she were having a seizure.
Minutes passed like hours, and Teeta was lost to everything save for the pleasure. How long she was trapped in the whirlwind of lust, she couldn't say, but when she was finally able to see straight again, she was laying on her side back on the bed, her breathing nearly normal.
It took her a few moments to hold her eyes focused, and her whole pelvis was slippery with her own juices, but she was able to sit up a bit. To her surprise, Lady Minnow was no longer standing next to the bed, nor was she in the room at all.
"Shit..." she said to herself while she attempted to move to the edge.  It wasn't easy.  Her legs were shaking and felt as though she had just run a marathon. More so, even the slight repositioning made her sex tingle and pulse with continued pleasure. Her nipples were practically buzzing. Minnow had really done a number on her to make her like this. Hypnosis might work for some things, but there was no way her body would feel this well-fucked simply by suggestion. She shook her head and remembered the mission. They hadn't talked about a contingency plan, or a time table, so she was almost certain that Kinter and the others would still be in place down in the lobby. Still, she knew she was going to have to make a move soon, and with Minnow out of sight, it was her perfect chance.
She almost fell on the floor when she tried to get out of bed, but righted herself against the wall and found her bag. The pneumatic pistol was concealed in the bottom, and would be loaded with enough tranquilizer to take out an elk if need be. Her well-practiced hands found the latch to the compartment even though they were slightly quivering, and she withdrew the weapon just as Minnow walked back into the room. She snapped the gun up and into a locked stance completely by reflex. Minnow's somewhat flat expression didn't change in the slightest.
"Sorry, but I'm going to have to ask you to sit in that chair over there while I find my clothes," said Teeta keeping the pistol aimed directly at the other's chest. Without hesitation, the dark-haired girl found the chair at the far side of the large room and sat down, her legs pulled up to her chest.
"I'm really sorry to hear you say that, Teeta," she said, watching her as she picked up her panties from one of the end tables. "I was really hoping that after having experienced what it is that I do here, you would change your mind."
"Change my mind about what," she asked, carefully keeping the dart gun leveled while she pulled on her undergarments and started on her bra. She was having a hard time of it since it really required two hands, and one of hers was a little busy. Something else was bothering her, but she couldn't peg it.
"Your mission of course," answered the other. "Your real reason for being here."
Teeta looked up in surprise, but didn't respond. How the hell could she know about her mission?
"I would like to tell you a few things about me, Miss Shift. Are you willing to listen?"
Suddenly she understood what was bothering her. "How do you know that name?"
"When I was a child, I was pretty normal until I reached puberty. At that time, I developed the telekinetic ability that you experienced just a short while ago. I didn't use it as a means of stimulation at that time, but it was manifest in other ways. It was weak at first, but grew as I fully matured. It was an incredible gift. But what you don't know is that I have another talent as well. I am not just telekinetic. I am also telepathic. I can hear other's thoughts and emotions,"
Teeta frowned. She wasn't at all sure that this wasn't some kind of trick to buy her time, but the girl didn't seem to be a threat so she let her talk.
I was excited about it at first, just like I was my other gift, but as the ability grew stronger, I found that I couldn't block it out, and that I was picking up other people's thoughts from further and further away. By the time I was eighteen, it was nearly unbearable. I couldn't concentrate, and I was quickly losing myself. For a while, I ran away and lived alone on an island off the Washington coast, but the lack of contact was equally maddening.
"Finally, I found that there were certain ways to shield myself from the specific electromagnetic frequencies generated by all humans. I was able to live close enough to enjoy them, without being overwhelmed.  As you might imagine, having my talents made it fairly easy to acquire wealth, and several years ago I purchased the top three floors of this building as well as the club and restaurant below to be my home. Up this high, I am free from most of the 'noise' from below. I started using my talents for more personal exercises, and have settled into an enjoyabe way of life that I don't plan on changing any time soon."
"And, so why are you telling me all this," asked Teeta, somewhat confused.
"Because I want you to understand why I'm going to kill you."
Teeta's heart rate spiked, and she tensed her arms as though the girl might suddenly come leaping out of the chair at her. "No. I'm the one with the gun."
"An empty gun," said the other. "I unloaded it while you were unconscious."
She glanced to the weapon and saw that Minnow was telling the truth. "Fuck..." she exclaimed, panic starting to set in.  She held the empty pistol pointed at the woman anyway.
"But even if I hadn't," continued the girl. "Do you really think it would be any effort at all for me to stop the darts before they reached me? Teeta, I've known about your mission from the moment you sat down with Evan below. I know all about your plan to drug me and take me down the elevator. I know how many agents are waiting in the lobby for your return, and I could kill them all, from here, if I chose to do so."
"No way," replied Teeta in denial. She was trying to figure out a way that she could get past the girl to the door. Minnow didn't look strong, but she knew that size didn't always indicate fighting ability. "That's bullshit."
"Do you think so? Human beings are incredibly fragile creations, Teeta. A few ounces of pressure at certain places within the brain and the most powerful warrior will drop like a rag doll. And I assure you, at this range, I can exert far more than a few ounces of force."
"You're lying... If you wanted me dead, you wold have done it already!"  She was seriously beginning to panic. If what she said were true, then she didn't stand a chance.
"I don't want you dead... yet."
"You said you were going to kill me..."
Minnow nodded slowly. "And do you want to know why?"
Teeta didn't say anything, but instead, started edging toward the door.
"I'm angry, Miss Shift," said the girl, her face clouding with hostility. "I'm angry because even after I let you experience what I do, and gave you the chance to let me be, you STILL chose the selfish path. You still chose to use violence against me and pass me on to your government as if I were some commodity. Your partners are just following your orders, but you KNOW what I am, what I give to people."
Teeta was only a few feet from the door. She was just about to bolt for the elevator when something pushed her back. Suddenly, she was lifted off the ground, her feet flailing, and tossed to the bed. She landed on her back, but found herself flipped over onto her belly, her arms held at her sides, her whole body trapped under a soft, but irresistible pressure.
"AHH! Let me go, you bitch!"
"No," said Minnow, finally standing and coming to the side of the bed. "I'm going to use you to send a message to your government. I made a recording, and I will send it down the elevator with you. In my message I explain that I am making a deal. I have no political aspirations, and I have no interest in working for any government. So long as your people stay away, from me and my life, I'll keep quiet, but any operative that enters this building from this day forward, dies."
With her head turned to the side, Teeta could see how close Minnow was, literally standing over her.
"W-What are you g-g-going to do to me," she asked, nearly hysterical.
"There's a bundle of nerves at the base of your back," answered the girl. "At the second chakra point actually, that when pressed on in a very specific way will cause your brain to think you are feeling pleasure. It's as though every nerve in your body is firing all at once, and it's a sensation that makes what I did to you a short while ago seem like a peck on the cheek. Keep pressing on that point and you would simply have orgasm after orgasm without pause until your brain was saturated with opiates. But as soon as those opiates faded, you would start coming again. Over and over and over until you finally went insane, if your heart even lasted that long.
"That's what I'm going to do with you, Teeta. In a few moments I'm going to fuse those nerves... permanently. You're going to die of pleasure. Ironic I think."
"Oh my god... please... wait!  Let's talk... I don't have to turn you in, I could just walk away!"
"It's too late for that. Just be thankful that I haven't chosen to fuse the nerves for pain... Goodbye, Teeta."
"NO! WAIT! Just listen for... AHHHHH!"
Suddenly, something touched the base of her back and Teeta's whole world exploded. It was just as Minnow had said. There was nothing but complete ecstasy from every inch of her skin. Her mind rose into orgasm almost immediately, and her eyes rolled back into her head as she fought even to breath.
---
"You know, Sims, this job is bullshit," said Kinter as the two operatives sat in the lobby watching the elevators. The rest of the team was waiting outside in the fake ambulance. "Teeta's up there getting laid, and we're down here just sittin' on our asses for hours on end."
"Yeah, well," replied the heavyset blond, "That, my friend, is the benefit of being the boss I suppose."
They were both laughing when there was a scream from someone standing in front of one of the elevator doors that had just opened. They were up and across the lobby in seconds, Kinter alerting the ambulance drivers to stand by. But what they saw when they pushed the tourist couple out of the way, was anything but what they expected. Teeta Shift lay naked and convulsing on floor of the elevator car, her mouth open in what they first took to be pain. But the one called Sims recognized the expression as something else entirely, his mind having imagined what the woman looked like during an orgasm thanks to their conversation just beforehand.
"Holy shit! What did that chick do to her?!"
"Damn... I don't know, but help me get her out of here," he said, grabbing her waist with one arm. With the other, he tapped the microphone near his ear. "Deeter, Mikey! Get in here, we have a situation, and bring the gurney!" Teeta arched and cried out, her body shuddering even more intensely as the men fought to get control of her flailing limbs. For one second the woman's eyes refocused on her partner and her features contorted into an almost painful expression of need. Her body still shaking, but briefly under her control, Teeta reached out with her hands and grabbed the man's face.
"UGHNN... H-H-HELP M-ME!" she hissed. Then she was caught up in a quickly intensifying internal conflict that caused her breathing to shift into rapid gasps. All at once she cried out again, her whole body going rigid as she screamed in pleasurable agony.
"What the fuck..." said Kinter, trying to understand. Men dressed in paramedic uniforms appeared next to him. "Take her out of here," he said to them as he stepped back.
As they lifted her, he noticed a small data disc drop to the floor. Written in black pen on the top were the words, "SPECIAL AGENT KINTER". He picked up the disc and held it in his hand, considering options and protocol.
"What now... boss," asked the man named Sims.
Looking up at the ceiling for a moment, he frowned. "This place is a wrap. Let's get the hell out of here."
"And the mission? Are we just gonna walk away?"
He glanced at Teeta as she was wheeled out on the gurney, her still thrashing body straining at the straps that held her down. "I think we should just consider ourselves lucky to be walking out at all..."
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Pods
This is actually one of my oldest shorts, started and left unfinished back in my first year of college. It survived countless media shifts and hard-drive crashes, until I finally picked it up a few decades later and gave it an ending. It's still one of my favorites.
"What do you mean they're gone?!" The wide eyed young woman said to her partner as she stepped down from the orange colored rock she had been standing on. A dry wind was starting to develop from the west, tossing about her curly red hair with a chaotic frenzy.
"I mean, they are g. o. n. e! They left without us!" The second girl looked as though someone had hit her in the stomach. Her voice trembled with hysteria. The fabric of her Grade 2 uniform fluttered in the breeze. She had her backpack off her shoulders and was dragging it behind her like some impossible burden.
"This has to be a joke," complained the first girl, shaking her head. "They wouldn't just leave us out here!"
"All I know is that I saw the transport leaving the dock," said the second young woman, pushing some stray dark strands of her own hair out of her face.
"This is stupid. Somebody has to be fucking with us... Some kind of joke. Well I for one won't fall for it." Kicking a small round rock, the first girl headed down the hill, her boots leaving dusty tracks in the spartan landscape.
"Susan, where are you going?"
"Back to the dock. I have some chewing-out to do."
The second girl watched for a moment and then started down herself.
"I can't believe this!! How could somebody design a docking facility without a Comm unit?!" Susan stomped back and forth across the large, flat platform, her agitation rising. "Bree, you're sure it was our transport you saw? Not some other one, just picking up fuel or something?"
"I'm positive. VM-228, that's ours. Face it, Susan. They ditched us."
"The Academy wouldn't do that. Sure, our unit hates the fact that they're the only one with girls in it, but they wouldn't outright kill us for it."
"Then this is some kind of mistake? What about the computer? Surely Sergeant Milko would have checked with the computer before leaving. It would have told him if someone was missing."
Susan crouched and placed her hands on her head in frustration. "Whatever the cause, either they are turning around and will be here any minute, or something happened and we're on our own. If the later is true then we have about two hours of life left before this place drops to minus one-fifty degrees and turns us to popsicles."
"Isn't there an emergency kit someplace," asked Bree, mentioning to the docking facility.
"Looks like there used to be. It must have been used and never replaced. We're screwed, Brianna."
---
 
"Sir..." said the nervous marine as he approached the command group and saluted.
"Yes, Ensign," replied the larger man from behind a cup of steaming liquid.
"Uh, sir... Two of my men failed to report in after the day trip exercise. I checked with my C/O and he said that the computer reported all men aboard before we left, so I figure they must have gone AWOL sometime after we got back."
"Deserters? In our unit? I don't believe it! We haven't had a desertion in over twenty five years, soldier."
"I know sir. That's what I told my C/O. But these two... well, they..."
"Out with it, son! Was something wrong with these men?"
"Well... that's just it, sir. They weren't men, sir."
"Pardon?"
"They were females... sir."
"Dear god..."
---
 
"I know it sounds crazy," said Susan as they hiked out into the flat alien landscape. "But the article said that the boy was completely safe."
Brianna was warily gazing around them at the only type of indigenous life that lived out passed the tall mountain ranges. The huge, flower-like life forms covered the desert floor like a sensor array, each measuring at least 6 feet in diameter. "Are you trying to tell me that we can survive by jumping inside one of these things when it closes up for the night?"
"That's right. The article said that the boy fell asleep near one and was trapped when it closed. They found him in the morning, unharmed. We just have to find one big enough."
Brianna had heard about the strange pods too. How during the day, the large leaves laid open to the sun, soaking up light and heat. As the night came, and the cold, the pods would close up, trapping an air layer inside to keep the central stalk of the organism warm and safe. It wasn't decided as to whether the pods were plants or animals. They seemed to feed on minerals in the ground, but like all the life on Octned 3, they were linked together with the rest of their world via a sort of psionic web. However, the source of that web had never been found. The Federation believed that there must be some indigeonous higher life form that they just hadn't discovered yet.
She groaned inwardly as she stared at the glistening stalks around her. Most of these were about four feet high and covered with what looked like thick spaghetti hair which hung down about a foot. It wouldn't have been so bad if the hair wasn't moving. Each snake-like tendril slithered around slowly, probably to keep itself covered with the honey-like gel that the pod excreted to keep itself moist in the heat of the day. Whatever the reason, she couldn't see herself snuggling up to the thing.
As they moved deeper into the "forest", the stalks got larger. By the time the temperature was starting to chill Brianna through her uniform, the stalks were nearly eight feet high. Susan stopped before what had to have been one of the oldest pods in the sector. It towered over them, its leaves extending nearly ten feet out from the central stalk.
"This one should be big enough," Susan exclaimed as she caught her breath.
Brianna looked up at the giant pod, her body starting to shiver in the cold. "And if it isn't?"
"Then it won't make any difference. Look, either we go for it and maybe survive, or we stay out here and freeze for sure. Even if the transport turned around the moment they got back to base, they wouldn't arrive here in time to make a difference. Whatever we decide to do, it has to be soon. Some of the smaller pods are already closing."
Brianna looked back where her classmate was pointing and could see what she meant. It was eerie to see the huge leaves rising up around the stalks. It was hard to imagine the strength needed to lift the thick sections that would become the outer walls of the pods. An icy wind brought her attention back.
"Alright, let's get this over with," she said, resolved. "What do we do?"
Susan turned back to their pod and stepped cautiously onto one of the leaves, the thick, hard surface easily supporting her weight.
"We should stand on either side of the stalk, facing out. That will give us the most room."
Brianna stepped up to the other side, watching her classmate. Susan turned outward and slowly stepped back until her shoulders bumped into the stalk.
"Shit, that's freaky feeling," she exclaimed, crinkling her face. "But don't worry... It seems safe enough."
Brianna turned her back to the pod and made the final step back, putting her in contact with the slithering tendrils. She jumped as she felt them moving behind her, but swallowed her fear and tried to get used to it. "Yuck. Now what?"
No sooner had she spoken, then the pod vibrated slightly and the giant leaves started to rise up in front of her.
"Susan!"
"I'm here, Bree... Steady..."
"I'm scared. What if there's not enough room?"
Susan was wondering the same thing as the living wall slowly closed off her escape.
"Don't worry, everything will be fine."
And then they were in darkness.
"Bree, you still there?"
"Y-Yes... I'm okay. You?"
"Fine. Can you see anything?"
Brianna was about to say no, but in fact, she could just make out the wall in front of her.
"I see the inside of the pod. That's weird..."
"I know. I think the leaves are glowing," came Susan's voice from all around her.
"They must be. I smell cherries."
Susan laughed softly. It did smell like cherries. It was also instantly warmer.
"I think we're going to be alright, Bree. Did you notice the temperature?"
"Yes. I think I can feel the warmth from the walls. Do you think there's enough air?"
The other thought about it for a moment. "That kid didn't have any trouble. I think that the pod may recycle it somehow. It has plant characteristics after all."
As Brianna's eyes adjusted, she could clearly make out the walls of the pod around her. She found that she had about six inches of free space in which to move, maybe even enough to rotate.
"I'm going to try and turn around," she announced.
"You sure? You might not be able to reverse the process. Go slow..."
"Gotcha."
It was close, but with a minimum of grunting, she was able to turn around and lean against the wall of the pod, but she nearly slipped when her gel coated back made contact.
"Careful Bree!"
"No kidding... Watch yourself. That stuff on the stalk is slippery as hell."
Facing the stalk was a bit unnerving. It's one thing to have something slimy moving at your back, it's quite another to have it wiggling six inches in front of your face.
"The shell is hard," she complained, trying to wedge her buttocks comfortably.
"I think I'll stay put for now," came Susan's voice from the other side of the stalk. She could just barely see one hand of her classmate around the thick trunk. "I can see though, that it's going to get tiring standing here like this..."
"I'm not sure this way is any better," replied Brianna shifting slightly to her left to get away from a bump.
They talked for about two hours, chatting about the Academy, their careers, philosophy, and the various males that they found attractive. Both tried to avoid conversation about the pod. Susan woke with a start, her mind pulled sharply from a rather erotic dream.
"Bree?..." She called out softly.
"Hmmm... uh.. Susan? Sorry, I was asleep."
"Me too. Are you... okay?"
Brianna caught the edge in Susan's voice. "Sure, I guess so. A bit warm actually. And you?"
"Well, standing isn't a problem now..."
She stiffened. "What's happened?"
"Um... It's hard to describe. I think the stalk is holding me up."
"What?"
"I know it sounds weird, but some of the tendrils are looped around my arms and chest. I'm supported now. I can't move around, but I couldn't do that anyway."
"Shit!" exclaimed Brianna. "Are you okay? Do you want me to try and reach you?"
Susan thought about it for a moment. "No. Stay where you are. You might fall down and get stuck. I'm okay. It actually feels kinda nice." It was like being in a crash cocoon exercise. The thin filaments didn't seem to be bothering her, just holding her. She could still feel the tendrils moving around behind. One obnoxious strand had gotten in underneath her hair and was rubbing against the back of her neck. It was warm and slippery, but otherwise not uncomfortable. She could easily see how her current position would stir up her dreams they way they had been. The tendrils looped across her breasts felt a lot like a lover's fingers, and the slow motion of the tendril at the base of her neck was nothing less than sexual.
She thought about the man she was currently seeing. She hadn't made love with Trevor for nearly two weeks. Their schedules just hadn't come together often enough. It couldn't be helped, but it left both of them seriously hungry, sexually.
In her dream, she pictured herself in her room back at the Academy. Trevor entered and quietly moved to stand behind her. She loved the way he was so patient with her, allowing her desire to grow slowly, fully. He stroked her hair, her neck and arms. His hands moved softly down the sides of her thighs and then back up again, coming around her belly and up her torso until they rested on her breasts. His fingers gently caressed her full mounds until her nipples were hard points under her uniform. Then, with infinite care, he started unsnapping the hooks of her tunic. When he reached the bottom, he let his fingers slowly slide back up her chest, this time inside her clothing. Susan gasped as his warm fingers reached over her breasts again, cupping her, and gently messaging her skin until her nipples were pulsing with arousal.
One hand moved down her body, sliding over her taut belly to the belt of her pants. With great skill, his fingers popped the buckle and loosened the garment enough to allow his hand to slip down inside and cover her Mons, gently playing in the soft, tight curls above her flower. Susan felt the growing tension in her belly of sexual excitement. She smiled and moaned softly when Trevor's hand moved a little lower and started to drift over the moist flesh of her gates. She gasped at the sudden rush of pleasure that was building in her loins. His fingers felt so smooth against her. They glided over her apex as if they were coated in thick oil. It felt wonderful.
"Susan."
She heard her name on the loudspeaker and cursed inwardly. How could they disturb her now.
"Susan..."
She ignored the call. She was getting close now, Trevor's fingers were becoming more and more bold, sliding along the slit of her lips... drawing out her passion as they slowly worked deeper and deeper...
"Susan! HELP!"
Brianna's voice woke her from the dream, pulling her from a fog of eroticism. She could hear the panic in her friend's voice and adrenalin surged through her body. Then she had the startling realization that the wonderful pleasure she was experiencing in her dream hadn't stopped. Looking down, she nearly screamed.
"Oh my god!" she gasped. The tendrils of the stalk were looped all around her body. Just as in her dream, her tunic was open and her pants loosed around her hips. But instead of Trevor's hands, were dozens of thick filaments. She stared in awe as the thin tentacles slipped over her nipples, covering her with a glistening layer of the honey-like gel and causing a wave of sexual pleasure to ripple down her body.
More tendrils moved over her hips and down into her pants, where they were joined by more that had reached in from behind. They came up under her and just like in her dream, were slowly easing into the now slick folds of her womanhood.
Susan barely had time to take it all in before she felt an orgasm wash up and grip her mind in ecstasy.
Meanwhile, Brianna had her own troubles.
She too had awoken with a start. As her mind cleared of sleep, she found herself being pulled face-first toward the stalk. Tendrils were looped around her wrists, ankles and waist. She struggled for a moment, but soon had to reach out and turn her head in order to keep from falling into the wriggling mass of tentacles before her. She squished against the stalk and was quickly wrapped in hundreds of slippery filaments.
"No...." she moaned, knowing it was useless to fight. She was hopelessly bound. Her body was pulled up tight against the stalk, and she could feel the active tendrils all around her. She expected death, possibly by strangulation, but instead, the slippery fingers started to unbutton her tunic. In total disbelief, she struggled in vain to free herself as the clasps were undone one by one. She could also feel her belt buckle pop.
How could this creature know how to do these things, and what was it going to do to her once it had her clothes off!?
Her arms were pulled up above her head, stretching her out so that her chest was taut when the first tendrils of the stalk slipped in and reached hungrily for her breasts.
"OH! Ughnnnn... NO!..." she pleaded as they curled around her now hard nipples, causing wonderful fire to radiate outward. Her boots were pulled away, and her pants were sliding down her bare thighs. Everything happened so quickly, that Brianna was hardly able to make any sense out of her demise. In the background, she heard her classmate's sharp cries and knew she was on her own. Something about Susan's voice added to her own fears though. Her rapid gasps were not of pain, but something she recognized as pleasure.
When her lower garment was gone, her legs were pulled forward, her thighs spread to either side of the stalk.
"Ahhhh! Oh god, no!... UGHMMMM!" she moaned as the naked flesh of her smooth thighs came in contact with the pillar of slippery tendrils. Quickly, they wrapped around her bare body, pulling her deeper into the mass of writhing appendages, caressing every inch of her creamy skin and coating her with the thick honey. They reached around her back and buttocks, drawing her hips tight against the searching mass. She gasped in the sudden shock of arousal, her body twisting and straining to escape the slippery rape.
Several tendrils found her apex and slowly eased into her.
"UGH! UGH! Oh g-gods! UGHN! UMMMMMM!" she gasped as they worked inside her, deeper and deeper. Almost at once, her hips started to move against the stalk in a slow humping rhythm. Her nipples pulsed with arousal as dozens of fingers played with her chest and torso. In moments, her whole body was being caressed to the point of near insanity.
The pumping of her hips increased in tempo, and the rest of her torso began to undulate against the stalk as well. It was a totally unconscious and unstoppable action. It was a purely sexual response to being fucked, deeply, erotically, and in a way that was so complete that it left no room for any thought save total ecstasy. Her pelvis gyrated against the alien lover even as her head went back in orgasm. When she would have pulled back a bit with any other lover, the stalk merely continued steadily on, plunging in and out of her body unceasingly. Shocked, and utterly helpless to resist, she burst into another timeless moment of bliss, and then another, and another and another...
 
Susan was being driven wild in a different way. Her first orgasm had nearly pushed her into unconsciousness, but now the alien life form that held her was being far more seductive.
Holding her thighs wide, the tentacles at her flower had pulled out and were now playing havoc with her clitoris. Teasingly, they would slide along her folds and touch her in just the right way as to cause a deep, almost painful sensation of pleasure to wash up her body. They were doing this over and over, never quite letting her have the release that her body desired. Her torturous seduction went on and on until she was nearly sobbing with need.
Then, all at once, the tendrils slipped deep into her, wriggling and twisting. Shock and instant orgasm hit Susan like a hot wind and she cried out in wonderful ecstasy. Her hips rocked violently and her back arched as she drowned in terrible pleasure for what seemed an eternity.
Finally, as her mind came back to the present, she felt the familiar touch of the tentacles as they slipped gently and lightly up her folds, starting the whole pattern over again.
"Nooooo.... Mmmmmm... Ughhmmmmm...." She moaned, knowing what was coming, and that she was powerless to resist or stop it. On and on she was slowly tortured this way, each time finding it more and more arousing than before. She would resist, but no matter how she tried, the slow seduction always got the best of her. Her body trembling, she whimpered and gasped at the gradually building passion. She struggled in vain to break free but was completely at the mercy of the alien creature that teased her. She twisted and rocked her body, begging for release, but the stalk was nothing but consistent.
---
 
"Major! Over here!"
The group of men rushed over to where the nude bodies of the two girls were laid out on the surface of the massive pod leaves. The dark-haired one was on her back, her eyes open but unfocused. The other, the red-haired girl, was face down.
"Ryther," said the man in charge as he followed the others calmly. "Call HQ and tell them we found the missing cadets and will have them sent to medical for autopsies as soon as possible... what the hell? Sergeant! Why are they out of uniform?"
"That's unknown, Sir. If I had to field a guess, I'd have to say they were engaged in some kind of sexual activity."
The older man, sighed and groaned. "Great... the first desertion we have in a quarter century and it's by a couple of lesbian lovers. Command is going to chew me into..."
"SIR! They're alive!"
Confused, the man moved over to where the group of cadets was circled around the females. "Make a hole! What did you say, Private?"
"Sir, the girls, sir. They're not dead, just unconscious."
"That's impossible! It was minus a hundred and fifty-five last night! No one could have survived that."
"If you say so, sir, but both females have a pulse and are breathing on their own... Their vitals seem a little erratic, but otherwise strong. There's not even any sign of frostbite." The Private was carefully checking the dark-haired girl.
There was a snicker from the gathered men. "Yeah, maybe they kept warm by rubbing together vigorously..."
"Stow that, Cadet!" said the one named Ryther.
"Sergeant, what in Sam Hill's going on here?!"
The other scratched his chin for a moment before answering. "Well sir, if I had to make a guess, and I'm certainly no tech..."
"Go on..."
"Well, I'd say that they spent the night inside that there pod plant."
"Inside?" asked the Major, incredulous.
"Yes, sir. The plants close up at night when it starts to get cold, and with one this big I'd venture to bet there'd be just enough room inside for two cadets. It'd be a tight fit, but they're pretty small. The plants close to escape the cold, so it's likely they would have been quite warm."
"Can you think of any reason they would take their clothes off?"
Once again the man considered his words. "Well, if one of them was suffering from exposure, the other may have been trying to warm them up by transferring body heat... standard survival training." He knew the explanation was pushing it. Body-heat transfer didn't usually require the removal of undergarments, but he was hesitant to suggest that the girls might have been more intimate. Things were tense enough.
The older man sighed, resigned to an awkward explanation with Command.
"Major! Cadet Millson is regaining consciousness!" said the one attending Susan.
"Finally! Maybe now we can find out what the hell is going on." Crouching down next to the female, the Major tried to look concerned.
"S-s-sir..." said Susan, weakly.
"Relax, Cadet. The med-team is on the way. Are you strong enough to report?"
"I... I'll try, sir."
"Good girl. Take your time, but try to be thorough."
"Y-yes, sir. Bree... Cadet Stiles and I... were a little late reporting back from our survey when Stiles saw the transport leaving."
"Leaving? Without you?"
"Yes, sir."
"Sergeant! Didn't you do a roll call?"
"Of, course, sir," answered the man in question next to him. "I had the computer verify that all men were aboard."
"All m-men?" Susan stared up at her commanding officer.
"That's right, all... oh... holy shit, you don't think the computer took me literally do you?"
Susan just groaned.
"Ryther, I suggest that you have tactical take a good look at those interface protocols. Seems we found a 'glitch'."
"Yes, sir."
"Go on, Cadet."
"Sir. Once we realized we were on our own, we checked the emergency kit, but it was missing. Our only other option was to try and survive by standing inside a pod. It worked, but not quite like we planned."
"Why did you remove your uniforms," asked the Major, trying not to stare at the girl's bare shoulders. A blanket covered the rest of her.
"We didn't, sir. That was the pod."
"The pod? How...?"
"Well, I think I should tell you, sir, that I believe Cadet Stiles and I have found the source of your psi emissions."
"I don't follow you, Private," said Sergeant Ryther.
"It's the pods, sir. They're the missing higher life form. I'm sure of it."
The major frowned. "But they're plants..."
"Perhaps," continued Susan. "but I can tell you with complete certainty that they are empathic, at least at short range. We fell asleep inside the pod when it closed. My dreams were, well... a bit sexual in nature... sir. And when I awoke, I found the plant matching my dream precisely."
"Are you sure it wasn't the other way around, Cadet?"
She shrugged. "Maybe, but either way, it was smart enough to work the clasps and seams on my uniform while it restrained me and stripped me bare."
"It... are you serious?"
"Yes, sir. It then proceeded to, er... stimulate me... intimately... Just like in my dream," she said, blushing.
"Good lord," exclaimed the Major. "Er, for how long?"
"Well," continued Susan, a bit flustered. "I couldn't have been in the pod more than a couple of hours before I fell asleep, and I wasn't out long, so it started maybe three hours after sunset. And it stopped when the pod opened in the morning sun."
"Shit, that's almost fifteen hours!" The Sergeant was stunned.
"Yes, sir," she replied turning bright red.
"Well, that's quite an ordeal, Cadet. You can consider that time as double hazard pay, with special compensation to be determined at a later date."
"Uh, thank you sir, but I'm pretty happy just to be alive. Besides, as terrified as I was, I can't say I wasn't enjoying it. That's one of the reasons I'm convinced of the pod's intelligence. It knew just how to, er... I mean, it was really good at... uh... aw, shit, sir. That thing knew what it was doing. It was just too damn creative, even with my dream to guide it."
"Well, I'll pass on your information to bio-research and let them figure it out, in the mean time, you let medical take care of you."
"Major?"
"Yes, Cadet?"
"Brianna... I mean Cadet Stiles. Is she okay?"
"Sergeant?"
The other man smiled. "She was in shock when we got here, but I think she's coming out of it. Don't worry, she'll be fine."
Susan looked relieved.
The Major frowned as he watched the pair being carried on stretchers to the waiting transport.
"You think she's right," he asked Sergeant Ryther. "About the pods being higher life forms."
The man sighed. "Who knows. Research will sort it out. But I'll tell you one thing... I feel real sorry for those two."
"Sorry? Because of what happened in the pod?"
"Well, sort of. Think about it, sir. What guy could match an experience like that? They're in for a disappointing love life I think. I mean, fifteen hours! Do you think YOU could go fifteen hours straight?"
"I think I see your point."
"I know I couldn't, Major, and I'm pretty sure there isn't a man in the unit that could."
"Hmm. Well, to be safe, we better have MilComOps reclassify Octned 3 as a Class N hazard before the media gets hold of this. The last thing we need is three dozen transports filled with rich, undersexed females looking for a good time with the new aliens."
"Yes, sir!"
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Spirits
As a personal favor for a friend, this short is pretty dark, as far as I’m concerned. It’s always difficult to write from the perspective of somewhat younger female characters, especially within erotica. While all my characters are always “of age”, it’s easy to forget that they may lack certain sexual experience and vocabulary. I found myself remembering that the main character was still a teen, and having to go back and edit conversations and reactions that were ‘out of place’ for someone her age.
1 
Melanie frowned as she rounded the corner near the old, abandoned Richardson house on her way home from school. Derek and his goons were following her again. He always said that he just wanted to talk to her, but she knew better. He was a class-A creep, “A” standing for “asshole”. What he wanted was what most guys wanted, but were at least too civilized to simply take without permission.
Derek was bad enough by himself, but with the rest of his pack of delinquents, he was a real danger. With just one or two, she might have had a chance, but four was trouble. 
Her other options were pretty limited: sweet-talk him with promises and smiles, or run for it. Given that he had brought the whole gang, she wasn’t putting good odds on the talking option, but running was even more risky. Where would she go? It was half a mile between her and the nearest “safe” haven, and though she was pretty sure she could sprint that far, she couldn’t do it with her backpack on. The potted plant in her arms didn’t help either.
There was an abandoned house, which she could possibly use as a hiding place, but if they decided to follow her in, which they would, they could take their time hunting her down and then do whatever they wanted completely out of view. The place was also condemned for a reason. It was literally falling apart and full of loose flooring. She could end up dropping through into the basement with a broken leg. If that happened, she was dead. Derek and his boys certainly wouldn’t bother telling anyone that she had gotten hurt… or why she had run there in the first place.
There was also the forest. A solid stand of old elms, she could probably hide indefinitely there as well. It had the same “out of view” problem as the abandoned house, but the forest had the advantage of being open. If she kept moving, they would probably tire of following her. Of course, that could backfire on her. If she strayed too deep, she was likely to get lost. She might survive the night if no large animal picked up her scent and it wasn’t too cold. The nights had been warm lately, but the weather changed quickly at this time of year. Just a week ago it had dipped below freezing. At least in the old house she might have a chance of someone hearing her screams for help (if anyone were looking for her), but out in the forest her chances of being found in time were slim at best.
“Hey, Melanie… hold up a sec, I want to ask you something…” called Derek, behind her. Time to decide. His tone immediately ruled out sweet-talking in her mind, so it was house or forest. Choosing the latter, she waited until the house had just passed between them and she was momentarily out of view. Then she turned and jogged as fast as she could around the far side of the small structure and made a bee-line for the dark line of elms. She had covered half the distance before Derek and his pals even noticed. That was good, but now that they had seen her, they were gaining quickly. That was bad. It was made worse by the fact that she couldn’t run any faster because of the plant she carried, a small shrub or bush of some kind in a beautiful clay pot. She actually didn’t care so much for the ceramic container, but was instead determined to save the pathetic-looking shrub that the school secretary, Mrs. Nurb, had discarded in the bin just outside her English class.
She passed the edge of the forest and had to slow to a fast walk because of the roots and branches that blocked her path. The plant also kept snagging on things, and she had to stop each time to untangle it so that it wouldn’t be hurt further. Finally, after a minute or so, the forest thinned a bit and she intersected a stream. She thought that if she at least kept to the water, she could always follow it back to find her way out of the forest again. Her stream was joined by another larger stream, and then another, until Melanie could no longer see herself crossing to the other side without getting seriously wet. Behind her, she heard voices.
“There she is! Over here, Derek!”
Her heart pounding in fear and exhaustion, she pushed on, hoping that she might find something she could use for cover to hide. But aside from the trees, there was nothing but a series of small waterfalls that led the stream downhill. Up ahead, some of the water split off and fed into a medium sized pond, and in any other situation, she would have stopped and stared in amazement at its beauty. Girded by rocks and tight trees, nearly all of the peaceful pool was shaded from the direct sun. Flowers of a dozen varieties were in bloom everywhere, and she could hardly believe how green everything was. It was truly an oasis, and one she would very much want to explore further were it not for her dire circumstances.
“She’s over by that water,” called out one of the other boys, as she finally succumbed to her effort and had to stop. She pulled herself up behind one of the larger boulders at the water’s edge and panted, catching her breath, knowing that at any moment they would be on her.
She looked down at the dying shrub and sighed. “Well, maybe I can at least save you from harm,” she said, as if to the plant itself, and carefully tucked it out of sight between two other rocks. She knew that if they found her with it they would almost certainly destroy it out of spite. With a little luck, they would assume she had dropped it in order to run. Then, just to be sure, she took a deep breath and stepped out of hiding.
Two of the boys were just coming to a halt about ten meters away. A third joined them a moment later, followed more casually by Derek, who was smiling wickedly.
“Well now… I guess she decided to talk to us after all, eh Chaz?” he said, sauntering closer. “Though she seems a little short on words now…”
“Stay away from me, Derek.” She replied, tersely. 
He shook his head. “Nah. I don’t think so. You see, I might have considered just a polite conversation before you up and made us run after you through the bloody forest. But now… No, I think something a little more… intimate, is in order.”
The one called Chaz and another boy started forward.
“Stay away!” she screamed.
“Or what?” he asked. “You going to call for help? Out here? There’s no one going to hear you, not now, and not when you’re screamin’ as I rut your pretty little…”
“RWAAAAGHH!!”
Directly to the boys’ left something had risen up out of the pond… something huge. Towering above them was a face composed of glowing blue flame, complete with blazing yellow eyes and a jagged mouth of long flaming teeth. As horrifying as the vision was, it was the darkness within the maw of the entity that caused Melanie’s heart to skip. It was as though all light that entered there was simply swallowed away into an abyss. 
Paralyzed, she stood there shaking. Derek and his friends were more mobile, and had taken flight at once, nearly levitating back up the hill the way they had come. The great glowing creature stared after them for a bit before finally turning in her direction. The moment its bright eyes fixed on hers, she felt the blood drain from her face and she crumpled to the ground, unconscious.
 
---
 
Melanie woke to the gentle sound of running water bubbling over the rocks as it entered the pond. It was like soft, random music, or chimes in the wind. Slowly, she opened her eyes, trying to remember where she was. 
Grass. She was laying on grass, or maybe moss. Something springy and green, anyway. Nearby, she smelled Jasmine blooms. She remembered she had fainted. She also remembered running with the potted plant, then the pond, which she could see in front of her as her eyes focused. She remembered Derek and his pals chasing her, and the fear of being raped. She recalled them coming for her, and then…
She sat up abruptly. The pond was still and serene, even comforting. There was no sign of the giant flaming face, the memory of which, caused her to shiver slightly.
“Was it just a dream?” she asked herself, as she stared into the clear water. Leaves and lily blossoms were all that sat on the surface now. But something nagged at her. It was like an itch on her back that she couldn’t reach. She felt eyes on her, and the longer she sat there, the more certain she became that she wasn’t alone.
“Hello? Is someone there?”
There was no response, only the soft voice of the water and the gentle wind in the tops of the trees above her. The feeling of being watched only grew.
“Please… I know you’re there. Show yourself,” she entreated, a fear growing in her gut that it might be Derek. And then she had another thought. What if the unseen eyes belonged to the… monster?
Suddenly, a glowing light near the rocks caught her eye. Blue light shown from behind the boulders where the water exited the pond and continued on downstream. Her heart racing, Melanie strained her neck to see, but the light stayed hidden. It was moving in her direction, however, and she swallowed in nervousness.
“I… I w-won’t hurt you, I promise.” She said.
The light stopped behind the rocks closest to her, only few meters away, but seemed to be hesitating.
“Is someone there? Please, come out…”
The light grew brighter on the side closest to the water, until she saw a sliver of blue at the edge of the rock. The sliver of light widened, as did her own eyes, until she could clearly see something small coming around the rocks. Her breath caught as the strange thing came fully into view.
It was about the size of a basketball, though not completely round, and was shrouded in a moving haze of light. The main body was a semi-opaque blob of darker blue, and the creature reminded her of some flaming dessert, perhaps a gelatin, only with eyes and a mouth.
Yes, eyes. Large, slightly yellowish eyes stared back at her, watching for any sudden movement. Its mouth below was hardly more than a line. There were no hands or feet that she could see, nor could she tell how it was moving. It just seemed to slide or hover. Aside from being terribly frightened at the strangeness of the whole thing, Melanie decided that it was beautiful, and remembered to breathe.
“Oh my…” she said, softly. “Are… are you the one who scared off Derek?”
The blob tilted its face to the side and seemed to frown slightly.
“… I mean, those boys.”
The face brightened and the creature seemed to nod and bounce slightly. Melanie was both astounded and frightened by the answer, remembering how terrified she herself had been of the giant demon-like vision that had come up out of the lake. Then something occurred to her.
“You… can understand me?”
Once again, it nodded.
“But you can’t talk?”
The blob seemed to consider this, then twisted back and forth as if to say ‘no’.
“Are… are you friendly?”
It was at this point that the glowing ball did something that quite surprised her. It grew an arm. Seemingly right from its side, a thin limb appeared to stretch out from the surface like the eyestalk of a snail. At the end it formed a simple three-fingered ‘hand’ and pointed at her, nodding.
She considered this.
“You’re friendly… to me.” She suggested.
It nodded.
Breathing a sigh of relief, she had another epiphany. 
“Wait! I think I know what you are... You’re a forest spirit, aren’t you?!”
It seemed to bounce and nod, happily.
“I read a book on indian mythology that talked about forest spirits. It said that you protect the the trees, the whole forest.”
Once again, the glowing creature nodded.
“Well, I’m definitely on your side then,” she said, smiling. “I would never dream of harming such a beautiful place.” Then she frowned, thinking. “Did Derek and his friends do something to your forest? If they did, I swear I’ll…”
The spirit shook its body as a ‘no’.
“They didn’t? But… you… did that thing where you got all big and nasty and…” She trembled slightly and closed her eyes, trying to shake the vision from her head. Suddenly, she felt a warmth and a slight pressure on her hand. It was the slightest of touches, but it caused her to jump and open her eyes. When she did, she gasped. The spirit was now right next to her, with its long, thin arm reaching out to touch her. Up close, it looked even more like it was aflame, but although its touch was quite warm, it was not uncomfortably so. In fact, it was rather nice.
She could also see that the spirit’s body wasn’t as even and regular as she had first thought. It seemed to flow and sparkle slightly, as though it were a clear ballon filled with a glowing iridescent liquid mixed with glitter. She was afraid, but also transfixed.
While still touching her hand, it grew a second arm and pointed to the rocks nearby. Sitting there, still in the pot, was the plant she had rescued. Surprisingly, it appeared to be doing a lot better than she remember it, and looked almost healthy. Suddenly, she understood.
“You… you did that to protect… me?”
It nodded.
“...Because I was trying to save that shrub.” She said slowly.
Again, the spirit nodded, then smiled.
Melanie took a deep breath and sighed in relief. “I understand now. Well, that was very impressive, Mr… uh… spirit.” The creature looked up at her with confusion. “I mean, you really scared the crap out of me, but you did it for the right reasons. Thank you.”
It nodded.
“Do you have a name?”
It just looked at her.
“Well, I suppose you do, but I’ll never be able to figure it out if you can’t talk, and it’s a fair bet that you can’t write. I guess I’ll just have to give you a name. A name just between you and me, what do you think?”
It smiled, but just on the left side, then nodded.
“So what should I call you? Hmm… Fiery, Sparky… Blue! I’ll call you Blue, because... you are. Would that be okay?”
It nodded and bounced happily, moving closer and rubbing itself against her like a cat. She held perfectly still, not quite sure how to respond. The spirit’s warmth passed through her sweater and blouse and warmed her side from her ribs right down to her hip.
“Good. Then since you have a name, I can formally introduce myself. Blue, I’m Melanie…” She held out her hand. The spirit moved around in front of her and stared at her extended palm. Finally it looked up at her, expressionless.
“Oh, I guess you don’t know greetings. When people meet formally, human people I mean, they grasp hands. It’s a sign of friendship and greeting.”
The glowing entity looked back to her hand, then after a moment, extended its own glowing fingers. Instead of clasping her hand though, it took her fingers and lightly smoothed her open palm with its second hand. The touch surprised her, but again, she did not pull away. It wasn’t restraining her limb in any way, and in fact it almost seemed as though it were soothing her the way a mother might calm a child with gentle caresses. Then she noticed that Blue wasn’t looking at her hand as it did this, but rather at her face. Quite suddenly, she found herself blushing.
“That’s… a little less formal,” she commented. Her hand was very warm, and to her surprise, tingled slightly. The spirit’s touch was smooth, and almost wet feeling, but when it finally released her fingers, her hand was as dry as ever.
She sighed and looked around. “This is a beautiful pond you have here, Blue. Is it your home?”
The forest spirit nodded once and turned to survey the place.
“It’s so quiet and peaceful… not like my school, or… home. Would you mind if I just sat here for a little bit? I’m not sure I’m ready to face my foster father right now.”
The entity moved its arm in a slow arc, indicating the whole of the pond, and nodded.
“Thanks. Don’t let me keep you if you have things to do…”
The spirit looked at her briefly, then bounced off, disappearing for a few minutes, then reappearing somewhere else. It did look busy, though she couldn’t for the life of her decide what it was doing.
She took several long breaths and laid back. Above her, the trees swayed slightly in the afternoon breeze. She tried to understand how she felt about the strange spirit and what it meant. Certainly its very existence changed her view of the world, but that didn’t bother her as it might have. Her world had changed so many times… That it would do so in an almost magical way didn’t seem to matter. The book from the library mentioned forest spirits as myths or visions, but obviously they were real enough. She just never expected to meet one.
Between the gentle dance of the trees, the cool breeze, and the scent of a hundred flowers around her, Melanie’s eyes grew heavy. At some point, she must have drifted into a light slumber, because she awoke, blushing, out of a dream. Blue was next to her again, and his stubby hand was resting on her right breast.
“Whoa!” she exclaimed in surprise as she sat up quickly and scooted a few feet away. “Sorry, but that’s off limits, bub!”
The spirit just looked confused.
“Look,” she continued, sighing. “You can’t just touch a girl there, it’s not polite. I won’t even let human boys touch my boobs… Well, not very often anyway. There was Tommy Pillhanger, but he had to move away, and… and… the point is, you need to ask permission, okay?”
The glowing blob appeared to be thinking for a moment, then it reached out with an arm and pointed at her chest. It looked up at her, expectantly.
Melanie’s mouth dropped open. “Wha… No!”
If the spirit had had shoulders, they would have slumped as it took on an expression of sadness and turned away from her looking utterly dejected.
“Aw… shit,” whispered Melanie to herself as a wave of guilt washed over her. “Wait,” she called after the entity. It stopped and turned back around to face her. Taking a deep breath, she put out her hand. “Please come back. I didn’t mean to upset you, really I didn’t. You probably saved my life back there. I… I suppose, that if you want to touch my breasts, it’s the least I owe you.”
The forest spirit brightened and even smiled as it started to move back in her direction.
“I mean, who would you tell, right? You can’t even speak.” She sighed. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she whispered softly to herself, as Blue stopped in front of her again. “If I allow this,” she said directly to the spirit, “then you have to stop when I tell you to, okay?”
It nodded.
“You promise?”
It raised one of its arms and then brought it down in front of itself in a gesture that looked surprisingly official for an entity without any real body to speak of.
“Alright then,” she agreed, and then took another deep breath, blowing it out slowly from her mouth. “Um... here,” she said, unbuttoning her sweater the rest of the way. Then she leaned back on her elbows so that she was more level to the spirit. The position pushed her chest out nicely, and she briefly smiled. She always thought her face was a little plain, but her figure was nice enough, especially now that she had ‘filled out’ in all the right places. In her mind, she was just comparing her legs to that of Deirdre Choone’s, when Blue hopped up onto her upper lap. She flinched, and sucked in her breath, but held her cool. She was expecting the forest spirit to just reach over her, but now that she saw it sitting on her abdomen, the position did make more sense.
“Remember, you stop when I say so…” she reminded the glowing blob. 
It nodded, smiling. 
“Okay then, go ahead.”
Before that moment, Melanie hadn’t decided if Blue were male or female, but as the forest spirit reached out its hands toward her breasts, she swallowed, recognizing a very male reaction to a woman’s bosom. Yes, Blue was all male. He also had weight, which surprised her just a little since he was a ‘spirit’. She sort of expected him to be made of gases or pure energy or something, but she could clearly feel his mass sitting on her abdomen. He was about the same as a full sized house cat, big, but not uncomfortable. He was also very warm. 
She gasped as his smooth, featureless fingers first settled over the swell of her chest. Having held his hand earlier, she was expecting some heat to reach through her bra and blouse, but coupled with the liquid warmth that had settled over her belly, she was a little stunned. 
A deep feeling of pleasure grew in her upper torso as the spirit gently moved its hands in slow circles, kneading and softly squeezing her mounds. Her mouth fell open in arousal, and without meaning to, she closed her eyes. For several minutes she just enjoyed the erotic massage, biting her lip, until her breathing began to deepen and she felt herself start to become wet.
“Ughnnn…. Okay… mmm… s-stop... please… ughmmm…” she breathed, her eyes flying open. To her relief, Blue removed his hands at once, but remained on her stomach. He looked as blissful as she felt.
She took a few long breaths to get control, noticing that her nipples were hard enough to hurt under the confining fabric of her bra. Her whole chest was also tingling and her face was fully blushed. “Okay?” she asked, not sure what she would do if he answered “no”.
But the spirit nodded slowly, apparently quite happy.
“I should probably be getting home,” she commented, a minute or so later. “It would be just like my foster father to choose this day to care when I got home from school.”
Blue looked on without expression.
“Right then, off you go…” She sat up a little more and gave her hips a slight tilt. Blue got the message and hopped off. Dusting off her skirt, she stood up and readjusted her blouse as well. She was still warm from Blue, in more ways than one, so she left the sweater open.
“Frankly, I’d rather stay here,” she said more to herself than the wobbling ball of light. “It’s so peaceful. And it really is beautiful, Blue. Do you… Do you think I could come back and visit you?”
The blob nodded vigorously, bouncing in joyous agreement. She had to laugh at his enthusiasm.
“Thank you. I’ll see you later then,” she replied, and found her backpack. With a final wistful look at the pond, she waved to the forest spirit and turned to find her way back up through the trees.



2
Melanie sat on the bank of the pond, her history book in her lap. She was idly rubbing the end of her pencil on her cheek while she watched Blue slowly pass back and forth between the various flowers and other plants that surrounded his home. What he was actually doing to them, she couldn’t tell, but whatever it was, they all looked perfect.
He had been quite happy to see her when she trotted down the hill after school the day after their first meeting, bouncing and spinning in greeting. He immediately took her hand and led her down to the grassy space at the edge of one side of the small water feature. To her surprise, it now had wild Jasmine growing around the perimeter, and the short, soft grass looked somehow fuller. The ground was quite soft, but where she expected to find it wet or muddy, it was perfectly dry. She might get a few grass stains, but comfort was definitely not a problem.
Her next surprise came when the forest spirit proudly pointed out the little potted shrub that she had rescued from the dumpster, only now it was no longer in the pot. It was planted in the ground at the far edge of the space, and looked so healthy and full that Melanie failed to recognize it at first. When she did, she squealed and clapped her hands in approval. The glowing ball grew bright, its happy smile nearly encompassing the entire width of its face.
They talked for a bit after that, Melanie actually doing all of the talking, while Blue basically bobbed and listened. He was very attentive and polite, and only left her side when she brought out her schoolwork and explained that she needed to do it somewhere, it might as well be in such a delightful place as his pond.
But it was hard to focus on the horrors of the second world war when you were sitting in a literal oasis of beauty and life. Here, she could completely let go of the stress and rigid discipline of her semi-fascist Christian high school, and even her abhorrent home life. Her foster father hadn’t even noticed her arrival ten minutes before sunset, nor did he ask or care how her day went. He never did. She sometimes wondered how long she could be missing from his life before he would bother to call the police. Probably when it was time for a review so he could continue to get his monthly check.
Blue was rubbing against her side like a cat.
“Well, hello there,” she exclaimed, smiling in mirth at the friendly distraction. “I saw what you did with the primrose... Very creative.” That seemed to please the little spirit, who bobbed around a bit and then settled, facing her, its warm yellow eyes watching her like two bright coals in a cooling fire. Then, with a somewhat guarded expression, it extended an arm and casually pointed at her chest. Melanie saw that the thin lines of color that made up the spirit’s brows rose in question.
“Oh my…” she replied, amused, aroused, and embarrassed at the same time. “What have I started with you? I have to be honest, I spent a really long time last night thinking about you touching me. I mean, it’s not like it was the first time someone has fondled my boobs… I have had boyfriends you know.”
Blue listened without comment.
“I’ve even, you know… done it, a few times. It was fun and all, but kinda quick, if you know what I mean.”
The spirit made a slightly sad face and bobbed.
“I’m not sure why I’m telling you all this, except to explain… well, I was sort of hoping you might ask again. It felt really nice, and… and you seemed to enjoy it…”
He nodded vigorously.
“… Which is why I left my bra off after P.E. today.”
She had to blush and giggle at Blue’s response. The poor thing’s eyes grew big and bright, and its mouth actually opened in surprise.
“I’m still really nervous about it, and like before, you would have to promise to stop if I ask…”
He nodded agreement with a solemn face, and made the same sweeping hand gesture as before.
“Alright then, um, let me just set this aside,” she said, taking her textbook and placing it nearby. “And I think I would like to lay back this time, would that be okay? You can still sit on my stomach if you want.”
The spirit was giddy.
Taking a deep breath, she unbuttoned her sweater and slipped it off her shoulders. Then, she leaned back to her elbows, and finally, with one last sigh, laid herself flat on the spongy grass.
Blue was a little more careful hopping up onto her, sort of sliding up rather than bouncing onto her tummy. Again, she felt the deep warmth of its body flowing over her, but this time she found the sensation entirely erotic. It was a liquid heat of sorts that seemed to reach right into her, stimulating her body from the inside out. She felt a tightness in her abdomen and a squishy slickness in her lap even before Blue started anything with his hands.
“Okay, go ahead…” she said, a little breathlessly, and closed her eyes. A few seconds later they flew open again as she gasped in wonderful shock.
The spirit had slipped his hands up her torso and then gently over her breasts in a single slow motion. The feel of his warm touch on her upper body was much more intense without the shield of the bra, and his fingers were able to literally slide around the risen and hard nubs of her nipples under the thin cotton blouse she wore. There was also much more downward pressure on her chest, and she immediately bit her lip to keep from crying out.
It felt wonderful, and she let her eyes slowly roll closed again as she settled into the feelings of gently building delight. Blue seemed perfectly content to play with the mounds of her breasts for as long as she let him, varying his touch frequently and in playful ways. More than once in the next few minutes he caused her breath to catch when he took her nipples in his fingers and rolled them lightly between the stubby digits. Before long, her whole body was squirming, and her breathing was beginning to deepen.
Finally, she opened her eyes to look at the little spirit, and found he was staring right back at her. The fact that he was focussed on her face and not her chest was enough to cause her to blush deeply, but it was the intensity of that gaze that took her breath away. She was a little bit frightened, and almost told him to stop, but there was another part of her that was really enjoying the erotic attention. That part of her wanted it to go further… much further.
With Blue looking down on her, Melanie brought up her hands and, and biting her lip, found the top-most button of her blouse. The forest spirit moved its own hands out of the way, curious of her actions. When he saw what she was doing, its yellow eyes grew wide with wonder and his whole ball-like body glowed a bit brighter.
One by one she slowly popped each of the little white buttons, each one causing her arousal to increase a bit further. Finally, she could go no further because of Blue’s body sitting atop her abdomen, so she put her arms down at her sides, and licking her lips, nodded slowly to the spirit.
As if he’d been given a delicate treat, Blue reached down and gingerly took hold of each side of her blouse. Then, with rapt attention, he slowly pulled the garment open. Melanie couldn’t believe she was letting the little forest spirit see her bare chest, and even though she fully understood that he wasn’t in any way human, she found herself blushing deeply. She was also aroused as all hell.
Blue looked somewhat awestruck himself. Taking one last look into her eyes to be certain it was alright, he brought his hands down over her breasts. Wonderfully warm pleasure instantly radiated through her torso and she arched up her back as she gasped and literally started laughing with joy. Her nipples pulsed, engorged nearly to the point of pain.
“Ughnnn! Oh… oh…. oh, GOD!” she cried out, her body afire with lust. Several minutes later, she was nearly weeping with need as Blue continued to play with her. She was becoming desperate, and would have brought her hands up to pleasure herself into orgasm if not for the spirit’s blob-like body in the way. Then she noticed Blue was watching her again.
“D-d-do you h-have any idea w-what you’re doing to m-me? Ughmmmm….”
Without changing its expression, the spirit nodded.
“Y-y-you’re driving m-me CRAZY!… mmmmmm…”
At first, she thought that Blue just didn’t understand. His fingers had frustratingly slowed nearly to a stop and she was about to say something when his expression changed. It was as though Blue had suddenly had an idea. She whimpered in disappointment when the forest spirit first removed his left hand from her body, but when she saw what he was doing, her mouth dropped open. His face was tilted in question again as he pointed down into her lap.
Melanie was suddenly very alert, and frankly, just a bit scared. If Blue was asking what she thought he was asking, then their odd little relationship was about to progress to a whole different level. Up until that point, the bulbous forest spirit had kept to what amounted to heavy petting. She admitted it felt nice – okay, really nice – but it was still innocent foreplay. Letting it have access to her bare tits had been arousing enough to give her pause, but if she let it go further she doubted she could stay in control of herself. 
His right hand was still lightly caressing her breast, the deep warmth from his fingers settling into her chest. Every now and then he would lightly rub her nipple directly, sending sparks of glorious pleasure ricocheting through her body. Her heart beat furiously with adrenaline, and her breathing was hard and heavy. She needed release so intensely that she thought she would pass out. With just a slight bit of hesitation, Melanie slowly nodded.
“Y-yes…” she whispered. She also brought up her knees, and with her cheeks blushing dark crimson, let her thighs fall slowly open.
She was confused when Blue turned back to face her directly, and returned his left hand to where it was at her breast. She thought that perhaps she had misunderstood him after all, and he was just going to continue to tease her endlessly. But then she felt something else on her belly, a warm pressure slowly sliding down her abdomen. It had just reached the top of her pleated skirt when she understood. If Blue could “grow” two arms out of nothing, why not three?
She gasped as the warm fingers slipped silently under the band of her lower garment. She had expected that the spirit would be touching her on top of her clothing. That he was skipping that little detail nearly caused her to reach up her hands to stop him. But she bit her lip again and stifled back a groan of heated arousal. She was stunned a second time, when those same liquid digits eased under the edge of her panties and started to drift over the swell of her pubis.
“Oooh! Shit! UGHNN!” This time, she did start to sit up and reach in, but Blue found her apex first, the stubby little fingers gliding down over her cleft in a single easy motion. Between her own sopping arousal, and the utterly smooth nature of the spirit’s digits, Blue had only to apply the slightest pressure inward to pop inside her. Melanie surprised herself by coming at once. In a great rush of agonizing bliss, she fell back to the grassy earth and stared up at the sky as she cried out.
“AHHH! AHHH! UGHNNN! OH GOD!”
The spirit’s fingers felt almost hot inside her, and even when she slapped her knees back together, it had no effect on the way that he gently dipped into her honey again and again and again, each time, slipping in a little deeper. Melanie felt her pelvis tensing toward a second orgasm, and clawed the ground as she arched up off her back. Of course, this only encouraged Blue to renew his attention to her nipples, and the girl suddenly found herself on the losing end of a three-pronged sexual assault.
Finally, her thighs fell open again, just as the little spirit pushed her over the brink and she climaxed a second time. Her hips made a quick seres of rapid thrusts against the glowing lover’s touch, and then locked in quivering ecstasy.
“AAAAAAHHHHHUGHHHHHNNNNNN!!” 
Her cry of passion left her spent and trembling, and luckily, Blue let her rest and roll to her side or she almost certainly would have passed out. Without his fiery touch at her center, she was finally able to start catching her breath and let the dizzy stars fade from her vision. She just laid there, drooling and panting for an indeterminate time. It was Blue’s odd, comic-like face that she first pulled back into focus. The creature was soothingly stroking her side and hip as it let her gradually recover.
“H-holy shit…” she said, weakly, her eyes half-lidded. Internally, she was already looking forward to her next visit with the entity, provided of course, that she could find the strength to walk back up the hill…
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It was two days before Melanie was able to get back to the pond again, but she explained to Blue before she left that it might come to that. She had an after school meeting with her book club that took her well on towards evening, and although she felt safe enough with Blue around, she wasn’t too keen on trying to navigate the forest alone after dark. His pond was a good mile in from the road.
The little blob of energy listened without comment or expression, not seeming to care one way or another. But it did respond when she finally thanked him and gave the spirit a little kiss on the top of its body.
“You have no idea how much I needed to, er… get some relief. That was just about the most incredible set of orgasms I have ever had. You made me feel wonderful. Thank you.” At which point she leaned over and put her lips to his glowing surface. There was something a bit like a spark, and she found her lips tingling pleasantly. She hadn’t expected it, and so brought her fingers up, touching her mouth lightly and giggling.
So it was with great enthusiasm that she left her last class of the day and started her walk to the forest. Unfortunately, as she turned onto the street that ran parallel to the woods, she ran right into Derek.
“Hey, what do we have here? Little Miss Trickster… I see you made it out of the forest alive.” He had a firm grip on her arm. She could probably break free, but then what?
“Leave me alone, Derek.”
“Or what? You going to call your demon again, or was that just a one shot kind of trick?”
“What are you talking about? Let go of my arm.” She tried to wiggle free, but he held her tight enough to hurt.
“You know, I can handle being fooled once, but do you really expect me to believe that you didn’t set up that little display in the forest?”
Suddenly she understood what he was talking about. She considered being completely honest and even inviting them down to the pool again. But then she remembered who she was talking to. Not only would they never make it to the pond, but even if they did, she had no guarantee that Blue would protect her again. She wanted to believe he would, but she actually started to worry that Derek would somehow find a way to hurt her amorous friend, and she absolutely wouldn’t allow that under any circumstances. 
“You think you can embarrass me in front of my friends and just walk away? You fucking bitch, I’m going to make it hurt…”
She wasn’t about to let him push her towards the alley, so she flipped her wrist over, broke his hold, and put her whole weight behind her fist… and missed. Actually it was a glancing blow, but it hardly mattered. It did not have the stunning effect she was counting on, and before she could even turn around, Derek swung and landed a ringer to the side of her head. She managed to twist away enough so that it hit her cheek instead of her eye, but it still knocked her to the ground and blacked her out for a few seconds. Just as her vision was clearing, he kicked her in the stomach.
It’s a terrible feeling to know that you are helpless in the face of a violent bully. By her own choice, Melanie was a pacifist, which made it all the harder for her to try and defend herself. She abhorred violence, so it was a bitter pill that her one attempt to use it to save herself had been her undoing. 
She saw him pull back for a second kick and steeled herself for the coming blow, but it never came. When she looked up, she saw him turning around and quickly ditching into the alley. Looking the other way, she saw several other students had started down the street. Not wanting to be seen in her current state, Melanie gingerly picked herself up and headed toward the forest.
Blue was bouncing with happiness when he spotted her coming slowly down the incline to the pond, but even when she was still a few dozen meters away he recognized that she was hurt and came to her side, frantic, buzzing around her like a bee. The trip had taken her nearly twice as long as the last time, and her side hurt like hell.
“No, no… I’m okay. Just a little bruised,” she explained as she reached the bottom and collapsed onto the grassy space. But Blue wasn’t convinced. He was moving from one side of her to the other, his face confused and worried. He had his hands out, lightly touching her as though she were hot or something.
“Hey, hey,” she said, reaching out and snagging his hand. “Settle down, you’re making me dizzy. I’ll be fine, really.”
The forest spirit stared down at her, genuine sadness in its eyes. Then, reaching out with his free hand, he very lightly touched her cheek where Derek had hit her. She winced at the stinging pain, and Blue seemed to recoil.
“Ow… Don’t worry, it’s just a little cut. It’ll probably bruise though. He missed the eye or I’d have a real shiner.”
Blue skittered back slightly so he could look at her directly. His own face was a huge dark question.
“Yeah…” she answered quietly. “It was Derek, but…” 
Suddenly the spirit’s body expanded back over the pond and grew, the air crackling with static and heat. The once small ball of light was now towering over her, its upper body brushing the tree limbs above.
RRRRAAAAAAAAAWWWRRR!!!
Terrified, Melanie cringed back, unsure whether she should scream or run. But the more she looked at the horror on the pond, the more she realized that its anger was not directed at her, but rather an external target. She had a pretty good idea what, or rather who, that target was. Cautiously, she reached out until she could touch his surface. He was still quite warm, but nothing like the fire he appeared to be made of.
“Blue... No, LOOK AT ME!”
The terrible eyes turned their attention to her and she fought back the desire to run. The expression on the spirit’s face softened slightly.
“I know it’s hard for you to understand, but you must not hurt him. Violence won’t help. Hell, violence is a good part of the reason I got hurt at all!”
The demon-like entity was slowly shrinking back towards its normal size as she spoke.
“Derek is a scumbag, but I might have been able to talk my way out of trouble. Instead, I chose to try and break free and hit him. I chose to use violence, and I paid for that.” She stroked her cheek lightly. “I know you’re angry at him, and I really appreciate that, but you won’t help me by hurting him. Violence isn’t the answer… It rarely is. Do you understand?”
He was almost back to his normal size when he nodded hesitantly.
She put out her hand, and the glowing spirit developed one of its own and clasped it.
“I don’t care if you scare him, but you have to promise me that you will never seek to harm him.”
Blue looked a little frustrated, but nodded.
“Thank you. You know, you’re a much better ‘person’ than most of the people I know.”
That made the blob smile.
She looked around at the slightly swaying trees, the warm air making her eyes heavy.
“It’s always warm here, isn’t it, even at night?”
The sprit indicated it was so.
“Blue, would it be alright if I just laid down here for a bit? I might even take a nap, if that’s alright with you.”
He nodded vigorously, and Melanie gave his three-fingered hand a little squeeze before letting go and curling up in the soft short grass. Part of her didn’t want the forest spirit to see her quietly sobbing at how very close to disaster she had come. A few minutes later she drifted into a light slumber. Blue hovered over the middle of the pond, humming gently.
 
---
 
 
A giant, demonic version of Blue was chasing her through the old Richardson house, great gouts of flame igniting everything he touched. Fleeing towards an open doorway, she abruptly found it blocked by Derek.
“You can’t run, Melanie. I’ll get you alone eventually, and remember, violence isn’t an option…”
He started laughing just as the forest spirit reached him. Instantly, his whole body was aflame, burning as his laughter turned to screams. In seconds he was reduced to nothing but smoldering ash, and Blue turned once again to her.
“No! Stop!” she wailed, as she tried to escape. Suddenly the floor beneath her collapsed, and she fell through into the basement - only there was no basement. Instead, she found herself falling into a bottomless abyss. Below her, she could hear the wails of countless suffering souls in torment.
“Nooo!” she yelped, coming fully awake. Confused, she looked around her for a moment before remembering where she was. Then, sitting up, she took a deep breath to clear away the remnants of her dream. It was late afternoon, and the light through the trees created a very pleasing pattern of shadow on the surface of the pond. Very much unlike the horrible demonic version from her dream, Blue was quietly drifting near the far side, tending his garden of flowers. The sight of him doing something so in contrast to her nightmare made her smile in comfort. 
Slowly, she put her hands over her head and stretched toward the sky, then stopped, surprised.
“That should have hurt…” she said to herself in a whisper. She checked her own ribcage, pressing here and there. Nothing. No sore spots, no bruising that she could see. An hour earlier she had the beginnings of a nasty contusion, now she couldn’t even tell she had been kicked. Stunned, she brought her hand up to her cheek. It too, felt completely normal. In disbelief, she moved closer to the water until she could lean over and see her reflection in its surface. Sure enough, even the cut was gone. A glow entered her field of vision.
“Blue? Did you do this? Did you... heal me?” she asked, looking up at the little blob of glowing light, which smiled and nodded simply. In awe, she rubbed her face where the painful cut had been. It was as though it never happened.
“Wow. Well, thank you! I wasn’t looking forward to having to explain that at school… You are really amazing,” she commented, as she sat back on her legs. “You have the most gentle heart of anyone I have ever met, and yet you’re fiercely protective of those you care for, plant or animal.” She watched the blob of light for a moment. He seemed happy, but utterly without pride.
“Come closer, you.” She said, smiling. Blue floated until he was just in front of her.
Leaning down, Melanie slowly brought her face to the top of the spirit’s ‘head’ and gave him a soft kiss. Her lips came away buzzing slightly, and she sat back up surprised, but less so than before.
Blue himself seemed very happy to be the recipient of such affection, and bounced enthusiastically. Touching her still tingling lips with her fingers, Melanie idly wondered what kissing him on the ‘mouth’ would have felt like. It wasn’t until she noticed that Blue was looking at her in a particular way that she giggled.
“I know what you’re thinking,” she said, to her glowing friend. Then she grew a little more serious. “Blue, I want to ask you some things, but I don’t want to offend you. I have some questions that are more… personal in nature. Would that be okay?”
The spirit regarded her with an odd tilt to its head, then it nodded once.
She took a deep breath. “Well, all your… attention to me is really nice, and I have to admit that the way you touch me, and make me feel, is far more enjoyable than any human lover I have ever been with. I… I’m willing to let you take it further…” She made sure she was looking Blue in the eyes when she said this. “… But I’m concerned that I won’t be able to give anything… back to you. I don’t even know if you feel pleasure?”
The spirit’s eyes grew large, and it nodded deeply.
“Really? But… Is it sensation, or do you simply like to watch me writhe?”
He had no response at first, as though he were thinking. Then, he came slightly forward and grasped her left hand gently in his. Taking his other hand, he smoothed her palm slowly in a sensual way that left it tingling with warmth. Finally, he let it go and spread his open hands in a sweeping motion in front of her, then made the same motion in front of himself and inclined his head.
Melanie frowned, not quite understanding what he was trying to get across. She looked down at her still tingling hand and the beginning of an idea came to her.
“You… feel, what... I feel?” she asked, looking up.
Blue nodded slowly.
She thought about this for a moment. “Everything?” she asked, her brows rising. 
The spirit nodded, slowly.
“Even my… orgasms?”
He looked suddenly happy, and nodded enthusiastically.
Melanie brought her hand up to her open mouth as she blushed. “Oh my, god… I can’t believe you felt that. But… do you feel everything I feel all the time?”
The spirit shook its head ‘no’. He reached out and lifted her hand at the wrist, then made an exaggerated motion of placing his other hand in hers. 
“Only when… we are in contact?”
Another nod.
“I get it. That’s why you pulled back earlier when you touched my face, isn’t it? You felt pain, because I was in pain.”
He agreed, a little sadly.
“Wow, that must be rough.”
It tilted side to side, to mean ‘yes’ and ‘no’.
“Not so rough when it’s pleasurable, I suppose.”
His smile and the way his eyes grew wide, told her that she had hit the nail on the head. 
“No wonder you want to touch me in all the right places.”
He just grinned.
“Hmm. Well then,” she said, taking another deep breath, “now that I know how to give something back to you… I believe I would like to properly ‘thank’ you for healing my body earlier.”
Blue looked on with curiosity as Melanie stood. Then, biting her lip, she reached under her skirt to the band of her panties. Wiggling her pelvis a bit, she eased the garment over her hips and down her thighs. She kicked them off and then stood up straight, holding out her arms.
“I’m yours, Blue. You can have me any way you wish. I give myself to our mutual pleasure.”
The forest spirit looked like a child seeing a toy store for the first time, and moved closer. His arms reformed and he started to reach for her, but stopped. With a solemn face, he inclined his head in question, always holding her gaze.
“Yes,” she replied, smiling. “I really do mean it. Though… I probably should have asked if you… I mean, I don’t even know if you have, er… I just assumed that since you could create a third arm that you could, well… uh… Can you?”
Blue was confused for a moment, then abruptly his face changed as he understood. He took on a sly expression.
FWOOSH!
Suddenly, the blob-like body of the spirit was covered with a hundred different kinds of protuberances. There were limbs and tendrils, tentacles in a dozen sizes, and all manner of different, very human looking phallic members. 
“Eeek!” she squealed, startled. And then, as fast as they had appeared, every one of the extrusions slipped back into Blue’s surface and was gone. Melanie couldn’t help but laugh out loud at the entity’s playful joke.
“Oh my god, Blue... Well, I guess that answers that question.” She dropped to the ground, sitting on her legs again in front of him. Reaching out, she lightly caressed the side of his ‘face’. “You have been nothing but kind and loving to me,” she said, seriously. “And now that I know you feel my pleasure and enjoy it, I want to give that to you. I want you to make me cum until I can’t see straight… Make love to me and help me forget about school, and Derek, and my crappy home life. Do me until I’m dizzy, Blue, all night, however you want. Will you do that?”
His kind eyes stared back at her for a moment, then he nodded slowly.
Melanie felt something warm touch her legs just above her knees and looked down. His hands were lightly caressing her thighs, stroking her. She sighed and relaxed into the warm massage as much as her already aroused body would allow. She focused on nothing save for the sensations she was feeling, reveling in the pure eroticism of the moment.
The spirit was patient, letting her passion build on its own over time. It let Melanie resign herself. She was eager for the pleasure that she knew was coming, but she wasn’t going to rush it. It was still hours until the sun would be going down, but she had no intention of leaving this time. Being a Friday, she had the whole weekend to do as she pleased, and she doubted that her absence at home would even be noticed.
With her eyes closed, she let the spirit’s gentle stroking slowly work its magic within her. Everywhere he touched left her skin tingling with heat, and it wasn’t long before she felt herself become quite wet with anticipation. She started to squirm, her body shifting and undulating with her growing arousal. Her breathing deepened, and she felt flushed.
After a bit, she opened her eyes and looked down at the entity. He was watching her as he had before, intensely, and in a way that set her heart rate rising. And now that she understood he was feeling her pleasure, she realized he was playing her pleasure like playing an instrument. He knew exactly what aroused her, where to touch, and how long in order to draw the greatest sense of lust from her flesh. He was a perfect lover.
She pulled her sweater off and cast it aside before reaching for the buttons of her blouse. Aside from a slight widening of his eyes, Blue’s caresses continued unchanged as he watched her slowly undress. The buttons undone, she pulled the garment from her skirt and slipped it from her shoulders and then away. She was grinning with mischief as she reached back and found the clasp of her bra behind her. 
The sight of her bare chest finally caused Blue to pause in appreciation, and she smiled, pushing out her breasts for him, her nipples hard cones in the afternoon sunlight. She was admiring her own smooth form when the spirit first started to push her knees apart. Her breath caught as she stared down the length of her torso and watched him ease her thighs open until she was wide before him. She felt him reach around her rear, applying enough pressure to urge her to rise to her knees, which she did. The new position put her skirt in the way so that she could no longer see what Blue was doing. But she could certainly still feel his fingers as they slid up and down her thighs. He teased her, lifting a hand away from one place, and setting it down again at random in another, the mystery of what was coming next greatly adding to the overall eroticism of his slow foreplay.
Melanie decided that her silent lover was very creative considering he wasn’t even human. He certainly knew how to tease her, lightly caressing her inner thighs to either side of her womanhood, and tickling over the tops of her buttocks to get her to shiver in almost painfully sharp pleasure. She was so distracted with his randomness, that she failed to notice his change at first. It wasn’t until she found him touching her Mons as well as both her lower thighs that she started to sense he was using more than just his two hands. She could feel four, then five distinct points of contact in her lap, and each moved completely independently of the others. They seemed to wrap around her hips, and down between her thighs, sliding and pulling… drawing her down.
She had closed her eyes, letting the gentle eroticism guide her, so she was quite surprised to suddenly find herself settling down onto something soft and wet, and quite warm. As her eyes flew open and she stared down into her lap in shock, she realized that Blue had stealthily moved himself right under her. 
The entity felt a bit like a fleshy balloon, and seemed to have no trouble supporting her weight. Unlike a balloon, however, Blue was all muscle, and she could feel him shifting and moving beneath her. Her breathing started to quicken as he slowly conformed to her posterior, sliding up between her thighs and over her womanhood. The heat of his form on her most sensitive of places caused her to gasp softly in arousal.
Her skirt blocked her view of the creature for the most part, and Melanie wondered if she might be too heavy for him.
“Are… ummmm… are you okay, Blue?” she asked.
Below her, she felt the spirit vibrate. It was a deep, happy purr that instantly put her mind at rest. It also sent waves of joyous pleasure through her sex, and she realized that with Blue’s body pressed against her this intimately, he could stimulate her sex in very profound ways.
Something touched her left hand, and she looked down to see one of the creature’s simple arms had reached out and was stroking her palm. It had extensions like fingers, and so she let their digits mingle until they were clasping hands. She felt the same thing on her right, and followed suit.
Beneath her, Blue shifted slightly, causing her to lean her hips forward. A moment later he angled back and pushed her hips the opposite direction. By repeating the motion a few times, Melanie suddenly found herself caught in a very sexual rhythm that had the spirit sliding up over her womanhood in a way that took her breath away. His slippery smooth body was changing right under her, becoming bumpy one second, then smooth and soft again the next. She found he could tease her, letting a quick series of bumps ride right over her jewel, or soften his body until it felt like a large hot tongue were lapping wetly at her gates. It was maddening, and entirely wonderful. Smiling in happy bliss, Melanie leaned her head back a bit and just let the entity pleasure her.
Gradually, over time, she began to feel a tightening in her belly as she approached a climax. The motion of her hips grew more vigorous, her breathing alternated between slow, ragged intakes, and short, clipped gasps, as she neared her moment. She was laughing for joy when her inner muscles finally clenched and shuddered as she was pushed over the edge into orgasm.
She arched back, eyes closed, as she continued to ride the spirit through the waves of passion, but just as she started to feel the pleasure waning, Blue surprised her yet again. Instead of slowing, he forced her to continue the rhythmic humping motion of her pelvis, while subtly and slowly changing under her. Suddenly, the bumps were replaced by something more firm, that pushed right into her folds as she rocked forward. With each undulation of her hips, a new appendage was gradually ‘growing’ right into her. Melanie had barely come down from her last orgasm, when another was threatening to take her at any moment. 
“Ughhnnn! Oh g-god… oh god! Ah! AH! AHH!”
The pleasure was intense, completely overriding any control she might have had left. In an erotic panic, she gasped and tossed her head back and forth even as her lower body continued to hump the spirit under her. A new wave of ecstasy erupted from her center, momentarily throwing off her rhythmic pumping, her whole figure shuddering in bliss. The incredible pleasure seemed to go on and on, and she involuntarily went to put her hands between herself and the fiery lover… but Blue had wound thin tendrils up around her wrists, holding her, so that she was bound to him, and unable to pull away.
With a purr of happy lust, the spirit gently urged her hips back into the slow, grinding motion of intercourse once again. Melanie tried to resist, but was still trapped in the throes of orgasm. She pulled at her hands in vain even as she was being seduced into yet another moment of bliss. The odd phallic member was now deep within her, and unlike a human lover, seemed to be changing and moving all on its own. It could pulse and bulge and vibrate, arousing her in ways that no human could.
	After many long minutes of near constant ecstasy, Melanie was finally able to regain her composure enough to be aware of her bound state. At first, it frightened her, that she couldn’t free her hands. But, she hadn’t actually asked Blue to stop, and he certainly wasn’t hurting her (not at all!). The strange bondage was actually quite arousing all on its own. As if to distract her, she looked down her body and noticed about a dozen of Blue’s thin tendrils reaching out from under the hem of her skirt. Coming right from her lap, they were silently inching up her torso, caressing and teasing her as they climbed her bare flesh. She could feel still more at her back and sides. Her mouth dropped open, and she just had time to start gasping before the hungry tendrils swirled up over her chest and engulfed her breasts. 
“UghmmmmNNNN! AH! AH! AH! B-B-BLUE!! UGHN!”
Yet another powerful orgasm ripped through her mind, jerking her into timeless pleasure again. This time, Melanie got her wish, as the entity held her in a swirling cocoon of lust, making her cum again and again, until she was indeed dizzy and unable to focus.


4
Melanie was laying on her side in the soft grassy space by the pond when her eyes fluttered open. It took blinking several times before she even recognized Blue’s bubbling oasis before her, and pieced together why she was there. There was a nearly full moon somewhere above, and the cold light filtered through the trees and cast an almost magical glow to the flowered world around her. 
As she remembered, she smiled, feeling the tingle in her lap and nipples. Out of curiosity, she turned her eyes down and saw that she was still dressed in only the short pleated skirt from her school uniform. This late at night, she should be freezing, but she was quite comfortable, warm even. It was a magical glow of another sort, and it didn’t surprise her.
She propped herself up on one elbow and looked for the spirit. Melanie was beginning to think that she was alone when she saw a moving light by the waterfall that fed the stream below the pond. Blue’s happily bouncing ball-like body popped up and then disappeared again as he worked on some aspect or another of his garden home. She smiled, thinking how wonderfully simple his life was.
A few feet away, she noticed a small pile of what looked like raspberries sitting on a broad leaf, and her stomach growled. It occurred to her that she hadn’t eaten since lunch the day before. Her mouth watered as she considered the juicy-looking fruit, and whether Blue had placed them there for her to eat. They looked like raspberries, but she knew that there were a number of berries in the forest that were quite poisonous. Without knowing where they came from, she was hesitant to assume they were safe, let alone for her.
She sensed a change in the light and looked up to see Blue bobbing across the water. She laughed softly at the semi-comical way he moved over the surface of the pond, belying his actual weight as though he were some gas-filled balloon. He stopped in front of her, smiling in his quirky lopsided way.
“Are these for me?” she asked, looking at the berries. 
Blue nodded happily.
“And they’re… safe?”
Again, the spirit nodded.
She reached out and took one of the berries, popping it into her mouth. Either she trusted the entity, or she didn’t. Considering how intimate they had been recently, she was certain that Blue would never intentionally hurt her, but she tried to keep in mind that he was still a magical being, and not human. The juicy berry was so sweet and delicious that her eyes widened.
“Oh my god… these are amazing!” she exclaimed, as she reached for more, no longer caring if they were poison or not. If she died, she’d die happy. She was halfway through the pile, with deep red juice smeared on her hands and face before she realized that the spirit was still watching her.
“I’m sorry, I’m being a pig. Would you like some too?” He just tilted his head. “Or… do you even eat?”
The blob seemed to be considering this.
“Or maybe just not berries and stuff, hmm?”
Blue formed an arm, which then pointed at its face where a nose would normally be, then at her. She laughed at the very human gesture.
Taking another berry into her mouth, she regarded the glowing ball. “I wonder what you do eat…” she said, mostly to herself. A moment later, Blue reached out and took her hand in his. Then he lightly caressed her palm with another hand in a way that caused her to blush. When she met his eyes, he nodded once.
“You eat… pleasure?” she asked, hesitantly.
The glowing ball nodded slowly, always holding her eyes.
Melanie just stared at the entity for a moment or so, amazed at the implications. She was also somewhat mesmerized by the spirit’s continued caresses to her hand, which caused more notable sensations down in her lap.
Her breathing deepened a bit, and she realized that her nipples were hard.
“Well…” she exclaimed, breathlessly, “that does explain a few things, doesn’t it.”
Blue smiled.
Almost absentmindedly, she ate another berry while she watched the creature. He released her hand and floated around nearby, his stubby hands picking a dead leaf here, touching a flower there. He seemed perfectly content, and Melanie found herself envious. To be free of worldly responsibilities, the pain of an uncaring home-life… she almost couldn’t imagine what that would be like. In the last eight hours, Blue had given her a small taste of paradise, and she was very loath to give it up just yet. Like the flavor of the berries, whose juice dribbled down over her chin - she couldn’t get enough. She decided that she would stay at the pond at least through the weekend, if Blue would have her. He certainly didn’t seem to mind her company, and if what she had just learned were true, then it seemed they were both definitely getting something out of the deal.
She pushed back the cares and concerns of her life, and focused just on the little slice of heaven at the pond. Taking a deep breath, she let the scent of jasmine fill her. Smiling contentedly, she put another raspberry in her mouth and rolled onto her back to bathe in the light of the moon.
 
---
 
She must have fallen back asleep, because when Melanie next opened her eyes, there was a warm light coming from the east, along with a gentle breeze. Sitting up, she did not see her friendly spirit, but she knew he must be around somewhere close by. He always was.
Just to her left, on a number of leaves, was a much more substantial collection of berries and nuts. There were even two large red apples and a plum.
“What a lovely breakfast.” She said to herself. She picked up a handful of what looked like blueberries just as she heard a purring sound behind her. Turning, she saw Blue coming around the edge of the pond. He stopped when he was just in front of her, bobbing slightly.
“You’re spoiling me, you know that, don’t you?” she said, indicating the food.
Blue just grinned.
“Thank you. It’s wonderful… And good morning! I can’t believe I slept right through till daybreak. I can’t remember the last time I slept so well, though I suspect that getting my rocks off about three dozen times had something to do with it… Hey, is that the shrub?” she asked, incredulous. What was nearly dead when she originally brought it to Blue’s pond, was now a vibrant and beautiful bush with little white flowers. Blue seemed to be just as pleased with his handiwork, and bounced proudly next to the plant. Melanie clapped and came closer so that she could smell the tiny flowers. They had a slightly citrusy scent to them, and she closed her eyes and let the warmth of the morning sun bathe her bare back. It was such a delightfully free feeling that she sighed and stretched like a cat until she noticed Blue watching her in a certain way.
“I know what’s on your mind…” She said. Moving back to the edge of the pond, she picked up the plum and took a big bite, the juice spurting from the fruit, dribbling over her chin and chest. Looking down at herself, she giggled, thinking naughtily that she could let Blue lick it from her skin. Then she remembered that the entity didn’t eat fruit like she did, and might not actually like the experience. Still, by the time she was finished with the plum, she was quite covered in sticky purple juice.
“I don’t suppose I could borrow some of your water to clean up a bit? I’m actually a little whiff, now that I think of it… All that lovely sex.” She grinned.
Blue was confused for several seconds, then all at once seemed to understand. Taking her hand, he urged her closer to the edge of the water. With a quick smile, he bounced up into the air and landed with a splash right in the middle of the pool.
Squealing at the cool shower, Melanie laughed and waited for the spirit to surface. He bobbed in the water so that just his eyes were above the surface, watching her.
“I take that to be an invitation?” she asked.
He nodded enthusiastically.
The air was already getting warm, and a bath really did sound wonderful, so she reached for the zip at the side of her skirt. Even though she had been intimate with the forest spirit, she still found herself blushing as she stood and slid her remaining article of clothing over her hips. Naked, she put out her arms.
“Ta daa! What do you think, Blue? Do I meet your approval?”
The little blob looked almost stunned, and finally nodded slowly.
For some reason that greatly pleased her, and she blushed. Then, bending to peer into the clear water, she tried to determine how deep the pond might be. Was it safe to just jump in like Blue? For all of her, she couldn’t make out a bottom, so she just decided to lower herself in more slowly.
The cool water was perfect, and just what she needed, not simply to get clean, but gradually work out the last of her life’s stresses. She sighed and leaned back, letting her body float while she stared up at the trees and the morning light. A warm touch to her shoulder reminded her that she wasn’t alone in the pool, and looking over, she saw Blue was still floating with her. She mimicked him by standing upright with only her eyes above the surface. She stared at him with a very serious expression, then all at once started blowing bubbles. He swelled and glowed bright for a moment, and Melanie heard a barking noise below the water, Blue’s equivalent of human laughter.
She was a little surprised that even standing upright, she still couldn’t feel the bottom of the pond. She looked down for a moment, then took a deep breath and tried to swim down into the utter darkness of the pool below, determined to discover its depth. She’d only gone a few meters, when the spirit was suddenly in front of her, pushing her back toward the light above. 
“It’s okay, Blue.” She explained when they were back at the surface. “I’ll come back up, I promise.”
But the blob of light was insistent, literally putting out several arms when she went to try a second time, and shaking its body back and forth in a ‘no’ gesture. He didn’t look mad at her, just concerned.
“Alright… No swimming to the bottom of the pond. I get it. I was just curious.” Moving to the left of the waterfall, she found a shelf of sorts that let her set her arms and head out of the water while the rest of her floated free.
“It’s going to be hot today.” She commented. “Maybe I should just stay in the water, hmm?”
Blue produced some bubbles, much as she had, and she found it equally funny.
“I like it here. It’s so different from the rest of my dark, ugly life. Your pond is all so beautiful. I wish I could spend every day here.” She turned her head so she could watch the glowing entity bob quietly in the water. “I know I can’t. You can’t run from your problems. If my pathetic home life has taught me anything, it’s that. Eventually, it all catches up with you.”
Blue put a hand on her shoulder and looked sad.
“I know... I should concentrate on what I have right now. It’s just hard to forget the other stuff.”
Blue’s warm hand slid down her body until it was lightly resting on her bottom, and his eyes made the form of a question.
“Again?” she asked in mock surprise. “So soon? You certainly are the horniest spirit I could ever hope to meet…”
The entity looked amused.
“Alright. I guess I could stand a few more orgasms, but… try to keep them a little less intense than last time or I’m likely to pass out and drown.”
Closing her eyes, Melanie took a deep breath and let the spirit gently work his magic. She felt him move behind her, and she happily parted her thighs to let him have better access. He obliged her invitation and moved his warm blob-like body right up between her legs until all at once his slick form pressed right up against her, snuggling into the ‘V’ of her apex. At the same time, she felt a number of thin tendrils whip around her upper thighs, effectively binding him in place. She gasped, and looked back into the water, but whatever he was doing, it was mostly out of view below the surface. She hoped fervently that he didn’t need to breathe like she did.
Something very warm and wet was abruptly pressing against her sex, literally rubbing through the folds of her flower. It was hot and soft and quite slick, and though she were certainly no expert, felt very much like an oversized human tongue. She shuddered in pleasure as the muscle gradually worked it’s way inside her, giving the button of her clitoris fair attention in the process.
“Oh… g-god…” she moaned, biting her own lip. The slippery appendage felt nothing at all like what Blue had used previously, and she marveled at how creative the simple spirit was. What pressed into her now was softer, conforming to every tiny ridge and fold as it wriggled and undulated deeper and deeper. It seemed to pulse and thrust, even though she knew he wasn’t pulling away from her, and when it finally reached the extent of her depths, it felt as though it grew out and covered the whole of her womanhood. Constantly in motion, Blue’s “tongue” engulfed her apex, inside and out, and silently drove her dizzy with arousal.
 
---
 
As she reached the edge of the forest, Melanie idly stroked her belly, happily remembering her time with her forest lover. She smiled to herself, reliving the ecstasy she had experienced during the weekend, how Blue had driven her to orgasm over and over, just as she requested.
For all the exercise, she should have been exhausted and sore, but instead, she felt more alive than at any other time in her life. Her body literally tingled with pleasure.
She was giddy at having found such a perfect friend and lover, someone… some thing, that wanted only to please her, who was gentle and peaceful and… 
SMACK!
Pain blossomed at the back of her head as her vision slowly returned out of unconsciousness. Bright stars swept the edges of her wavering view as she struggled for clarity. Abruptly, there was another source of pain as someone kicked her hard in the stomach, rolling her to her side. A pair of boots came into focus, and the side of the old abandoned house. She recalled that she had been passing it when she was hit from behind.
“Stupid bitch...” Said an angry male voice, above her. It was Derek’s voice. “Did you think you could get me kicked out of school and not pay for it?!”
“I… didn’t…” she said weakly in confusion.
“Liar!” he shouted, his words timed with another impact of his boot to her body. She managed to block some of the blow with her arm, but only deflected it enough to knock the wind out of her. “I know it was you who squealed on me, fucking cunt! Well now it’s your turn…”
She was still trying to get a breath and clear the fuzziness from her brain when his foot connected with the side of her head and she dropped into darkness again.
The next time she awoke, she was being dragged on her back by her hands. She was only conscious for a few moments, however, as her head bumped against a rock and sent her back into a bright-white haze of pain. Time was all jumbled, and her body hurt all over when she did start to wake. She remembered trees arching over her, and the sound and smell of leaves as he dragged her into the forest and out of sight. She remembered the moon, blinding and painful in it’s fullness above her through the trees. When she was able to dissociate her body enough to no longer feel, an odd sense of calm settled over her, as though the forest knew her name and was welcoming her back, even though it could do nothing to help her. 
At some point, Derek stopped dragging her limp form. She could hear him panting, catching his breath. To her surprise, she also heard the sound of water, so she must be near he stream. She knew that she needed to run, that if she didn’t, she wouldn’t make it out of the forest alive, but she could no longer will her body to move. It simply hurt too much to do more than lay there.
Her attacker had other plans, however, and she suddenly felt a heavy weight on her hips as the boy sat hard on top of her. He just stared down at her, his face in shadow. His breathing was deep and angry, as though he were hissing through his teeth. She felt his hands on her chest, rough, and painful against the bruises that she knew were already forming. He kneaded her breasts for a few moments before grasping the top of her blouse and ripping open the garment. The air was surprisingly cold on her bare flesh, but not nearly so much as his fingers, which felt dead and icy. 
“D… don’t…” She said, nearly choking.
WHAM!
His fist hit her hard enough in the face that she blacked out again for several seconds. When she came to, he was yelling at her again, but she couldn’t make out the words. It didn’t matter. It would be something vile and hateful. She thought about how much her forest lover could convey without even a voice, and how those ‘words’ were all filled with respect and love. Such a contrast to the boy who was now at her feet, yanking off her skirt and panties as he prepared to rape her.
Sound came back in a rush, like popping to the surface after being underwater. 
“… where are your tricks now, bitch?” he said, tossing her clothing aside. “What? No raging fires to save you?” He pushed her legs apart and reached for his belt. 
To Melanie, his words were lost in the soft sound of the night breeze through the trees around them. She resigned herself to her fate, and tried to leave her body… to set it aside. If her life was really over, then it pleased her in some small way that it would end in the forest where she felt so welcome.
As she listened to the wind, she heard something else. It was another forest sound, but one that she wasn’t as comfortable with. It was a sound that, despite her dazed condition, still brought a chill to her blood. It was a low howl.
Somewhere nearby, there was another predator, but unlike the one that knelt between her thighs, the animal that lurked in the forest was hungry for a different kind of flesh. Apparently, Derek heard it too, for he stopped what he was doing and stared into the darkness. 
“Fuck...” He exclaimed as a second howl joined the first, this time, closer. Then he was looking at her again. She still couldn’t see his face, but she could feel the hate in his eyes as he considered his options. She felt his fingers on her bare belly, her Mons, and she recoiled in revulsion. His hand dropped over her sex, and pressed roughly at her womanhood. Did he really still believe he had time to violate her?
But then his hand was gone, and she breathed a sigh of relief. It was a short-lived peace as she suddenly found herself crushed under the weight of his whole body as he lay atop her, his face right in hers.
“Looks like you won’t have my lovin’ tonight, bitch… But don’t think I’m going to let you have a chance to squeal on me again…”
There was a sharp pain in her abdomen as his knife pierced her belly. She gasped only once before feeling a warmth flow down her side.
“Have fun with the wolves.” He said, licking her face lewdly, and then was gone.
Melanie laid there, her life slowly fading away, the trees gently waving and talking above her. The low howls were close now, and were mingled with high-pitched grunts and growls. She was afraid. She knew her life was over, but she regretted that her last memories in the forest would be those of being ripped to pieces by wolves. 
She wanted to close her eyes, but she couldn’t. Fear held her as Melanie heard scurrying steps through the dry leaves around her. She could tell they were circling, checking the status of the meal that lay waiting for them. She heard their quick panting, and the excited yips of the pack in a hunt. Staring at the sky, she waited, praying that it would be over quickly.
She felt the hot breath of the wolf before she saw its face above her. It was sniffing her, putting its nose right up near her and then scampering back. She expected it to go for her throat at any moment… but the attack never came.
Melanie was almost frustrated that they wouldn’t just finish her. What could they be waiting for? She turned her head to the side and saw them. They were darker than she expected them to be, almost black, and bigger, though she suspected that their size might be enhanced by her own fright. She always thought of wolves a thick and strong, but these had long legs, and were a little lanky. She could see at least three of them, as they scurried around her, and she smiled, thinking they looked “busy”.
Finally, one of the wolves came near her again, sniffing and panting. It smelled her face, and then lower, at her side where she knew she was bleeding badly. Perhaps it was the blood that distracted them. 
But then the wolf began to do something strange. It was back at her face, but it was… whimpering. At least that’s what it sounded like, almost as though it were sad or hurt. And to her surprise, it suddenly leaned a little closer and then licked her nose.
Stunned and confused, Melanie reached out slowly to the creature, her palm face up. Again the animal whimpered, and then started licking her open palm.
Could it be?
As if answering her question, she felt something hairy and strong slide under her arm. The wolf had crouched down and seemed to be trying to get under her.
She suddenly felt tears in the corners of her eyes.
“Y-you’re trying to… help… me…” She said, weakly.
Sharp pain welled up from her abdomen, and she hissed in agony, but managed to grip the animal enough to roll slightly. The tears that dropped to the ground now were very much from her wounds, and not joy. But the beast was quite strong, and didn’t seem to mind her clutching its hide, or if it did, it made no indication. She jumped a bit when a second nose slipped under her other arm, and together, the two wolves slowly began to drag her through the forest.
It hurt intensely, and Melanie was sobbing in pain almost at once, but she clamped shut her eyes and bit her lip until it tasted of blood. Fortunately, most of the trip was slightly downhill, but she was dizzy and nauseous before long. She knew she was losing blood, and that the wolves were traveling along the stream. Perhaps if they could get her to Blue, he could do… something. He had healed her before, but that had only been some minor cuts and bruises. She was pretty certain that in addition to the deep knife wound, she probably had at least a few broken ribs, and was possibly even bleeding internally. She didn’t even want to think about what the back of her head looked like.
Every meter took monumental effort just to hold on, and it seemed to Melanie as though hours had passed before she started to recognize some of the plants that she had seen growing around the spirit’s pond, but finally she felt the cool comfort of the thick, green moss under her bare and bloodied knees. Her patient helpers slipped out from under her arms as she rolled onto her back, and were gone before she could even thank them. Blue was at her side almost at once, and he looked frantic.
“I… I’m s-sorry, Blue.” She said, feebly. The spirit zipped around her frenetically, as though he were trying to put out a fire, and even though he never said a word, Melanie could tell that he was resisting touching her.
“I’m in b-bad shape, aren’t I?” Finally, he stopped at her side and just looked down at her. For a creature with limited features, his sadness was palatable.
“It’s n-not something you can h-heal, is it.” It was a statement, rather than an outright question. She saw Blue slowly shake his body back and forth.
“Th-that’s okay. I knew it… ughn… was a long shot.” She sighed deeply, feeling her strength starting to ebb away. “I… I’m just glad I could be here… with you. There’s n-nowhere else in the whole world I would rather b-be, Blue.”
The creature looked momentarily thoughtful and briefly turned to the water nearby. When he returned his gaze to her, she felt his soft, warm little fingers curling around her own.
A deep concern fell over her as her vision started to pool. She knew that in touching her, Blue would feel everything that she did, which at that moment was nothing but pain. But he did not pull away. Instead, he started down at her with an even greater intensity, holding her eyes.
She smiled at his last gift, and then found she had trouble keeping her eyes in focus. Closing them, she let the pain drain away. She stopped feeling her body, and instead concentrated on the sound of the bubbling water, and the whispering of the trees.
It was several minutes later that her breathing finally stopped.
 
---
 
The clear morning sun played through the green canopy of leaves to illuminate the misty little pool of water below. A small, round, semi-transparent ball of living energy slowly made its way around the edge of the water, tending the flowers, bouncing gently like an errant helium balloon at the end of its time. 
Rising silently from deep beneath the surface, a second ball, of slightly different color, hovered for a moment above the very center of the pond, bending and elongating as though it were a cat awakening from a long nap. Then, without pause, it moved over to the other and rubbed itself along its side, lovingly, happily. Together, the pair of spirits continued their quiet task, content, and at peace, beneath the ever-chatty trees.
 
[image: lig.png]




Flayer
Most people who have ever played D&D will remember a certain notorious bad guy called a Mind Flayer (Illithid). The original Monster Manual had a wonderful drawing of this baddie, which was later brought to bare against the fated Drow. Somehow, it became a legend in certain erotic art communities, and has been redrawn and expanded many times to be a sexual predator as well as having a taste for grey matter. For some reason he always turned me on. This is a slightly different take on the Cthulhu-like beastie, and illustrates why seduction and innocence are rarely what we think they are.
“And then Dollen here put an axe through the top of its head!” The tallest of the the three men exclaimed loudly, a froth of beer dripping from his chin. The room abruptly burst into laughter.

“Yeah, but not before it had you puckerin’ up as though you were going to give it ‘a kiss!” The other man made smacking noises with his lips, and the room roared into hilarity.

“Well, so long as they’re dead. How many you think we kill’t? Five?”

“Twas six of ‘em, I reckon.”

“Six Flayers?!” gasped the rather bouncy woman sitting on his knee. Her face took on a horrified expression. “Stars! How did so many end up only a dozen furlong from town?” She visibly shivered.

“Ah, don’ you worry, m’lady. We took care o’ those beasties for ya. Nothin’ for ya to worry about now.”

“They give me the creeps,” said another, slightly less buxom woman sitting next to the first man. “Do they really have tentacles for mouths, Baer?”

“Aye, that they do. They use some kind o’ magic to seduce you into their lair, ya see. Then, when they have you good and confused, they send those tendril around your head...” He reached behind the woman and let his fingers slide up under her hair. “...and they suck out your brains!” The woman squealed and batted away his hand as the room erupted into laughter again.

“You got them all then? Right?” asked the first woman, looking terrified.

The two men stared at each other. “We’re not sure. We think so, but...”

“But what?!”

“Well, we found where they eat, communal like, when they aren’t eatin’ humans that is, and well, there were... seven bowls.”

“So there could still be one more out there!?”

“I wouldn’t worry your pretty head about jus’ one, darlin’. Now they know we’ll kill ‘em on sight, I think they’ll stay clear. Besides, I’ll keep you safe.” He slipped an arm around her, his fingers resting casually over her breast.

Nadia looked on from the upper level in disgust. How could they all talk so callously about the slaughter of innocent creatures. Last month it was the water sprites, and before that, an entire pack of Spinehogs, including the young! Why did they have to kill everything and anything that posed the slightest threat to humans?

“Idiots,” she said to herself, but apparently her godfather Garey, heard her.

“What’s that Na? You getting ideas in your head?”

“It’s not right, them going out and killing the Flayers like that.”

The man sighed. He knew his headstrong god-daughter well. “Let it go, Nadia. Flayers are dangerous.”

“Are they? How do we know?! Nobody other than Baer and Dollen has so much as seen one since before I was born.”

“Drop it, child. Flayers are Oldenkinde; demon sorcerers. They don’t follow our ways.”

“Pa, for all we know, they could be friendly!”

The old man turned from the table and addressed her directly. “Nadia, child... Have you not heard the tales? Those women down there have a right to be frightened. The Flayers have a reputation as seducers for a reason. If the legends are even half true, then you wouldn’t last ten minutes in a cave with the creatures.”

“We don’t know that.”

“I’ll hear no more about it,” he warned, and returned to his dinner. Nadia continued to watch the people at the tables below, and the perfectly natural seduction going on between Dollen, Baer and the girls they were wooing with their tales of bravery. She spoke no more about it with her godfather, but she didn’t stop thinking about the six innocent creatures they murdered, or that they might have missed one.

 
----



It was a full sevenday before Nadia got called on for a message delivery. She was pretty certain that Garay had something to do with her abnormal vacation from the duty, but she kept her thoughts to herself. Finally, Kel, the town Crone called her up to the loft for a run. It was a silver seal and a red ribbon, which she knew meant a medical message. She was to take a small bag of herbs as fast as she could to Bon on the other side of the Vale. She’d done the run many times before, and Kel wouldn’t have called on her unless they needed a fast runner.

Sure enough, the old woman handed her the message tube, helping her set it properly across her back before she fixed her eyes on the girl.

“Get this to Healer Jassin as fast as you can, but don’t take any shortcuts. It’s better that you get there a little later than not at all because you twist an ankle on some rocky back path, understand?”

“Yes, mum.” Then she noticed the woman’s eyes. They were bloodshot and wet as though she had been weeping.

“Are you okay, Kel?” she asked.

“Oh sure,” she replied, sniffing her nose. “It’s just... just a batch of Murris roots. Always makes my eyes water. Off you go.”

And so Nadia did as she was told. She liked Kel. The white-haired woman respected nature even more than Nadia did, and knew every medicinal plant in the Seven Valleys. And even though she was tempted, she heeded the woman’s advice and stuck to the main road, her pace brisk, but even. When she reached Bon, she quickly found the healer there and delivered her parcel. For her effort, she was given a half mark and a welcome meal at the inn. The keeper also gave her a skin of water and a pair of loaves for the trip home.

With her task completed, Nadia could take her time on the return run, and use all the shortcuts she wanted. She wasn’t worried about getting lost, as she had traveled the woods ever since she was old enough to walk. There weren’t even any real dangers or predators on this side of the Vale... save for one.

As soon as she realized she was near the Flayer cave, she slowed and diverted. Checking the sun, she figured that no one would miss her for at least three or four more hours, so why not? She was itching to prove Garay and the Morrison brothers wrong, to be sure, but something just seemed to call her about the Flayers. Maybe it was a sense of injustice, or perhaps just a healthy teenage curiosity, but Nadia had to know, and she might not get another chance for quite some time. Still, she wasn’t stupid, and drew her dagger as she entered the recently discovered site. How they had missed it all these years was a mystery in itself. The opening was pretty clearly visible, and there were even glowstones placed just inside the entrance.

The cave was fairly damp, with streams of water every now and then, and even a large pool that she had to skirt. In fact, she was about halfway around the water feature when she was startled to see a figure at the far side and froze.

Whoever it was, they were cloaked and kneeling with their back to her. They also weren’t moving.

“Go on then. Do what you’ve come to do already.” The voice was male, and to Nadia’s surprise, sounded quite human.

“I... I’m sorry. I don’t know what you mean,” she replied.

The figure half turned, but she couldn’t see his face.

“Haven’t you come to kill me... to finish the job?” His words were sad and bitter.

Nadia was surprised, and even a little embarrassed since she was holding a dagger. No wonder he thought she was an assassin. “N-no. I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Then why are you here?”

“I... I don’t know. I was curious I guess. Are you... a Flayer?”

He was slow responding. “Yes,” he said finally, his head bowing. It was as though he were giving up. That was when Nadia noticed he was kneeling before a number of small graves. There were six of them.

“Oh goddess...” she gasped, understanding.

The figure turned and stood, but was still in the shadow. A deep fear spread through Nadia as she faced the creature, and suddenly her simple knife seemed woefully small.

“Were they...” She swallowed.

“My family.”

Her breath caught. She was right. This Flayer was no mindless creature, it was a sentient being, with friends and a culture. Suddenly her whole body heaved in sorrow, and her free hand came up and covered her mouth.

“Who are you?” asked the figure, sounding confused. “You don’t seem like a warrior?”

“I’m not. I... I’m just a girl. I mean you no harm, though I don’t see how you’ll believe me after my people did... this.”

“A girl?” The sadness seemed to fade slightly from his voice, which sounded almost surprised.

“Yes, well, I mean I’m of age, but I’m not yet to my second Ten Day, so...”

“But,” he hesitated. “You’re a... female.” It was not a question.

“Of course I’m a female.”

“I’m sorry,” he replied, taking a step forward. Nadia unconsciously raised the knife, the shiny blade glinting in the light of the glowstones. “I didn’t mean to insult. It’s just...”

“What?”

“I’ve never seen... a girl.”

She was stunned. “Ever?”

“No. Our kind don’t usually leave the caves, save on very rare occasions. I have seen... men, unfortunately. But I have only heard stories about human females.”

“But... how can that be? You... your voice sounds about my own age. Are you saying you have never seen a human female in all that time?”

“I am embarrassed to say, I have not.”

“You’ve been in this cave the whole time?”

“Yes.”

“What do you eat?!”

The figure tilted its head to the side in confusion. “There is water, and mushrooms, some moss. But mostly, we harvest Ka.”

“Ka? I’m not familiar with that word. What is that, some kind of herb?”

His laugh was very boyish, and Nadia found herself lowering the dagger. 

“No. It’s... Ka, uh... life, no... feel, um... emotion! That’s the word.”

“Emotion? You harvest emotions?”

“Yes! That’s why we always try to live near human settlements, so we can cultivate your Ka. Except for recently...”

“That’s incredible! But wait, what happened recently?”

The figure turned back to the graves.

“Oh no...”

“I was only just starting my training,” he continued. “I don’t yet know how to cultivate Ka. I’ve been making due on just what food I could find in the cave since they...” He dropped his head. “I am very weak. In fact, if you don’t mind, I really need to sit.”

“Oh! Please! I’m sorry if I frightened you.”

“It’s okay. I just didn’t know if I was allowed.” He pointed at the knife.

She sighed, making a decision. Sheathing the knife, she held her hands out and took a step back. The figure nodded once and then stepped near the pool. There, he parted his robe behind him and sat at its edge with his legs in the water. As he did so, Nadia gasped. He wore nothing at all under the grey cloak. Her eyes went wide and she turned her back to him.

“Have I offended you?” He sounded motified.

“Uh... No! It’s just... um... well, humans don’t usually, er... expose themselves to each other, at least not between the sexes.” What had surprised her, was not the Flayer’s nakedness, but rather the fact that from what she could see of the being, he was very much like any human male, including a very human-like phallic member.

“You are embarrassed of me...” He sounded utterly dejected.

She half turned. “No, I... You just caught me off guard, is all. Uh, may I?” 

“Of course. Please.”

Swallowing her nervousness, Nadia faced the Flayer once again. His head was still covered by the hood, but his body, he could have been a slightly frail human male teenager. More so, he was beautiful. When she realized she was staring at his manhood, she blushed and looked at the pool.

“Whoa...” he commented. “What was that?”

“What was what? I didn’t hear anything.”

He pointed at her. “No, that emotion. I felt it. I have never felt that before.”

She blinked in surprise. “You can feel emotions of others... oh wow! Uh, I think that was me being a little shy.”

“No, I know that one. This was something else... something, um... happy? You felt good in your middle.”

Suddenly she was blushing again when she realized what he was talking about.

“There it is again!”

“Oh my. I um... I mean, uh...”

“What is it? Please tell me, is it... arousal?”

She looked up at him with her eyes wide. “Oh goddess... You must forgive me... I can’t really control it.”

“No! Not at all. It was wonderfully enriching.”

“It was?”

“Oh yes! As I said, I never learned to cultivate human emotions, but at this range, I can almost feed right from yours.”

Nadia blushed yet again, not quite sure how she felt about someone being able to sense her sexual desire, especially since she hadn’t even noticed it herself until he mentioned it. Now it was all she could think about.

“I think I need to sit too.”

“Please!” He gestured to the pool.

Her legs seemed a little weak as she dropped and sat on the ground near the edge of the water, but still on the opposite side from him. She wasn’t ready to trust the Flayer yet, but he certainly seemed harmless enough.

“Feel free to share the water,” he offered.

“Uh, I’m okay for now, thanks. Say, can you eat things other than the moss, and mushrooms, and... Ka?”

He tilted his head quizzically. “I don’t know. I have never tried.”

“I have some bread if you’re hungry.” She reached for her bag.

“I don’t mean to be rude, but I don’t think I should. I was warned not to eat human food. I don’t think we can digest it. But if you are hungry, then please go ahead.”

“Oh, but I can’t just eat in front of you, especially when you’re starving...”

“Actually, your presence is helping me quite a lot. It’s not a sustaining meal, but your emotions in just being here have given me a little strength.”

“Really?”

“Oh yes! Especially your... arousal.”

She swallowed again, and involuntarily glanced at his lap.

“There! Just like that! That was quite enriching.”

“Goddess save me,” she muttered. “So, uh, do you have a name?”

“I’m Jamaer-Alazhar-Oretha-Dan’ectis.”

“Stars, that’s a mouthful! Do you have a... nickname?”

“Jamie.”

She smiled. “Oh, that’s better. I’m Nadia.”

“Nadia...” He repeated. “That’s a pretty name.”

“Thank you! So... Uh, Jamie, look. I don’t know how to say this, so I’m just going to put it out there, okay?”

He nodded.

“My people, they don’t understand you, and, well, I think they reacted out of fear and... I’m really really sorry about your family.”

“I know.”

She was surprised again. “You do?”

“Yes. You’re not angry like the other humans were... the men. They came into the cave with hate and anger and rage. We could all feel them, but there was nowhere to go. But you... I can feel your sorrow for what happened. You have anger, but it’s directed at your own kind.”

“You can feel all that?”

“Very much. I know you are not like them. I know you would never hurt me.”

“No! I couldn’t!”

“I know. I don’t hold you responsible. You don’t have to blame yourself.”

Tears started to run down her face. “But... Your family...”

“They are gone. I do not feel their loss anymore. I don’t think we grieve like humans do. You feel great sorrow for them, sorrow that even I could not feel.”

“Yes.”

“But it is alright. They have moved on to the next phase of their lives. I will join them again soon enough, I suppose.”

“What? No, you can’t! I won’t let anyone hurt you!”

When he looked in her direction, all she could see in the light was his eyes, which seemed sad, but surprised. His lower face was covered by a cloth.

“I know you mean well, but it is not your people that I fear will be my ultimate end. I can not cultivate Ka. I have not learned how. Most of my kind can do this at birth, but I was... different. Soon, I will be unable to gather and will die."

"That's not fair. Can't you learn to... cultivate, or whatever?"

The Flayer considered her words. "Perhaps. My brothers were always there to cultivate for me, so I never bothered, but there are some books to teach the lessons. Unfortunately, it takes time to learn. I am very weak. Time is something I do not have.”

“But, isn’t there anything you can do to get more Ka? You said you could feed on my emotions, right? Doesn’t that help?”

“Some, but only a little. I’m sorry, Nadia, but you would have to be much closer to me, even touching, to make any kind of real difference. I can feel your fear of me, even now, so I don’t believe that’s going to happen.”

She took a deep breath, thinking. The idea that she would let another sentient being die simply because she wasn’t willing to be near them seemed unconscionable to her. It was true, she was afraid, but that fear was based on myth! Surely she could look past that and find a way to help him...

“Jamie,” she said tentatively. “what if I were willing to get closer, or... even let you touch me. Would that help you?”

He stared at her for several quiet seconds. “It might, but it wouldn’t be enough for you to simply be close to me. You would also need to be experiencing strong emotion.”

“Like fear?”

“Well, yes, fear is one of the stronger human states, but it tends to fade quickly once you understand you’re not really in danger.”

“Oh. And... what about... arousal?”

His eyes met hers and her breath caught.

“I... I have never felt such strong or persistent Ka. I think when we cultivate human emotions, arousal is one of the emotions we try to generate. Does that make sense?”

“Actually, it does. When we are... aroused, we tend to stay that way unless interrupted somehow... or we uh, finish.”

He tilted his head in confusion. “Finish? Finish what?”

A deep blush spread over her face. “Oh... uh, coupling.”

“I do not understand.”

For perhaps the first time in her life, Nadia found herself at a loss for words. “Um, uh... well, you know... mating. You do mate, right?”

“Oh! I see. Yes, we mate, but it is somewhat different for us than humans I think.”

Her brows rose, and the words were out of her mouth before she could stop them. “Do your kind do it for... fun as well?”

“I... I think so.”

Suddenly Nadia remembered. “Oh, I’m an idiot. You’d never even seen a female before!”

“No...”

“So you’ve never been with a woman...”

He looked away. “It was past time, but my family never got around to... teaching me about that either.”

“Stars, I’m sorry, Jamie. I didn’t mean to put you on the spot.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “It’s alright. I suppose I don’t know what I’m missing. But... Nadia, If I may ask... have you?”

She was suddenly a little hotter than before. “Oh, uh... well, yeah. A half dozen times or so. I wouldn’t say I’m all that experienced, not like some girls.”

“And... you mated... for fun?”

She laughed. “When it’s done right, yeah, it can be very entertaining! Jamie, just how weak are you?”

He sighed. “I am afraid I will not survive the night, Nadia. I’m sorry.”

“I thought that might be the case.” She took another deep breath. “Jamie, I want to help you.”

He was quiet for a moment. “How?”

“I want you to arouse me, and feed off my... Ka.”

Straightening, he regarded her with his beautiful eyes. “It’s not that I doubt your resolve, but I do not see how this will work. I don’t know how to arouse a human female.”

“I’ll teach you.”

Stunned, he just stared at her.

“You would do that?”

This was it. This was her last chance to back out. She looked into those sad, hopeful eyes and already knew how she would answer.

“Yes I would. Are you willing to let me guide you?”

“I... Yes. I could do that.”

Smiling, both at the possibility of saving the Flayer, and with the rather erotic idea of being able to teach someone how best to arouse her, Nadia unhooked her belt sheath, the water skin, the wrap with the bread, as well the empty message tube and set them aside. She didn’t want anything to frighten him, and showing the first step in trust seemed like a logical decision.

“What should I do?” he asked, watching her.

She considered how to proceed, then had an idea. “You offered to share the pool with me earlier. Would that still be alright? I could sit on the edge, next to you.”

This seemed to please him. “Yes! I would like that very much.”

“Okay then. Let me just take my boots off.” She reached for her laces. “Jamie, can I ask you a question?”

He nodded.

“Um... before, when I first came in, were you about to bathe?”

“Huh? No, why do you ask?”

She tried to hide her blush as she worked to remove her leather boots. “Uh, well, you might have noticed that humans wear a lot of clothes...”

“And we don’t. Is that why you are aroused again?”

She gasped softly. “Stars, I’m going to have a hard time getting used to that... But maybe we can work it to our advantage. To answer your question, yes. That is why I was aroused just now. You probably don’t know this, but the sight of a naked male is... appealing to females.”

“Really? Why is that?”

Nadia cleared her throat to hide her nervousness in answering, and considered that it probably did nothing of the sort.

“Well, when we see a naked male, we, uh... tend to associate it with, um... sex.”

“The coupling?”

“Yes, exactly!”

He thought about that as she set her boots and socks aside. She could roll up her pants enough to keep them out of the water.

“But... I don’t understand,” he continued. “What is it that you do... to couple? You mentioned it was not just for mating, but also for... fun. How is it fun? What do you do?”

Nadia approached the side of the pool. It was very dark, and at first she couldn’t see the bottom. Then she noticed a few pinpoints of soft blue light from glow moss and determined it was only three or four feet deep. Sitting, she cautiously put in a toe.

“Ooh! It’s warm!”

“Yes, a natural spring.”

She settled her tired feet into the soft water and sighed with pleasure. A warm spring was a real treat after a day of running. Then she noticed that the Flayer was watching her, waiting. Blushing yet again, she inched over in his direction as she tried to answer the hanging question.

“Uh... Well, lots of things, actually. Touching each other, certainly, and kissing...”

“What is kissing?”

“When a male and a female put their mouths together.”

His eyes widened as he no doubt visualized this. “I... think that might not be... I mean...”

“It’s okay. We don’t have to do that. You believe I might be frightened by you?”

He nodded. “Or I by you... We hide our faces for a reason. I think it is much like you humans and your clothes. We feel... naked without our Blar’ach.”

“That’s the covering on your face?”

“Yes. It is all we need save for our robes. We feel that clothing interferes with emotion. The robes are... porous.”

Nadia had moved another foot closer. “So... my clothing is blocking my emotions?”

“Perhaps not blocking, but... interfering.”

Her breathing was coming a bit more deeply now, both in fear, and arousal. “That’s interesting. I can probably help with that problem,” she said, trying to calm her heart. She was only a few feet away from the Flayer, and was very aware of his nakedness. Up close, he was even more beautiful. Despite what she imagined under the face covering, his ‘Blar’ach’ as he called it, he looked remarkably like a human teenager, perhaps even her own age. He was lean, but quite well toned, with little body hair. She eyed his smooth chest and abdomen with open-mouthed lust as she inched still closer. Compared to her other lovers, Jamie was stunning. She caught herself. Was she really considering taking him as a lover? How could she even think of such a thing? Her eyes wandered still lower to his lap, and widened. His member certainly looked human enough, and she unconsciously licked her lips and swallowed. Flayer or not, Jamie was quite well endowed.

“You... like my appearance.” He said the words slowly as he understood why her gaze lingered.

“Yeah,” she breathed, her face hot. “I like your appearance a lot. Did you feel that?”

“Very much. My form... arouses you?”

“Oh yes.”

He dropped his own gaze into his lap. “You seem curious about my cendar.”

She was almost seated next to him now, close enough that she could feel the heat from his body on her arms.

“Is... is that what you call it?”

He nodded. “Human males have them?”

“Yes. They call them penises.” She smiled, never imagining that she would have such a conversation.

“And... girls do not?”

“Uh, no.”

He looked confused. “Do you have something else there,” he asked staring at her lap.

She laughed softly to herself in erotic embarrassment. “We have a... cleft of sorts. A space. It’s called a vagina. It’s meant to receive an erect penis.”

“Erect?”

“Oh goddess, this is an awkward conversation...”

“If you wish to stop...”

“No! No. I’m okay. I’m just not used to explaining such things.”

Jamie nodded. “I understand. I know so little of the outside world. I’m sorry.’

Her face softened. “You really are very kind, you know that? So, let me see... A penis becomes erect when a male is aroused. I’m not sure if the same applies to your kind, but if looks mean anything, then I would assume so.”

“How are human males aroused?”

“Far too easily in my opinion, but usually by sight. It doesn’t take much... a flash of cleavage, a bare belly even.”

“Cleavage?”

“Uh, you know... wait, no you don’t! Oh my... Okay, another difference between male and female humans is breasts. That’s up here,” she explained by cupping her own mounds over her shirt.

The Flayer looked confused again. “Your chest is larger?”

“Well, sort of. We have mammaries... breasts! Fatty bulges for young to suckle milk from. They also attract males like moths to a flame.”

“Why are males attracted to them?”

She frowned. “Come to think of it, I’m not really sure. They make me feel pleasure when touched, so perhaps it’s instinctual for them as well.”

“And when a male’s...penis is... erect, then the female receives it at her vagina?”

“That’s the basic idea, yeah, though most girls like to play a bit first.”

“Play? I do not understand.”

“No, I suppose not. Play, or rather foreplay, is when a partner tries to arouse the other by...” She stopped, looking over at the him. “You know what, I think it’s time for a demonstration. Only...”

“What?”

“I want you to be able to see me. Hmm, why not.”

Nadia shifted her hips so that she slid off the side of the pool into the water. After a brief hot rush, she found the sandy bottom and stood. The water came to just above her belly button. When she turned around, Jamie was wide eyed.

“Your clothes are wet!”

She giggled. “Don’t worry, they’ll dry. However...” She made sure to hold his gaze before she reached down and grasped the bottom of her shirt. With one last deep breath, she slowly lifted it up and over her head. She had a moment’s shyness before she tossed the garment over to her boots, and then stood before the Flayer, naked from the waist up.

“You are indeed different from the males. Nadia... you are... beautiful.”

She blushed and smiled. “May I come closer?”

“Please! Your Ka is strong, you are very aroused!”

“Yes, I am,” she agreed as she moved until she was only inches from his legs. “May I... touch you?”

He shifted a little nervously. “I... I would like that.”

Slowly, Nadia reached out and very lightly put her hand on top of his. His skin felt as warm and as human as her own. Smiling, she then took his palm in hers and drew it forward to her chest. She could see Jamie’s breathing deepen as his fingers lighted over her left breast, causing her to gasp softly.

“What do you think?” she asked as his fingers quietly explored her curves.

“It’s so soft,” he replied, mesmerized. “I... I can feel your arousal when I touch you here.” The tips of his digits languished over the hardened peak.

“Th-that’s called a nipple, and y-yes, touching it is v-v-very arousing.”

“The other is the same?” he asked.

“Try it and see,” she suggested. He did so, and she closed her eyes and sucked her breath in through her teeth at the pleasure. 

“Wow! So much Ka!”

She laughed softly. “I’m glad you approve... Mmmmm... Y-you certainly seem to know h-h-how to t-touch them. Ughnnn...”

“I can feel your pleasure so clearly. It is amazing!”

Swallowing her nervousness again, she moved forward a bit more and placed her hands on his knees as she turned her gaze to his member. Her breathing deepened even as she watched him come alive, his flaccid shaft slowly growing before her eyes.

“It... it has never done that...”

She smiled at him. “If it’s like a human’s, then it’s perfectly normal, and if I might say, magnificent. You are beautiful too, Jamie.”

“It is... erect?”

“Quite.”

His eyes seemed to show happiness, and to her delight, she saw him reach up and shrug the robe from his shoulders. It fell behind him, leaving him in only the cloth around his lower face. Nadia’s mouth opened in awe. The Flayer was more than simply attractive, he was gorgeous!

“It really pleases you, how I look?”

“Oh, very much,” she laughed, but could not take her eyes from his now hard member.

“Human males... they are like this?” he asked, looking down.

“When they are aroused, yes...”

“And, do you touch them there?”

“I... I suppose.”

He removed his hand from her chest and left it at his side again. “Then please.”

Her eyes grew wide. “Are... are you s-sure?”

“You let me touch you. I would like to let you do the same. My cendar has never felt like this. I feel... I feel weak, even though you are feeding me.”

“Oh no! Are you alright?” she asked, genuinely concerned.

“I do not know. I believe so. But I find I want you to touch me there, even if it makes me weaker.”

She frowned. “Jamie, that’s not good. You need to feed.”

“I am, and... I will. I can feel how much it arouses you... the thought of touching it.”

“Yes...”

“Then please do. I will share in your arousal.”

She took a long slow breath as she slowly reached forward and placed her fingers to the side of his member, gasping softly as she heard him do the same. Nadia had taken enough men to her bed that she thought herself familiar with such delights, but there was something utterly transfixing about the beautiful penis. She curled her fingers around his shaft and lightly stroked him, noticing that she could feel the fast beat of his heart under her digits. She sensed him stiffen slightly, and eased her touch. When she met his eyes again, she saw they were radiant with pleasure.

Without a word, he slowly moved off the edge and slipped into the pool with her. Her hands fell to his hips, smoothing up his muscular sides and then his chest.

“I like your touch,” he said simply. “I... I have never felt such pleasure, but I think I should bring you more arousal before my strength is drained from me.”

She laughed very quietly. “Oh, the women who wished their lovers would say that...”

“May I touch you again?”

She could hardly contain herself. “Yes, I would like that very much, but... first I want to, well...”

She turned around, unable to face him for this simple bit of modesty. She loosened her pants, and with one last deep breath, pushed them down over her hips with her undergarments. She then retrieved the bundle and tossed it to join her other gear. She heard the water moving behind her, and then jumped as Jamie’s hand lighted on her shoulder. He softly caressed her there for a moment until his other hand found her waist.

“Oh goddess...” she sighed, and tried to relax. It wasn’t working. 

“You like this.” He said, running his hands along her sides and down her arms.

“Y-you know I do. Ughmmm...”

“You are shaking.”

Indeed, she shivered as his arms curled inward around her chest and his hands settled lovingly on the mounds of her breasts.

“It’s not f-fair... Y-y-you know just how to t-touch me. I can’t r-resist!”

“The arousal feels good to you?” He tweaked her nipples gently with his fingers, eliciting a deep gasp of pleasure from within her.

“It feels very good, Jamie. Please d-don’t stop...”

His hands played over her whole front, quietly wandering down over her belly and neck. For several minutes he just explored her, quickly learning what drew out her passions the strongest. Behind her, she could feel his body as he brought her up against him in the pool, and particularly the hardness of his... cendar at the base of her back. It felt almost hot against her skin. She wasn’t even aware at first that she had started to move erotically against his body, slowly rolling her hips back so that his member slid seductively into the top crease of her rear.

“Nadia, I... When humans couple, you said the female receives the male...”

Her head was spinning in lust, and she found she had a hard time concentrating on anything but what her flesh was feeling. 

“He... ughmmm... he inserts his p-penis into her vagina... oh goddess... s-so that his shaft is f-fully within her... ummm.”

His hands were slowly inching down her abdomen as if drawn to her lap by her words. No doubt, the Flayer was merely following her arousal, which was growing by the second.

“That does not hurt her?”

She grinned. “Oh my, no! We c-can accommodate it eas... ughnn... easily. We are v-very soft and... slick there. Ughnn...”

His touch played down over her Mons, and she suddenly found it hard to breathe. 

“In... here?” he asked, his fingers finally sliding over the swollen folds of her flower.

Her own hands reached back and gripped his hips as she struggled to control her passion. Pleasure flowed up from her pelvis as he ever so gently parted her and then very gradually explored her cleft.

“Ahhh! Ughmmm... Y-yes!” Her legs were shaking and threatened to give out under her.

“And when he is within her, then...?”

“Hughnnn... hughnn...” she panted. “Th-they move t-together, so that h-he slides, ughn... slides within h-her. Jamie... by the g-g-goddess... if you k-keep doing that, I’ll c-come... ughmmm!”

“Come?”

She bit her lip in frustration as his fingers continued to torment her erotically. “I... I don’t th-think I c-can explain that... Um... ahh!... It’s a w-welling of great pl-pleasure. It... it’s the f-fun part!”

“The fun of coupling?”

“Yes!”

“With his member within you?”

“YES! Ughnn!”

He had her right on the edge of ecstasy, and she started to whimper in panted lust.

“Nadia, I... I think I would like to couple with you... for fun. Would that be alright?”

“Oh heavens y-yes!” she gasped, her heart rate spiking with her anticipation. She felt his body move behind her, as though he were crouching slightly, and then his hard phallic member was sliding under her apex. 

Sucking in her breath, Nadia angled her hips to meet him, and shuddered as the tip of his length pressed slowly through her outer labia. As soon as she felt him entering the slickness of her tunnel, she pushed back against his own thrust and let him glide deep into her.

Her orgasm was instant and utterly overwhelming. Tensing into bliss, she shook and spasmed around him while her mind was lost to time and space.

Presently, she gasped in his arms and slowly let her eyes refocus.

“Whoa...” he whispered in awe. “Was that... did you ‘come’?”

Her eyes were half-lidded as she replied. “Oh y-yeah...” was all she could manage.

“It... it was an explosion of Ka! Simply amazing!”

She smiled. “Th-that it was. I don’t think... I’ve ever come so hard.”

“Is that good?”

“That is very good... ughmmm... You’re still inside me,” she stated, surprised.

“Should I withdraw?” he asked as he started to slide himself out.

“No, wait!” She stopped him by pushing her pelvis hard against his hips, and he slid languidly back into her depths. She felt new sparks of pleasure fan up from her apex.

“You wish to couple again?” he asked, sounding almost hopeful.

She giggled. “I’d like that very much, Jamie. Human females can ‘come’ many times...”

“Males can ‘come’ as well?”

“Oh yes, but usually only once in an hour or so. Now that I’ve had an orgasm, I think I can slow down a bit and enjoy ‘coupling’ a lot more thoroughly. Ummmm... Having you inside me like this is very very stimulating.”

“I can feel it...” Almost imperceptibly, the Flayer was gently moving her, causing his member to ease within her depths in long, deep undulations.

Her mouth fell open as she quivered in newly awakening lust.

“That’s... ughnnn... really nice,” she panted, amazed at how well he was able to alight her fires again. “You... don’t h-have to hold b-back. I want y-you to have f-fun too! Ughmmm!”

“You.. want me to come as well?”

She laughed, fully enjoying the slow intercourse. “Not that I wouldn’t enjoy you d-doing this to me... ummm... all afternoon, but don’t you need relief t-too?”

“Relief?”

“Ughnnn... oh goodness... mmmm... Don’t you f-feel a need to c-come as well?” His arms were back around her upper torso, crossed in front of her such that each hand was gently massaging a breast as she was held in a very warm hug. His fingers expertly captured her nipples, forcing them to hardened peaks in no time at all.

“I’m... not sure. I do feel a different kind of hunger...”

“I’ll bet!”

“How do you ‘come’?”

Nadia laughed to herself at such a perfectly innocent question. Smiling mischieviously, she ground her hips against him on the rhythm, clenching her inner muscles at the same time. Behind her, she heard him gasp.

“Did you feel th-that?” she asked, noticing the surge in her own lust.

“Yes! Like a... building of pressure!”

She whimpered in growing passion. “Yes! Follow that f-feeling... ughnnn... Let it g-guide you to what c-c-comes... ughmmm!... naturally. Ahh! Just let y-yourself go...”

The change in his lovemaking came over what was certainly several minutes, but to Nadia, it seemed quite abrupt. His thrusts grew deeper and more determined, his sensual hug, tighter. He played with her nipples in ways that brought her to sharp intakes of breath, and rapidly rekindled her own deep fires. Unconsciously, she let him hold her up as she locked her ankles behind his thighs, giving in to his embrace completely.

“Ughnn! Ahh! Oh gods!” she started to cry as the slightly dizzy queasy feeling in her belly signaled her own approaching ecstasy.

“Nadia... I... I feel it! It’s building! I... I think I want to...”

The speed of his thrusts increased, and she nearly laughed for joy at the incredible pleasure that began to blossom in her middle. At the same time, there was a new touch at the back of her head; silky and sensual, like a warmth reaching through her hair to cup her from behind. As the new fingers slowly eased around her ears, Nadia’s eyes flew open in shocked eroticism. The new touch was squishy and seemed to conform to her as it gripped her head and continued to reach forward. Her body was fully trapped in the rhythm of intercourse, her own undulations now completely out of her control as she finally let out a deep groan and a liquid warmth radiated in from the tendrils that now held her head immobile. She felt them winding around her neck, and down over her eyes, but with their touch came such a brilliant pleasure that all other thoughts were simply forced right from her mind. Deep in her sex, she felt her lover’s member pulse and tense as he suddenly erupted within her, the feel of his warm seed sending her own body into a sexual frenzy.

Gasping in violent ecstasy, her body spasmed and shook. Her hands clenched, and her hips thrust irresistibly against the sexual onslaught that seemed to go on and on. Confusion began to creep into her consciousness. Never had she experienced such an overwhelming pleasure, and as the seconds ticked by with no lessening of her passions, Nadia began to sense that something was wrong. Her orgasm should have faded by now.

She was aware that she was barely breathing, her chest managing a sharp intake of breath only every few seconds. She was also alert to the fact that her body had thoroughly betrayed her, refusing to release its undulating hold on Jamie’s form. Somehow, the oily warmth around her head had reached in and taken control of her mind, forcing her to relive her moment over and over again until she began to feel like she was drowning in pleasure. She tried to hold on, to keep herself above the waves of ecstasy that washed over her relentlessly, but her strength, and with it her will, began to slowly falter.

Every second seemed like an eternity until she could no longer resist, and the bliss finally took her down into itself. Surrounded by nothing but white-hot rapture, Nadia gave in to the pleasure and resigned herself to her fate.



----



The very first thing she recalled was pain... horrible, devastating pain that started in her head, but spread like an infection to every nerve in her body. She was aware of several people screaming, and realized that at least one of them was her. She remembered being dragged from the pool and dumped to the floor of the cave while people yelled around her. Her body was limp, as though she were a puppet with its strings cut, and although she could feel control gradually returning, she was forced to lay there and watch... watch them as they brutally beat him to death.

Jamie... Her beautiful Jamie. He offered no resistance, though it appeared he was already unconscious by the time her eyes understood what she was witnessing. They clubbed him until he was nothing but a fleshy pulp.

Her wail of grief pierced the confines of the cave like a Banshee's wail, instantly turning all heads in her direction. Desperately, she fought to get to him, and was restrained by harsh and bloody hands.

“JAMIE!!” she screamed, thrashing to free herself.

“Hold her down, Dollen!” came her godfather’s voice nearby, and the hands pushed her to the ground. 

“You’re free of it!” said the gruff voice of a man above her. “Can’t you see that, lass!?”

“NO! DON’T HURT HIM!”

“She’s done been enthralled, Dollen,” came another male voice she recognized as the man’s brother. “She doesn’t understand.”

But the one holding her persisted. “Look at it, Nadia! It’s not human! LOOK!”

And she did, but all she could see was the broken body of her lover. She simply sat and stared at the blood and the gore while the others gathered themselves and her things, searching the caves for any other dangers that might be lurking in the darkness. Finally satisfied, they lifted her against her will and dragged her from the ground. Her gaze never turned from the being they left on the floor, and just as she was being taken away, she thought she saw something else in its place... Just for a moment, there was another creature there, something very much not human... something hideous with pale blue skin and an elongated head from which hung a dozen slimy tentacles. But then it was gone from view as she was taken out into the cold night air.

A blanket was wrapped around her shoulders and she was set into the back of an open wagon. Presently, she became aware that there was someone seated next to her, and that the wagon was moving slowly down the road.

“They killed him,” she said, her voice hoarse and weak.

“Yes.” The reply was a woman’s... It was Healer Kel.

She turned to the woman, her eyes still sore and fuzzy from weeping. “He wasn’t some mindless animal...”

“No. He wasn’t.”

“But then...”

“He was exactly what you expected him to be... what you wanted him to be.”

She was shaking her head back and forth, an action that brought back the deep pain. She set her chin in her hands and watched the road pass in the moonlight. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

It was several seconds before the old crone replied.

“Yes, I do.”

Looking over at the her, Nadia saw tears on the woman’s cheeks. Suddenly the pieces came together and her breath caught.

“It wasn’t Murris root this morning, was it? You were grieving...”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“You’ve been with them!”

The other nodded slowly.

Suddenly, an anger welled up in her, and she pounded on the side of the wagon. “Then how could you let them kill him!!”

Kel fixed Nadia with a glare so harsh that she pulled back in fear.

“There was no choice. The others do not understand. Once the Flayers were discovered in the cave, it was too late... for any of them. They can not survive far from human habitations.”

“But...”

“NO!” She put up her hand in warning. “You must not speak of them in public, do you understand? The valley folk would shun you.”

“I don’t care!”

“You need to care. You are all they have left now.”

“The Morrison brothers killed them all... They’re gone forever!” she spat.

Kel met her eyes again, this time leaning close to her. “No. They are not quite lost yet.” 

So that no one else could see, the woman reached over and gently placed her hand on Nadia’s abdomen.

Suddenly the girl understood and her eyes grew wide. For many minutes she was too stunned to speak, and simply stared out the back of the wagon. Finally, she turned again to the old crone.

“Were they yours?” she asked softly.

Kel sighed. “Some of them.”

“I’m sorry.”

Turning so that she could meet her eyes, the woman put her hand to Nadia’s face, tracing the strange red marks there.

“And I for you, child. And I for you...”
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