
        
            [image: cover]
        


Grace Vilmont’s Weirder Sex

 


By Grace Vilmont

 


Collection copyright 2013 by Green Bush
Publishing

Individual stories copyright 2012 by Green
Bush Publishing

Smashwords Edition

 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may
be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or
mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage or retrieval system, without the written
permission of the publisher.

 


The characters and events portrayed in this
book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or
dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author. Contains
adult material that might not be suitable for all audiences.

 


All characters depicted in this work of
fiction are 18 years of age or older. This work is a fantasy; in
your own life be sure to follow safer sex practices.


 


Also by Grace Vilmont

 


Alien Eggs

 


Built

 


Demonbred

 


Felicia on Film

 


Feymina

 


His Acquiescence

 


In The Harem

 


Laying with the Sea God

 


The Minotaur Breeders

 


Mother’s Milk

 


Taken by the Dragon

 


Tart

 


The Unicorn Curse

 


Veroneeka’s Time

 


Grace Vilmont’s Weird Sex (Collection)


Contents

 


​The Second
Type

Wolf’s Garter

Uhluhtc’s
Sacrifice

Alien Breeder
Girl

 



The Second Type

​



Chapter One

 


Being a lab tech on an exploratory vessel wasn’t
terrible. It wasn’t great either, but the pay was good and Arin
kept busy. The worst part was the transition from normal space to
c-space and then to space plus. It took all of those dimensional
shifts to get from one world to the next. Sometimes she didn’t
believe they were actually in normal space at all when they were on
different worlds but they had remained in one of the other
dimensions entirely.

The latest transitions had gone fine and now they
were in their skintight atmosphere suits lurking through the
semi-jungle of this world. The sky was green, the plants and trees
were mostly purple, but the rocks were largely normal colored,
brown and gray. The alien life forms were mostly small and
insectoid, nothing stranger than Arin had seen on a dozen other
planets. There were signs of other larger animals lurking about,
but they had proved shy—up until the six-legged monsters wandered
through the human exploration party.

They had managed to avoid the outer edges of the
group but the herd proved to be so massive that their five-person
party was forced to flee through the jungle. They headed toward an
outcropping of rock that promised, hopefully, shelter and
protection.

“Keep running!” Jaxon urged through the helmet
radios. The suits they wore were the latest the company had
provided and were surprisingly up to date. As far as they knew the
atmosphere wasn’t poisonous, but there was no way to properly
determine that without a few weeks careful examination and testing,
so they wore the skinsuits. The name was accurate; under the suit
the wearer wore nothing else. It was tight enough to be a second
skin affording some protection from harm and providing the occupant
with recycled water and air. It also afforded each member of the
exploration party with a fantastic view of the tea members body
shapes. Arin had spent more than enough time looking at Jaxon’s ass
and gazing with jealousy at Geena’s tits.

“Stop talking,” Geena puffed back. It had been a
good quarter mile to the outcropping and they were exhausted.

“Almost there,” Thom announced as the jungle
suddenly thinned and the rocks loomed above. The alien herd wasn’t
far behind. The ground was shaking from their heavy footfalls.
“Shit!”

Where the jungle cleared but before the rocks rose
up was a heavy screen of sharp, pointed bramble. Arin wanted to
scream in frustration. So close…

“Get out the cutters,” Jaxon ordered. Moving quickly
packs were pulled open and their simple powered cutting tools were
employed to slice a path through the bramble. It was slow going and
they didn’t bother to be neat. Too many spikes were missed, but
they pushed through…and were followed by the herd.

“Fuck!”

It was impossible to say how it happened, but Arin
snagged her arm on a thorn and she felt her suit lose integrity.
She said nothing, not wanting to slow down the group just because
she was dead.

“There!” Thom pointed to a small opening in the
rock, a cave. The group moved into the small hollow…which lead into
a much larger cavern. A cavern filled with objects that shouldn’t
be there.

“Looks like we found alien tech,” Jaxon mused.

“Ancient tech,” Geena added, brushing off the layer
of dust on the outside of the ovoid objects.

“This isn’t supposed to be here,” Thom said. The
ground was still thundering with the herd’s footfalls.

“I’m dead,” Arin said to the group and held up here
cut sleeve. There was a tiny slice in her skin as well. If they had
been on Earth, it wouldn’t have mattered, but here on another world
with everything alien and deadly, she knew it was just a matter of
time.

“Shit,” Geena cursed and pulled away from the alien
machines to examine Arin’s wound. “We need to call for a
shuttle.”

Arin let out a barking laugh. “It’ll be here in,
what, six hours?” They were at the start of their tour. Emergency
evacuation wasn’t going to happen quickly.

“We’ve got another problem,” Harace called out. “Do
you hear that?”

“The monsters are shaking the ground,” Jaxon said
dismissively.

“Nope,” Harace shook his head. “Something’s coming
into the cavern.”

He was right. There was a buzzing noise filling the
air, and after a minute they saw an insect the size of a small cat
go zooming by. It had a wingspan easily two meters wide and sported
a pair of pinchers seemingly designed to tear flesh from bone. It
went right out the small egress they had used to access the
cavern.

“Hunting the herd?” Thom wondered.

“There’s more coming!” Arin pointed down the cavern.
It was a swarm.

“Hide!” Geena screamed. “Take cover!”

“Where?”

“The pod, the eggs,” Thom said. He stepped over to
one and pushed open a slit that ran from top to bottom. Inside was
just darkness.

“You’re fucking crazy!” Jaxon cried.

Thom shrugged. “Suit yourself.” He pushed inside the
pod and almost immediately it sealed behind him.

Was he safe or dead? Arin wondered.

“Only big enough for one each,” Geena said as she
saw Harace pushing into a second pod.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” Arin said as
Geena helped her up and opened one of the pods. “I’ll be dead.”

“All of us probably, but I don’t want to get eaten
by those things,” she said as another of the pincher-wielding
aliens flew by. There were more buzzing about.

Geena pushed her in and darkness closed around
Arin.

 


The darkness wasn’t so bad for the first few
moments, and then the pod moved and enclosed Arin. Even that wasn’t
so bad, it was as if she were being hugged and embraced from all
over; the walls seemed to close around her. But then it started
squeezing. She cried out in protest certain she was about to be
crushed, her life ended. Seemingly in response to her distress, the
pod lessened the pressure and Arin relaxed.

What was she in? An escape pod? A med bay? The
control module to an armored suit? A light bulb? A life support
capsule? She tried to move around but was limited by the size and
containment aspects of the pod.

“Light?” she asked.

Nothing happened. More than likely the machine
didn’t understand human language.

“Help?” she said plaintively.

The pod moved. It rumbled and shifted. That made
Arin nervous. Was the rampaging herd stampeding through the cavern?
No, the pod was just shuffling about and she relaxed. Maybe it
responded more to tone and perceived need than actual words?

Then a probe slipped under the tear in her suit’s
sleeve and started snaking up her arm toward her torso. Arin froze
and then tried to pull away. Her breathing quickened and she
started to panic. The probe, or perhaps a second one, started
slicing away at the tough material. It wasn’t supposed to be easy
to cut—how strong and sharp was the thorn that opened the gash in
the first place?—but the probe kept slicing away.

The probe was cold and metallic, a long snakelike
cable that twined around her body. There was definitely more than
one of them and they all started slicing away at her protective
garment. Material started to fall away and then be pulled away by
the probes. She struggled and resisted, but it was to no avail; she
could barely more and what was the purpose. All she could do was
relax while the probes bared her body and she thanked whatever
celestial entity that watched over her that the probes didn’t
bother to disturb her helmet. She could still breathe.

Finally she was naked except for her helmet and the
attached breathing apparatus. Was the pod semi-sentient and knew
what her needs were? A set of thin probes poked at her wound. She
relaxed and allowed them to examine her. A medical bay, certainly,
that’s what she was in.

The probe abruptly buried itself deep in her cut and
she cried out in pain. A moment later she realized there was no
pain. Had she imagined it or was the probe anesthetizing the
wound?

It didn’t matter. Whatever the probe was doing made
her relax and feel good and she could feel the wound rapidly
healing. There were other probes sliding over her body ad she
relaxed a bit more. Whatever was happening, it felt good. If she
died like this, she would die happy.

The probes had warmed up now, adjusted to her body
temperature. It was as if she were getting a massage while her
wound was treated. The tension in her neck and back was released
and she wanted to fall asleep. When multiple probes circled her
breasts she didn’t react—it was just an alien intelligence at work.
She only jumped when the tough cables nudged at her pussy. Arin
tried to squirm away. Now was not the time or the place. But there
was nowhere for her to go. The probe was insistent and eventually
managed to part her nether lips and worm its way insider her.

“No!” she protested to the emptiness. Where were the
teammates? Where was her rescue?

It wasn’t as if Arin minded a little sexual
experimentation, but this was wrong. The probe in her pussy
kept pushing in. She wiggled but for naught. Then another probe
found the cleft between her buttocks and her exposed anus. Once it
started pushing up into her rectum there was no escape. Arin didn’t
like being used this way. She wasn’t a pleasure girl…but then, just
as with the probe that went into the cut on her arm, she relaxed.
The probes in her nether regions felt so….good.

Did an alien machine know how to please a woman? It
certainly did she quickly discovered. More than one probe explored
her pussy, and one very tiny one found her clit. It vibrated again
and again against her pleasure nub and the first time she came she
was half-mortified and half-confused. It wasn’t the first time she
had orgasmed from mechanical means, but it was the first time like
this.

“More,” she moaned.

The pod understood. The probes pushed back and forth
in her cunt and ass. A few found her breasts and teased her
nipples. The machine was smart enough to know that she liked having
her nipples pinched and pinched hard. That alone made her cum
again.

“Oh.” It was all she could say. It was enough. The
pod knew what to do to her.

The big probe in her pussy pulsed quickly, matching
the vibrations set up by the smaller one tormenting her clit. She
had another orgasm and Arin started to wonder what her sexual
capacity was. Could she cum again and again at the behest of a
machine until she passed out?

She wanted to find out if that were possible.

Her breathing became labored. The helmet she wore
now seemed too restrictive, but her arms were pinioned and she
couldn’t remove it. That didn’t matter. The pod was intelligent. It
snaked two small probes up under the seal and they penetrated her
nostrils. It was unnerving at first, but there was no way to
resist. The probes didn’t go terribly deep and started releasing
oxygen rich air into her lungs. There was no danger.

The wonderful probe in her pussy shook rapidly. She
could feel ridges and bumps all over it. The probe was much better
than any man’s cock she had ever had. It was better than any toy
her lovers had ever used on her. She came once more and felt her
pussy squirt out her cum all over the probe. And the probe
responded. It filled her pussy with a heavy drenching of some thick
liquid.

“Urgh,” she mumbled. This was the part of sex she
didn’t like; the messiness afterwards.

Was this sex or something else?

The probes weren’t done with her. The ones on her
tits continued to pinch. The ones in her ass and pussy continued to
pulse and thrust and tease her clit. She came again. She was
exhausted.

“No more,” she pleaded. “Too much.”

The probes didn’t listen. They didn’t stop. She
wanted to resist, but how could she? Arin kicked but hit nothing.
She flailed her arms about to no effect. The pod didn’t like her
motions so it wrapped a few of the heavier cable-probes around her
wrists and ankles to keep her in place.

In defiance she held her breath, trying to make
herself pass out like a petulant three year old child. That didn’t
work either. The probes in her nostrils kept air flowing in her
lungs and a third probe went between her lips, forcing open her
mouth. It went deep into her body.

The probe between her legs gushed heavily. It went
deeper and deeper; she was certain the probe in her pussy would
meet up with the one going down her throat somewhere in the middle
of her body.

And then, after the next innumerable orgasm she
finally, wonderfully, mercifully passed out.

 


“She’s coming out!” Thom announced.

Arin spilled from the pod with a flood of the
syrup-like liquid.

“Get her loaded on the shuttle! We don’t know when
those things will be back.”

As much as she tried, Arin wasn’t able to stand on
her own or help the rescue team that saved her and her crewmates.
She was vaguely aware of being naked in front of them, but that
didn’t bother her. She had been naked in front of them before.
Right before she passed out again did she realize she was the only
one who was naked.

 



Chapter Two

 


“You’ve been out a while.” The voice and face were
unfamiliar. Arin blinked twice. She felt oddly refreshed even
though she woke up in their ship’s med bay.

“Where are we?”

The tech laughed. She was an older woman. Arin
glanced at her name badge. Margit. “Space plus. I think we’re going
to shift over to c-space in a few hours. We’re safe. And so are
you. Somehow you managed to survive having your suit shredded and
nearly asphyxiated. Even more impressive, it seems like you
suffered no real damage.”

Arin lifted up her arm to inspect the cut she had
sustained. It had faded to nothing more than a scratch. Hardly
noticeable at all. But she…felt it.

“I’m lucky,” she agreed. “When will I be released
from medical?”

Margit shrugged. You can leave now; all scans are
normal.”

“There’s nothing wrong with me at all?”

“Some minor bruises and scratches, hardly worth
noting. No evidence of alien microbes so no need to
quarantine.”

Arin wondered how the Corps scanned for alien life
forms but didn’t bother to ask. She nodded and got out of the bed.
Margit gave her some scrubs to dress in so she didn’t have to walk
the ship naked.

Back in her own quarters Arin immediately removed
all her clothes and inspected her body. Everything was normal. A
few scratches, some bruises on her neck and one on her side.
Nothing noteworthy.

Except her entire body was hairless.

More than a few members of the Corp removed their
body hair because it was often itchy and annoying under their
skinsuits. Arin didn’t engage in that practice. She had thin, fine
blonde hair and it never bothered her. Her only depilatory practice
was to shave her legs on occasion, her underarms, and edging her
pubic thatch.

Today she was completely hairless from the neck
down. Every strand was gone: arms, legs, underarms, pubic triangle,
even the annoying trio of stray hairs that grew under her right
nipple, even the odd strand that grew from the mole on her right
arm.

It took Arin all of a minute to decide she liked the
look. The hair on her head was intact so she didn’t have anything
to worry about. Did she?

Using the ship’s intercom she called Jaxon. “I’m
alive,” she began the conversation.

“Fucking stars and gods,” Jaxon breathed out with
relief. “You scared the living shit out of us.”

“What were those things we were in?” she immediately
asked.

She could almost hear the shrug of Jaxon’s
disinterest over the comm. “Tech department thinks medical survival
pods of some sort. Apparently all but the one you were in were
dead. They kept us alive, but yours…it wanted to keep you forever.
We had to cut it open and get you out.”

“How long was I in there?”

“Rest of the team was in for three hours. After
rescue came you were in for another twelve.”

“Fucking stars. Fucking gods. Fucking aliens,” she
cursed.

“You okay.”

She managed a whimpering sigh. “Sort of. Physically,
yeah. Mentally…not so much.”

“Want me to come over and comfort you?” She could
feel his sly grin over the comm.

“Yes.”

The moment Jaxon walked in her cabin she was all
over him. Kissing, caressing, and pulling at his clothes. “Whoa.
Slow down.”

“I need to fuck,” she whined. It was far from their
usual encounter. Usually she played a little more coy, but the
moment she saw him, Arin had a physical need to have sex with him.
She was wearing only her robe and it fell open as she pulled back a
bit from his warning.

“Don’t you want me?” she breathily replied.

“Yes, but what’s the hurry? Slow down. I need to
make sure you’re okay.”

“I’m fine,” she said as she let her robe fall off
her shoulders and down to the floor.

“When did you start body shaving?” he asked as he
looked up and down, focusing on her pussy.

She sidestepped the question. “Do you like it?”

“Yes.”

Carefully she took Jaxon’s hand and pulled him
toward her bunk. The sleeping accommodations on the ship were
small, but somehow the crew always managed to make do with what was
available. Though Jaxon was muscular he wasn’t very tall, just a
few inches taller than Arin. They had always had plenty of room on
her bunk.

She stopped him short of the bunk, lay down, angled
her body and spread her legs. “Why don’t you give me a thorough
inspection all over, commander?”

Technically Jaxon was her superior, but the Corps
didn’t spend a lot of time focusing on hierarchy. They were about
results. “Happily,” he said and kissed the top of her foot, then
her shin, licked the back of her calf, caressed and kissed her
kneecap, nibbled his way up her thigh to the crease between leg and
pussy. “Lower body seems fine.”

“Check everything,” she urged him.

Jaxon lowered his face to her cunt, kissed her bare
lips, parted them with his tongue, and plunged it deep inside her.
He worked his way up to her clit and her body jumped in
response.

“You like that?” he asked.

“Perfect,” she said. “You make it perfect.”

“Smooth skin,” he complimented her. “I love a truly
naked woman.”

She grasped the back of his head and forced it back
to her pussy. Jaxon didn’t resist. He plunged his tongue deep
within her, moistening and exciting her. It was largely
unnecessary; Arin’s pussy was already drenched with desire the
moment he went down on her.

“You’ve been ready the moment you saw me,” he said
smugly pulling up and starting to remove the rest of his
clothes.

“Smug,” she taunted him.

“Slut,” he replied and wiped his mouth with the back
of his hand. “You taste different.” He pushed her back on the bunk
and got between her spread legs. His cock wasn’t fully erect yet,
but he didn’t think that would be a problem.

“You like it?”

“Makes me horny,” he said, “a good tasty pussy.” As
expected his cock slowly and steadily rose up to meet his bragging.
“Does almost getting killed turn you on?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Funny. I would have expected you to be much more of
the wallflower type.” Their romantic relationship had largely been
one confined to the bedroom, but Jaxon had never pegged Arin as the
especially outgoing or adventurous type.

“I’ve changed,” she told him and pulled him into her
pussy, yanking at his cock, putting him where she needed him.

Jaxon didn’t need further instruction. He started
pounding away as fast and hard as he could. He wasn’t a subtle or
tender lover, but Arin knew that and always came back to him for
more. Why should he change now?

He grunted a couple of times. Generally in the past
he had gotten himself off on his own and if Arin had cum, so be it,
if not, he would watch while she used her hand on herself. This
time their fucking was different. She wrapped her legs around his
body, keeping him close to her, liming his thrusting. Her pussy was
hotter, tighter than before. He didn’t mind, it was just different,
but it also made it harder for him to cum the way he liked.

Much to his amazement she orgasmed first. That was
an actual first for them. He always came first, and she
needed to get off from his pleasure and the shot of spunk he
deposited in her cunt.

“Like that?” he asked proud of himself though he had
actually accomplished nothing.

“Yeah,” she said lazily as she allowed her body to
go limp. Her hands still caressed his body, but other than that she
just laid there.

“I’m going to make you cum again,” he promised.

She nodded and ran her hand over his dark skin,
running down his back to grip his muscular buttocks. He liked that.
He thrusted harder.

Her pussy got hotter and tighter. At first Jaxon
liked what she was doing for him, but then it became almost
painful. It felt like his cock was on fire and the only way he
could save himself was to cum and extinguish her fire with his
semen.

The moment he came the pain was much worse. He
grunted, thinking her climax had come again and her body
temperature had gone overboard. That wasn’t the case. Her pussy
clamped down on his cock and held him in place. He could pull out.
She wrapped her arms and legs around him, not permitting him to
leave the bunk or her body.

“Fuck me again,” she begged him.

“I can’t!” he pleaded.

“You can,” she insisted.

It was true. His erection hadn’t abated. He was
still hard
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