“Two scientists walk into a bar,” Zelda said.
Noelle drummed her fingers against the side of her red solo cup, seeing the way that her friend positively radiated with confidence. It was hard but she did her best to pretend that this wasn’t her sixth time hearing this exact same joke.
All around her a party was in full swing. It was good to be around so many familiar faces. Even better, it was nice to be around them with that pleasant tingle of intoxication meddling with her mind. Vodka and orange juices had a wonderful way of taming her social anxiety.
“The first scientist says that they’ll have some H2O,” Zelda went on.
Kris was at her side, draping an arm over her blue feathered shoulders and lightly brushing a finger through her down feathers. At the same time, they were fiddling with a smoldering joint between the fingers on their other hand. Wild to think that the two of them were an item. It was honestly kind of nice to see them together. Though…
Don’t be jealous, don’t be jealous…
“The second scientist says that they’ll have some H2O too,” Zelda said, smirking. “The bartender then serves the drinks and…”
Kris smirked.
Noelle continued to politely nod along, noticing that both Catti and Susie did so as well.
“The scientists then proceed to sip their drink before the second one starts choking. The first grabs the bartender and panickedly asks what he did.” Zelda snickered, shaking her head. “To which the bartender replies: ‘What? They asked for H2O2!’”
Noelle snickered. Which was more than either Susie or Catti accomplished as they both just looked confused by what she’d said.
Kris motioned with their hand. “He served them hydrogen peroxide.”
“Huh,” Susie whispered, blinking.
“It’s uh…” Zelda nervously fiddled with the sleeve on her dress. “I heard it during a chemistry lecture.”
Kris offered up the joint and Zelda took it from them, helping herself to a little puff. It was still insane to think that the enby had gotten them to this point. Hell, Zelda didn’t even cough anymore, simply exhaling before passing the joint over to Susie.
Susie…
Angel above, she was still so fucking hot. Just that same strong and intimidating figure from High School but even larger now. And if that wasn’t enough, she also wore a leather jacket and battered jeans these days, just adding fuel to those gay little fantasies from high school.
Don’t blush, don’t blush, don’t…
“Noelle?” Catti asked.
Noelle perked up and realized that two things were happening at once. First, her cheeks were burning bright fucking red. And second, Catti was offering her the joint. Which was also when she realized that everyone was looking right at her.
“Hit?” Catti followed up.
Noelle shook her head and instead downed her drink. “Not tonight.” She glanced towards one of the apartment’s doors, spotting the haphazard pink sign that marked it as a ‘cool down space’. “I think I need to go into the room for a bit.”
“Was my joke that bad?” Zelda teased, shaking her head.
Kris playfully bumped into her. “Nah, I think the party’s just a little overstimulating, babe.”
Noelle took that as her chance to peel off and head into the adjoined room, carefully closing the door behind herself. There wasn’t any sound proofing but even just having the music muted by a small degree was enough to help settle her rowdy mind. She plopped down upon the bed and playfully kicked out her legs.
It was good to see everyone again, it really was but…
Life moved on, people moved on. Sometimes the best thing that she could honestly do was learn to move on too.
There was a knock at the door and Noelle perked up. “Who is it?”
The knob turned and the door opened with Catti slipping inside. 
People may have changed but Catti was still so very familiar. She was a sturdy woman now instead of a sturdy girl. Yet, she still leaned into a goth aesthetic, wearing a black skirt, a t-shirt for a band far too loud for Noelle’s liking, and a leather jacket which was accessorized with all sorts of loud pins and metal studs. Her make-up was done up in that same style from high school with black and white being so pronounced and extra.
It was a good look even if it wasn’t Noelle’s look.
“You okay?” Catti asked.
Noelle nodded. “Just can’t stand the smell of weed?” Not the whole truth but not a lie either. “You don’t need to stick with me.”
“Don’t need too,” Catti said. “Want too.”
She came over and settled down next to Noelle, sitting on the opposite side of the bed from her. Close but not invading her personal space close.
“How are classes going?” Noelle asked.
“Poetry’s nice,” Catti said, nodding towards her. “You?”
“Political science isn’t too bad,” Noelle replied, smirking. “My mom has even gotten off of my ass after seeing my grades.”
Catti offered a thin smile. “Straight As?”
“You know it,” Noelle said, winking at her.
She studied Catti, really looking her over. It was surreal how pretty she was.
…
Where had that thought come from?
“I really like your makeup,” Noelle suddenly said.
Catti shrugged. “Good look. You should try it again.”
“Me?” Noelle giggled, shaking her head. That was wishful thinking to the extreme. “I don’t think that I could rock it nearly as well as you do.”
“You could,” Catti said, smirking. “You rock everything.”
Noelle felt a little more that embarrassed red bleed into her cheeks, more than a dusting of it colouring her complexion. Now where had that come from.
“Remember that CD?” Catti asked. She slid over a little bit, not too much, just a hair. It brought them a little bit closer to one another; still comforting and not intimate. No, certainly not intimate in the slightest. “Good look.”
“Thanks,” Noelle said, biting her lip.
Catti reached out and placed a hand upon her thigh, patting her through the material of her skirt. “Missed you.”
“Missed you too,” Noelle said, sighing. “Shame you couldn’t go to the same school as the rest of us.”
“College is fine,” Catti murmured, smirking at her. “Cheaper too. Learning lots regardless.”
“No doubt,” Noelle said. Should she have moved away from that hand? It felt like she should move away from it. But… did she want to? “Are you uh… with anyone?”
Catti shook her head. “Simple souls. No fun.” She met Noelle’s eyes and for a second it seemed that there was something brewing in them; determination perhaps. “You?” 
Noelle sighed and thudded backwards, falling upon the sheets in a heap. She ran a hand through her hair. “No. I’ve… I’ve been so busy with school and I haven’t really had much of a chance to date anyone.”
She felt another body thud backwards and as she cracked open her eyes, she saw that it was Catti. There was this tender look in her eyes. Maybe it was the vodka talking but it was honestly a pair of eyes that Noelle could find herself getting lost in. Now she was certain there was a fire in them and it wasn’t just a trick of the light.
What could that fire mean?
“Screw school,” Catti said. “You deserve someone.”
Noelle nodded. “Yeah.”
Maybe it was the vodka talking. No, it was absolutely the vodka talking. Something was getting her to lean to the side and it certainly wasn’t her brain. It would never let her have something like this. It would never let her have something nice nor fun.
What was she doing?
She felt her eyes widen as her lips brushed against Catti’s. And Catti’s eyes did the exact same thing, shooting open. 
That kiss had been so electric that she was certain that her heart had skipped a beat. Had she just kissed her friend? There was no way that…
Catti brought them together again, pecking Noelle upon the lips. “Noelle.”
“Catti,” Noelle whispered before reaching out and pushing her back. “I’m so sorry, I… I…” She sat bolt upright, nervously laughing. “I shouldn’t have done that.”
She felt Catti grip her shirt and yank her back down. The other woman was so much stronger than herself, easily able to bring her back into another kiss. This time it was a little deeper than the last, lips melding against lips with the barest amount of tongue pushing forth to bind them together more fully.
It felt nice… it felt wrong. There was no escaping this affection nor would Noelle ever want to. This was confusion, plain and simple.
Noelle panted. “I’m sorry.”
“Don’t be,” Catti said, kissing her upon the cheek. “I want this.”
Did Noelle want this too?
She looked into Catti’s eyes, trying to gauge the answer to that. A part of her did, a part of her really did want this. It wanted this so badly. But she’d been drinking… Catti had been drinking. There was zero chance that this was a good…
Noelle made a surprised noise as Catti kissed her again, unifying them once more. Her tongue properly pushed forth, being so strong and commanding in its efforts. It seemed to brush Noelle’s question aside, pushing it to the back of her mind as she forced her way into her mouth. Her tongue was rougher than Noelle’s own, barbed like a feline’s should be.
At the same time, Catti reached up and groped her breast, squeezing it through the material of her blouse. It actually felt kind of nice, making Noelle shiver and coo. Instinctively, she reached up and grabbed hold of Catti’s shirt, digging her fingers into it and holding onto it for dear life.
“Catti,” Noelle whispered.
“I want this,” Catti repeated, breathing. “Don’t you?”
Why was that answer so hard for her to formulate? Why couldn’t she make up her freaking mind for once? Not everything had to be difficult.
“I’ve been drinking,” Noelle tried.
Catti looked her in the eye. “Me too.” She smiled. “I’ll stop. If you want.”
Noelle opened her mouth to speak but Catti squeezed her breast, just a little more. It was enough to draw forth a soft note from the back of her throat instead. Honestly, that was probably as good an answer as any.
“You want this,” Catti said, reinforcing her statement by pressing her body into Noelle’s. She slid a hand underneath the hem of Noelle’s skirt and brushed the tip of her fingers against her panties. Both of them could feel it, that wet spot lingering right there. “See?”
Noelle shivered and didn’t say anything. She just nodded, slowly. Her mind was too overstimulated to dare refute this very real evidence. Those fingers did feel good down there, her entire presence felt so good and tingly and divine. This was Catti, her oldest friend. Why wouldn’t she want to do this sort of thing with her?
Catti drew to the side and rolled on top of Noelle, pinning her against the bed with her much larger frame. That fight or flight response prickled as she felt Catti’s weight bearing down upon her. It was just enough that she struggled to breathe. 
There was no escaping something like this…
From this new post, Catti delivered a couple more kisses across Noelle’s complexion, gracing her lips and cheek and neck and collarbone with those lips. A part of Noelle wondered if the lipstick would spread, if her entire body was being covered in these little black marks.
A part of her was thrilled to find out while another part was downright mortified to discover if this was really the case. She knew that lipstick was an absolute bitch to get out of her fur.
Noelle also became aware of something else, feeling a certain part of Catti’s anatomy start to react rather favourably to their time together. There was a bulge within her panties, pressing against Noelle’s stomach. It was hard to ignore, twitching with a rather sinful sort of life.
She bit her lip and looked up at her friend. “Catti?”
Just tell her to back off, she’s your friend.
“Want to see?” Catti asked.
Noelle nodded. Why did she nod?
Catti rolled to the side and gave Noelle a little bit of space to breathe. 
Yet, even in Catti’s absence, Noelle could still smell the scent of her perfume upon the air. It was lovely with herbal notes that reminded her of the plants they used to use in their spells. This wasn’t a scent she could place, was it custom made? It wouldn’t surprise her considering who she was.
Her friend lifted up the hem of her skirt. Underneath was a simple pair of striped panties. Much like Noelle’s, there was also a wet spot upon the front of them. A bulge betrayed what exactly was causing that wet spot, making Noelle suck in a breath as she really took it in.
She wasn’t a virgin but her own experience was… lacking, to say the least.
“Holy smokes,” Noelle whispered, feeling even more heat creep into her cheeks.
Catti hooked a thumb under the waistband of her panties, peeling them down nice and slow. As she drew them out of the way, Noelle could see that there were strands of pre which linked her anatomy to the fabric, clinging to it like lustful spiderwebs.
These stretched outwards for a good couple of inches before quickly severing as the organ which caused them finally sprung free. It was intriguing to look at, around six inches long with a tapered tip and barbed length that looked kind of rough, just like her tongue. Now that it was free, it twitched, offering up a thick but transparent droplet of pre.
Was it too late to back out? It felt like it was too late to back out. Her body wanted this. Why couldn’t her brain just get off of its high horse and finally realize that as well? It wasn’t like she had plans with anyone else tonight.
Susie’s out there…
Noelle shivered as she felt Catti rest a hand upon the back of her neck, rubbing at the scruffy fur which lingered back there. 
She was about to say something but her companion intervened. 
Catti used her leverage in order to guide her down. Her desire was easy enough to read as she started to slide Noelle towards a spot below the waist, inching her lower and lower upon her body.
“Fluff me,” Catti said, her voice sounding like she was dictating an order rather than asking for something. Surely, it wasn’t an order. Probably just Noelle misjudging tone.
Not that Noelle would dare refute her. It seemed that her friend was pent up and needed this. And what kind of friend would she be to leave her in such a state?
Maybe Noelle needed a little something like this too. Wasn’t this what parties were meant for, blowing off a little bit of steam? And there were worse people to blow off steam with than Catti Cattenheimer.
She was soon down at Catti’s crotch, being so close to that twitching shaft. The scent of her companion’s body was upon the air, heavy and hearty, pronounced even over that witchy perfume that she wore. It was an enticing scent, meddling with Noelle’s mind and getting her to inch forwards on her own. Not that the guiding hand didn’t help get her into position that much quicker, being just firm enough to actively guide her.
Noelle fulfilled her role easily enough, parting her lips and taking Catti into her maw. She cradled her shaft tightly between her lips, rolling her tongue around it. The texture was strange. Not bad necessarily but definitely strange, bumpy and rigid. It took a little getting used to before she started to really roll her tongue around it.
She glided across it again and again, getting a bit more confident with every lap that she took. It was actually kind of nice tasting and it certainly did her ego good, hearing those guttural little notes of pleasure which ebbed forth from Catti. Her friend’s pleasure was kind of addictive, making Noelle want to be that much better at this.
“Good doe,” Catti groaned.
Noelle didn’t attempt to pull back. There wasn’t a point, she could handle this easily enough. Sure, it was a little strange that Catti held her there, her grip tighter than really necessary. But that wasn’t too bad. Maybe it felt good to have someone take the lead, someone who actually knew what they wanted from this.
It was probably better than trying to let her indecisive ass make a decision for once.
Catti started to work her hips, easing her way back and forth. She was grinding against Noelle’s tongue and trying to push just a little deeper with every motion that she took. Not that this was really much of an issue as Noelle handled it with ease.
One of Catti’s fingers moved along the back of Noelle’s neck, tenderly stroking her coat. Though she was still a cat and cats did have claws, probably explaining why this one would occasionally extend and accidently prick at her hide.
Noelle whimpered though promptly flushed as she realized that this sort of noise actually made Catti twitch upon her tongue. Was the girl one of those sadists that were in the stories she liked to read?
Would one of her friends really be into something like that?
Catti pushed forward and pulled Noelle tightly against herself, lodging her entire shaft deep into her mouth. The tip of her erection suddenly tickled at the back of her throat as she seemed to take glee in irritating it. 
Noelle’s theory about this being easy were quickly proven incorrect as she sputtered and gagged, retching upon Catti’s shaft. She tried to pull back but Catti held her there, forcing her to remain in place as her throat spasmed and eyes watered.
“Require guidance,” Catti chided.
Noelle balled her hands into fists, trying to wedge her thumbs against her palms. It helped, at least a little, causing her reflexes to settle. Her throat burned against the obstruction but she didn’t have much of a choice.
Plus… Catti knew what she was doing. She wouldn’t do something that Noelle wouldn’t enjoy. Would she now?
Catti wiggled her hips, letting out these deep little moans of pleasure. She continued to stroke at Noelle’s coat, seeming to enjoy her position. Her cock clearly loved it, twitching eagerly. Her pre soaked into Noelle’s taste buds, coating them with her salty essence.
Thankfully, she didn’t make Noelle linger there for too much longer, pulling her hand away soon enough. Without her vice-like grip, Noelle suddenly jerked back, retching violently. When she didn’t immediately spill her lunch, she was left panting and gasping for air. 
She wiped at her lips with the back of her hand as she tried to collect her frayed composure into something that was half way rational.
“See?” Catti asked, grinning at her. “Natural.”
Noelle nodded and sat up, resting her hands within her lap. That was probably far enough, a chance to experiment and clear her mind. This was probably the perfect opportunity to call it quits while she was still ahead.
Catti rested a hand upon her side. “Roll over.”
“What?” Noelle asked, glancing at her.
“Roll over,” Catti said. She nodded to her still hard cock. “Want to fuck you.”
Noelle drew in a breath. “I don’t know if…” She winced as Catti’s grip tightened and she dug those claws into her side. They poked into her skin, not pushing through but definitely aching something fierce. It was hard enough that she actually had to wheeze out the rest of her thoughts. “If that’s a good idea.”
Catti smirked. “Feels nice? Or no?”
“I mean it feels great,” Noelle said. “I just…”
“Think too much?” Catti chided.
Maybe Noelle did think too much. It really was a common problem of hers. Too many silly thoughts flowing through her grey matter at all times. Perhaps this was the chance to go with the flow and do something that her body actually wanted for once without being hung up on it.
So, she pulled away from Catti’s claws and rolled over, hanging her haunches over the edge of the bed.
Catti let out a pleased little noise as she patted her on the hip, tenderly stroking her with a single claw. It was night and day, feeling how gentle she became when she got what she wanted. There were no claws involved, just those soft and fuzzy fingers.
That couldn’t have been right. No, it was just a trick of the mind. Because if that was the truth then…
Well, it wasn’t!
Catti got up and stretched. There was a look in her eye, so daring and playful. She came up behind Noelle and grabbed the back of her skirt, flipping it up over top of her haunches. The coolness of the room soon brushed against the crotch of Noelle’s panties, gracing that wet spot.
“Whose room?” Catti asked.
Noelle bit her lip. “I… I actually don’t know whose house this is.”
“Keep quiet,” Catti said, winking at Noelle. “Our secret.”
Our secret…
That sounded like a good idea.
Catti bent down behind Noelle and hooked her fingers underneath the waistband of her panties. She dragged them down, nice and slow, taking her time with exposing her soaking wet pussy. It made Noelle flush, realizing that she was on display, utterly soaked with lust.
How could she dare even think about refuting this very real proof that she was enjoying herself? Who cared what those nagging voices claimed. 
She was having fun. 
She was having fun!
Catti eased forwards and dragged her tongue along Noelle’s lower lips. Her tongue was still abrasive but that kind of worked in its favour, making it more tactile and stimulating to the touch. The sensation was enough to make Noelle shiver, cooing.
Noelle eased back, almost instinctively, trying her damnedest to push her cunt against Catti’s maw. Something her friend reacted rather positively to, deepening her passion. She even reached out and gripped the sheets tightly, grabbing hold of them for dear life.
“Quivering,” Catti said, chuckling. “I like that.”
Noelle closed her eyes. “Please don’t stop.”
And Catti didn’t. She dragged her tongue along her folds again and again, repeatedly lapping at her pussy. It was divine to feel her tongue like this and it soon stopped teasing her as she pushed inside, circling around and exploring her inner walls.
Noelle gasped, feeling this spike of heat within her core.
See… you do like this.
She was enjoying this. All she needed to do was get out of her brain and not think about it so freaking hard. Just do what her body wanted.
Catti was hungry, devouring her carnal meal. She reached up and grabbed Noelle’s haunches, grasping hold of them tightly. Her claws really dug in, not too hard but hard enough that Noelle could actively feel them. Like before, those little claws would occasionally poke through, prickling at her coat. They weren’t actually painful but they felt like a threat, toying with her.
Noelle shivered. “Catti.”
Catti drew back, panting against her pussy. “Yes?”
“I think I’m…” Noelle swallowed her composure, looking back at her. “I think I’m ready to get started. I mean if you are.”
Catti nodded and got back to her feet. She patted Noelle just above the tail, tenderly rubbing that sensitive spot. It was a little embarrassing but Noelle actually leaned into this affection, lifting her haunches as if she were a cat getting pet. Which was a little funny when she considered who was the one petting her in the first place.
As Noelle looked back, she saw that Catti was wiggling out of her attire, allowing her skirt and panties to drop around her ankles. 
With them out of the way, her erection now stood proud. It was still so stiff, pulsing with life. She grabbed hold of it with one hand and took up position behind Noelle, obviously ready to claim her with it.
“I…” Noelle was about to assert herself.
But Catti didn’t give her a chance. She instead eased forwards, pushing that girth into Noelle, nice and slow. There was no denying that her interesting texture felt good inside of Noelle, those barbs grinding and rubbing against her sensitive inner walls.
The woman eased forward, little by little. She didn’t stop until her whole girth was crammed inside of Noelle. At which point she lingered there, giving her a couple of breaths to really appreciate what that whole length felt like inside of her.
“Big,” Noelle whispered.
It felt divine, perfect, just the right size for someone like her.
Catti scoffed. “Not really.” She grabbed Noelle’s bushy tail, seizing it firmly. This sent a bolt of hot energy crawling up the length of Noelle’s spine as she shivered something fierce. Who knew that being touched back there could feel so good? “You’re inexperienced. I’ll fix that.”
She started to slowly ease back, drawing away a couple of inches before pumping forwards again. Her tempo was cautious, experimental, building up to a more confident rhythm with every passing motion that she took. At the very least, she wasn’t rushing things, clearly pacing herself and making sure that Noelle enjoyed herself as well.
And Noelle was enjoying it. She could feel this heat inside of her belly, radiating fully throughout her body. It was clear that Catti knew her better than she knew herself as the woman seemed to so easily tap into her desires.
Catti squeezed her tail tightly, using it for leverage as she ventured ahead. Her pace started to properly pick up as she actually fucked Noelle. Each motion was still careful, at least for now, pumping forwards before smoothly drawing back and doing so again. Yet, there was no denying that she had become more forceful, hungrier in her lovemaking.
Her breath came out in terse puffs of exertion as she did so, thudding against Noelle’s back with each thrust. The weight of her body carried through as Noelle rocked forward against the impact, squeaking as she felt the depth of this sudden penetration.
“Tight,” Catti groaned. She rested the other hand upon Noelle’s rump, digging her claws into her flesh. “Rough?”
Rough? Did Noelle want that? She didn’t really know the answer to that question. Her gut instinct was to be fearful of anything she didn’t understand. But another part of her knew that Catti wouldn’t actually bring her harm.
Before she could answer, Catti extended her claws and dragged them along Noelle’s flank. Not deep enough to cut but definitely deep enough to leave four white lines behind, marks upon her coat that ached something fierce.
Noelle yelped, feeling tears prickle in her eyes.
Catti chuckled and really picked up the pace, forcing her way even deeper into Noelle with every single thrust.
There were these crude sounding squelches of fluids as they came together. These were Noelle’s juices. 
Just like Catti promised, Noelle’s body responded so positively to that sensation. She was practically brimming with lust, so very wet. It was foolish of her to think for even a moment that this was a bad idea.
“You like it,” Catti said. She drew back, pulling out of Noelle with a satisfying pop. “Roll over. See your eyes.”
And Noelle did, resting upon her back. She could see that cocky smile upon Catti’s lips, that dastardly energy brimming within the other girl’s gaze. She was hungry for this, her cock still pulsing with a sinful desire. No, there was no stopping something like that.
Noelle shivered as Catti was once more upon her, looking her friend in the eye as she fucked her. She seemed so proud of herself as she forced her way back into her cunt, sliding into place with nearly no effort at all. 
The corner of her lip turned up ever so slightly as she reached out, groping Noelle’s breast. Her fingers kneaded into it, the tip of her claws prodding at the soft bud.
The tempo of her thrusts had emboldened as these crude squelches of fluids became more and more frequent. Each note seemed to feed that warmth which was brewing inside of Noelle’s belly, kindling it with renewed vigour.
“Catti,” Noelle whined, lifting her back away from the sheets. “Harder.”
Had she just asked for that? Was she… was she really liking this now? Why was everything so hard to piece together and understand?
Catti seemed only too happy to oblige, picking up the pace once again. Her hips slapped away so heavy against Noelle’s pussy, pumping into her rather roughly. These crude notes escaped her as she worked her over, grunting and groaning with this visceral kind of pleasure.
She suddenly ripped her hand away from Noelle’s breast and instead seized her throat, squeezing the side of her neck quite roughly. It didn’t feel like choking but she was clearly doing something as Noelle’s mind panicked and this terrified high filled her very senses.
It felt strange but good, hot, messing with her already muddled state. Noelle once more felt like she was trapped, unable to escape. But maybe that wasn’t a bad thing. Maybe this was that good kind of scary that she always craved.
Noelle didn’t complain, she never complained. She just went with the flow, hoping that her friend wasn’t leading her astray.
She instead focused on that heat in her belly, desiring it more and more. It felt like a pressure cooker at this point, growing increasingly tense. Her mind was a blaze and she knew that she couldn’t stop this without letting off some much-needed steam.
Catti’s grip tightened and Noelle gasped for breath, feeling light prickle at the edge of her vision. Noelle’s view on the world started to blur, becoming hazy and unproductive. She fell back onto her senses, fleeing to an almost primitive state. That fear was clawing at her, threatening to overwhelm her. 
It took so much strength not to abort. Catti hadn’t steered her wrong yet and that lustful fire in her belly told her that her friend knew what she was doing. She could trust her even if her reflexes begged her to change course.
Their hips came together again and again, more and more frequent. Catti narrowed her gaze and seemed utterly focused on the task at hand. Her expression was hazy, her eyes brimming with this dark look that Noelle didn’t know if she liked.
“Close,” Noelle croaked.
Catti’s lips turned upwards, ever so slightly. She let go of her friend’s throat and instead used both of her hands to grip her hips. She apparently needed this leverage as she really started to dog her down, pounding away without remorse.
Each thrust was so animalistic that it caused Noelle’s body to wobble, causing her belly and breasts to bounce as if she were on the dancefloor. Her back lifted away from the sheets fully and a gasping moan escaped her lips as her eyes were wide with stars sparkling in her vision.
She wanted this. She really wanted this!
Catti bottomed out inside of her one final time, snarling as she slammed herself all the way down to the very hilt. Their flesh came together violently as the other girl shoved her entire girth inside of her, cramming her full of girl cock.
Noelle spilled over the edge, plunging into the waters of bliss. She felt her walls clenching around Catti so tightly, gripping hold of her and attempting to milk her dry. 
Catti spasmed inside of her as well, twitching and spilling her load so very deep. Her orgasm came quickly and it came hard with these ropes of white-hot seed filling her hole and spreading into her very core.
She’d just been bred… without a condom.
…
And she didn’t care. It wasn’t like trans girls were even fertile… right?
“That was amazing,” Noelle whispered.
Catti smirked. “Happy to please.” She lingered there for a good long moment, panting and taking her time to properly collect herself. Her hair was matted with sweat with more than a few beads of it draining down her complexion. These streaked through her make up and drew messy lines of black mascara that looked incredibly hot. “Feeling good?”
She pulled out, freeing herself from Noelle’s body quite abruptly.
Noelle nodded, rubbing at her arm. She kind of wanted to cuddle though she knew that it wasn’t really feasible in the cool down room of someone else’s party. She bit her lip and sat up, reaching down to the floor and grabbing her panties. She then slid them back on, shivering as she felt her juices and Catti’s seed soak into the fabric.
“Go again?” Catti asked, shrugging. “Another night?”
Noelle smirked and looked at her. “Yeah, that uh… that sounds kind of nice actually. You have my phone number, right?”
“I’ll text,” Catti said. She reached for her skirt and started to pull it on. As she did so, she nodded to a spot somewhere off to the side “Should clean up.”
Noelle perked up and looked towards it, seeing a door to an especially grungy bathroom. Clearly this was some sort of frat boy’s abode.
She caught her reflection in the bathroom mirror, feeling her breath catch in her throat. It made sense but she was kind of a mess. There were numerous black blemishes upon her face and neck, each a separate kiss which Catti had left behind. There were also shallow little scratches along her throat which suddenly made her realize that it ached a little and was likely going to bruise.
Was that even safe?
Noelle glanced at Catti. She… she wouldn’t hurt her, right? 
No of course not, Catti was her friend. Catti would never hurt her unless it was safe and pleasurable to do so. And it had definitely been pleasurable. At least, Noelle thought that it had been pleasurable.
“See you outside,” Catti said, moving towards the door.
“See you back at the party,” Noelle whispered as the door closed, leaving her alone in the empty room.
She sat there, looking absently at herself in the bathroom mirror. Her mind was actually silent for once, offering no anxious thoughts to dare derail her. She… kind of missed the anxious thoughts. If anything, she wanted to be derailed.
Noelle swallowed a lump in her throat, getting to her feet.
She’d had a good time…
Right?
