Excerpt: Madam Periwinkle’s Erotic Delights: Out Of This World
By Cat Marsters

ISBN: 978-1-59596-929-3
Available 28th Aug 2008 from Changeling Press

Buy link: http://changelingpress.com/product.php?&upt=book&ubid=971
Warning: This title contains explicit language and sexual content not suitable for readers under the age of 18.

Excerpt:

The first time Jana had seen the charge console of her ship she’d thought the thing sticking up from the center of it had been a joystick.  Until it had been demonstrated—graphically—that she was looking at the standard program for charging a bioship with a female pilot.

The charge console had cleansed itself, but it still wore the shape of the fake penis she’d been riding through her last charge.

“Initialize charge.  Authorization 20563JNA.  Program 26.”

The soft, malleable material of the console altered to form a soft cup-like shape.  Jana straddled the console, resting her crotch over the central shape, and said, “Let’s go, Dino.”

The console morphed beneath her, the soft fabric moistening itself as it molded to her pussy.  It vibrated softly, as a section grew to massage her clit.  Jana sighed.  Up until she’d met Dino and seen what he could do for her, she’d been a little dubious about the ethics of powering a bioship on sexual energy.

But Dino—225DNO—had adapted to her body’s chemistry and needs.  Now the charge console knew just what she liked, from the soft vibrations on her clit to the morphed tongue that probed the folds of her pussy and slid inside.

She began to rock, enjoying the stimulation.  Dino fed off her sexual energy and excitement, so he was already reaping the benefits.  The ship flew on through the Void between dimensions, wild colors streaking the interior of the ship through the viewports.  She’d used up a lot of energy on that last, fast jump out of an unfriendly dimension.  Cruising the Void didn’t use up that much power, but if she was going to make it home, she’d need to give Dino a powerful orgasm.

The console’s tongue lapped delicately at her pussy.  Dino could simulate the sexual organs of pretty much any species known to the IDA, including the multi-talented Screek with their tentacled tongues and double penises, but Jana still usually preferred the human varieties of sex.

Usually.

Thinking about it made her change her mind.  “Change program,” she panted, “initialize program 43.”

Dino beeped again, and the human tongue grew in size, small nubs becoming tentacles, pressing softly against her sensitive flesh, stroking and sucking.  Jana gasped and pressed herself closer to the console.

A tentacle caressed her clit, then the sucker at the end of it latched on and applied powerful suction.  Jana moaned, riding it harder.   She’d never had sex with a real Screek.  She’d never had sex with a real anybody.  Maybe one day she should add it to her schedule.

Dino gave a different kind of beep.  “IDA exit portal in one hundred twenty nanocycles.”

Hell, too close.  If she stopped charging now, she’d never have enough power—but if she didn’t get her brain back in order, she’d miss the portal.  Piloting through them required more concentration than Jana could give with a Screek tongue massaging her pussy.

“Slow speed,” she gasped.  “Five—thousand—clicks—per—nanooohhh my gods!”

The morphed Screek tongue inside her began vibrating against her G-spot.  Dino bleeped and said, “Repeat instruction please.”

“Five—” Jana began, but then the tentacle attached to her clit redoubled its efforts, and the main part of the tongue inside her started curling in a spiral.  Her eyes crossed.  She gripped the handles of the charge console and closed her eyes, but the colors of the Void still flashed before them.

“IDA exit portal in sixty nanocycles.”

The tremors began inside her.  Jana’s body shook, heat flushing her skin, her toes curling and her thighs clenching around the console’s soft, contoured base.

“Manual control,” she gasped.  Maybe she could reach it from here.

“Please verify identity.”

A manual control pad appeared on the ship’s command deck, but Jana barely saw it, her whole body shaking and writhing with ecstasy.

“Two—oh—five—s-s-sohh, oh, oh!”

Dino bleeped.  “Incorrect authorization.  IDA exit portal in thirty nanocycles.”

“Oh gods.  Oh yes!  Oh my great sweet merciful gods!”

“IDA exit portal in fifteen nanocycles.”

Jana’s hands clutched at her breasts, pinching her nipples.  Her head rolled back.  Her hips bucked wildly.

“Five nanocycles.”

Blindly, she reached for the manual pad and dragged her fingers across it.

“You do not have the authority to command this vessel,” said Dino calmly, and then it wasn’t just the charge console shaking, but the whole ship.  Still in the grip of her orgasm, Jana was flung to the floor, the console’s tentacles detaching with a wet sucking sound, and then a siren blared, blocking out all other noise and thoughts.

“Collision with unknown portal in five nanocycles.  Four nanocycles.  Three—”

Her body weak with orgasm, Jana tried to scrambled to her feet, but the ship gave a violent lunge and her head cracked against the vibrating charge console.

Blackness followed.
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