A.N.
“Good boy… my beautiful boy… my precious Aranel, Happy Eighteenth birthday…” The strange woman with her long braid of blonde hair, completely milky white eyes reached down, her ivory colored hand gently stroking his cheek. “You will do so good for us… you have been blessed, and soon will give me so many babies…” Her red dress, silk and crimson, hugging her curvy form, her bust virtually pouring out of the tear drop shaped cut on the chest of the dress. Down between her thighs… making a beautiful, biiiiiig bulge in the front of her dress… her member was hardening. How he so badly wanted to suck it… he licked his lips. She leaned in, cupping his face now with both hands, leaning in closer… closer, “When we are together again, we will wed… and our line will begin…” Her hand drifted down to his tummy, resting on the bare skin, “In here… where my seed will grow… and we will be a family…” Finally she closed the distance, her full, kissable lips approaching, gently pressing to his own in a…
CLANG!!!
Aranel flinched! His own bright golden eyes blinking repeatedly, “Hm?? Wha…” The boy turned back and forth, glancing about as the dream and sleep faded from his mind. Slowly the waking world returned to him, and he remembered where he was, the little makeshift camp he and the strange woman set up on the edge of the river. “Ohh…” He sighed, his shoulders sagging somewhat as another loud thump of steel on metal and wood could be heard, glancing back over his shoulder, he could see her again. 
The warrior woman, clad in just her brown leather britches, a harness shaped, strappy bra top, and her shoes. Greatsword in hand as she swung it again and again at the nearby tree, a makeshift dummy she fashioned out of sticks and scrap metal scavenged from their surroundings. She had been practicing with that blade since before he dozed off, and she apparently hadn’t stopped. He understood the sword was new of course and she probably wanted to break it in, but geez, she was a machine! 
The last day had been… beyond explanation. He woke up inside of a tank, aboard a massive, alien like ship as his pod seemed to malfunction, letting him tumble out of it. He had no memory of anything before that, the only thing was that image of a beautiful blonde woman. A long braid, no color in her eyes or skin, and her calling his name… Aranel. 
He was wearing scale mail armor, and had a sword with him when he fell from the pod, and surprisingly, he knew how to use it. As he found himself being attacked by the very Githyanki that now swung her new sword only a few paces away. She called him a thrall, but the moment she realized he wasn’t under any mind control, she instead offered for them to work together to escape the ship. 
It was all a bit of a blur, even now, rushing through the mess of alien machinery, alien creatures with tentacles sprouting from their mouths, and seeing the hellish landscape outside that awaited them. Stumbling upon another beautiful survivor within one of the pods begging for help. A raven haired cleric calling herself Shadowheart, whom against his companions wishes, he freed her. And the three of them made it to the helm of the ship. 
Aranel took control of the vessel and managed to prevent them from crashing into hell… quite literally, out the front of the ship, he could see they had somehow been flying through Avernus, the first layer of the nine hells! Thankfully, with his hand on the controls, all he needed to do was picture the Material Plane of existence, and poof! They were back in the mortal realm… crashing, but back no less!
He and his companion pulled themselves from the crash, the cleric was nowhere to be seen and the warrior pulled the sword from the wreckage, off the body of someone who no longer needed it. At last they had a moment of peace, but Aranel was no closer to knowing who he was, nor anything about his past.
He didn’t even know what he looked like until he was able to look at his reflection in the river. His own skin was similar in color to the woman in his dream. A perfect, blemish free pearl color, with his eyes a bright molten gold, two tiny horns protruded from his forehead, adorable small and curling straight up. Was he infernal then? That was usually a tell tale sign of infernal blood, but he had no tail? 
The stature of him was also not very impressive, he was tiny!!! Standing next to the 5’9 Githyanki, he was almost a full foot shorter at 4’10! In fact, he wasn’t even sure he was a boy until he peeked into his britches and saw a cute little two inch dicklet in there. He certainly didn’t fit the standard for a typical male, his body had slight curves and a bootylicious bottom that even he did a double take at when he looked at it. 
But aside from his appearance and name… that was all he knew, everything beyond that was a blank slate. Aranel had just experienced the first day of his life as far as he was concerned… and it was only the beginning of a great many more strange, incredible series of days to come. 
The Githyanki, who finally revealed her name to him, calling herself an ally of Creche K’liir, named Lae’zel. Told him that they needed to immediately locate another Creche, as their struggle was not yet over. 
Aboard the ship, they had been infected with parasites in their slumber, that would turn them into those alien like abominations that held them captive on the ship. They needed to be cleansed of them soon, so she… much less asked him to join her, and rather told him that he was going to be joining her on her trip. 
However, Aranel didn’t exactly have anywhere else to go or anyone that he knew… everything was blank to him, so… he agreed. Might as well, onward to adventure.
Neither of them recognized the area they were in, so they wandered a bit blindly through the wilderness all throughout the day until finally needing to stop for the night. The sun was going down and moving through untamed woods with no light wasn’t recommended. So they broke into their scavenged supplies and set up a small campsite, where Aranel took care of the fire, and Lae’zel put up their bunks. After watching the flames for a while, Aranel must have simply dozed off, hypnotized by the dancing flames. He quickly added more wood and stoked the flames to keep them burning before letting out a sigh. He half believed that his memories might start coming back to him as time went on, but evidently he needed more than just a single day. 
Resting his chin on his arms with his knees pulled up to his chest, he glanced over at Lae’zel again. Looking over the runes on her blade, they seemed to glow a bright red when she swung, and sparks drifted through the air on each swing. Some type of enchantment she was working to attune to. And while she inspected it, Aranel found himself just… staring at her for a while, admiring her form and that strange… almost alien like beauty to her. Again his memories were gone, but her people were very foreign to him, he didn’t think he met any of her species before he awoke either. 
Her skin was a light yellowish green, and she was speckled with black dots in unique patterns that ran all along her tight frame. Her hair was red, and tied up in a gorgeously maintain set of a two strand twist of sorts that was elegant but kept her hair out of her eyes in battle. Her eyes also had narrow slits for pupils and were a similar yellowish color to her body. Originally, she donned a silver, intricate half-plate armor, but now that she was showing some skin, Aranel could see just exactly how toned she was. Her body was tight, with lean muscle and hard girl abs on her exposed tummy. Long legs that looked like they could crack his neck with a scissor lock, and for some reason that made Aranels heart skip a beat. Her breasts weren’t very big, matching her thin, almost stretched form. If he recalled correctly, her people came from an Astral plane of existence. Something where time was different, and the constant ethereal winds buffeting its inhabitants stretched the people over time to be taller. 
It was strange… having knowledge of the world, but not knowledge of himself. 
And something that was even more strange… was the odd feeling in his tummy that bloomed when he looked at her. “Nnf…” Aranel bit his lip, bringing his arms to his belly almost like he was hungry, but his thighs tightened up as well. He noticed it throughout the day when they were first traveling, whenever he glanced her way as she charged on ahead of him, cutting their path with her sword. Something about how the light of the sun caught in her flames of hair just… gave him butterflies. 
Now you’d think a sensation like that would taper off and fade after you manage to focus on something else. However with Aranel… that wasn’t happening. It only seemed to be getting worse with each glance in her direction. 
Long story short… he was getting really, really horny… and he couldn’t shake it off! He tried to swig a drink of cold water from his canteen, nothing. Even a little splash of it on his pale face, still absolutely nothing. The warmth in his lower belly and the tightening in his loins was persisting. Despite his little cocklet staying soft which… was also curious, shouldn’t boys be getting hard when they’re excited? This frustrated him even more because if his cocklet did get stiff, he could maybe sneak off behind some trees and relieve himself quickly. However if his member was soft, then there was no relief in sight!
Except…
He glanced her way again, feeling a little tint of pink filling his cheeks. Glancing down between her legs as she stood up straight, something else he noticed while they travelled… was the mighty bulge of a cock he could see stretching out her britches. And his teeth chewed on his fair lip a bit more. There were other ways to get relief of course… using some of his holes perhaps… that’s at least what his body was telling him. 
Deep inside, he felt empty… hungry for something in his mouth that wasn’t food, and starving for something big and stiff in tummy that got stuffed in there from his… 
Aranel let out a sigh again, trying to shake himself out of it, why was this happening? Why was he getting so worked up just by watching her train? Seeing that a light sheen of sweat was forming on her dotted skin… how her tight core flexed and rolled with her motions… how that bulge even soft looked soooo big and yummy… 
He couldn’t snap out of it, his breath was getting shallow, and he had no other way to satisfy this… strange urge deep within him! Was this normal? Maybe it was the parasite that was causing him to feel this way? It did get inserted into his brain after all so… maybe it was messing with his form? 
That could be it! But how could he know for sure? Glancing back up and over to her, he thought… what’s the harm in asking? The worst she could do is tell him he’s being a fool and rebuke him right? It’s not like she’d turn the sword on him for asking a simple question? 
Carefully, Aranel found his footing on the grassy ground just outside of his little bunk, and with his hands still crossed over his belly, he tried to walk over to Lae’zel. Admittedly a little stiffly of course, the horniness was only getting worse the more he looked at her. Like she was surrounded by a dreamy pink fog, little floating bubbles in the shape of red, throbbing hearts were popping and Aranel really had to focus on speaking rather than just throwing himself into her arms immediately, though that urge was strong too! 
When she sensed his approach, the warrior turned to face him, and Aranel had to catch his breath just as that white hot stare met his eyes. Making him want to whimper and kneel down like a puppy. Lae’zel looked annoyed already, so not off to the best start! “Chk! A monster forms inside us and yet you are wasting your precious resting time.” She lowered the enchanted sword, turning to face him directly. “Speak, quickly, then return to your bunk and rest. We begin our search again at first light.” 
“I… I know I’m sorry uhh…” Aranel’s hands gripped his white cloth shirt, he was dressed in sleeping clothes, a loose fitting shirt, black pants and no shoes for now, his bare feet in the cool grass as he swayed nervously back and forth. “I… had a question about that. About the parasites, you… your people know a lot about them right?” He asked, referencing something she mentioned when they first started traveling. Since her people apparently had the cure, she probably had plenty of knowledge of these things. 
“Yes, we understand much more than an Istik like you.” She said, her voice a harsh, raspy whisper, and her movements again were… for lack of a better word, a bit alien. She moved with animated head tilts, leaning in closer and down towards him. The foot of height difference obviously contributed to the need but she spoke like this naturally anyway. Nearly hissing out her words and adding in words from her mother tongue since Common tongue was her second language. 
Aranel nodded at that, “Yes well…” The eighteen year old looked down at her shoes, “I uhm… I was wondering…” He could hear her draw in a frustrated breath with his slow speech. Her face didn’t have a humanoid nose, but more of a small upturned one, again, a unique trait of her people. “Could… could one of these parasites make you feel… things? Like… good feelings?” He tried to be vague at first.
She furrowed her brow, “There is nothing good about the abominations that sleep within us Istik.” Countering quickly. 
“No, no I mean…” He shook his head, “Uhm… ever since we got off the ship I have a… been having a strange feeling in my belly when I… when I look at you.” He managed to get out with a blush quickly growing brighter by the second. “It only seems to get more and more intense when I’m looking at you like… like even right now.” He noted since his eyes were trying to focus on literally anything other than the warrior woman before him. “If you have one of these parasites, can they make you feel… excited? You know… aroused?” He managed to choke out, he may have no memories of his past, but he’s well aware of how sex works. So best to stop beating around the bush and just tell it to her face. 
That though seemed to pull a genuinely confused look from her, “Aroused… no.” She answered simply at first, “These parasites cause nothing but harm, sickness and decay, over the course of several agonizing days that will make us more and more ill until all skin turns to gore, and will be shed away with our deaths.” She explained, which admittedly did a little to help alleviate his arousal with her vivid description, only a little though as she continued to explain, “But… I will admit there is something different about what those abominations placed within us. The first of our symptoms should have begun already, yet I feel no ills, and you feel… arousal.” She clarified.
The mother of pearl colored boy nodded his head, “Yes… I can’t explain it otherwise. So I just thought… maybe they were the cause… I apologize if I’ve offended you.” 
There was a pause after that, and Aranel thought that maybe coming over here was a mistake. Maybe she was about to slap him silly and kick him back to his bunk, a thought that worried him so he dared not look back up to her eyes for nearly a full minute before he heard a soft hum from her.
“Hmmm… curious.” She said softly, bringing a finger to tap her chin as now her yellow eyes started to scan him, framed by the elegant streaks of black dots on her face. She inspected the ivory skinned mortal boy. She hadn’t seen many of his kind… what were they called? Teeth-lings? 
But he didn’t look like one of those Infernal bloods anyways, he was missing a tail and the scales that run along their bodies. Instead he looked positively soft, sweet… tight…
She felt her cock tucked away in her jeans pulse, waking up at the idea he had presented to her. They were on the clock, the parasites within them were a ticking time bomb that needed to be removed. But they weren’t going anywhere tonight… and she could use a distraction. 
Her lips pulled up into a devious little smirk, “You want to taste me?” She asked suddenly.
Aranel actually flinched from the question, his white cheeks filling with blood that dyed them blooming red now, and the whooshing sensation within his belly intensified by the flirty look Lae’zel now gave him. Was this a test? Was she serious? He didn’t know for sure but… on the chance she was serious… his eyes glanced to her bulge again before looking back up at her and he swallowed the lump in his throat before nodding his head, “Y…yes I… I do…” 

