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Shellter





DT Falk


Mlanga's shell caught the light and cast rainbows upon the muddy ground and surrounding rocks. Cyna shielded her eyes from the glare of the uncharacteristically sunny day. 

"≈My apologies, Cyna.≈"

She smiled at the tenderness of the statement. The voice Mlanga projected into Cyna's head always sounded stately and elegant, and the sensation of it tickled her eyebrows. The Molluskians of planet Shablull communicated with projected vibrations. Sound didn't come from Mlanga; Mlanga made sound come from where they wanted it to be. Humans dubbed it psychosonics. Molluskians called it talking.

"It's quite alright," Cyna replied as she tore the packaging off her lunch wrap. She regarded the prismatic motes of light dancing on the ground as Mlanga shifted slightly. "You’re very beautiful." 

Mlanga was her favorite view on her breaks. The shell of the enormous Molluskian glittered with geometric shapes, the fractal crystals that covered it looked like a geode turned inside out. Mlanga shifted gingerly to shade Cyna from the sun's reflection off their shell. 

Even with Cyna sitting on the roof of the company driller, Mlanga towered above her. Their massive pink body was superficially similar to the snails Cyna had seen when she'd visited Earth as a child. But instead of eyestalks and a funny little mustache, Mlanga's body flared out into the shape of a massive orchid.

Mlanga was quiet as Cyna took a bite of her wrap. Her thick gloves crinkled noisily in the nervous silence. Was this the first time she had called them beautiful out loud?

She shot a questioning glance at the big, petaled face. She couldn't always tell where Mlanga's eyes were, but it felt like she was meeting their gaze.

"≈I think you are beautiful as well.≈" 

Cyna almost choked on her wrap.

Mlanga's psychosonic words buzzed on the bridge of her nose. There was an unmistakable shyness in their tone. Cyna cleared her throat and hoped Mlanga's eyesight was bad enough that they wouldn't see her blush. "You know, it's my last day here…" she finally said. Mlanga was, again, silent.

The Molluskians had a partnership with the mining company Cyna worked for. In exchange for guidance and permission to mine their planet, the Molluskians received a percentage of the profit and the minerals mined—minerals that to them were a delicacy.

Over these past three months, Cyna often found herself spending time with Mlanga, long after they were needed to direct her driller through the mud and fog that was typical of Shablull. They had been an invaluable guide, and a close companion. 

"It's sweet of you to call me beautiful and all, but you've already told me you're practically blind." Cyna glanced at her stocky body and wiped her brow with her thick workman's gloves. Her short hair had molded to the shape of the safety helmet on her lap. Her coveralls and rain coat were muddy, and her face had accrued more than its fair share of sun damage.

"≈It is true that my eyes are weak compared to yours, but each time we speak I get a clearer image of you.≈" 

Cyna felt Mlanga's words behind her ears and down the back of her neck. She doubted if Mlanga knew how good their voice felt. But now it felt too late to bring it up.

"I'll miss you," she said. Her voice cracked slightly—why was she getting so emotional?

"≈I shall miss you dearly.≈"

Cyna felt the sorrow of Mlanga's words in her cheekbones.

The supply ship was docking at the rig tomorrow morning to take her and the other miners off-world, and she suddenly dreaded getting on it. The next resupply wouldn't be for another six months. She could sign up for the skeleton crew that ran the rig between mining operations… but that was a decision she couldn't justify rationally, with her cozy Nova-Cutter docked and waiting for her at the company city-ship. It made no sense to pass that up for a cramped bunk in the rig's living quarters. And for what? A crush she only just now was coming to terms with?

As her thoughts raced, the sky dimmed and returned to its usual gray, the mist reconstituting with a vengeance. 

The bioluminescence of Mlanga's body lit up the wet air around them, a rosy glow that warmed Cyna though it gave off no heat. As she took in Mlanga's body, Cyna felt a sudden urgency for them. 

She hadn't bothered to remove her gloves to eat lunch, but now she slipped them off and reached out a bare, calloused hand to Mlanga. Molluskians were notoriously fragile; the fibers and textured materials of any inorganic material posed a real threat, and though her gloves were far from sharp, they could easily tear the gentle giant's sensitive skin. 

One of the petal-like appendages unfurled and tenderly wrapped around Cyna's fingers. The surprising warmth made her heart race.

Long conversations with Mlanga had taught her that Molluskians' dominant sense was taste. Their whole body was fundamentally a giant tongue. The thought sent a shiver of pleasure down her back, although maybe it wasn't as intimate for Mlanga. After all, taste was how Mlanga could truly see her.

With training, a Molluskian could tell a person's glucose levels, medications, genetic predispositions—thousands of medically significant details could be parsed with their palate. Could Mlanga taste her affection towards them?

"Mlanga… you've be-" 

An electric chirping rang from Cyna's pocket. She hastily pulled out her comm, brow furrowed in annoyance as she read the warning. 

"≈Is something wrong?≈"

Cyna sighed. "Incoming Roil." 

"≈Then you should hurry.≈"

Mlanga's voice vibrated through her shoulder blades, their attempt at a pat on the back. It curled her toes.

"Let's talk after." 

"≈Of course, Cyna.≈"

She slid down the side of the driller, heavy boots making a loud squelch as she hit the mud. She pressed the fob sewn into her sleeve to the door.

Nothing happened.

"Hmm."

The fog gave way to a light rain.

"≈Cyna?≈"

"It's not working."

The rain picked up. Mlanga glided over at the speed of a leisurely jog, a sprint for a Molluskian. They stretched their body above Cyna to shield her from the rain, now falling more sharply. A rumble above indicated that the Roil would begin soon.

A powerful downburst of charged air would turn the rain into a deadly barrage that regularly reshaped the landscape; the Roil would shred anything that wasn't made of alloy or had a diamond-hard shell. Cyna would die before she even had time to drown in the mud. She banged her fob against the door in desperation.

"≈Cyna, listen—≈"

"It won't open!" She could hear the rain pinging off of Mlanga's shell. They bowed with effort to stay above her as the rain battered their exposed body. 

"≈I'm going to take you inside me.≈" 

She turned sharply. "No!" 

"≈Cyna, we are out of time.≈"

Each word felt like a thump against her chest.

Mlanga was going to die for her. She would be protected from the Roil, but her uniform would eviscerate Mlanga from the inside. 

Unless….

She flung off her raincoat.

"≈Cyna?≈"

She slumped to the mud and tore off her boots. 

"≈What are yo-"

Cyna unzipped her coveralls and stepped out of them.

"≈I—≈"

Undershirt off, underwear off, socks off.

"≈Uh—≈"

"Okay!" Cyna said with an unabashed exuberance, spreading her arms wide. Maybe it was the adrenaline of the danger. Maybe it was the now-obvious yearning she'd felt since she met Mlanga. But she wasn't going to let a bit of modesty hurt her companion. 

Mlanga arched over her and scooped her up from behind. Their tendrils wrapped around her entire torso, and the sudden, intense contact made her gasp as she was pulled into the shell.

A pink glow was all around her… Mlanga was all around her. The Roil rang off of their shell, making a pleasant hum like a meditation bowl. Cyna could feel the incredible strain as Mlanga contorted themself not to crush her. She rose and fell gently to the rhythm of Mlanga's lung-heart, which they had moved within themself to give her a place to breathe. She could feel the organ by her leg, blowing cool air into this warm, wet space. Mlanga's stomach was probably somewhere against her back, their ring-shaped brain coiled around the inner lining of the shell.

Their bioluminescence was ebbing between their typical pink to the purple of exertion. Cyna felt a stab of panic—she could accidentally kill Mlanga with a gesture. This wasn't going to work. Mlanga was going to die if they didn't spit her out.

"It's okay, Mlanga…" she said calmly. "Thank you for trying."

"≈…What are you talking about?≈"

Mlanga's voice vibrated through Cyna's whole body, nearly making her yelp. She tried to keep her breathing steady as her body became drenched in sweat. "I can feel you struggling… you can let me go."

"≈You misunderstand. I can hold you within me with ease. It's just… your body… It feels amazing. Tastes amazing. I'm sorry, I'm having a physical reaction that I'm trying to keep away from you. Please, ignore it. I am managing the situation.≈"

The words rippled down Cyna's spine to her tailbone. "Tell me more." 

"≈I… my sexual organ has swelled and it feels wrong for it to touch you without… this is not that kind of situation.≈" 

Their voice tingled up her thighs to the small of her back. She felt the syllables of situation vibrate in her pelvic bone. "I'm sorry, Mlanga. You're saving my life, I don't want you to do anything you don't want."

"≈Yes, well. Being in danger doesn't obligate you to—"

The word obligate rippled behind Cyna's navel. If it wasn't becoming apparent that they were talking around each other, if Mlanga's words hadn't felt so fucking good—maybe Cyna would have let them finish speaking.

Instead, she very carefully spread her legs, the space between them filled by Mlanga reflexively.

"Taste that?" Cyna whispered breathlessly. "Taste that wetness?" 

"≈That doesn't necess-≈"

"I want this."

Something throbbed around her. The bioluminescence became a deep, pulsing red.

"≈I want you so much, Cyna.≈"  The sudden change in Mlanga's tone, the desperation, the unmistakable hunger of it, jolted through her like lightning.

"Please keep talking," she panted.

"≈This taste, here, upon your breast...≈" The walls glided over her nipples, Mlanga's voice tingling against them. "≈…And here.≈"  She felt Mlanga's voice like a bass tone against her vulva. "≈These lips, here,≈" they pressed themself deeper between Cyna's thighs, "≈oh, Cyna, this…≈"

Mlanga's wet muscle found her clit.

"≈Oh this!-Oh this!-Oh this!≈"  Their warm flesh trailed across her clitoris as every ravenous this  hit her cervix. Mlanga was lapping up her flowing desire. 

They clenched around Cyna: her breasts, her back, her stomach; Mlanga's walls squeezed and slid eagerly up and down her body. They were licking her. Sucking on her. Mlanga's pressure between her legs spread her sex eagerly as she rubbed herself against it. Cyna heard herself roar with pleasure.

"≈You taste so… Oh Cyna, it's overwhelming!≈"

It was the overwhelming that ignited the orgasm that rocked her. 

"≈Your body,≈" she felt from her areolas to her ribs, "≈it feels like nothing I've ever felt before—it tastes so beautiful, it feels so delicious!≈"

Every electric syllable in the word delicious pulled another orgasm out of her.

"You said… something about a sexual organ?" Cyna managed to ask through the haze of pleasure.

"≈M-may I?≈"

She hadn't known Mlanga could stutter; it quivered down her body as another orgasm began to build.

"Please," she whimpered.

Cyna rose suddenly like she was being lifted by a passing wave, finding herself horizontal as something within Mlanga shifted. The space above her separated to reveal a plum-colored cylinder. It curved away from her like a bow back into Mlanga. 

Its surface rippled and rapidly changed textures like ferrofluid. It was the girth of her leg.

"Is that your…"

"≈Yes.≈"

Cyna let her hand slide down its length; the part that was exposed was as long as her body. The walls around her quivered at her touch. The cylinder undulated and pulsed rapidly under her fingers. She lifted herself up and dragged her tongue across the ribbed vessel. It tasted the way petrichor smelled.

"You taste wonderful, Mlanga," she whispered. She wrapped her arms around the tube-like organ, kissing it, licking it, covering it in her saliva, her own hunger matching Mlanga's.

They let out a long moan.

Cyna's feet went temporarily numb as the sound of Mlanga's pleasure vibrated through her. She arched her back and pressed her dripping cunt against their fluctuating organ. 

The member reacted immediately.

A hundred small nobs stroked their way across her labia, making her legs shake and her eyes roll up. The texture changed again—flat little ovals, like tiny tongues, flowed up her inner thighs and across her sopping wet core. She gyrated against it wildly, the tongues growing larger as they stroked her. Pressing, spreading, fucking her as each one passed. 

Cyna wasn't sure for how long she had been coming.

She felt a deep heaviness within her. An unstoppable eruption built, and her body gave way to a powerful release as she squirted explosively over Mlanga's thick, arching sex. 

The bioluminescence suddenly turned violet, the walls around Cyna spasming and bobbing her body up and down as a frothy foam erupted out of the surface of the arch, drenching her in sudsy liquid. 

She must've hurt them. Did she rupture something? Was her squirt somehow toxic to them? 

"Mlanga, what just… are you okay?" she asked in alarm. 

There was a moment of terrible silence.

"≈I… am… more than… okay.≈"

The strangely drunken-sounding words tingled gently across Cyna's glistening skin.

"≈The liquid that came from within you… it activated my effervescence.≈"

"Your…?"

"≈When two or more of my kind combine effervescence, an egg is made.≈" 

She laughed in relief and delight. "So you came!" 

"≈Yes…. very… much… so…≈" 

Cyna giggled at the goofy, post-coital cadence Mlanga had taken on, and because their voice had suddenly become ticklish. 

The Roil passed, leaving a changed landscape as great boulders and mounds of mud migrated in the storm. By some miracle, Cyna found her now-shredded clothes and was able to fish out her key fob. It finally started working again after a few smacks and some clever application of lunch wrap packaging. The spare overalls in her partially sunken driller had a very useful self-cleaning feature that helped with the aftermath of Cyna and Mlanga's mingling.

The next day the supply ship took off from the rig. As the crest of the ship broke through the cloud layer, one seat remained vacant.

-x-x-x-
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