“A-ha! That’s two for one, barboy!” Victoria whooped, punching the shoulder of her new friend. 
“Haha… yeah, you sure did.” Ty whispered shyly. He still wasn’t sure if he was dreaming; while at the bar alone he had been approached by a feline who was practically a goddess, and they had somehow hit it off. When he told awkward jokes she had laughed in earnest, and even given him a peck on the cheek for making her laugh. 
As mundane as it seemed, the two playing Smash Ultimate on Tyler’s Switch, it was practically euphoric to just be playing with a friend. Even better, with every match won she wiggled a bit closer to him. 
And she was approaching fast! Somehow despite his practice he was losing easily, simple mistakes and plain bad luck mixing. He blushed every time she landed a KO, almost ashamed at his losses. As he grit his teeth and tried to suppress frustration in his bones, he felt a peck on his cheek. 
He all but sprung against the armrest in surprise, looking down to see Victoria leaning up against him, grin on her face.
“Sorry if I scared you!” She giggled, climbing over him more. 
“I-It’s fine…” Tyler stuttered, as her hands came up to his long hair, running her fingers through it. 
“You’re just cute, I don’t know why you were so intimidated by little old me!”
Of course he was, he thought to himself. She was upfront, and beautiful, and he was just an ethereal human with a short fuse.
He opened his mouth to speak but was interrupted by another kiss- this time, on the lips. bWithout even thinking, his arms coiled around her, tongue tentatively rubbing against hers. She moaned and rubbed against him, and he tried not to be overwhelmed by lewd thoughts. 
She pulled away with a mewl, a rope of saliva linking them before she slurped it up without thinking.  
“Now, what do you say we play a few more rounds? This time… what about with stakes?”

Ty blinked a few times before it clicked. “Stakes?” He inquired, trying not to leap over and smooch her again. 
“Well… let’s start simple… How about $5?” Without waiting on him to agree, she pressed the button to begin a new game. 
The announcer roared a countdown as he scrambled for his controller. With Ty as Link and Victoria as Bayonetta, they spawned in Battlefield. Victoria opened with a combo, and he tried to roll backwards. He rolled farther than he was used to and tumbled right off of the edge. He swore, and the feline chuckled, taking the time to waggle her finger. “Such language~”
He muttered and apology and Link respawned, only to fall victim to a charged attack, knocking him back into the air. He managed a lucky dodge and a few swipes at Bayonetta, but she too was lucky; popping a shield just in time to block him, and stagger him. She took advantage of the stagger, leaving Ty cursing under his breath yet again, the controller beginning to shake as he squeezed it angrily. 
He had one stock left to prove himself, and she hadn’t even taken a hit. He decided to stay back and use ranged attacks, flipping over her and doing tiny bits of damage at a time. A hand went up to rub one of her ears, which wiggled a bit. 
He went to fire an arrow, which she deflected. There was a tiny poof, and before he could even react she had picked up a bomb-omb, chucked it at him, and flung him off the stage. His Up B couldn’t even save him.
GAME! SET MATCH! Bayonetta!

“Make that three, Ty-Boy. Pay up!” She laughed at him cutely, and a bit of his anger dissipated from that look alone. He sighed and fished his wallet out, and when he opened it, it was empty. In his excitement to leave the bar he had just thrown bills on the table. He gulped. “I, uh… I spent all my money on the bar.”
She grinned at him, a knowing sort of look. Like the cat that got the cream, she rose from her seat and snagged her belt loops with her fingers, wriggling them down just enough to expose her thong. 
“Well… we can always change the bargain…” She backed up in his direction. 
Ty stared open mouthed and squirmed in an effort to hide his arousal. Tentatively his hands moved to cup her ass, awaiting further permission.
“Let me sit on your face.” She said, more firm than playful. Ty yanked the pants down, the force making her plump ass jiggle. He stared at it, practically drooling. Her hands went to her cheeks, pulling them apart and showing off her dripping slit. He rose from his earlier slouch and buried his nose in her cheeks, tongue poking out to lap at her. All of a sudden, she walked back a bit, leaning against the sofa and pressing the human firmly against the cushion. She wiggled to adjust herself, smearing over his face with her honey. He moaned and slurped at her clit, suckling the bud and dancing around it. The feline mewled and bounced on his face, all thoughts not relevant to the goddess in front of him and her sweet honey smushed out of his head. 
“Hm… Want to play another game? If you win, I’ll suck you off.”
He gave a muffled response in affirmation, waiting on her to climb off of him. But, he heard the announcer count down as the controller was placed into his hands. 
He began mashing random buttons, but within seconds the roar indicating a death echoed. Only a few seconds before a second blast, and then a third.
It was only then that she climbed off of him, shooting him a dirty grin and licking a bead of her fluid off of him.
“N-No fair! You cheated!” He barked at her. 
“Yeah, you’re right. I can make it up to you, though.”
She snatched his zipper and pulled it down, fishing his rock-hard cock from his boxers. Her tongue dancing along his head. He moaned, and she pulled back.
“One more match. Winner has to do whatever the loser says.” 
“Y-Yeah, okay!” He moaned,, tilting his head back and thrusting as deep into her throat as she could get.

It turned out that Victoria didn’t even need to hold a controller to win. Through expert oral work that lead Ty to look away from the game, she easily directed him into dashing off of ledges. He did get lucky and land a single KO on his opponent, but she countered with a mad slurp that forced him to close his eyes. 
When he respawned her tongue grew even more devious, probing around his slit. A hand came down to massage his nuts, and he quickly felt his climax approaching. 
Just as he was about to land a killing blow, she gave one last hard suckle, which let the floodgates free. She felt a hot rope of seed blow down her throat, and a clicking as the controller plummeted to the floor. His hands came instead to grip her head, moaning sweet nothings. She slurped everything he gave her, free hand sneaking over to the controller. As he caught his breath, he heard the blast as she tilted the joystick and walked him off of the cliff.
GAME! SET! MATCH! Bayonetta!

Even that was a good play, he had to admit. 
“Well, looks like I win, cutie pie!”
Ty sighed and ran a finger through his hair.
“Alright, what do I have to do?” He mumbled.
She gave him a shit-eating grin. “Well, I’m hungry. I was just going to ask you to bring me a snack, but your fridge is empty. Takeout is off the table because you’re broke. So why don’t you use those magical creativity god-powers to conjure me up a good meal? You know, something that’ll keep me fed for days.”
He blinked. “”How’d you know?”
“Takes one to know one.” She giggled. “And, I mean, power does radiate off of you, Mr. Creativity.” She replied, as if it was the simplest thing in the world. 
He gave a dark chuckle and withdrew his phone. “Fine… For days, you say?”
He clicked on the first contact to draw his attention, sent a couple of texts, and pocketed his phone again.
“Alright. I ordered your takeout, what now?”
She locked lips with him, pulling away with an audible pop. “Well, we gods always need worship…”

It only took 30 minutes of rolling in the hay before there was a knock on the door. “Hey, are you finally going to help me study?” 
Tyler grinned. “Well, Nate, I found a way for you to get out of that exam, no questions needed. Even better, you won’t even owe me.”
If someone were to see Nate on the street, there was a 50/50 chance they’d get his gender right. He was incredibly short, only coming up to Ty’s chest, even counting his long and occasionally poofy hair. He had dyed it crimson for the month, and was clad very casually; only a pair of tight hip hugging joggers and a t-shirt, not even any shoes.
The poor femme was absolutely abysmal at Calculus, and his procrastination for studying meant that even with an exam breathing down his neck he still had no idea what was going on. He had heard from a friend of a friend that Tyler was excellent at the more creative side of mathematics and had pestered him almost every day, with the study session being put off again and again.
Nate was practically bouncing with glee. “Really? You’re the best, Tyler, sir!” He cheered, as he was gestured inside. 
“So, you can’t fail Calculus if you’re not in the class.” He began. “Here’s the deal. Be dinner for my lucky friend here- he gestured towards Victoria, still nude, legs spread open invitingly as she waved at him- and she’ll make sure that you’ll somehow stumble on the right answer.”
For as strange as the deal sounded, Nate was willing to try anything. 
“Should I… strip?” He asked nervously, no other reservations.
The feline spoke up, finger probing into her slit. “Well, why would I want my meal with its wrapper still on?” She chuckled. 
Nate nodded, and wriggled out of his shorts, exposing his plump derriere. Even better, he was going commando, and his plump cock dangled between his legs, pulsing excitedly. 
“C-Can I… before I go..?” He stuttered out, and Victoria nodded, pouncing on him from across the room. 
It only took a few strokes before he was rock hard, and between her lips, the feline moaning happily as he went to work. Within only a few seconds of thrusting, she lurched forward and engulfed his head in her mouth. 
Nate let out some sort of muffled noise, but kept humping, set on achieving climax before he was devoured. Using her feline flexibility, she swallowed and lifted her head forward, keeping the human at the same angle but engulfing more of him. His face rubbed against her barbed tongue, and without thinking he opened his mouth and licked his inside of hers and had the deepest makeout session of his life. 
Meanwhile, Tyler was watching with a bemused smile, before turning his back and plopping onto the sofa.
He turned it back to Netflix and started browsing for something to watch, giving no real mind to the debauchery happening on the floor in front of him.
As his thrusts grew harder and more furious, she swallowed again, pulling him out of her snatch and leaving him to stroke himself. Attempting not to disappoint him, she opened her throat and pushed herself up to let gravity assist her, plunging the human inwards. His head, mouth open in a moan, was clear through her taut throat, but even that soon vanished into her depths. Once she was sure that he was hers, she wrapped her arms around him and stood up, shoving him deeper. As she inched over his lean stomach she soon encompassed his cock, and he desperately humped against her maw. He moaned, loud enough to be audible through her padding, as his legs twitched and then went limp. She grabbed his feet and pressed them together, rubbing over his toes as she shoved them back. With one last swallow, her lips curled around his toes and she sent him into her stomach, splashing into the taut, fleshy pool as she belched. 
The stomach contracted and showed a clear outline of him, before she yelped and swallowed some air to keep him awake. She hefted her gut up and waddled to the sofa, snuggling against Tyler as she rubbed her tummy. 
Without saying a word, his hands ghosted to her, spidery fingers caressing over the bulge.
“How did he taste?” 
“He was alright. I mean, he’ll do.”
Tyler snorted and kissed her gut. “You okay in there?”
There was a pause and some mild squirming before Nate’s voice came through, heavily muffled.
“It’s warm, really warm, but it’s cozy.” He answered as the gut settled again, and Tyler gave it a playful smack. A giggle echoed through as the flesh jiggled, and Victoria yawned and curled against him. 
They watched some comedy show as the sun set, and before he knew it he snapped awake to the sun in his eyes.
He yawned, and went to stand but found he was being weighed down by a newly plump feline. Victoria mumbled blearily, but it only took a couple of prods to wake her. She snapped up, breasts jiggling with every single movement. She grabbed one and chuckled. 
“Well, we see what part of me he loved most.” She taunted, wiggling his chest in Tyler’s face, and he chuckled. 
“Well, I’m glad you had fun… Not talking to you, Tori, talking to him.”
She giggled, before her movement squeezed out a blast of gas that popped like a firecracker.
“Oh! I’ll be back!” She ran off. Tyler sat back and listened to the repetitious echo of her eviction. A few grunts, a wet lewd sound as mud spilled into the bowl, a few popping firecracker rips, and then a flush. It echoed a few times before he decided he had to see what was going on. He rose to his feet and snuck over to the bathroom, watching the feline squeeze the bowl with her legs. 
She turned to him. 
“T-There’s so much of him!” She whined, face sweaty and beet red.
He nodded. “I’ll be right back.”
Tyler came with a box of matches and lit one, and at her glare he shrugged. “What? He stinks. So do you.”
He made his way over and rubbed her shoulders, pulling her back.
“Relax, Tori. I’ll handle the flushing, just calm down and let him out.”
She nodded and mewled as she pushed again, more of Nate splattering into the bowl. Not even bones remained; he was ground into a fine slurry. He waited until the sound increased in pitch before pulling the handle, water swirling away.
A few more cycles went by before she grunted and grabbed the toilet paper. 
“He’s done.” She sighed, as she wiped herself clean. “Ah, thanks for the fun, and the takeout. Oh, and letting me use your shitter.”
“No problem.” Ty responded as she stood up and showed him her butt. He saw a star tattoo, something that he knew she hadn’t had last night. He smiled, knowing that in some way Nate was still on her body, and could be reformed.
Instead of going for her clothes, she slid Nate’s on over her form. They hugged her new curves and left nothing to the imagination, but at least they covered her naughty bits. 
She gave him a kiss on the cheek and grabbed his hand, pulling it down her pants. He got three fingers into her slit before she pulled them out and shoved them in his mouth, letting him taste her once more. 
“Well, give me a call sometime, let’s order takeout again sometime.” She whispered in his ear, before walking out of the door and to her car.
“Hell.” He laughed breathily to himself. “Guess I’ve got to make some more friends.”
