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Notes/Requests 
 



 
●​ 3 scenes: lap sit jack off, dominant oral, face sitting w/ jack off. 
●​ Lap sit: Needs cock-bell, so PC can be assumed to be into it and relationship 

established. If PC requests sex w/ these parameters, gets this. Denial unless blue balls 
status. Post play if PC cums. 

●​ Dominant oral: Needs small dick. Dry lick followed by cum play. 
●​ Face sitting: Can be accessed by any size dick.  

 
 

Lap Sit 
 
//60% chance of activating if PC is bottoming, is 6’4” or less, selects sex, and is wearing Silky 
Cockbell 
 
Ramis lets you go in order to look you up and down for a few moments, patronizing fondness in 
her tawny eyes. 
 
“You wearen it?”  
 
She doesn’t even have to specify what she means. The mere question makes the little band of 
silk around your [pc.cock] feel tight, sensitizing, accompanied by a little flutter in your chest; the 
big kaithrit’s smirk widens when you silently blush. 
 
“I <i>thought</i> a little jinglen when you came’n here. Oh knickers, you are so sweet!” She 
actually pinches your cheek, claws biting into your [pc.skin] as she pulls you into another rough 
hug, before hurling herself down on a chair, you in her lap. Her hand clasps your [pc.leg] before 
drifting to your inner thigh, stroking the sensitive [pc.skinFurScales] there. 
 
Being coddled by Ramis like this is a heady experience; her scent, brash aerosol underlaid with 
fiery alcohol, fills your nostrils as the thick brawn of her thighs underneath your [pc.ass] 
contrasts with the softness of her tits pillowing against your head and [pc.ears]. You breathe 
deep as she pulls away your {[pc.gear] / [pc.lowerUndergarment]} with one hand, baring your 
[pc.cock] to the cool air, before teasingly flicking at the bell attached to it with her other. 
Dingaling! 
 
{If first time: “I can’t believe you kept it on,” she murmurs in your ear, warm, whiskey-laden 
breath tickling your [pc.hair]. “You don’t have to, you know that, right? Don’t want to do this just 
cos you can’t say no to me. Only if you want to… only if you like it.”} {If else: “Of course you kept 
it on,” she murmurs wickedly in your ear. “My cute little sissy boyo… keepen his littel twig nice 
and full, just for me!”} 
 



She gloves your [pc.cock] in her hand, enveloping it from [pc.knot] to [pc.cockHead] in warm, 
shifting smoothness. Almost immediately you are erect, your sensitive little guy needing the 
barest stimulation to get excited. You inhale sharply, spasming against the kaithrit’s brawny bulk 
as her claws prick it, tiny needles… and then she withdraws them, sliding her grip off. The bell 
jingles again as it comes loose. 
 
“So you’re all pent up are you, boyo?” she asks coolly, lips still an inch or so away from your ear. 
A single finger lands on your head, swirling this way… then the other, exquisite sensation. Oh 
void… you can feel the claw on it, just barely out of its sheath, grazing you as she twists her 
finger around, mesmerizing danger. “You think you deserve bein’ let out’ve jail, do you?” Round 
and round the finger goes… then slowly down the underside of the short, burningly erect shaft. 
“Say it.” 
 
“Yes… “ you manage. Saying it out loud, that you want her to keep maliciously teasing you like 
this, fills you with giddy heat. “ ...keeping doing that. Please.” 
 
Seemingly on impulse, she suddenly grasps your [pc.cock] tightly and starts jerking it ruthlessly 
hard. You gasp, squirming in the layers of brawny kitty cat surrounding you. That swaddling of 
powerful smoothness around you, driving all of your heat and ardor into that tiny dick of yours, 
rising to an inexorable, wonderful point…  
 
And then, just as suddenly, she stops. After a few heavy seconds drift by, she circles your cock 
with her index finger and thumb and then coils you like that - up and down, up and down. You 
exhale slowly, feeling ecstatic release sink slowly away… but, tormentingly, still in sight. Still 
bubbling away underneath, just out of reach. You groan woozily as a single gobbet of pre forms 
at the tip of your [pc.cockNoun]. 
 
“Question is, do you really deserve it?” ponders Ramis, lips brushing against your ear, and then 
down to the nape of your neck, butting her nose against it. Void, where did she learn to do this? 
Is it something innate in female kaithrit? That perverted a-ok gesture she’s making around your 
cock is delicious, but it’s keeping orgasm just out of reach for you, edging you agonizingly. She 
giggles, a throaty, wicked sound. 
 
“Bloody hell, I love doing this. This littel thing belongs me, really, doesn’t it? It’s my toy, ‘n I get to 
wind it up… ‘n choose when to let it go. Maken you twitch’n squeak is better’n anee stuffed toy.” 
She snuggles into you, boobs shifting against your head. “So have you been a good girlee boy 
then? Do you really deserve me sitten my littel toy on the ground and seein’ how far it goes?” 
 
Round and round, that warm, smooth ring of pressure goes…  
 
If blue balled 
 



The pressure in your [pc.balls] is too much… you’ve waited so long and yes, yes, you <i>are</i> 
a good [pc.boy]. You orgasm with a gasping moan, lurching in Ramis’s lap as you {squirt 
[pc.cum] in a little shower / spurt [pc.cum] in a foot-long rope, so much cannoned out of your 
little dick it’s almost painful}. That tight, teasing ring continues to coil you, stimulating you 
relentlessly so that the orgasm just goes on and on, [pc.cum] {covering her hand / spattering all 
over her jeans, the chair and the floor}. 
 
Ramis laughs with bawdy delight, squeezing and jiggling your [pc.ass] roughly on her broad 
thighs, then snorts as you writhe on top of her to the wonderful, tight rotation of her digits. 
 
“Guess you were really worked up, then?” she asks with rhetorical briskness. “Keepen it all 
locked up for me. Bloody hell, you’re getten yourself everywhere! You better be all done.” 
 
You wheeze and relax against her, your whole body glowing with glorious relief. You certainly 
<i>feel</i> like you’re spent… but Ramis’s cum-soaked fingers aren’t going anywhere. Your 
[pc.legs] twitch reflexively as she grasps your throbbing, leaking [pc.cockNoun] again with an air 
of deliberate menace. 
 
“You <i>are</i> done, are you?” she purrs with sweet, playful venom. You moan as her warm, 
slickened fingers stroke you slowly, preventing you from going soft. “If you’ve decided you’re 
good enough to be let off, we’re here until you’re all worked out.” 
 
It’s excruciatingly good, having this done to your throbbing, tender cock, pulled and stroked this 
way and that, a prisoner to your over-enthusiastic officer’s caprices. {Your [pc.balls] clench up 
and b / B}eads of [pc.cum] rise up your short shaft, spreading your cum-slit wide and oozing 
slowly onto Ramis’s fingers. She hums approvingly and milks you with a slow but steady rhythm, 
making you clench up and whine. Your overworked [pc.balls] reacts to the hand of {their / its} 
owner, pulsing out every last drop of [pc.cumVisc] seed left in you in a steady trickle.  
 
The kaithrit holds you still and masturbates you mercilessly until your [pc.cock] is achingly dry, 
throbbing uselessly in her slimy grasp, her hand{ and the chair and floor} coated in all of the 
semen your sissy twig has to offer. 
 

If PC cum is sweet: “Mmm!” Ramis smacks her lips after she’s done sucking her fingers 
clean. “Free sugar from my little sugar [pc.boy],” she coos, her damp hand squeezing your 
[pc.chest] with fond satisfaction. “Should keep you around’n corked up for whenever I need a 
mixer.” 

 
{merge} 
 
“We get it all?” she queries. “Did I milk {you all dry? / those boi bitch balls dry?}” Your answer is 
a woozy moan and a twitch as she teasingly reaches for your [pc.cockNoun] again. Her hand is 
so good… so goddamn evil. “Good. I love helpen out my captain with [pc.his] littel 



problems.{Large output: Even if [pc.he] is so messy,” she tuts, examining the state of her jeans 
and the floor, soaked in your effluent. It really is a remarkable amount for such a small prick to 
produce. / If else: “} 
 
She shoos you out of her lap and leaves you with a pat on the [pc.ass] and a lusty laugh. 
 
“You put your bell back on, ‘n remember me while you wear it. I’ll get you off whenever you 
like…. If you’re a good captain. ‘n I decide you deserve it.” 
 
It’s not something you’ll be thinking about any time soon - your groin feels like a dried up 
sponge. You crab-walk off towards your room in search of a clean-up and a drink of water. 
{Celise will take care of what you’ve left behind, you’re sure.} 
 
Not blue balled 
 
Your [pc.chest] heaves as your [pc.cock0] throbs in-between Ramis’s fingers. Orgasm is so 
close… it would taste so sweet, for your [pc.thighs] to spasm and for you to lose yourself in  
blissful release… but <i>do</i> you deserve it? High on the sensual intensity racking your body, 
that question gnaws at you. Does a little dick sissy like you, in fact, more deserve to be locked 
back into your silky bell strap, unreleased and pent up? 
 
You try and push down on those thoughts, concentrate on that wonderful orgasm that’s just out 
of reach. But something about this slutty situation you’ve been cornered into - being jerked by 
the big, aggressive female, her lovingly taunting words in your ear - gives them strength, makes 
them masochistically alluring.  
 
Worst of all is that Ramis seems to know what’s going through your head. Her coiling fingers 
slow and soften, nothing more than the gentlest of touches, screwing delicately around your 
[pc.knot]. 
 
“You know… I don’t think you <i>do</i> deserve it, boyo,” she coos, sweet poison dripping into 
your ear. Round and round her finger goes, on your short, fat prick. “I think you’re better off bein’ 
put back in your box.” 
 
No! You do deserve release! You want above all else for her to send you over the edge… don’t 
you? You turn your head and wordlessly beg her to go faster with your desperate [pc.eyes]. 
They meet an expression of coy, merciless playfulness, the expression of a feline with a mouse 
between her paws. 
 
“Taken time out from keepen your arsenal bang in order to wank you off,” she sighs. The tips of 
her fingers drift upwards, a tender beckoning gesture along the frenulum which keeps you 
agonizingly on edge. “Aren’t I good to you?” 
 



“Yes… “ you manage to force past your dry lips. “Please… “ you trail off, mouth open, as she 
strokes you like one might a cat’s chin, the ecstatic pressure that makes your [pc.groin] feel like 
a barrel bursting at the seams. She keeps you like that for seconds, an eternity, lost in a reverie 
of agonised pleasure, your cockslit dilated and wet, almost over the edge of a spectacular 
orgasm… and then Ramis withdraws her hand and squeezes your [pc.thigh] briskly. 
 
“Naw,” she declares with a husky giggle. “I don’t think you really need to spunk right now. The 
ship needs a girlee boy captain who’s sharp’n full of beans, not lazen in a chair with their eyes 
rolled. And rationen it out keeps you properly grateful for when you get it… right?” 
 
You stare first at the kaithrit’s smirking expression, and then down at your burningly erect 
[pc.cockNoun]. You could possibly <i>order</i> her to continue. More pragmatically, you could 
agree to her maliciousness, and then go off and jack yourself silly to your heart’s content. But… 
a shamefully large part of you reacts with slutty, masochistic delight to Ramis’s words. A large 
part of you loves being teased by her, loves letting a cruel feline dictate when your toy-like cock 
is allowed release. 
 
“If… if you say so,” you mumble, your [pc.skin] burning with embarrassment and frustrated lust. 
 
“I do say so!” Her hand trails up your [pc.chest], claws gently scraping you as she brushes you 
off her lap. “You put that bell back on your bell, sweetheart. If you knock on for me, and you’re 
still wearen it… well, we’ll see, won’t we? Good boyos get the best cummies.” 
 
She laughs as she swaggers off, tails flicking, unbearably, ravishingly uncaring. After a few 
moments, you tie the silk tie of the bell back onto your still needily erect prick. It does, 
inescapably, look very cute. 
 
{+Lust, gives PC blue balls status, Ramis [sex] GO for six hours 
 
GO Tooltip: Unless you want to be teased mercilessly, you think you’ll have to suffer in silence a 
bit longer before letting Ramis at you again.  
 

Face Sitting 
 
//Random chance of activating when [Sex] selected, no additional requirements. 
 
The kaithrit pushes you away, leans back on the wall, lusty tawny eyes dancing over your 
[pc.chest], your [pc.thighs]... and, at last, landing on your [pc.lips]. Without a word, she 
unbuttons her jeans and shoves them down her thick, hard hips, swiftly followed by her spandex 
undies, baring the tufty lips of her pussy to the world. It’s faintly breathtaking to watch someone 
do that with such brazenness. 
 



“G’won,” she growls, parting the brawn of her thighs slightly. “Go down there, if you’re so thirsty. 
Make it good.” 
 
Your [pc.knees] meet the cold metal of the ship’s floor, hands the smooth, brown skin of her 
legs. You’d be lying if you said the prospect didn’t make your mouth water - the plump, neat lips 
of the kaithrit’s sex beneath her fluffy pubic mound, the slick, pink fringes tantalizingly visible.  
 
You bend in and nibble at the softness of her flaps gently at first, working up and down, gazing 
up at the vista of rippling feminine fitness above, attempting to tantalize her with the prospect of 
your [pc.tongue] just as much as her body is you. Faun muscle trembles underneath your hands 
as she snorts, a mixture of amusement and lust. 
 
“Ent you cute,” she says lowly. She curls a leg around you, all the natural athleticism of her race 
on display to gently butt her ankle against your [pc.ear]. “C’mon now. Get in there a do it 
propeeerrrrrrrr.”  
 
She tails off into a purr, claws biting into the wall as you acquiesce, sliding your tongue between 
her lips, lapping along her channel, gripping her by the big brawny butt for purchase. One… 
putting aside how pleasurable it is to get on your knees and pleasure this big, pushy alpha 
female, there’s a purity to how nice her wet, velvety sex feels on your mouth, tang clear and 
sweet on your tastebuds. The benefit of keeping fit, you guess.  
 
You graze eagerly, nose buried in her fluff as you lick and slurp at her, using your lips to pull at 
her labia and send your tongue burying deep into her spry, slick hole, smearing more and more 
sweet femcum around your mouth as you press into her deep. 
 
Ramis’s expressive mouth hangs open, her bust and stomach trembling with delight, her leg 
tightening around your neck, incentivizing you to eat her with ever more ardor, finding her tiny 
clit and attacking it with flicks of the tongue, fingering her vag as you do it. 
 
“Bloody hell… “ she gasps, color now high in her cheeks, claws digging into the wall she’s leant 
against. “Bloody hell! Alright, that’s it!” 
 
//+Lust, fluids in mouth status 
 
[Next] 
 
She pushes forward suddenly, the oozing fruit of her sex smushing you in the face, pushing you 
back onto the floor in a muddle. [pc.chest] heaving, you gaze upwards as the kaithrit 
purposefully stands astride you, turning around and then kneeling about your shoulders, her 
gently dripping pussy descending towards your face as she fumbles with your {[pc.groin] / 
[pc.lowerGarments]. 
 



“Keep doin’ what you do, {knickers / boyo},” she growls down to your shoulder, impetuous lust 
livid on her features. You gasp as she{ rips off your [pc.lowerUndergarment] and} takes a firm 
hold of your [pc.cockLargest]. “I’m just looken to give you some incentive.” 
 
A second later tawny buttock presses over your [pc.eyes], the wetness of her cunt pressing 
demandingly down on your [pc.lips]. The weight of seven feet of muscular kaithrit presses your 
head down hard against the floor, and you utter a muffled squeak of alarm. She relents - slightly 
- raising her butt up enough that you aren’t going to die in a way your dad would probably have 
approved. You open your mouth, trace her slick opening with your [pc.tongue], and are 
rewarded with a satisfied clench and purr. 
 
“‘S it… “ Ramis growls. You inhale and shiver as she wrings your [pc.cockLargest], briskly 
pumping hard heat into it. “Move those pretty lips, just like that. I might even let you breathe… “ 
 
Your [pc.cockNoun] stiffens under the kaithrit’s rough, energetic attention, and arousal veins into 
you as you lap at the snatch pressed into your face, catgirl juices smearing over your lips and 
dripping down your cheeks. It’s impossible not to gasp and twitch at the way she masturbates 
you, playful yet assertive, pulling your manhood this way and that, {cupping and squeezing your 
[pc.balls], stroking your frenulum, blinding and trapping you all the while under the weight of her 
formidable, muscle-packed backside. 
 

Big dick: “Look at this silly willy,” Ramis trills with laughter, one hand grasped around 
your [pc.knot] whilst the other slides over the sensitive end of your huge dick, tentpoling 
grandly towards the ceiling. “So bloody big! Like somethin’ you’d knock a lad cold with! 
‘N all mine. Doin’ whatever I want it to.”  
 
She descends into a lusty growl, pumping her hindquarters against your face 
demandingly, pussy kissing your nose. 
 
“Yeeessss, it’s my toy, all mine, when I’m in charge.” You twitch and gasp as she flicks at 
it with one finger, a dull pang that makes it waggle like a metronome. “You just keep 
eaten muffin, boyo, ‘n maybe I’ll give you a treat… maybe.” 
 
Average dick: “My luvley willy,” Ramis growls possessively, hold your [pc.knot] steady 
and jerking your length with lusty exuberance. “My dildo! Perfect fucken size, and it 
belongs to me, duzzent it?” 
 
She pumps her hindquarters against your face aggressively, pussy kissing your nose, 
and the only feasible answer you can give her is a sticky grunt. 
 
“Yeeesss, it’s mine, and I get decide what happens to it, when I’m in charge.” You twitch 
and gasp as she flicks at it with one finger, a dull pang that makes it waggle like a 



metronome. “You just keep eaten muffin, my luvley hung boyo, ‘n maybe I’ll give you a 
treat… maybe.” 
 
Small dick: “My cute little boyo,” she coos, ringing your small prick with her finger and 
thumb, swivelling that tight little band of pressure this way and that. Void, the way she 
<i>does</i> that… you can’t help but squirm and moan into her pussy, a prisoner to the 
kaithrit’s desires. Your head fills with the heady, sugary cocktail of her tones. 
 
“I luv playing with this sissy little thing, even if it’s not summat that would ever please me. 
Mmm, that’s it! Twitch and moan little guy, you put everythen I’m doin’ to you into eating 
muff. That’s what you’re good at. I just got to remind you who you belong to… who 
<i>this</i> belongs to. Do as well as I know you can’n I might give you a little treat… “ 

 
You surge upwards, grasping her wide, bulky hips so you can dig your face into her snatch as 
deep as you can, {filling her tunnel with your incredibly long, slippery tongue, perfectly crafted 
for this exact purpose, / deep enough to touch the taut wall of her cervix, }utterly entranced by 
the taste and texture of her, led further and further down the path of melting, submissive 
pleasure by the coaxing, teasing fingers around your [pc.cockLargest].  
 
She husks and then yowls with delight, words gone as she aggressively thrusts her hips into 
you in response, wide brown muscle bustling and bumping against your nose and ears. Your 
[pc.lips] mold with the moistened softness of her labia as you lewdly make out with her, driven 
on by {that swivelling sweetness around your sissy prick / the sleeve of warmth fastened around 
your [pc.cock]}, ratcheting up your swollen lust to ecstatic heights, making your [pc.thighs] 
tremble, on the edge of cramping up. 
 
She cums with a triumphant yowl, a sound of deepest, feline gratification, her butt landing 
square on your face so that the wriggling wonder of your [pc.tongue] completely fills her flexing, 
drooling pussy. Your skull creaks alarmingly, but you don’t care; you’re filled with the submissive 
joy of getting your top off, giddy with the sweetness of the femcum being smeared gratuitously 
over your [pc.lips] and cheeks as she judders and flexes her formidable hindquarters on top of 
you. 
 
“Yes… yes!” she groans, favoring your [pc.cock] with {little strokes along its short, fat frenulum / 
long, luxuriant strokes along the frenulum}{, cupping and gently squeezing your [pc.balls] as she 
does it}. The thing leaks pre in response, absurdly responsive and captivated by the kaithrit’s 
warm, skillful hands. “Mmm… perfect.” 
 
// ++Lust 
 
[Next[ 
 



She lifts a buttock and gazes down at your flushed, lube-coated face fondly, still stroking you 
slowly. You gaze back, mouth open, pupils dilated, hypnotised by the intense heat and tender 
pressure stuck in your [pc.cockNoun], imprisoned by her strong, warm fingers. You are 
desperate to cum, relieve that juicy, pent-up arousal… but, even without the rules of this little 
encounter expressly stated, you can’t. Something about servicing the big, female kaithrit 
ingrains something into you, it seems. Pheromones in her juices? The size of her? Your 
subservient position? Whatever it is, you know you have to wait for her instruction to let that 
liquid, pent-up heat go.. 
 
“That was luvley, [pc.name],” she sighs. {If small cock: “What all my mates told me is true - the 
boyos with the smallest willies are the best at head.”} A wry, teasing smile lines her 
rosy-cheeked face, and she wriggles the pink, open folds of her pussy in your face. Stroke, 
stroke, stroke, go her fingers... “I, ummmm, don’t think I said stop, you know. You can find my 
button, can’t you? Give me a bittev love on that.” 
 
It’s small, so small it’s easy to miss, even when her cunt is smushed right into your face. But - if 
you carefully probe with your tongue around her delta, seeking between her silky wet folds, you 
can find a tiny, hard nub buried in there, which makes her close her yellow eyes and exhale long 
and sensually when you flick at it. Mmm. Eating pussy is the best. 
 
“Yyyeeeaaaahhhh… “ Ramis sighs. She’s so into it she momentarily forgets what she’s got her 
{finger and thumb / hand / hands} wrapped around, lost in the exquisite pulses of sensation 
you’re working into her with each pass of your [pc.tongue] over her clitoris. “Keep doing that. 
Right there, riiiight theeere. Huff!”  
 
She pants slightly, smooth, fawn muscle trembling above you, flat tongue tracing her lips. She 
remembers now, sure enough, and you emit a muffled moan into her mound as she {pulls your 
[pc.cockLargest]  harder, a tight, smooth sleeve of flesh moving up and down your shaft, 
swelling the burning pressure within. / moves her fingers around the [pc.knot] briskly, circling 
another finger over the [pc.cockHead] as she does so, agonizingly exquisite sensation.} {If balls: 
She sends one hand rummaging down, giggling huskily as she makes you start and gasp by 
gently squeezing your [pc.balls], making even more pre ooze freely from your dilated slit.}  
 
And yet… despite all that… you still cannot cum. Not without her telling you that you can. It’s 
hypnotically, submissively wonderful. You close your [pc.eyes], grip her thighs and attack her clit 
with your [pc.tongue], allowing the pleasure to flow through you, overwhelming your thoughts. 
 
“That’s it boyo, that’s it,” her merry voice drifts down, heightening as she grows ever more 
excited. Warm, smooth muscles jounces on your face. “I’ll let you go when you get me there… 
it’s goen to be so fucken good… “ 
 
Pussy juices drool over your [pc.lip]s and are smeared over your nose, filling your head with her 
sweet, clear scent. Her formidable thighs tighten around your head, turning your whole world 



into smooth, clenching brownness. Your thumb scrabbles over the tiny little bud whilst you slurp 
desparately at her wet hole. 
 
“Yes! Yes! Cum, you prick!” Ramis wails, hand {thrusting up and down / swivelling around} your 
burning [pc.cockNoun] with almost violent intent. Your [pc.thighs] shudder as you go off like a 
fire hydrant, a {squirt / fountain} of [pc.cum] thrust into the air by your overloaded, 
over-stimulated penis; it’s as if the kaithrit has control of your nerves, and her order was all it 
took to orgasm so hard you fear you’re going to get cramp.  
 
You keep licking at her smooth, wet crevice, directing all of your attention at that tiny nubby 
treasure of hers, as you spurt out one glorious load of [pc.cum] after another{ from your 
clenching [pc.balls], raining back down onto your [pc.belly] and all over the floor, coaxed on by 
the kaithrit’s hand, who {keeps using that masterful little circle of finger and thumb screwed 
around your base to milk you, turning round and around well after you’re down to oozing drops 
of [pc.cumVisc] baby batter down its inflamed underside. / keeps masturbating you intently, 
hands gripping and pumping her toy until it’s down to oozing drops of [pc.cumVisc] cum down 
your engorged underside.} 
 
You’re a wet noodle, utterly enervated and wrung dry when Ramis finally scoots her butt off your 
face, laughs fondly at your girlcum-glazed expression, and sweeps you into a rough, kneeling 
hug. Her soft, generous boobs pillow into your {[pc.chest] / [pc.face]}. 
 
“You’re so bloody cute!” she declares, ringingly. “My word, serven on a bucket where I can get 
my muffin eaten like that, whenever I want - you’re spoilen me for any gig I get after this!” 
 
She squeezes you amorously, making your bones creak, and you can only squeeze her back. It 
<i>is</i> quite fun to be her piece of string, you have to admit. Whenever you totter away from 
your kaithrit officer, you do so feeling like you’ve been put through the most wonderful clothes 
wringer in the galaxy. 
 
// - Lust, sex juices in mouth 
 
 

Lickjob 
 
//Requires small dick, PC bipedal AND PC has given her oral at least twice on board 
 
You wonder… as Ramis’s play-thing, you do wind up eating her pussy an awful lot. Which, well, 
you wouldn’t complain about even if it wasn’t a thoroughly enjoyable thing to do. But wouldn’t it 
be nice if she returned the favor, just once? Your [pc.cockSmallest] stiffens slightly as you gaze 
at the big kaithrit’s expressive, amiable mouth: inhaler of alcohol and exhaler of cacophony.  
 



Fumblingly, as coquettishly as you can, you wonder aloud if she’d be down for giving you a little 
oral love. This, predictably, is met by a gale of laughter. 
 
“You want me to get down on my knees for you do you, boyo?” Ramis is clearly greatly tickled 
by this; she laughs again hilariously, merry eyes dancing over you, clearly now picturing it. “{If 
PC < 6’: I mean, I’d have to get down even lower than that, wouldn’t I?” She scrunches your 
[pc.hair], an action that barely requires her to raise her hand. “Hurt my bleeden back! }Then 
gobble up your wee little man? Is that what you’d like?” 
 
The blonde amazon licks her lips in pantomime, her flat slip of a tongue appearing and 
disappearing. You feel a shaky thrill, one that runs right down to your [pc.groin], as she stalks 
towards you, suddenly seizing your [pc.thigh] and giving you a rough squeeze. 
 
“You know what, no sissy has ever had the pebbles to <i>ask</i> me for a blowjob,” she growls. 
“They eat my arse, and if they’re good they get a bruised pelvis afterwards, that’s how it usually 
goes. I actually - dunno what I’m gonna do with you. Take off your gear.” 
 
You do so, shedding your [pc.gear] under her yellow, slitted gaze. Your [pc.cock] {shoots 
upwards / pops out of your [pc.lowerUndergarment]}, a nub of hot, excited stiffness. You 
<i>should</i>, probably, be wilting under the intimidating gaze of this big, booby, boisterous 
female and unspecified threat of further action. You aren’t. She really turns you on. {If wearing 
cock-bell: Jingle!} 
 
“Yyeeeaaahh,” she breathes, eyes sinking downwards, grin widening. “I’m not goin’ to be able to 
suck that as such, am I boyo? Like sucken a breath mint that’s stuck to the table.” Your mouth 
opens as she bends her hand in, stroking your frenulum with a single, craning finger. “But… “ 
she giggles again, playful now rather than uproarious. “ ...it is fucken cute. <b>You’re</b> 
fucken cute. I do kind’ve want to eat you up.” 
 
She suddenly bends down, hooks her firm, thick arms behind your knees and hoiks you off your 
[pc.feet], bearing you up and back against the cool, hard wall. {If > 6’5”: She manages it with a 
single huff, easily taking your respectable amount of weight. 
 
“See where deadliften every other day gets you?” she grins at you toothily.} {If else: She does it 
with the ease of someone who deadlifts more than your weight before breakfast.} 
 
Stomach full of butterflies, you gaze down at the animated expression on the brown, 
golden-eyed face poised just below your [pc.groin]. She’s got you pinned, [pc.thighs] spread, 
pressed up against the wall. You could struggle you suppose, airpedal furiously and see exactly 
how strong she really is… but it’s so much more thrilling to see what this impulsive feline 
predator is going to do to you. Although you do have to bite down on a rabbity impulse when 
she opens her mouth, exposing her sharp, saliva-trailing fangs close enough to your [pc.cock] 
for you to feel the wash of warm, whiskey-laden breath. 



 
“Hmm,” she sighs, wordlessly trailing more warm vapor over your prick, still cutely erect. It 
needs so <i>little</i> stimulation, that’s the thing, barely a thought and a soft brush all it takes to 
get such a small penis stiff and ready to squirt. Ramis is wearing a familiar expression; soft 
focus, mercilessly curious, the expression of a cat that’s spotted something they aren’t yet sure 
of what they’re going to do with yet. 
 

{If cockbell: Slit eyes upon you, she opens her mouth, exposes her teeth fully, yaws over 
your [pc.cockHead] and then closes it in a biting motion. You have time to cry out in 
shock… and then groan as she catches your silky cockbell in her teeth and drags it free, 
spitting it jingling onto the floor. 
 
“You thought I was going to bite it clean off, didn’t you?” she teases, beginning to laugh. 
“Didn’t you? Bite your silly willy clean off!” She stops laughing suddenly, regarding you 
with those solemn golden eyes. “Maybe I will.”} 

 
She opens her mouth, extends her flat tongue, and then laps at your [pc.cock] experimentally. It 
makes you catch your breath. What a weird sensation! Wet, warm and rasping, like a moist 
piece of sandpaper. She giggles at your reaction. 
 
“You like that, boyo?”  
​
Without waiting for a response, Ramis goes in again, lively eyes on your face as she lavishes 
your [pc.cockNoun] with laps of her tongue, its wet roughness making you twinge and flex in her 
armlock. Your short shaft throbs, tingling arousal feeding back into your core, filling you with 
giddy arousal. She laughs again at your response, flicking repeatedly at your head with the blunt 
tip of her mouth muscle. You know she wants above all else to get a reaction out of you, and so 
you writhe in her grasp and groan in response to the flicking rub on your cock, expressing how 
aroused and slutty she’s making you feel. 
 
It clearly inspires the big kaithrit. She heaves you further up in her arms, boobs bouncing as she 
bathes your inner thighs with long, rough licks, {if balls: Enclosing your [pc.balls] in her wet, 
sucking maw and pulling at them until you cry out to the intensity of it, } then landing a bubbling 
raspberry on your lower belly, guffawing then at her own silliness. 
 
“Aw, this is fun!” she exclaims. “I should do blowies more often. Sissies are so tasty!”  
 
She peers at you as she goes for your [pc.cockNoun], this time concentrating a series of cat 
licks right up your frenulum. It makes your twig dick incredibly hard, your heat rising now, a bead 
of pre forming over your dilated slit, and you exhale slowly, relishing the simmering heat. Ramis 
licks it off slowly, experimentally smacking her lips. 
 



“Do you want to cum, little boy?” she coos, head framed between your pinned [pc.thighs]. She 
bestows another long, lascivious lap on your cock, squeezing your [pc.legs] powerfully as she 
does it, and you arch your back helplessly to the sensation. “Do you want to spunk yourself silly 
all over my face? Ooh, it’s such a temptation, isn’t it.“ Liiiiiick. “But imagine what I might do to 
you if you did!” Claws prickle the [pc.skinFurScales] on your [pc.legs] as that wet, amorous 
mouth hangs open again to deliver another rasping drag along your frenulum. “But you love it so 
much, don’t you. You want to cum so badly. It’d be so dangerous, and… so good… “ Liiiiick. 
 
Your body seizes up and you cum with a ragged gasp, flexing helplessly in Ramis’s grip as your 
[pc.cock] spurts [pc.cum] in gorgeous, delirious pulses, {little squirts that land directly on the 
kaithrit’s big, pretty face / generous spurts far out of scale to such a small prick, fountaining all 
over the kaithrit’s big, pretty face.} Ramis surges forward, clamping her mouth entirely over your 
throbbing prick {and [pc.balls]}, forming a kneading vacuum seal over {it / them}. You moan in 
delight to how this feels, more [pc.cumVisc] seed surging out of your short shaft in giddy 
response, [pc.thighs] shaking. She doesn’t relax her tight, smooth, wringing grip until your cock 
is clenching dryly, completely spent. She drags her lips off {it / them}, pinching at your 
[pc.cockHead] as she parts with it. 
 
Silently Ramis lays you down in a chair. Nerveless and throbbing, you gaze up at her as she 
clambers her dense, warm weight on top of you, making the furniture creak. {Man, you really 
cannot control yourself when you orgasm; her face is dripping with your [pc.cumColor] juices, 
and her cheeks are bulging. / She looks like she’s had a slight accident with some shampoo, 
some [pc.cumVisc] [pc.cumColor] fluid oozing down her cheeks. Her cheeks are swollen.}  
 
You realize a second later what she intends to do, and you have a second to open your [pc.lips] 
before Ramis clamps her own about them, pouring a goopy {mouthful / torrent} of [pc.cum] into 
your maw. She clamps her hand around the back of your head, ensuring you share her obscene 
kiss and take every last drop of your own sexual fluids into your mouth. You have no choice but 
to swallow, throat working as you feel your warm [pc.cumFlavor] seed enter your stomach. 
 
“That’s what you taste like, boyo,” she growls softly, when she finally pulls away, rocking her 
heavy weight on your [pc.thighs]. “In case you ever wondered, in all that time you’ve bin asken 
ladies to suck your tiny dick. Now... ” she points at her cum-spattered face. “You missed a spot.” 
 
[pc.skin] burning with submissive, slutty arousal, you bend forward and lick your own [pc.cum] 
off Ramis’s smooth, brown skin - her cheeks, her lips, her brow - the scale of your own giddy 
orgasm commensurate to how long it takes you, how much [pc.cumColor] goop you have to kiss 
off and guide down your gullet.  Your kaithrit top’s face is as clean and radiant as ever by the 
time you’re done, and your whole mouth tastes [pc.cumFlavor].  
 
“Good boyo,” she coos, once she’s checked herself with her pocket device. She scrunches your 
[pc.hair] and gets off you, brushing your own face with her tails. “I like given head way more 
than I was expecten. We should do this again, captain!” 



 
You watch her swagger off, that feeling of being exquisitely drained, scrunched up into a ball 
and flicked into the nearest bin that is the hallmark of your interactions with Ramis emanating all 
the way through you. 
 
//Lust reset, fluids in mouth 
 

Ramis’s Panties 
 
//Scene procs when PC sleeps with her, then chooses NOT to shower with her. One time 
choice, does not repeat. 
 
You relax in the toasty warmth of your bed, the reason for much of that warmth having 
disappeared into the bathroom. You already knew Ramis was a messy so-and-so before you 
shared a room with her, but it still gives you pause to see how she’s able to spread her clothes 
and gear in crumpled heaps over every available space in your bedroom. 
 
Her black spandex underwear are right there on the floor. The wet, discordant sounds of 
someone in your shower singing a Kaitpop number reach your ears. You <i>could</i> use this 
opportunity to nab them… 
 
[Take] [Leave] 
 
Leave 
 
// -2 Hard points 
 
Nah. Taking a lady’s underwear when she’s indisposed ain’t your style. You turn over and return 
to your dozing. 
 
Take 
 
// +1 Hard point 
 
A perverse thrill courses through you as you reach out and grab the slinky, sporty, spacious 
black underwear. You give them a sniff: Sweat, feminine musk, fiery alcohol, aerosol. Yep, that’s 
Ramis alright. You stow them {away safely / safely away in your collection} and then return to 
your dozing. 
 
//Add Panties - Ramis’s 
 



Panties - Ramis’s 
 
A plus-sized pair of black, tight-fit, frictionless undies, of the sort you might wear to the gym. If 
you were more than seven foot tall, needed a slit on the back to let two tails through and had an 
ass like a pair of basketballs, that is. They still carry the faint smell of sweat, feminine musk, 
fiery alcohol and cheap aerosol. 
 

48 Hours Later 
 
Topping/Unaligned 
 
//Scene procs when PC approaches Ramis 
 
“Alright, captain?” 
 
Ramis is sat in the canteen, twiddling her claws. There is an uncharacteristic expression of 
bemusement on her face. 
 
“Can I ask you somethen?” she says, frowning at you. “Did you… nick my knickers, a couple of 
days ago?” 
 
[Yes] [No] 
 
No 
 
Tooltip: Lie. 
 
“Yes, you did!” roars Ramis, slapping the table in exasperation. “You think I’m the kind of girlee 
with enough pants not to notice? Weird enough for you to steal them in the first place, but you 
got to lie about it as well?” 
 
She looks at you with pursed lips and hurt eyes. 
 
“I’m not sleepen with you anymore. You can’t be trusted. I’ll still do the job, cos you paid’n all, 
but… that’s all.”  
 
She stands and leaves abruptly.  
 
...You possibly could have played that better. 
 
//Ramis set to DoneWithYou 



 
Yes 
 
Tooltip: Come clean. 
 
There’s no way you’re going to be able to get out of this one, so you decide to play it straight. 
You look her right in the eye and admit it - you took her undies. You find her incredibly hot, and - 
you’re an incorrigible pervert who wanted a memento of her. 
 
“Fucken hell, [pc.name],” Ramis replies slowly, grinning reluctantly. “You are a total bloody perv, 
aren’t you? Shaggen all day, every day, that’s your brain. Wow. Just wow.”  
 
She leans back, grin widening. 
 
“Alright,” she says at last. “I’ll let you have ‘em, if you’ve got the hots for me that bad. Just a 
stinky pair of knickers, aren’t they? But - “ She leans forward, places her elbow on the table and 
opens her clawed hand to you. “You gotta earn ‘em. Not much of a trophy otherwise, are they?” 
Her yellow eyes glint at you. “C’mon. Fair’s fair.” 
 
You can hardly say no to this. You draw up a chair, plant your own elbow on the table, and grasp 
her hand. 
 
//Same mechanic as her bar arm-wrestling game: 
 

●​ PC Physique = 100%: 1 chance PC wins 
●​ PC Physique > 90% : 3/4 chance PC wins 
●​ 89% > PC Physique > 80%: ½ PC wins 
●​ 79% > PC Physique > 40%: 1/4 chance PC wins 
●​ PC Physique < 41%: 0 chance PC wins 

 
PC loses 
 
Her claws prick your [pc.skin] and suddenly your hand is being yanked forcefully towards the 
tabletop. You grit your teeth, gather all your strength and heave back. For a time it’s an even 
contest - the knot of reddened fingers struggles in mid-air, the sight of Ramis, clenched up and 
shaking slightly, one to behold. 
 
You want those panties! Bad enough you even force her hand towards her side of the table. 
But… fucking Void… she has seemingly limitless stamina. Your forearm muscles give out, and 
your hand is slapped forcefully back down. 
 
“Yes!” trumpets Ramis. She clambers onto the table and flexes. “The undefeated bloody 
champion! Gimme my knickers back!” 



 
She’s calmed down a bit by the time you’ve come back with her prize, has even located a little 
bottle of whiskey and poured a couple of shots out. You hit the firegut back with her then throw 
the spandex underwear at her face. No hard feelings. 
 
“Thanks for bein’ straight, you weird perv,” Ramis smiles. She sticks them on her head, wears  
them as a bizarre crown. “But - you’re gonna have to do better’n that if you’re comen after the 
champion’s undies!” 
 
//-1 Hard points, +1 Physique 
 
PC wins 
 
Her claws prick your [pc.skin] and suddenly your hand is being yanked forcefully towards the 
tabletop. You grit your teeth, gather all your strength and heave back. For a time it’s an even 
contest - the knot of reddened fingers struggles in mid-air, the sight of Ramis, clenched up and 
shaking slightly, one to behold. 
 
She’s good at this, good enough for your muscles to start aching. But you want those panties. 
And, frankly, you’re stronger than her. You coolly hold her stare as you ratchet her back towards 
her side of the table, and then with one final heave you slap her hand to the hard surface. 
 
“Nngh!” Ramis’ bosom heaves as she pants for breath, massaging her hand. “Fuck. Keep 
forgetten how good you are at that.” She grins at you lustily. “It’s <i>good</i> to get reminded. 
See? Now I like it. You took my knickers, just shrugged’n admitted it, and there’s not a bloody 
thing I can do about it. You pervy, hunky mad lad.” She pauses, gazing at you. “Wanna shag? 
I’m really turned on right now, won’t lie.” 
 
You give her a hard kiss, wrap your tongue around hers and taste her fiery breath, and then 
murmur ‘later’ in her ear. You leave with a swagger. What a panty-stealing player you are. 
 
// +Lust, +2000XP 
 

Bottoming 
 
//Scene procs when PC chooses to sleep with Ramis 
 
“Hey there, my little boyo.” 
 
Ramis is sat on the edge of her bed, cross-legged and walking her fingers along the sheets in 
an unusually coy manner. She grins at you, displaying her sharp teeth. 
 



“Why don’t you come here and sit yourself right here?” she purrs, patting her brawny thigh. “I’ve 
got somethen for you.” 
 
Your heart is thumping with excitement by the time you’ve planted your [pc.ass] in her lap. You 
never know what to expect from your impulsive top… you exhale slowly as she {slips her hand 
inside your [pc.underGarments and }tightens her fingers around your [pc.cock] and slowly starts 
to pump you. Heat and hardness flow readily into your cock, and you open your mouth as your 
arousal begins to build. 
 
“You like that, don’t you?” she coos, stroking your [pc.hair] as she rhythmically jerks you until 
you’re straining hard. “Yes you do. You love bein’ in the palm of my hand. Mmm. And now I’ve 
got you here… “ Her hand suddenly tightens ruthlessly hard{ around it / around the base}, 
making your eyes water and forcing an anguished squeak past your [pc.lips].  
 
“Tell me the truth,” she growls in your ear. “Did you steal my knickers?” 
 
[Yes] [No] 
 
No 
 
Tooltip: Lie. 
 
“Yes, you did!” roars Ramis. Her grip tightens even harder for a moment… and then she shoves 
you off her lap entirely. “You think I’m the kind of girlee with enough pants not to notice? Weird 
enough for you to steal them in the first place, but you got to lie about it as well?!” 
 
She looks at you with pursed lips and hurt eyes. 
 
“I’m not sleepen with you anymore. You can’t be trusted. I’ll still do the job, cos you paid’n all, 
but… that’s all.”  
 
She stands and leaves abruptly.  
 
...Maybe it would have been better if she <i>had</i> torn your dick off. 
 
//Ramis set to DoneWithYou 
 
Yes 
 
Tooltip: Come clean. 
 
You can’t exactly do anything else here, not with that pinch on your [pc.cockNoun] like the 
galaxy’s most merciless cockring. You look her in the eye, try to keep your voice steady and 



admit it - you took her undies. You find her incredibly hot, and - you’re an incorrigible pervert 
who wanted a memento of her. 
 
“Wow,” says Ramis. She’s grinning despite herself. Her grip softens… very slightly. “You really 
are a pervy little sissy, aren’t you? Shaggen all day every day, that’s your brain. Dirty boyo.”  
 
She’s silent for a couple of moments. Then her hand shifts up your [pc.cock], encircling it in 
warm, kneading magic. 
 
“So what d’you do withem?” She sounds genuinely curious. “Do you… wear them? Then think 
about all the things I do to you?” Her tone tones slightly rougher, and she squeezes your 
[pc.cockNoun] hard again. “C’mon, boyo. You’re tellen me why I should let you keep my 
knickers. Make it good.” 
 
The movement of her skillful hand, stroking up and down that hot, eager toy that belongs to her 
but is attached to you, inspires you. You sing. You tell her that her smell makes you insatiably 
horny; that you use the slinky black material to whack off to whilst thinking about her; that you 
love the way she treats you, think about it all the time. All the while Ramis’s hand strokes you, 
pumping your burningly erect [pc.cockNoun] back and forth rhythmically until it’s achingly close 
to release, and all that’s coming out of your mouth his soft groans. 
 
“Wow,” she murmurs into your ear, laughing softly. She actually sounds impressed. “You really 
do like me pushen you around, don’t you boyo? It’s difficult to stay mad at someone who’s so… 
into me.” She’s silent for a little while longer, jerking you relentlessly, the heat in your groin 
swelling to an irrepressible point that makes your muscles quake.  
 
Then she suddenly stops, {reaching down to give your [pc.balls] a teasing little tweak. / giving 
you another hard little squeeze.} 
 
“So you know what? Keep the knickers.” She stands up abruptly, depositing you onto the floor. 
“You owned up, and they clearly mean a lot to you. Also they’re what, 200 credits?” She grins 
down at you and your fervent erection. “But you carry around that {stiff little guy / stiffy} for a bit, 
alright? Thinken about all the cute sissy stuff you just came out with. Then… when you’re really 
gaggen for it… come’n see me. I might just fancy given you some new memories.” 
 
With that, she’s gone, tails flicking after her, leaving you to gaze mournfully down at your cruelly 
teased [pc.cock].  
 
Well… it’s not as if you don’t enjoy the delicious torment. And you got to keep the panties! 
 
// +Lust, +Blue ball status, +500XP 
 



Done With You Ramis 
 
“Sup, Captain.” Ramis smiles at you with vague, regretful coolness. “Were you looken for me?” 
 
[Talk] [Sex] [Work Out] 
 
Talk 
 
//As normal 
 
Sex 
 
“No, mate.” Ramis grimaces at you, embarrassed, when you make your hopeful overtures. “I 
told you, I don’t mess around with peeps I don’t trust. This is strictly professional now, alright? 
Don’t ask me again.” 
 
//[Sex] option removed 
 
Work Out 
 
First 
 
“Ok,” says Ramis, shrugging ponderously. “I don’t mind spotten for you. Nothen else though, 
alright?” 
 
//Carries on as normal, except sex outcomes disabled 
 
 

Reworked Lap Sit 
 
//Front part of the scene goes as normal. In both versions of the ending now PC orgasms and 
lust is reset. 
 
If not blue balled 
 
The pressure in your [pc.balls] is too much… you deserve this, yes, you <i>are</i> a good 
[pc.boy]. You orgasm with a gasping moan, lurching in Ramis’s lap as you {squirt [pc.cum] in a 
little shower / spurt [pc.cum] in a foot-long rope, so much cannoned out of your little dick it’s 
almost painful}. That tight, teasing ring continues to coil you, stimulating you relentlessly so that 
the orgasm just goes on and on, [pc.cum] {covering her hand / spattering all over her jeans, the 
chair and the floor}. 



 
Ramis laughs with bawdy delight, squeezing and jiggling your [pc.ass] roughly on her broad 
thighs, then snorts as you writhe on top of her to the wonderful, tight rotation of her digits. 
 
“Guess you were really worked up, then?” she asks with rhetorical briskness. “Keepen it all 
locked up for me. Bloody hell, you’re getten yourself everywhere! You better be all done.” 
 
You wheeze and relax against her, your whole body glowing with glorious relief. You certainly 
<i>feel</i> like you’re spent… but Ramis’s cum-soaked fingers aren’t going anywhere. Your 
[pc.legs] twitch reflexively as she grasps your throbbing, leaking [pc.cockNoun] again with an air 
of deliberate menace. 
 
“You <i>are</i> done, are you?” she purrs with sweet, playful venom. You moan as her warm, 
slickened fingers stroke you slowly, preventing you from going soft. “If you’ve decided you’re 
good enough to be let off, we’re here until you’re all worked out.” 
 
It’s excruciatingly good, having this done to your throbbing, tender cock, pulled and stroked this 
way and that, a prisoner to your over-enthusiastic officer’s caprices. {Your [pc.balls] clench up 
and b / B}eads of [pc.cum] rise up your short shaft, spreading your cum-slit wide and oozing 
slowly onto Ramis’s fingers. She hums approvingly and milks you with a slow but steady rhythm, 
making you clench up and whine. Your overworked [pc.balls] reacts to the hand of {their / its} 
owner, pulsing out every last drop of [pc.cumVisc] seed left in you in a steady trickle.  
 
The kaithrit holds you still and masturbates you mercilessly until your [pc.cock] is achingly dry, 
throbbing uselessly in her slimy grasp, her hand{ and the chair and floor} coated in all of the 
semen your sissy twig has to offer. 
 

If PC cum is sweet: “Mmm!” Ramis smacks her lips after she’s done sucking her fingers 
clean. “Free sugar from my little sugar [pc.boy],” she coos, her damp hand squeezing your 
[pc.chest] with fond satisfaction. “Should keep you around’n corked up for whenever I need a 
mixer.” 

 
{merge} 
 
“We get it all?” she queries. “Did I milk {you all dry? / those boi bitch balls dry?}” Your answer is 
a woozy moan and a twitch as she teasingly reaches for your [pc.cockNoun] again. Her hand is 
so good… so goddamn evil. “Good. I love helpen out my captain with [pc.his] littel 
problems.{Large output: Even if [pc.he] is so messy,” she tuts, examining the state of her jeans 
and the floor, soaked in your effluent. It really is a remarkable amount for such a small prick to 
produce. / If else: “} 
 
She shoos you out of her lap and leaves you with a pat on the [pc.ass] and a lusty laugh. 
 



“You put your bell back on, ‘n remember me while you wear it. I’ll get you off whenever you 
like…. If you’re a good captain. ‘n I decide you deserve it.” 
 
It’s not something you’ll be thinking about any time soon - your groin feels like a dried up 
sponge. You crab-walk off towards your room in search of a clean-up and a drink of water. 
{Celise will take care of what you’ve left behind, you’re sure.} 
 
Blue balled 
 
Your [pc.chest] heaves as your [pc.cock0] throbs in-between Ramis’s fingers. Your body is 
practically working on auto-pilot, you’re that pent up and delirious with the promise of orgasm 
from that hand, that beautiful, coaxing hand that’s going to make your tiny dick so happy. 
Ramis’s  coiling fingers slow and quicken, tighten and soften around your [pc.knot], driving that 
wonderful, hot pressure up and up… 
 
“You like that, sissy boyo?” the oversized cat girl croons, swivelling her fingers round and round 
your burning [pc.cockNoun]. “Well, hang on. I wanna get you, right on the edge. I want to listen 
to you twitch and moan a littel more… “ Her hand suddenly stops and clamps up painfully hard 
around it. 
 
No! Your cock crimps up, but your [pc.cum] is already on its way, too pent up to be denied. It 
bubbles out of your dilated [pc.cockHead] in a {coursing drool / heavy stream}, unaccompanied 
by the release that had hovered just out of reach. Your orgasm is ruined! 
 
“Oh shit,” says Ramis, whisking her hand away as [pc.cum] drips down it. “Did you spunk 
anyway, boyo?” She laughs, embarrassed. “I didn’t mean to do that. I only wanted to play with 
you a littel more. 
 
“You can’t control yourself, can you?” she teases, regaining her composure a moment later. You 
groan lowly as she envelopes your leaking [pc.cockNoun] in her hand again, a warm, 
pleasurable prison that rubs at your tender, liquid sex intently. “Just the feelen of my hand is 
enough to make you cum your brains out. What a tender, naughty little sissy you are!” 
 
She actually bounces you a bit on her lap as she slowly masturbates you, [pc.cum] pulsing 
freely out of your tender prick like a loose faucet. It’s a bizarre sensation, as if someone really 
were milking you for your seed… except it’s {dripping / spilling} all over your [pc.thighs], uncared 
for. You turn to look at her, and meet an expression of coy, merciless playfulness, the 
expression of a feline with a mouse between her paws. 
 
“You’ve ruined my fun,” the kaithrit pronounces primly. Pat, flick, stroke, flick goes her hand on 
your poor, abused cock. You close your eyes, adrift on a sea of shame and erotic sensation, 
allowing her words to pour into your [pc.ears]. “‘N maybe this is what you deserve, y’know? 
Getten all your spunk drained out’ve you without ackshually getten release. I let you eat my 



muff{ and my arse} ‘n then I do this for you, anymore’n that a tiny dick sissy would get spoiled, 
wouldn’t they?” 
 
She plays with you, squeezes your short shaft briskly, working out that long, lazy ooze of 
[pc.cum] until{ your [pc.balls] are achingly dry / you are achingly spent}. Even then, she doesn’t 
let you go; you moan as she keeps wringing you, ascertaining you really have leaked your 
whole load all over [pc.thighs]. 
 
“All done? Good,” she says briskly, wiping her hand on your [pc.chest]. “‘N look! Your littel 
soldier is still stiff as a twig. So you can go back to captainen eager’n full of beans! Exackly the 
way things should be.” 
 
You stare first at the kaithrit’s smirking expression, and then down at your burningly erect 
[pc.cockNoun]. You could possibly <i>order</i> her not to do that to you again. But… a 
shamefully large part of you reacts with slutty, masochistic delight to Ramis’s words. A large part 
of you loves being teased by her, loves letting a cruel feline dictate how your toy-like cock gets 
used and abused. 
 
“If… if you say so,” you mumble, your [pc.skin] burning with embarrassment and frustrated lust. 
 
“I do say so!” Her hand trails up your [pc.chest], claws gently scraping you as she brushes you 
off her lap. “You put that bell back on your bell, sweetheart. If you knock on for me, and you’re 
still wearen it… well, we’ll see, won’t we? Good boyos get the best cummies.” 
 
She laughs as she swaggers off, tails flicking, unbearably, ravishingly uncaring. After a few 
moments, you tie the silk tie of the bell back onto your aching but erect prick. It does, 
inescapably, look very cute. 
 
// +Lust, cum reset. 


	Ramis and Your Tiny Ass Dick 
	Notes/Requests 
	Lap Sit 
	If blue balled 
	Not blue balled 

	Face Sitting 
	Lickjob 
	Ramis’s Panties 
	Leave 
	Take 
	Panties - Ramis’s 
	48 Hours Later 
	Topping/Unaligned 
	No 
	Yes 

	PC wins 

	Bottoming 
	No 
	Yes 

	Done With You Ramis 
	Talk 
	 
	Sex 
	Work Out 


	Reworked Lap Sit 
	If not blue balled 
	Blue balled 


