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“Hehehe! Lovey-dovey! Jessica’s Lovey-dovey for me!” chants Sara as she skips down the hall towards the lunch room.

“Stop saying that!” whines Jessica, her face red from embarrassment,  quickly following behind Sara.

Though Sara didn’t let her friend catch her, she continued to happily repeat ‘Lovey-dovey! Lovey-dovey!’ as she quickly began running from Jessica, soon turning and the two forming a circle, as Jessica vainly chased after Sara.

Though after about thirty seconds of running in circles, a stern voice stopped them…
“Hey! No running in the halls you two!”
It was one of the teachers, a woman, with shoulder-length red hair, a white blouse and tan, long skirt that reaches her knees.

“Sorry.” replies Sara and Jessica in unison as the teacher walks towards them, looking mildly worried at being caught goofing around in the hall, which was against the rules.

“Aren’t you two supposed to be in the lunch room?” questions the teacher.

“Yeah, we’ll go back.” replies Jessica, taking Sara by the hand and leading her back into the lunchroom.

After entering the area and Sara following Jessica to the seat she had her food, Sara asks, “Hey, there’s a free seat where I’m sitting, wanna join Ginger and Lalia?”
“Ok.” replies Jessica with a smile, lifting her tray and following Sara back to her table.

The side of the table Ginger sat at, Sara came up behind her as she announce she was back, and like usual, Ginger quickly gasps from the surprise, before suddenly starting to choke on a piece of jello she was eating.

Ginger was currently dressed in a black and white horizontal striped shirt and a white pleated skirt; Lalia was dressed in pink long-sleeve shirt and blue jean pants.

“Sorry!” quickly states Sara, promptly rushing around her to Ginger’s left, to her chair.

Ginger quickly pounded on her chest a couple times before a hunk of blue jello was propelled from her mouth, back to the tray in front of her and her choking quickly ending.

“Geez, you scare so easy.” comments Jessica, walking around the table and Lalia, opposite to where Ginger was sitting.
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“I-I told you not to walk up behind me Sara.” states Ginger.

“Ok, ok, I’m sorry, I forgot; I just got back from Jessica professing her Lovey-dovey feelings for me!” replies Sara smiling.

“SAKURA!?” gasps Jessica.

“Lovey-dovey feelings?” questions Ginger.

“Lovey-dovey is just Sakura’s way of saying love.” states Lalia.

“So…” begins Ginger, looking at Jessica, “You’re in love with Sara?”
Jessica’s entire face was red, though she didn’t reply.

“It’s about time she came out with it.” states Lalia smiling, a mouth-full of macaroni, at Jessica. “Ever since we were little, You’d always say how much you love Sakura, and thinking of her makes you feel funny between your leg’s.”
“Hehehe, Really!?” asks Sara.

“Lalia!” gasps Jessica, shocked at the blonde revealing that bit of info before hurling a bread roll at Lalia. “Is this ‘Humiliate Jessica day’ or something!?” she adds.

“Ok, I’ll stop.” states Sara.

“Me too.” agrees Lalia.

“So what about you?” asks Ginger, to Sara.

“About what?” asks Sara.

“What did you say after Jessica said she loves you?”
“Oh, well…” answers Sara, looking down for a moment and looking worried, Jessica herself didn’t seem to be very pleased with the question or Sara’s reaction to it and instead of maybe gaining everyone’s attention again from her gloom look, began eating her lunch. “I didn’t really…” starts Sara.

“Remimber…” interrupts Ginger, “You have time to change your mind if you want to stay on earth, I can’t force you to come back.”
“Yeah, I remimber…” replies Sara, before looking up and looking to Ginger. “I still intend to go with you.”
Ginger and Lalia looks to Jessica and sees that the now quite girl , although not making eye contact with ether of them and eating her food, looks unhappy; Ginger looks back to Sara and states…
“You should think about this before rushing into a decision.”
“Why? I’ve already decided.” answers Sara.

“Can you really leave so easily after you’ve just learned that your best friend is in love with you?” asks Ginger.

“I…” starts Sara, before looking down again, unsure of what to say.

“Just give it more thought.” states Ginger.

“I don’t feel the same way about her.” states Sara, lowly.

What followed was a long silence, a weird, uncomfortable silence; though Lalia soon ended it with…
“H-Hey Jessica, you know I can lay eggs now too right?” the blonde asked with enthusiasm, trying to lighten the mood.

“O-oh…” replies Jessica, soon smiling and looking up at Lalia. “Really, I forgot all about that.”
“Yeah, and it feels SOOOOOO amazing!” declares Lalia. “It feels like I’m going to go crazy, there’s so much mess, My entire body gets so sensitive…” she adds, hugging herself.

Sara, Ginger and Jessica smiles at Lalia’s comment, before Sara gasps and quickly states…
“Oh, Ginger, I’m going to go to Jessica’s house today.”
“Great, I was beginning to get tired of you constantly coming over.” states Ginger with a smile.

“Hey! That’s not a nice thing to say!”
-twenty minutes later-

With the lunch period almost over, Lalia, Jessica and Sara were happily talking with each other and Sara soon questions Ginger on what she thought about the current topic, but was puzzled by Ginger’s gaze elsewhere, towards the exit of the lunch room, where she and Jessica came from earlier. 

“Ginger?” questions Sara.

“Something wrong? Questions Jessica.

Ginger soon pushed her seat back and stood, stating, “I’ll be back.” and walked away from the group, towards and out of the doors to the hall.

With the three following Ginger with their eyes, Lalia comments, “Maybe she has to go to the bathroom.”
“Hehe, or maybe she feels a trance coming.” adds Sara smiling.

-outside the lunchroom-

Walking down the hall, Ginger spotted her again, turning and walking into the bathroom; A young girl around her age, blonde, with a boy-ish short haircut, wearing a yellow t-shirt and matching skirt.

After the girl disappeared into the room, without running Ginger hurried to the bathroom, thinking, ‘I won’t have time to enjoy myself, lunch times almost over with, just have to get it done quick.’
Entering the bathroom, Ginger caught the girl entering the middle stale and quickly reaches into her left pocket of her skirt as she calls out to her.

“Hey, wait a sec.” states Ginger, walking up to the now stopped girl.

“Huh? Hey you’re that Ginger girl aren’t you?” asks the blonde girl.

Once about a foot away, Ginger removes her hand from her pocket and places her palm against the girl’s forehead, causing her to gasp from the quick action, before quickly calming down and her eyes soon dulling and her face going blank, emotionless.

Removing her left hand, Ginger uncovered an oval shaped, thin, metallic strip over the girl’s forehead that glows with a rainbow of colors.

“You came in here to pee right?” asks Ginger.

The girl simply nodded her head.

“Ok, do that - in the toilet.” states Ginger, quickly adding exactly where for the girl to pee.

The girl turned to the stale and walked in and Ginger followed her in and closes/locks the door behind her, before the girl pulls down her skirt and panties to the floor, revealing a small tuff of her blonde pubes above her labia before she sits down on the toilet. Soon, Ginger heard the sound of the girl’s urine meeting the water. 

As Ginger waits for the girl to finish, she reaches under her skirt and pulls down her white panties, removing them from her legs and placing them on the hook on the door of the stale behind her, before reaching her right hand under her skirt again and pulled the strip of cloth from her labia. 

Ginger lifted the strip to her face and saw that the adhesive side was pretty clean and lifted her skirt with her left hand and looked down to see that none of her honey was oozing out and smiles at this. 

“Good, no mess to clean.” she comments, before turning around to her panties and placing the strip carefully in the crotch of her panties.

Hearing the flow of water stopping, Ginger turns back around and sees the girl in front of her taking about a foot of toilet paper from the roll, spread her legs and wipe clean her labia before dropping the paper into the water.

As she starts to pull up her skirt and panties, Ginger quickly states, “Wait a sec, keep them down and stand up.”
The girl silently obeyed and stood up, bottomless; Ginger then places her hands on the girls shoulders and moves her so the two switches spots, the toilet now behind Ginger and the girl’s back facing the door.

Ginger moves the toilet seat down and sat down, before looking unsure and standing back up.

“Nah, sitting down won’t work well…” states Ginger, to herself.

Ginger then switched her and the girl’s positioning again.

“I’ll have to do it standing, if she falls, it won’t be far…”
With a brief cringe, Ginger’s skirt flutters for a moment before her growing cervix emerged, Ginger quickly lowered her left hand down to the dripping tip of her cervix and used the honey that leaked out to spread over the length of the pink organ, soothing the burning with a sigh from Ginger; as her cervix continued to lengthen, it curved upward, towards the girl’s crotch in front of her. 

Ginger’s cheeks quickly began reddening as she stroked her cervix, the purpose being to keep and even spread of her honey around it. Feeling her cervix meet the girl’s labia though, Ginger pulled back a little and gripped firmly and literally squeezes out more honey from her cervix, using the abundance to apply a thick coating over her bright pink member before guiding her cervix into the girl’s vagina, who’s only reaction to this was a blush rising on her cheeks.

It wasn’t long after this that Ginger reached the girl’s own cervix and pushed through the tight opening with a gasp, her eyes closed as she nearly leaned into the girl from the pleasure.

‘Good, I’m in, I just have to hurry and finish now…’ thinks Ginger. “Now stay still.” requests Ginger, to the girl, before she began quickly stroking her lengthened cervix, the current amount of honey that covers it causing a wet, squishing sound to emanate as she hurriedly strokes herself to orgasm.

After only about thirty seconds later, through Ginger’s moaning, she felt herself nearing her orgasm, her cervix throbbed in her grip and swelled slightly as she felt an egg nestle itself at the start of her cervix.

However, just before Ginger could cross over into the bliss of orgasm, she hears the bathroom door open and a pair of voices talking and giggling. Ginger barely fought back moaning out as her climax came, feeling the egg in her travel the length of her cervix, pause at the entrance to the girl’s cervix before the pressure of her honey on the egg, pushes it into the blondes womb, immediately followed by her honey, Filling the girls womb with her thick cum.

Though Ginger was still aware enough to realize she was placing more than just a single egg inside the girl and quickly tightened her grip on her cervix, momentarily stopping the flow of her honey into the girl before pulling out; quickly stepping to the side of the girl, raising the cover on the toilet pointing her cervix downward and releasing her grip.

Ginger couldn’t stop it this time, a loud moan of pleasured bliss left her lips as the remainder of her blocked honey rocketed from her to the toilet, joining her honey was three large eggs, double that of the normal XL size, that plunks into the toilet, all three of them glistening from the number of tiny jewels that covered them.

“Hey, are you ok in there?” came a voice from outside the stale.

“Y-Y-Yeah… I-I’m fine.” shakily replies Ginger as her orgasm starts to wane.

“We’re you constipated or something?” asks the second voice.

“U-Uh, y-yeah… not anymore though… hehe…” answers Ginger.

“Guess not after that loud moan.” teases the first voice.

The two girl’s quickly finish their business, and leave the bathroom while Ginger is still shaking off the last trembles of pleasure from her orgasm; having released her cervix from her hold and the now limp organ retracting back inside her.

Looking into the now murky water of the toilet, Ginger fishes out her three eggs, not bothering to wipe the honey off of them before promptly inserting two of them in her rear, cringing at the pleasure each gave as a fresh trail of her honey came from her pussy.

Taking a good deal of the toilet paper from the roll, Ginger cleans off the remaining egg in her hands, wipes the honey from her rear, then the girl’s labia to her left before tossing the wad of paper into the toilet and flushing it.

Ginger walks back in front of the girl and after seeing that their wasn’t a bulge in her abdomen, reaches into her skirts left pocket again, fishing through the small space before smiling and pulling out a small, half-dollar sized metallic circle, knelt down in front of the girl and placing the circle directly over the small, thin patch of the girl’s pubes, the metallic circle glowing once before disappearing.

“You can pull your underwear and skirt back up now.” states Ginger, standing back up.

The girl did so and places her panties and skirt back over her waist, as she did this, Ginger turned around and retrieved the small strip of cloth from her panties and reapplied it to her labia, then her panties.

“You can sit down now.” states Ginger, to the girl - which she did, Ginger then moves the girl’s hands to her lap, with the bottoms of her hands up, as if wanting something, which Ginger places her remaining egg in her hands, before reaching to the girl’s forehead and removing the metallic oval.

With it’s removal, the lively spark returns to the girl’s eyes as she gasps as Ginger’s presence.

“Hey! What are you doing in the stale with me!?”
“You don’t remimber?” questions Ginger. “You wanted to show me something, is that it?” she adds, pointing to the egg in her hands.

“Huh? Where did this come from?” questions the girl, looking down and seeing the egg in her hands. “What am I doing with one of Sara’s eggs?”
“Beats me, it’s pretty though, wish I had one.” states Ginger. “Anyway, I have to get back to my food, don’t want it getting cold or scavengers getting to it.” she adds, smiling, before turning around and unlocking the stale door and leaving.

After Ginger left the room, the girl in the stale looked at the egg again in wonderment before sniffing the air…
“What’s that smell?”
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