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Cover Artist

Ava Glori-Jean Tuitt
she/her

Born and raised in New York City, Ava Tuitt is a visual
artist and writer based in Brooklyn, New York. A
graduate of Purchase College with a B.F.A. in Painting
+ Drawing, her work focuses on the intersections of
human impulse, religion, and pop culture.

This piece, "Sweetpea (How Soon is Now),” is about
the power of small, subtle, gentle touch to transform,
elevate, and recreate a space. Two birds in flight share
a peck, and this gesture is immortal and timeless as it
is frozen as a statue. | hope this piece brings to mind
the idea of the power of small moments and the
imagination and how even seemingly insignificant
moments have the power to transport us.

ABOUT BLACK & PINK

Since 2007, Black & Pink National free-world volunteers
have pulled together a monthly newspaper comprised
primarily of material written by our families' incarcerated
members. In response to the letters we receive, we send
the newspaper to more prisoners every month. Black &
Pink News currently reaches more than 20K people.
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STATEMENT OF PURPOSE

Black & Pink National is an open family of LGBTQIA+
prisoners and “free world" allies who support each
other. Our work toward the abolition of the pris-
on-industrial complex (PIC) is rooted in the experi-
ences of currently and formerly incarcerated people.
We are outraged by the PIC's specific violence
toward LGBTQIA+ people and respond through ad-
vocacy, education, direct service, and organizing.
Black & Pink National is a proud family of people of
all races and ethnicities.

DISCLAIMER

The ideas expressed in Black & Pink News are solely
those of the authors and artists and do not neces-
sarily reflect the views of Black & Pink. Black & Pink
makes no representations as to the accuracy of any
statements made in the Black & Pink News, includ-
ing but not limited to legal and medical informa-
tion. Authors and artists bear sole responsibility for
their work. By sending art or written work to “News-
paper Submissions” you are agreeing to have it
published in the Black & Pink News. In order to pro-
tect our members' privacy, we only publish first
names and state locations. We may edit submis-
sions to fit our anti oppression values and/or based
on our editing guidelines.



Letter from the Editor: Malachi Lily

My name is Malachi (they/them),
and | am honored to be your new
Black & Pink News editor. | am a writer
and illustrator full-time, as well as a
swer. No matter what | create, it's
always magical, slimy, shapeshifting,
and freaky. | write mostly sci-fi and
fantasy, or more than likely, a
combination of the two, but always
with nature as the focus. The first
violence of colonization
separated us from Mother
Earth. | center my work
on healing our
relationship with the
planet, especially focusing
on the spiritual healing of
Black people, as we were
particularly ripped from
our relationship with the
earth. Social issues and
environmental issues
are intimately connected.

Dryad of Mud by Malachi Lily 2020

| am Black and trans/agender
with biracial and woman experience.
I'm also a disabled, neurodivergent
person. | am on the intersex spectrum
but was “assigned female at birth"” and
was raised as such, but I've always
been a genderless little goblin. To me,
gender is like water. It just rolls off my
skin. Gender cannot touch me. Where
my gender is absence, my sexuality is
abundance! | identify as polyamorus
and omnisexual, which means I'm at-
tracted to all people because of their
gender, and can love many at once.

| don’t come from money. My
mom and sister moved in with me for
survival. Together, we have experi-
enced homelessness in the past, but |
am grateful we can share a home now.
| have been privileged to receive a
higher education and have a queer
community that loves me. It is
important to me that you know | do
not tread lightly on the sanctity of your
I want you to know my
marginalizations, but |
also want you to know |
work vigilantly to not only
acknowledge my
privileges but also to
weaponize my privileges
to fight against all that
oppresses us, especially for
R those who are more
L. marginalized than myself.

My truths are: Thought
shapes the universe. We
are divine spirit navigating
a human experience. | am a part of a
collective consciousness with all
existence. We are only free when all
black transwomen are free-an
expansive, multidimensional freedom
of safety, joy, and truth.

THAT'S ME! =



| wanted to start the new chapter
of this magazine rooted in love and
how we connect. While | expect many
more love letters and smut in the
future, | wanted to debut saturated in
what makes us, us!

The first section is Love. OQur
romantic attractions or not having
romantic attractions are what makes
us queer! However, | don't believe
romantic love is more important than
other forms. | wanted to ensure there
were messages of platonic love and
love as gratitude. There's heartbreak,
and there's hope.

The second section is Desire.
Queers be horny. Ha! It wouldn't be the
Pride Season Issue if we didn't squirm
in our seats, fanned ourselves, and
clutched our pearls (or whatever else
you want to clutch!) | want to publish
juicy smut sections often.

There are less political and
logistical resources in this first one, but
that will not be the norm. Themes will
fluctuate.

I want to walk y'all through some
of my ideas so that the shift will not feel
so jarring. Of course, this is all a big
experiment, and we will shape it
together. My work is in your service,
and | want you to feel seen and
supported. It is a profound honor to be
your editor.

" e~

- Only one person is creating this
magazine: me (and it's my first time!) |
welcome all feedback. | will provide an
editor’s letter for insight, but if you
want more of my thought process or
personalized notes from me published
with/about your submission, let me
know in the letter you write! Sadly, |
can't publish any contact info you
submit, but the penpal program will
kick off scon! | am making note of
everyone who asks. | read everything!!!!

?. | want more playfulness, artwork,
and creative resources. If | do not have
artwork from other artists, | will provide
my own, along with more writing/art
prompts for you. The magazine will
have more decoration. | like it when
things are pretty! | also hope to make it
spacious and legible so there's room
for margin notes and doodling.

3- I'm dividing the magazine into
themes based on what YOU send to
me. | will curate letters and entries as |
see patterns emerge from them. | will
no longer segregate the magazine
between those on the inside and those
on the outside; instead, | will pair sub-
missions that complement each other.
| even want to post some original
(legible)letters because there is so
much personality in handwriting!






| am Jasmine Tasaki, previously
the director of advocacy, and | am now
honored to be one of the interim
co-managing executive directors at
Black and Pink National. | am writing
to you from my home Memphis, TN.

| want to continue the work set in
place by our fearless leaders who
previously served as executive directors
at this organization, which includes the
newsletter, our pen pal program, job
readiness programes, supporting
chapters, and addressing housing for
our community.

We also have begun programs
that support Lgbtgia2s+ people who
do sex work and Lgbtgia2s+
system-impacted youth. We will use
our time as interim co-managing
executive directors to ensure the
programs at Black and Pink are of high
guality and impact. We are working
diligently to streamline our processes
so the work is moving more
consistently.

We ask for grace while we adjust
to our new roles and trust that we see
you and are working to amplify your
needs, concerns, and voices. We had
an amazing event where we could
have actors portray stories from our
inside members, and it really touched
me.

Director's Letter: Jasmine Tasaki

Connecting to your experience
was mind-blowing and rejuvenated
me in this work. | hope that you are
well and have access to what you need.
Your liberation is connected to my
healing! We are celebrating CAY PRIDE
this month and all year long! Be proud
of yourself, stand in your statements,
and shine in your glory.

~Jasmine




Director's Letter: Tena Hahn Roclriguez

Dear Black and Pink Family,

| hope this letter finds you in good
health and spirits. My name is Tena
Hahn Rodriguez, and | am honored to
serve as the Co-Interim Executive
Director of Black and Pink National. I'm
located in Omaha, Nebraska, and have
worked at Black & Pink for two years. |
love our work, and | feel lucky to get to
steward this organization into its 20th
year in 2025.

Our organization is deeply
committed to supporting and
advocating for you—our incarcerated
family members—who face incredible
challenges and injustices within the
system. Black and Pink National was
founded on the belief that our
liberation is intertwined and that by
uplifting and supporting each other,
we can build a world free of oppression
and violence.

| want you to know that your voice
matters to us. We are here to listen, to
amplify your stories, and to fight
alongside you.

Thank you for being a part of the
Black and Pink family. Together, we are
stronger and will create the change we
wish to see in the world.

In solidarity and with the deepest
respect,

~ Tena



Advocacy Letter: Black ¢~ Pink National

Dear Loved One,

So happy to be connecting with
you again as our Newsletter begins
publication once more <3 We are the
Black and Pink National Advocacy
Team and we have some updates for
you. We know it must have been dif-
ficult not hearing from us for a while,
but your letters have not fallen
between the cracks! From the way
we sort and categorize your requests
to how we respond, new processes
are in place to better support you
inside.

Our team has managed to
respond to 2022 Advocacy requests,
and we have now begun working
through 2023 Advocacy requests. If
you wrote to us with a need before
2023 and you need assistance and
have not heard back from us yet,
please write to us again. We are
currently operating with 2 people as
our Advocacy Response team as the
rest of the staff navigates other
programming, so while delays can be
expected, we will still do our very
best to address all of your needs
timely manner. We are working hard
to catch up by the end of August and
will hopefully be able to respond to
any future advocacy requests within
45 days.

In addition to our updated
mailing procedures, we will no
longer provide the Hot Pink: Erotica
Zine or The Spirit Inside: Religious
Zine. Unfortunately, with the
always-changing DOC and BOP
Facility mailing rules, both
magazines have been difficult to get
to you inside. Please don't stop
sending your religious or erotic short
stories, poems, or artwork for our
National Newsletter, we still want to
share your magic! Our new Editor
Malachi has some amazing plansin
store, and we can't wait to see what
their creativity brings.

We commend you for your
continued dedication to your
freedom and rights. You inspire the
work we do every day and as we
grow, we will continue to center you.
We hope to bring you love and
community, just as you have for us.

With Love and In Solidarity,
~ Black and Pink, National
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What makes you feel loved:

How do you express your love:

Hello to the Black and Pink Family!

First about: Been male-to-female TG since
the '60s but unable to come out til | left home and
USMC in the Early 80's. I'm also [unintelligible
word] and unitarian universalist and single. Only
interested in other male to fernale TG's or fermales
(sorry guys) it's my preference, nothing more. Race,
color, ethnicity, religion, or anything else is a
nonissue with me. | believe friendship and
communication are more important than mean-
ingless sexual conguest. | still have no penpal, so if
you want to write, ask Black and Pink for my

address.

Everyone has to walk their own path, do what feels
right, and do what they feel they must do to
survive, It's no one's right but your own. You don't
have to be put in a box, Since the '60s, I've been
MTF TG, lived my life as a lesbian in the wrong
body, did not come from the lowest economic
classes, never been addicted to drugs, been
involved in prostitution, not HIV positive, and didn't
meet most other stereotypes. Been disowned by
family, relatives, and some friends since befare 90.
No family functions, births, deaths, marriages,
holidays, or anything else. Coming out, you may
lose some or not. You are more tolerated today, but
still not 100% accepted. Do what feels right to you;
don't worry about what others may say or think. It's
your life. Why should you be the one to suffer for
somecne else’s hate and insecurities? Do not let
your fear and insecurity keep you from living your
life. Mot everyone is passable, but that doesn't
rmean you have to give up or persecute yourself,
Be Safe and Love

Tia (KY)
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Hello my Black and Pink
sisters, brothers, and
nonbinary siblings. My name
is Peace. | am a nonbinary
queer person. | have been
living in my real skin, rain-
bows and all, since coming
out menth: October 2020. |
have been an avid reader and
fan of Black and Pink since
2076.

| just want to say you
guys, everyone, you are
amazing. Because of the
stories and poems | have read
in this magazine, | was able
to even begin to dream of
coming out. You all have
helped me tremendously and
| am forever grateful. | hope
to become a regular
contributor to the content
you publish. And | hope to
inspire someone in the same
way all the beautiful and
brave gays, queers, bi's, trans,
lesbians, and
non-conforming people
before me have.

| began this journey
alone, surrounded around
family and friends who were
hyper-homophobic. | have
had to live in the closet,
trapped in fear for most of
my life, but Black and Pink
has helped me find my
courage. | was trapped in a
culture of toxic masculinity
where any form of femininity
was cause for scrutiny, and if

found out to be anything but
hetero, you would be in
danger. Thankfully, | was able
to escape that life without
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The Essence of ME
| am NOT who or what you see when you look at me.
| am NOT the gender you perceive or designate for me.
| am NOT the label you've given me, for your comfortability.
I may sit inside these fences and concrete walls, walking in
these concrete halls so you may imagine you have a modicum
of safety away from me. In prison you have built because you
think you have to rehabilitate me, but that's a fallacy. For in
The Essence of Me, | AM the one that's free. My belief of who |
am, what | can be, the person | see when | look in the mirror
and acknowledge them looking back at me. We walk on a
journey down these concrete halls; My body is changing each

| I ™ 4 .
/ \ / step | take; Each decision | make to move toward that person |
| J // NNV see when | dream of “The Essence of Me." Head held high,
N BANY NS ALY Wl . . . . "
“‘H—/f [ R{‘\\ 2\ 'j/ﬁ spirit free, body looking like | want it to be.
7/ \\ ;’f /) What | perceive and designate for me that's...
vl \x\‘-ﬁ:‘u\ . 4 j:’ The Essence of Me...
A || WA A Ny
A N\ \ [/ Skye T (CO)
I \\//
| |' N\ Write a response poem in Skye's format:
o T | i 8
lam NOT
| am NOT.

' ~ lam NOT

“ | may

| AM
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\ *-._h___;,ifff___j;"f When | dream of “The Essence of Me."
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Hello, Family

It's been awhile since I've written and |
deeply apologize for the long delay, but
things have been very stressful for me
here in this Flordia prison.

However, | am not at this time able to
give you a full indication of my
circumstances. But | will say the claims
I've made are adequate and legitimate
claims.

Being a Transgender male in prison is
very hard, ESPECIALLY here in Flordia...

Anyway, I'm just writing to express the
love and gratitude | have to all of my
Black & Pink family cause you're doing
an incredible job helping those like me
who are In prison and maybe experi-
encing hardship “unnecessarily” only
due to the fact of transgender identity.

So, | thank you so much for being there
for me to help me back up all the times
| was down. The gratitude | have | could
never express just in words alone...but |
speak for many when | say this: Black &
Pink has been the answers to all our
questions, the help when we needed it,
and the positive to all our negative...

My Black & Pink Family You're
Appreciated! Black & Pink, | love you.

Sincerely, Marcus (NE)

| Have a Name
| have a name!
Stuck in a concrete box, with a number
on the outside of its door
Constantly being judged by the prison
systemn, writing letters and grievances
only to be
lgnored.
| have a name! Can't you see?
Calling me by a number, that's not me.
| am a human being, a person with
goals and ambition.
Inside a Tennessee prison fighting for
my rights. Please! Will somebody listen?
Nights | go hungry. Some mornings are
the same.
Somehow in this prison, | get sick, now
my whole body rocks with pain.
Dealing with medical and the prison
starts making jokes about it. Some-
times makes me wanna go insane.
| have a name!
Don’t keep calling me by a number,
judging me by my mistakes, looking
down on me
With shame.
| have a family, a mother, and | have a
name.
The state of Tennessee took me from
them when | was a child, making me a
part of their
Political game.
Giving me a number and stripping me
of my name.
Today I'm here to tell you, | have a
name!
It's not 452692
My mother named me Latasha Shonte
Hurtch, but everyone calls me Too-Loo.
| Have a Name!
Too Loo (TN)
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Self Control

Wait,

Love last every day
Push,

To understand yourself
Then, push Too

Push Too,
Hard,
To be difficult
When you can
...Can
Place your hands
Gently

Harder,
Save as the
Indifference
Decisions
Of those
Above, you're at
To have said
You're stable
& it's always the same
To wish for
Support
Where you can.
Wish for

So push
Smile
Smile again
Understand
Tooth & Nail
You'll understand
Then stand

“Your heart in your hand”

And say

“You were nothing to me”

Not a thing, to me
| am something

Damage

Honey, be safe

I'd raised you to know
[unreadable]

..t0 beat ‘em out
Thoroughly

It's always o.k.

To have said

Hoey be safe

It's not always a game.

“Straighten up”
Honey be straight
Bare down...
Flesh & Bone
Unconscious Souls
In “"Concrete Homes"

Concrete Homes
| missed
Your name
.aquanitence
That tired swing
Again today
I've missed home
Home
| haven't missed
That “tired swing”
Once!

Return Embrace
Honey

Let me hold you
Return

Your embrace
Is cold

Wait “Amore”
(wet armour)

Tooth & Nail

Honey Badger
Armeoba inside

Vampire bites
Yellow jackets

Aside....
Vampire

Who'd waited for Love
A lifetime
Once,

Twice,

Never wait to
Arm yourself

Mark (Unknown)
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Mating Season

Bri (Qutside Family)

Contains: Slight Body Horror, Biological Compulsion, Religious Degradation, & Monster Sex

“Father!” An old woman came
running up to a tall man in clergy robes as
he passed out candies to the children
playing outside. Some children carried on
playing, oblivious to the seriousness of the
situation. Some of the older ones became
guiet to hear the news the old woman
had brought. The priest embraced her as
she caught her breath. She collected
herself, finally looking at him, eyes wide.
She whispered in horror, “They've caught
it

A thrill of excitement went through
the priest, but he masked it, knowing that
though this was expected, these were
grave times for the townspeople, and they
were counting on him to rid them of their
‘problem.’ But he knew what was waiting
for him, could smell the sweet alluring
scent that no one else could detect. It
came wafting over the mountains in the
west and pooled in the valley where their
small town was established. He knew then
that this was the climax of their
centuries-old game.

Weeks ago, it began when a few
bloodied, half-eaten sheep and then cattle
were strewn about the hills-it was a
warning for more to come. Soon after, a
few missing people caused an uproar in
their small village, gathering the strongest
men to poorly execute a plan to charge
into the forest beyond the hills to kill the
creature, whatever it was that no one had
laid eyes on. Less than half the men that
charged into the forest that night came
back, all visibly traumatized by whatever
they'd witnessed and several different

accounts of what happened and what the
creature looked like.

After telling the woman and children
to spread word for everyone to stay put in
their houses tonight, the priest made his
way to the church, where the woman told
him they had the creature bound. Animal
screeches could be heard coming from
the tall building as he approached, stirring
up feelings he hadn't allowed himself to
explore for years. He placed a trembling
hand on the old wooden door, taking a
deep breath to try to calm himself so he
wouldn't appear as affected as he was feel-
ing in front of the creature.

When he pushed through the doors,
the scent filled him, reaching every corner
of his body and intoxicating him. The
screeching came to a halt and melted off
into what would sound like a growl to
anyone else, but the Father knew was a
purr.

The farmer's sons ran up to him, the
eldest with excitermment plastered on his
face while the younger trailed behind,
visibly shaken. They were both there on
the night all the men charged into the
forest. Only the youngest had gotten close
enough to see what the creature truly
looked like while managing to escape with
his life and limbs intact. This led to many
nights of the older brother dragging the
younger back into the hills to set traps,
and one of them finally worked.
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“We got it, Father! The demon was
about to commit another murder and it
was just the trick we needed." The oldest
exclaimed, throwing an arm around his
brother, who shook it off. The priest looked
between them, understanding that out of
desperation, the eldest used his own
brother as bait. He patted the youngest on
his shoulder and gave him reassuring
words before sending them off to ensure
everyone was safe in their homes. When
he was sure they were gone, he closed the
heavy door behind them and let down the
drop bar, locking them inside.

“It's about time, Endo.” The creature
rumbled from behind him, its voice a
harmony of split tones, a growl, and a
whisper so sweet. Not a soul in the village
knew him as Endo, his true name, and it
had been far too long since someone had
uttered it. The priest shuddered and
turned towards the creature, taking long
strides down the center aisle of the church
to close the distance between them, each
step causing him to become more and
more intoxicated with the scent exuding
from the creature before him. "What a
fitting place for an exorcism,” the creature
continued, looking around the church,
"only those stupid humans don't know
that I'm something that doesn't need it."

The priest stopped before the crea-
ture disguised as a Griffin. The lion bottom
half prowled on talons, and the eagle head
swiveled slowly. The creature was with
chains he knew could be broken so easily.
Why the creature would let itself be
caught so easily was all part of the game.

It would be brought straight to Endo, and
he would perform an ‘exorcism’' and
dispose of their demon. This ritual fed the
townspeople's trust, ensuring he could
continue to live a comfortable life
amongst them. He'd chosen to live as a
human long ago, something the creature
before him despised but continued to
help him ensure legitimacy. They only had
each other left in this world.

"We meet again, Luxor.”

“I've been senselessly killing for far
too long trying to scare your precious
humans.” The creature began to vibrate,
stretching out its wings as its feathers fell
off and swirled around the room, and an
iridescent exoskeleton took their place
piece by piece. Wings contorted to form
long arms, and two more sprang from its
midsection, simultaneously breaking the
lame restraints. Luxor stood at full height
on hooved feet, towering over Endo. A set
of bright, eclipsing eyes opened over the
two present, giving Luxor both binocular
and monocular vision. Finally, a horn
pierced through the creature's forehead,
extending out about a foot and slightly
curved upwards at the end. Luxor flexed,
feeling complete and whole again with
everything in place as it was intended to
be while shamelessly teasing Endo.
Shifting didn't take nearly as much time. It
could be done in a flash, but Luxor got a
thrill watching Endo's reaction.
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Endo stared in awe. It had been too
many years since he'd seen his own kind
in its natural form. Tall and powerful,
without limitation, free of standards putin
order by the same creatures he decided to
live among. The sweet aroma wafting off
of Luxor's immaculate body only
intensified in their true form, further
sending Endo into a daze and making
him lose focus. Luxor groaned and
stretched as a tail emerged and slinked
around to press against Endo’s chest.
“Why do you continue to show this form
to me? You know how much | despise
humans.”

“Yes, | know all too well,” Endo replied
after gathering himself.

The so-called priest had chosen to
make a life with the humans Luxor
believed plagued the planet. Their species
had once roamed alone. Endo had seen
humans evolve over several hundreds of
years, and there was a lot to learn from
them, but many things he did not
understand, teachings he didn't believe in
but hypocritically regurgitated from a
book no one knew the origins of. It was
the basis of their existence which they also
knew nothing about. Morals and
appearances that they'd grown to deem
better than others, separations and classes
of people that had no sense behind them,
even distinguishing genders by the flesh
between their legs. He had lived among
societies of people who treated gender as
trivial and some who praised them,
holding them sacred. He'd given up so
much living the way humans lived,

limiting himself to one shape and one
gender that he'd learned was respected
more for unfathomable reasons. This was
most frustrating for him because his
species had no such separation. He took
the male form as it was easier to integrate
himself into different societies over
hundreds of years with the guise of a man
with a holy background, so he tock
advantage of it even if he didn't
understand.

“I have learned the ways of these
humans; they can be senseless, but
simplicity comes with it. I've led an easy life
as their protector.”

Luxor let out a shrill laugh, leaning
back from the force of laughter erupting
from their body.

“Protector? Protection from whom?
And by what power, god?" Luxor doubled
over with laughter. “Don't tell me that
keeping yourself stuck in their flesh has
convinced you that their god is real.”

“They believe in Him, and that is
enough.”

Luxor sprang forward, knocking
Endo to the ground and trapping him
with all their limbs, keeping him pinned
down to the wooden floorboards.

"You fool. Don't start believing the
lies you've been spouting.” Luxor spat,
mere inches from Endo's face. “You don't
belong among these flesh prisons. You're a
Shifter, something greater than they could
ever imagine. You could be their God! We
once ruled this planet and have been
reduced to this. Hiding in climates hurman
bodies can't withstand, feeding off of
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livestock they've kept all for themselves.
They are selfish, and they all deserve
death. The only thing you protect them
from is me; even that is a lie to keep them
complacent encugh to believe you are
one of them."

Endo breathed deeply, taking in
more of the scent surrounding him,
Luxor’s words slipping right through him.
He felt he was drowning in thick syrup
and knew he could come close to the
actuality of that feeling. The heady scent
seeping from both of them indicated ripe
fluids rushing below their exoskeletons,
ready to burst through to mix with the
other. With Luxor being so close, it was
incredibly hard for Endo to hold himself
together. His own skin threatened to fall
away to reveal his true form, begging for
the sweetness to come forth from Luxor
and mix with his own.

Fighting the urge to shift was always
senseless. He'd have to do it sooner or later
to finish what they started. It was always
such a relieving feeling to be in his true
form, but a feeling of shame came with it.
It never lasted once the mating
commenced, but it was still a strange
feeling he couldn't ignore. He feared that
Luxor was right. Maybe he was starting to
believe the lies he was spouting from the
book.

Luxor's tail came around to brush
against Endo’s forehead, where they knew
his horn was waiting under the skin. The
gentle touch sent waves of pleasure
through Endo, and he gasped as his skin
fell away and he began shifting into his

natural form. Rainbows were sent around
the inside of the church as the last of
setting sunlight filtered through the
stained glass windows and bounced off
their exoskeletons. Endo's second set of
eyes snapped open to reveal more colors
than he'd seen in centuries. He breathed
in relief as his lungs expanded, and two
more arms and a tail emerged along with
a horn that Luxor began winding the tip of
their tail around as it grew.

No words needed to be spoken. Once
they were interlocked with each other in
their true forms, their wants were
communicated in a way no other earthly
being could fathom. It was beyond
telepathy. Their desires become each
other’s, satisfied instantly without ever
having to express it.

Endo's tail also reached up to wrap
around Luxor's horn, and they both let out
low purring, nuzzling their faces against
anything they could reach, begging for
the juices to flow. Long limbs tangled as
they desperately clung to each other, and
mouths worked along each other's bodies,
encouraging that delicious syrup to come
forth and spill out. The taste and scent
sent them into a frenzy of licking and
groping.

Within minutes, the pews of the
church were strewn about, some broken
at the ends where their large bodies had
collided with them in their frantic mating.
Not a single thing could stop them now.
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The townspeople could all march in, and
even then, they wouldn’t stop until they
were exhausted; it was too addicting. They
were trapped in their own personal world
of ecstasy, and the only thing that would
drag them back to reality was complete
satisfaction. It would take some hours
efore then.

As Luxor stretched down to suck
from Endo’s neck, Endo brought out his
long tongue to wrap around their horn,
stroking it with vigor until Luxor let out a
whine and essence seeped from the pores
of their exoskeleton, dripping down to
Endo where his own liquids mixed with
the sweetness and absorbed into his body
causing him to shudder and tense, letting
out an animalistic roar and clinging even
harder to Luxor.

Luxor rolled so that Endo was on top
and used their tail to similarly stroke
Endo’s horn, sending him into a
trance-like state as his essence poured
seemingly endlessly from his body,
trickling down to Luxor, where they greed-
ily lapped it up. They purred loudly as it
pleasured their bodies in a way they
couldn’t find with any other creature on
the planet.

Endo had experienced human
mating but knew it would never measure
up to this, the effortless fulfillment of
needs that barely became a thought
before they were satisfied. He'd forgotten
just how sensational it was. Shockwaves of
pleasure pulsed through both of them as
they moved as one, limbs snaking around
each other as tongues lapped and teased

continuing to stay intertwined, licking and
sucking each other clean of every last
drop. Day was just beginning to break
when they eventually separated from
each other and stretched their long limbs
out once again, reveling in the afterglow of
a few centuries worth of well-needed
release. Luxor let out one final purr, but it
soon became a growl as they watched
Endo shift back into his human form.

“You couldn’t have waited until | was
gone?” They said in disgust.

“I am more comfortable in this form...
asyou are in that form.”

“Our true form, Endo. Do not forget.”

“I could never. This is how | choose to
live, do not forget it is you who helps me to
continue.”
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Luxor growled again before leaping
over to the towering church doors.

“Live amongst your filthy humans if
it makes you happy then."

“I will, Luxor. | will see you again in a
few hundred years. | know you'll always
find me.” Endo grinned at his counterpart
as their face twisted into a snarl.

“As if | have a choice,” They growled
before contorting their body thin encugh
to slip between the thick wooden doors
and scuttling off into the hills. Endo was
left alone in the midst of the destruction
they created while being lost in their
pleasure, thinking of how he'd explain all
of this to the townspeople. He
maneuvered his way to the large wooden
doors, lifted the lock bar, pushed the doors
open, and stepped out into the early
morning dimness of the sunrise. No
townspeople were around, no doubt still
hiding in their homes until he gave them
the clear. He sniffed the air, smelling a very
faint sweetness drifting off into the west
until it was completely gone. This round of
their game was over.

Malachi Lily
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Please enjoy the following reflection
exercises, creative prompts, art by our inside
family and other stimulating activities. | look
forward to reading your next submissions!

In Love & Abundance,
Malachi



Oshun is the West African goddess of love and fresh water.
She heals the sick and brings both fertility and prosperity.



Cherry Nonogram

Color the squares to match the number patterns.

22

33

23

11

11

11

21

4 2

6 4

66

4 6

2 4

Grid Basics

The playing field consists of a grid, often square, divided into cells.

Each cell can befilled or left empty.

Numerical Clues

Along the top and left edges, you'll find sets of numbers,

These numbers indicate consecutive groups of filled cells in that row or column.

Row vs. Column Logic

The numbers give hints about the arrangement of filled cells in both rows and columns.
By decoding these clues, you uncover the hidden image.

Starting Point: Begin with rows or columns with the most significant numbers,
Identify definite placements based on these clues.

Logical Deduction: Use deductive reasoning to eliminate possibilities,

If a row or column is complete, mark it accordingly.

Marking Techniques: Develop a consistent systerm for marking filled and empty cells.

Answer Page 44
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WHAT ARE 1-3 LESSONS YOU'VE LEARNED ABOUT LOVE?

HOW DID THE PAIN OF LEARNING THAT LESSON CHANGE YoOU?
IS THERE SOMETHING BEAUTIFUL THAT CAME OUT OF THOSE
EXPERIENCES?

WHATEVER COMES UP FOR YOU, WRITE A LETTER TO YOUR PAST
SELF WHO ACTIVELY WENT THROUGH THAT LEARNING
EXPERIENCE.

WHAT DO YOU KNOW NOW? WHAT DO YOU WISH TO TELL
YOURSELF THEN? THE FINAL FORM CAN BE A LETTER, POEM,
SONG, OR ART PIECE. HOW CAN YOU SHOW YOUR PAST SELF
LOVE? HOW CAN YOU SHOW YOURSELF LOVE NOW?

BonNus: WHAT DO YOU STILL NOT UNDERSTAND ABOUT LOVE OR
YOURSELF AS A PERSON WHO LOVES? HOW DO YOU THINK YOU
CAN WORK THROUGH THAT LESSON?
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TRANS AND NONBINARY PEOPLE ARE SHAPESHIFTERS. LET'S
TAKE THAT IDEA A STEP FURTHER AND PLAY WITH IT!

IF YOU COULD SHAPESHIFT INTO ANYTHING, OR MULTIPLE
THINGS, OR A MIXTURE OF THINGS, WHAT WouLD You BE AND
HOW WOULD YOU WANT TO EXPERIENCE THE SENSUAL OR THE
EROTIC IN THIS NEW FORM(S)?

THINK ABOUT SENSATIONS. HOW WOULD THIS NEW BODY/FORM
EXPERIENCE TASTE, TOUCH, SIGHT., AND SMELL DIFFERENTLY
THAN YOUR CURRENT FORM? DO YOU HAVE NEW SENSES HUMANS
DON"T TYPICALLY HAVE? WHERE DO YOU EXIST IN THIS FORM,
AND WHO/WHAT DO YOU WANT TO EXIST WITH/EXPERIENCE
SENSATION WITH?

WHAT AROUSES YOU OR CONFUSES YOU IN THIS NEW SHAPE?
HoWw DO YOU WANT TO BE TOUCHED OR EXPERIENCED IN THIS

NMEW FORM?

YOoU CAN BE ANYTHING, TAKE TIME TO EXPLORE!






