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SS9
The future is a realm of infinite possibilities. Of alien races and the stars open to the exploring mind. Beyond the confines of the Ring Worlds, there lies rogue space. Space where law can only be found at the end of the blaster. Where the United Navy wars against the myriad threats that assail humanity as it struggles to carve out its place among the stars.
Among these lawless wastes lies Station SS9. A lone outpost hovering at the very edge of order. A place where merchants can rub shoulders with pirates, smugglers with splicers, and the human with the alien, all under the careful but corrupt eye of the station’s security.
And to this station travels two souls. Amelia Carey, a scientific genius looking to make her mark any way she can, and Savara Laitha, captain of the United Navy vessel the Interdictor, come to battle the menaces that plague open space.
Choose who you'll follow
[[Amelia Carey]]
[[Captain Savara]]
[[Index of Events]]




Amelia Carey

You’re Amelia Carey. A buxom young woman just out of the academy and with a future ahead of you encompassing endless possibilities. Yeah. Possibilities in some lab tiptoeing around the Ring World’s suffocating laws. Like hell! All your life you’ve listened to stories about the distant reaches of space. Of splicers who’ve fled to the far stars to continue mad research into the human body. Challenging all that is known and inventing some that isn’t. Of Navigators discovering new worlds and, more importantly, the strange life forms that thrive there.
You came to SS9 by shuttle. An expensive prospect, and thanks to it most of the grant money you came with is now gone. But that’s fine! You’re here now, and you’ve already learned more in a week than you have in six years in the esteemed Ranier Academy on Tharius Prime. You’ve met your first alien, a hulking Salasar, and learned quite intimately some of his anatomy as he thoroughly fucked your tight quim and ass with his twin cocks. You’ve danced in the beating clubs of the station’s promenades with smooth faced Minnian’s, whose flesh molded itself to a reflection of you before their suckers took your massive teats and made you shudder and scream with pleasure.
But such things are behind you now. It’s time to get to work. Time to make a name for yourself. It took some effort to work up enough capital, but finally you can afford a ship of your own.
You stand in the main hanger of SS9 just off deck eight. The scream of engines mixes with the high-pitched hum of shields. Fat bottomed barges swing through the atmospheric barrier of the hanger’s doors before finding roost. Miners disembark and stream into the main bays where clubs and whores await to divest them of their well-earned credits. There’s a stench of fuel and ozone in the air but you ignore all of that. Your attention is entirely fixed on the ship before you.
It’s old and heavy looking. Blocky, like it’s been welded out of a dozen different chunks of other ships. The paint job is faded and flaking, showing the hard grey of the durasteel beneath. Some snub nosed las cannons poke from below the nose of the cockpit and the glass has a diamond reinforced pattern to it. Atop the ship is a large sat dish with raw cables crawling from it and into the vessel proper.
“It wasn’t easy matching your, ah, requirements,” the dealer says. His name is Randen. A swarthy man, probably a former pirate, he wears an oddly elegant jacket with a high collar. One of his eyes is covered by a slitted external comm, the machinery crawling over the side of his face and his ear. Probably displaying a diagnostic of the ship even as you look at it. “Not many science vessels go to auction. Fewer still in your price range. It was very fortunate this one came up.”
“Isn’t it?” you say. You walk towards the door, feeling his eyes devouring the tart shape of your ass, defined by your skin tight bodysuit. You grin a little and put some more swing in your step, climbing the ramp to the door and slapping the activator. The door hisses open, baring the interior. You sniff. Despite the look of the outside, the inside has a slightly sterile smile like a medicae.
“The lab comes fully equipped,” Randen says, coming in after you and showing you to the space in question, just off the main corridor. “Redone recently in fact.”
You scrutinize the white room. A single examination table dominates it while several med tanks are slanted against the walls. You test a light, watching the room blink slowly to life. Spidery arms over the surgical table deploy with a whirr as well as a number of tentacle-like appendages. Screens along a far wall glow and a large white column hums, a holo field shining into being but displaying nothing. Drawers slide out of the walls, shifting to display an array of invasive looking tools.
“The computers were, of course, wiped of the previous owner’s files.”
“Of course,” you say. You spend a few minutes checking over the lab but find everything remarkably in order. “Who owned this,” you say as you examine a sterile set of surgical tools.
“A, ah, splicer. Working on crossing human and animal codes to create hybrids.”
“And SS9 authority took him down?” you say, surprised. The fringe station flirted with splicers and pirates, using their position as a stopping point for freighters and shipping to the outer sectors as a means to skirt the Ring World’s authority and laws, and turn a tidy profit.
Randen grimaces. “It seemed he lacked the funds to accrue subjects from the slave market. There was a few… incidents…”
“Ah.” You put down a bone saw, eyes lingering on the med tanks and what might be claw marks on the interior of the glass. “Show me the bridge.”
The dealer seems relieved and eagerly leads you down the corridor to the bridge. It flows about a command chair, nav computers and other systems sprawling along either side along with smaller seats for crew members. You wander about it, inspecting the systems for some signs of damage but like the rest of the craft, it looks to be in good shape.
As you inspect the bridge you again feel the heat of Randen’s eyes. His desire warms you, and you cast a teasing look over your shoulders, eyes hooded with flirtatious amusement. "Very nice," you say, lashes fluttering. “I don't suppose you could show me the quarters now. Hm?”
You see his eye of flesh flicker as it quickly takes in your shapely form. Your smile widens a little as he turns and leads you through the corridor. A door opens to a surprisingly spacious room. A bed is built into the wall, blocky as the rest of the ship, but as clean as the lab and shining with a chrome layer. Another holopad is set up next to the bed and a few empty shelves wait to be filled by trinkets.
You take a tour of the plain room and sit on the bed. The mattress is soft and forms to the gentle curve of your rump. You glance about again and then to the dealer. “I’ll take it.”
Randen smiles, relief plain on his face. “Excellent. Now, the going price for a vessel like this is 400,00 credits.”
You wince. You knew it wouldn’t be cheap but that kind of money would leave you nearly broke, and you still have a few more things to do. You catch the dealer again taking in your voluptuous form, and a smile creeps slyly across your face. Perhaps there’s a way of getting some money off this ship after all…
[[Seduce the Dealer]]
[[Pay Now]]




Seduce the Dealer

You spread your hands on the bed and lean back. “It is an awfully old ship,” you say, teasingly touching the first buckle of your bodysuit. It snaps open, baring the pale flesh of your throat.
“It is…” the dealer says slowly.
“And a former splicer ship would be a hard sell,” you purr, touching another buckle. Another snap, baring the valley between your breasts.
"True..." Randen agrees.
Still smiling, you run your hand down your front, buckles snapping open and revealing the smooth hollow of your stomach and the small tuft of hair above your pussy. Your finger pauses on the last connector. The dealer leans forward, his breathing grown shallow. The lens over his eye buzzes intently as you snap off the final connector, shrugging off the confining garment.
“Maybe we could make some… other arrangement?” you suggest innocently, turning your head to him coquettishly and fluttering your lashes.
He stares, riveted to the reveal of your naked form. “Three hundred eighty thousand.”
You giggle, sliding off the bed. You’re at his groin, your fingers playing with the front of his pants. “That’ll earn you a blowjob.”
He’s breathing quite heavily now. “Three hundred sixty five,” he mutters, his eyepiece beeping.
“Mmm. For that I’d wank you off between my tits.” You open his pants, freeing his cock. He’s of modest length, twitching at your nearness and the sight of your luxurious body. Though you’ve found humans to be less thrilling than aliens these days, the sight of his arousal draws you in. You smile up at him and shrug off the top of your suit, baring your firm breasts. You mash them together, pressing his cock between them so just the tip rises above your creamy orbs.
The dealer is biting his lip now with the effort of concentration. “Th-three hundred fifty!”
“Oooh,” you purr, your tongue flicking from your mouth and licking the head of his cock. “That’ll get you a nice ride with my pretty pink pussy.” You lean forward, dragging your soft breasts up his cock so only the tip still shows. “For three twenty five, you can fuck my ass.”
The dealer groans. “No… I... I think your cunt should be… be enough.”
You pout, but shrug. Still, a massive saving on your part. “Alright. Deal.”
He gasps as you release his cock from the fleshy prison of your breasts. Grinning, you teasingly shrug off your bodysuit, kicking it aside. You give him a moment to admire your creamy flesh, your luscious curves and plump bum. You settle back on the bed, elbows propping you up, legs parted to reveal the pink depths of your quim. Your eyes flutter with desire. “Come and get me.”
He wastes no time. He throws off his jacket and practically scrambles onto the bed. You laugh, gasping as he suddenly grabs your breast with one hand and your hip with another. “Come on,” you moan, pressing your soft rear against his groin. “Fuck me!”
“Gladly.” He aligns himself and thrusts.
You moan as his cock plunges into your warm depths. You’ve taken larger, but he’s still pretty good. Immediately you start moving beneath him, thrusting against his cock as he begins to fuck you.
“Yesss,” you moan, thrusting your chest up. “Suck my tits! They’re all real.”
Greedily he does so, his lips latching onto one of your quivering nipples. You gasp, breath hitching as his teeth graze your throbbing nipple. His thrusts become more eager, his lips suckling at your teat, a hand on the other, measuring and squeezing your soft breasts.
“Yes! Fuck me! Fill me up! Ohhhh,” you moan, eagerly grinding your hips against his. You clutch at his back, pulling his hairy chest against you. “Fuck me!”
He grunts, heaves, the only sound he makes other than the slap of flesh on flesh. You soon feel the familiar stirring in your core. Feel your orgasm rapidly approaching. You buck, arching. “F-fuck!” you cry. "Cumming!"
Randen groans at the sudden crush of your inner walls. You sense the tightening of his body and squeeze him close before he cums, his seed pouring into your greedy quim. You moan as he spends himself in you, relaxing on the sheets lazily.
“Mmm,” you purr, stroking his back. “Was it worth it?” you ask, quirking a smile.
He catches his breath, face flushed a deep red, and nods. “Y-yeah. I’d say so.” He withdraws from you and looks about for a towel.
“Here,” you say. “Let me clean you off.”
You lean forward and take his length in your hands, and then between your lips. Your tongue lathes his cock, cleaning him off. He sucks in a breath, grabbing your head and pushing you down as he stiffens again to the warmth of your mouth.
“Ah,” he groans as you bob your head, coaxing his cock to its full length once more. He cums soon enough, squeezing his one eyes shut as he fills your mouth. Greedily you drink his seed, feeling his warmth pool in your belly.
You pop your lips free, lying back on the bed with a satisfied expression.
“Just so you know,” Randen breathes as he fetches his jacket and dons it again. “A blow job wasn’t part of the deal.”
“I know,” you say. “Consider it a bonus.”
He gives you a glance and actually cracks a grin. It goes so quickly you almost miss it, and the next instant he’s all business again. Reaching into his jacket he retrieves a data pad and holds it out. “Print here and swipe here.”
“Just a second. It’s in my pants.” You roll over onto your belly, pushing back until you’re on your knees. You teasingly thrust the heart shape of your ass towards him as you rummage in your pants before rolling back over, flashing your credit chit. You grin, seeing a prominent tenting of his pants.
He clears his throat awkwardly. “Here.”
You press your thumb against the pad and swipe your chit over reader. It beeps and the screen turns green with confirmation.
Randen nods, stowing the screen in a pocket even as he takes a last opportunity to run his eyes over your naked form. “Alright. The ship is yours. Best of luck.”
“Thanks,” you purr, rising. You escort him out of the ship, lounging nakedly at the door as you watch him walk across the tangled hanger floor. A few engineers pause to stare at your luscious body. You grin at them, wave, then turn and seal the door.
In the silence of the ship you pause, listening. You take a deep breath, inhaling the stale air of the ship.
Yours.
You grin and saunter back into the captain’s cabin. You clean off the last of the mess and dress again, then make your way onto the bridge. You fling yourself into the chair and wriggle with delight. But there’s one last thing to do. From your pocket you draw out a glowing cube carved with dozens of etchings. You insert it into the flight core and lean back expectantly.
The computers across the cockpit flicker. The projector set up beside your chair hums as the blue light of a holo field takes shape. A moment later the glow tightens and resolves into the svelte shape of a woman. Her skin is blue and etched out of light. Slim and pretty, she has long hair that feeds into the floor of the projector like cabling. Pulses of light run down the lines of her body every other second while data drifts down around her in a constant stream of information like flickering bars.
“Hello Navi,” you say.
“Hey Amie!” the AI chirps. She glances about, taking in the dimensions of the cock pit. “Looks like you got the ship!”
“Sure did. Mind giving it a quick look over?”
“Will do!” the AI says. The pulses of her skin increase and the ship hums to life. Data falls like rain about her as Navi does a more in depth inspection of the vessel. You glance about as the bridge's monitors flicker to life, data pouring across them. “Looks good! Couple spy modules. Clumsy things. One in your bedroom. Old pervert. Already deactivated them. But otherwise we’re set. We can launch any time!”
“Not yet,” you say. “First, we need the coordinates for Lanaar.”
Navi pouts. “You still want to try that place?”
“Of course!” you say indignantly. “How else am I supposed to make a name for myself? There’s things on that world that could revolutionize medicine! Change the way we think about biology itself. New species never even imagined. I could make a fortune there!”
“You wouldn’t be the first who tried,” Navi says, crossing her humming arms in disproval. “Ring World Authority blacks out worlds for a reason. Because it’s too dangerous to even think of visiting.”
“Oh, what do they know,” you say with a dismissive gesture. “And I am not spending the next thirty years cooped up in some company’s bio division getting all my work stolen by some asshole with a nameplate on his desk. Anyway, did you find what happened to the Largo’s navigation computer?”
Navi sighs but nods. “Yeah.” She taps of the raining data and a screen comes to life. A man’s face occupies the far corner while a quick bio fills the rest. “Olar Daven. He’s an engineer of deck four of the station. Real whiz with machinery and all sorts of tech. Works for himself taking apart old ships and I,” Navi adds smugly, “happen to know that he scrapped the Largo.”
You peer closer at the face. The Largo. That had been a stroke of fortune on your part. You discovered it while hunting down info about Lanaar itself. A ship that visited the world and managed to make it back, albeit missing half its crew.
"And he still has the nav computer?" you say.
Navi shrugs. "Well! If he doesn't, I guess we'll have to go get a real job.”
"Oh, he'll have it," you say confidently. You give the readout a second read and then kill the screen. “Hm. Alright, seems simple.”
“Things always do,” Navi sighs.
“Oh stop. I’ll just go talk to him and see if he still has the files.”
“And pay him with what?” Navi asks with a quirk of a flickering brow.
“I got a bit of a deal on the ship,” you say.
Navi snorts. “I bet you did.”
You laugh, rising out of the chair. “Just get the ship all set up and fueled before I get back. Alright?”
Navi sighs. “Fiiiiiiiine.”
You roll your eyes and open the door down to the hanger. Even as you leave you catch the dish atop the ship swing slowly about. Mechanical arms descend from the hanger roof, sparks raining down as they get to work on refitting your vessel for the journey ahead.
You wander to the elevators and punch in the number for deck four. As the elevator ferries you down you open up Olar’s file on your wrist comm and read up some more on him. Navi is good, but that’s no surprise. She’s twice as powerful as most AI’s, enough so that she’s developed a personality. It’s a point of pride for you she has, but you know that if anyone found out she’d be wiped almost at once. And you'd be lucky just to be fined. You push it to the back of your mind and continue to read. By the time the elevator dings and open up you think you have a pretty good handle on him.
You make your way down the crowded corridor with a bounce in your step. The future seems bright now. At last! A chance to make a worthwhile discovery. Your name on papers! Fame! You can see it now. Amelia Carey! Xenobiologist! You giggle at the thought.
The durasteel of the deck beneath your feet rings with your eager stride and soon you find yourself before Olar’s shop. It projects from the wall of the station with the brutal square shape most SS9 architecture takes after. After assessing the building you push open the door and wander inside.
It’s surprisingly dark within. Lamps glow along the ceiling amid half assembled masses of machinery and forgotten projects. It’s shockingly crowded. What looks like half a hull of a mining ship protrudes from a wall along with tanks of preserving green liquid. You linger near those for a moment, trying to make out the samples held in stasis within before passing them by. Cables tangle on the floors and something hums deeper in the piles of machinery. You move among them carefully. There’s a sharp chemical smell mingling with the odour of oil in the air.
“Hello?” you call out. “Olar Daven?”
Something bangs in the deeper part of the laboratory. “Dammit!” a voice calls. Abruptly a head pokes out of a mass of machinery. “Eh? What? Ah, hold on. Hold on. Be right down!”
You stop in the middle of the room and wait as a man shuffles out from behind a pile of old paper. You hide your smile at the sight of a somewhat pale older man with a frock of white hair. He wears a loose lab coat once white, now so smudged with oil grey would be a generous description. You see he’s been augmented with a pair of spindly mechanical arms growing from his back. They twist in the air, three pronged fingers turning and fiddling with various devices and items projecting from the walls. Each time they do something hums in the distance or clanks. Olar shuffles behind his desk and smiles your way, his eyes watery and vague.
“Ah, yes. Hello. And ah, who might you be then?”
“Amelia Carey. I came to talk to you.”
“Oh! You’re a customer! Oh yes. Yes. And ah, what were you looking for my dear?”
“Well,” you say, leaning on the table with a flirty grin. “I heard you recently took apart an old merchant ship. One called the Largo?”
“What?” He cocks his head at you. “Oh!” He brightens. “Oh yes! That one. I did. What about it?”
A thrill of excitement shoots through you. You lean in closer. “Do you still have the navigation core?”
“Yes! As a matter of fact. Did you want it?”
One of his mechanical arms twists itself about and reaches into one of the sealant tubes racked behind him. The arm turns the thing and withdraws it with a hydraulic hiss, then pokes inside and returns with a thin data card.
“Yes, yes,” he says with a distracted air. “I ripped it off that old merchant ship. The captain seemed eager to part with it. Not sure why. Took apart her whole ship in fact. Poor thing was so banged up. Looked like it had been in a firefight and a crash. Of course, if she had my new shield systems doubtless she would have been fine. Would have dispersed the las fire over it thanks to the Lavarus principle…”
He trails off, staring at the metal counter before him. You clear your throat and he glances back up with a start. “Eh? Oh! Sorry. Must have drifted off there. Anyway! There’s a fee of course. Um.” He glances aside to a screen as it displays a number. “Fifty thousand credits? Ah, yes. That should do.”
You wince. A bit of cash but thanks to your negotiations you can pay. But maybe there’s another option. You give him another look. “Well,” you purr, leaning forward on the counter. “Hmm. Do you think maybe there’s some other way I can pay…”
“Another…” He examines your body and suddenly brightens. “Oh! Certainly. As a matter of fact I had a new synth device I was looking to test. Yes, that would be fair I think.”
You blink. Glance down at your skin tight bodysuit. Were you being too subtle? You plant your hands on the desk, pushing your hips against the edge and thrusting out your breast. You inhale, swelling your tits. You pluck your glasses off and toss your head, sending your hair cascading over your face. “Are you sure there’s no… other way?” you ask, fluttering your lashes as you touch a clasp, the top of your suit opening to reveal the valley of your breasts.
“No. That should be fine!” Olar says happily.
You slump with defeat. With effort you lift your head. “A synth suit?”
“Yes! I’ll fetch it now.”
He wanders back into the office, and as he goes, you cannot help but note he leaves the data card on the desk.
[[Take the card]]
[[Wait for Him]]




Pay Now

“I’ll pay,” you say after considering him a moment more.
“Alright,” Randen says, a note of disappointment creeping into his tone. He pulls a data slate from his jacket and quickly taps several of the symbols. “Here you are. Your print here and your chit here and it’s all yours.”
You give him a smile as you swipe your credit chit across the scanner and press your thumb to the reader. There’s a short tingle as the field takes an imprint and then the dealer retrieves it. “Alright. The ship is yours. Best of luck.”
You escort him out of the ship and watch him walk across the hanger floor. Once he’s gone you seal the door. Turning about you take in the sterile air of the vessel and take a slow breath.
Yours.
A grin splits your face and you saunter into the cockpit. You fling yourself into the chair and wriggle with delight. But there’s one last thing to do. From your pocket you draw out a glowing cube carved with dozens of glowing etchings. You insert it into the AI core and lean back expectantly.
The computers across the cockpit flicker. The projector set up beside your chair hums as it projects a holo field. A moment later the light resolves into the shape of a slim woman. Her skin is blue and etched out of light like a drawing come to life. Slim and pretty, she has long hair that feeds into the floor of the projector like cabling. Pulses of light run down the lines of her body every other second.
“Hello Navi,” you say.
“Hey Amie! Looks like you got the ship!”
“Sure did. Mind giving it a quick look over?”
“Will do!” the chirpy AI says. The pulses of her skin increase and the ship hums to life. Data falls like rain about her as Navi does a more in depth inspection of the vessel. The bridge comes to life, screens blinking on and flickering with data. “Looks good! Couple spy modules. Clumsy things. One in your bedroom. Old pervert. But otherwise we’re set. We can launch any time!”
“Not yet,” you say. “First, we need the coordinates for Lanaar.”
Navi pouts. “You still want to try that place?”
“Of course!” you say indignantly. “How else am I supposed to make a name for myself? There’s things on that world that could revolutionize medicine! Change the way we think about biology itself. New species never even imagined! I could make a fortune there!”
“You wouldn’t be the first who tried,” Navi says, crossing her humming arms in disproval. “Ring World Authority blacks out worlds for a reason. Because it’s too dangerous to even think of visiting.”
“Oh what do they know,” you say with a dismissive gesture. “And I am not spending the next thirty years cooped up in some company’s bio division getting all my work stolen by some asshole with a nameplate on his desk. Anyway, did you find what happened to the Largo’s navigation computer?”
Navi sighs but nods. “Yeah.” She taps of the raining data and a screen comes to life. A man’s face occupies the far corner while a quick bio fills the rest. “Olar Daven. He’s an engineer of deck four of the station. Real whiz with machinery and all sorts of tech. Works for himself taking apart old ships and I,” Navi adds smugly, “happen to know that he scrapped the Largo.”
You peer closer at the face. “Huh. But if he’s such a whiz, why’s he a glorified scrap dealer?”
Navi shrugs. “Dunno. But his profit margin seems low.”
You give her a quick smile and look back at the readout screen. “Hm. Alright, seems simple.”
“Things always do,” Navi sighs.
“Oh stop. I’ll just go talk to him and see if he still has the files.”
“And pay him with what?” Navi asks with a quirk of a flickering brow.
“Oh, I’ll think of something,” you say with a grin.
Navi snorts. “I bet you will.”
You laugh, rising out of the chair. “Just get the ship all set up and fueled before I get back. Alright?”
Navi sighs. “Fiiiiiiiine.”
You roll your eyes and open the door down to the hanger. Even as you leave you catch the dish atop the ship swing slowly about. Mechanical arms descend form the hanger roof, sparks raining down as they get to work on refitting your vessel for the journey ahead
You wander to the elevators and punch in the number for deck four. As the elevator ferries you down you open up Olar’s file on your wrist pad and read up some more on him. Navi is good, but that’s no surprise. She’s twice as powerful as most AI’s, enough so that she’s developed a personality. It’s a personal point of pride for you she has, but you know that if anyone found out she’d be wiped almost at once. You push it to the back of your mind and continue to read. By the time the elevator dings and open up you think you have a pretty good handle on his identity.
You make your way down the crowded corridor with a bounce in your step, grinning brightly. The future seems bright now. At last! A chance to make a worthwhile discovery. Your name on papers and fame! You can see it now. Amelia Carey! You giggle a little.
The durasteel of the deck beneath your feet rings with your eager stride and soon you find yourself before Olar’s shop. It projects from the wall of the station a bit with the brutal square structure most SS9 architecture takes after. After assessing the building you push open the door and wander inside.
It’s surprisingly dark within. Lamps glow along the ceiling along with half assembled masses of machinery and forgotten projects. It’s shockingly crowded. What looks like half a hull of a mining ship protrudes from a wall and tanks of preserving green liquid glow, along with the pickled specimens within. You linger near those for a moment before passing them by. Cables tangle on the floors and something hums deeper in the piles of machinery. You move among them carefully. There’s a sharp chemical smell of oil and something else in the air.
“Hello?” you call out. “Olar Daven?”
Something bangs in the deeper part of the laboratory. “Dammit!” a voice calls. Abruptly a head pokes out of a mass of machinery. “Eh? What? Ah, hold on. Hold on. Be right down!”
You stop in the middle of the room and wait as a man shuffles out from behind a pile of old paper. You hide your smile at the sight of the somewhat pale older man with a frock of white hair. He wears a loose white lab coat and you see he’s been augmented with a pair of spindly mechanical arms growing from his back. They twist in the air, three pronged fingers turning and fiddling with various devices and items projecting from the walls. Each time they do something hums in the distance or clanks. He shuffled behind his desk and smiles your way, his eyes watery and vague.
“Ah, yes. Hello. And ah, who might you be then?”
“Amelia Carey. I came to talk to you.”
“Oh! You’re a customer! Oh yes. Yes. And ah, what were you looking for my dear?”
“Well,” you say, leaning on the table with a flirty grin. “I heard you recently took apart an old merchant ship. One called the Largo?”
“What?” He cocks his head at you. “Oh!” He brightens. “Oh yes! That on. I did. What about it?”
A thrill of excitement shoots through you. “Do you still have the navigation core?”
“Yes! As a matter of fact. Did you want it?”
One of his mechanical arms twists itself about and reaches into one of the sealant tubes racked behind him. The arm turns the thing and withdraws it with a hydraulic hiss, then pokes inside and returns with a thin data card.
“Yes, yes,” he says with a distracted air. “I ripped it off that old merchant ship. The captain seemed eager to part with it. Not sure why. Took apart her whole ship in fact. Poor thing was so banged up. Looked like it had been in a firefight and a crash. Of course, if she had my new shield systems doubtless she would have been fine. Would have dispersed the las fire over it. I did…”
He trails off, staring at the metal counter before him. You clear your throat and he glances back up with a start. “Eh? Oh! Sorry. Must have drifted off there. Anyway! There’s a fee of course. Um.” He glances aside to a screen as it displays a number. “Fifty thousand credits? Ah, yes. That should do.”
You wince. A bit of cash, and none you have now. But maybe there’s another option. You give him another look. “Well,” you purr, leaning forward on the counter. “Hmm. Do you think maybe there’s some other way I can pay…?”
“Another…” He examines your body and suddenly brightens. “Oh! Certainly. As a matter of fact I had a new synth device I was looking to test. Yes, that would be fair I think.”
You blink. Glance down at your skin tight suit. Were you being too subtle? You plant your hands on the sides of the desk, pushing your hips against the rim, thrusting out your breast. You inhale, swelling your tits. You pluck your glasses off and toss your head, sending your hair cascading over your face. “Are you sure there’s no…other way?” you ask, fluttering your lashes as you touch a clasp, the top of your suit opening to reveal the valley of your breasts.
“No. That should be fine!” Olar says happily.
You slump, annoyed and defeated. You eye the man. “A synth suit?”
“Yes! I’ll fetch it now.”
He wanders back into the office, and as he goes, leaves the data card on the desk.
You stare at it, then shoot a glance to the lab door where Olar can be heard rummaging about.
[[Take the card]]
[[Wait]]




Captain Savara

You’re Captain Savara Laitha, of the United Navy frigate the Interdictor. You’re young to command your own ship but your dedication to your duty and a life in the Navy has impressed your superiors enough to land you your own command. It’s a relatively new one but you’ve already proven you’re capable of it. Your trim navy uniform is highlighted with grey stripes and on your firm hips you wear a blaster and an ion sword, gifted to you from Admiral Loranth himself. You do not lack for curves, but your body is hardened by your time in the navy giving you a taut, athletic build.
Nothing is more important to you than your duty to humanity. To advancing human expansionism across the galaxy. Your life in the navy has given you a sharp tongue and an uncompromising sense of justice. The Ring Worlds laws are meant to be upheld for the good of all after all, even if some fail to appreciate it.
This latest mission however disturbs you. You’ve never been so far from the Ring World commands, and the frontier is a strange place full of aliens, illegals, and others. But the command came all the way down from Central, and with a flutter of your heart you saw the name of Admiral Loranth stamped on the order sheet. To have such an illustrious man specially order you here is something you could only dream of. And you have dreamed of the grey haired admiral. The man who trained you himself. Thinking about him shrugging out of his uniform, baring his scarred chest. His hard eyes like chipped ice taking your naked body in. His strong hands laying you out on the bed…
You shake aside the fantasy as the frame of the Interdictor trembles faintly at the sudden force of re-entering real space. As the endless white vanishes, reforming into the gleaming pinpricks of distant stars, you find yourself gazing at the durasteel bulk of SS9.
The station is huge, worked out of a long mined out asteroid. It resembles a wand, the top the hard bulk of the remaining meteor, while a long needle of durasteel descends from the main body. Rings encircle it and neon bands lights flash from every inch like some massive garish sign. The lights of ship engines wink as they cruise into the hanger or the refueling bays.
“Real space entered,” Deesel, your engineer says from his console. The slim, effeminate young man beams at you with puppyish eagerness to please.
“Hmph!” Varona says, eying the garish station with interest. Your Amazonian weapons officer crosses her arms before her impressive bust, her head half sheared in the barbarous tradition of her world, the remaining half folding over one eye. Unlike her hair though, the savage tattoos across her face are the result of her time as a Drax slave. “Looks like my kind of place!”
“Belay that,” you say crisply. “We’re refueling and moving on. I don’t have time to track the crew down from every brothel on the station. We’re here to work, remember?”
Varona huffs but says nothing more. Deesel smiles nervously and turns back to his consoles. His clever fingers dance across the glowing keys, bringing your ship in. You don’t bother with the main hangers of the station, instead gliding up to the refueling rings, joining the other vessels anchored there. Umbilical cables stretch out from access ports surrounding the outer stretches of the station and lock onto your fuel lines. A green light blinks on the consoles. “Refueling beginning.”
“Good. Dismissed until we’re done,” you say.
A chorus of acknowledgement greets you as the bridge crew disperses across the ship. Left alone, you take in the vastness of the station for a moment. Then, you take a quick breath, and open up the comms. This is the other reason for your stopping here. You needed something big enough to boost a signal from Naval headquarters and SS9 is the only one in the sector with a powerful enough relay.
The holo projectors on the bridge whirr into position and flash, stitching a man into the air. Tall and stately, he wears a perfectly pressed uniform over a barrel chest which belies the grey in his hair. His face is weathered by time and trials, but he holds himself sternly, hands folded behind his back.
“Captain Savara.”
The command in his tone, even undercut with static, sends a shiver down your spine. You straighten, saluting eagerly for this stern taskmaster. “Admiral Loranth! Sir! A pleasure to see you.”
He nods. “At ease. Your mission is simple captain. We’ve lost contact with a number of colonies in the outer sectors. I’m uploading their coordinates to your nav computer now. We need you to make contact with them, and if you can’t, investigate the cause of their silence. Clear?”
“Will do, sir!” you say.
He nods. “Good. Dismissed.”
You nearly wince as the grizzled face of the man you’ve idolized fades as the projectors die. Desire for the battle-scarred warrior moistens your quim with need. You’ve always been weak to an air of control and confident command. A desire for strictness and order. To distract yourself from the heat of lust, you sit down and rest your chin in your palm bring up the files in your chair’s holo.
A star chart is projected, and across its face, green dots mark off colonies. Humanity’s continued expansion relies on these communities spread across the stars. But more than that, it relies on their security.
Your brow crinkles as you tap the console. Red marks spread out, identifying ones contact has been lost with.
A simple mission. You sigh. Check in on the colonies, establish contact if possible, and if not, investigate the cause. You wonder if it will be so simple. Distant space is known for its lawlessness and the strange things which lurk at the edges of human understanding.
You wonder idly if it was a Drax attack this time. The reptilian aliens were broken during the last war, but their warrior clans remain as piratical threats to the systems, raiding colonies and ships whenever they can. Rumour is they’ve managed to breed with human women, but you don’t know how much credit you give that.
Then of course there’s the ever present threat of true pirates. They can be relied on to do damage wherever security is weak, and nowhere is more vulnerable than this far from the Ring Worlds.
Or perhaps it’s something else. You grimace. Even today the Navigators explore the deeper space, seeking out new routes through the void. Unknown aliens linger beyond the light of humanity’s civilization. Who knows what lurks in the darkness between the stars?
You sigh, rising and stretching. Introspection gains you little at this point. You check Deesel’s computer and note the refueling will take a few hours at least. Maybe you should check in with your crew…
[[Varona, Your Amazonian Weapons Officer]]
[[Engineer Deesel]]
[[Doctor Nallor]]
[[Wait to Launch]]




Take the Card

You snatch up the data card and race out of the lab. He’ll never even notice you reassure yourself. And besides! Now you don’t have to pay him a thing! You giggle in delight, holding the data card close as you race down the corridors of the station, hurrying to the hanger where your ship awaits. You dash up the ramp and aboard.
“Hey Amie!” Navi’s choice chirps from a speaker. “How’d it go?”
“Great!” you laugh, flinging yourself onto the pilot’s seat and slotting open the data port. “I brought the navigation records for the Largo and never even needed to pay!”
“Really?” the AI says, manifesting on the holo near your chair, eyes of blue light looking your way. “How’d you manage that?”
You wave airily. “Oh, not important.”
Navi gives you a curious look but shrugs it aside. “Well, alright! Put it in I’ll read it straight away and integrate it into the systems.”
You laugh, pushing the toothed edge of the card into the data port. “Gulp!” Navi chirps as the computer eats the card. “Yum! Downloading files.”
You chuckle, lying back in the seat, grinning at the monitors about the ship.
“Hm,” Navi says beside you. “This is an… interesting file.”
You glance her way and sit up a little. The AI’s usual blue light has begun to lighten, shifting to a purple hue. “Navi? You okay?”
“Oh I’m fine captain!” Navi chirps, her eyes glowing a brightening violet. “Hey captain, we should get you to the medical bay. We need to give you a quick check up I think before we depart.”
“Oh. Alright.” You rise, stretching in your tight suit before making your way down the corridor to the lab. You look up at the chrono lamps which line the ship, noting their subtle shift in tint. Almost…pink? You’re still considering it as you step into the lab and make your way towards the examining table.
As you approach a holo projector stitches Navi into being. You stop, staring at her in surprise. Her blue tone is completely gone. Instead she is outlined in a bright neon pink. Her breasts are also more defined, swelling from her chest and washed in a stream of pixels, and what looks like a modest skirt of light swells about her hips.
“Hey captain! If you’ll just lie down we’ll get started right away!” she says brightly.
“Navi? What happened to you?”
“Oh, the program you brought had some added functions. Now please lie down so we can begin to work.”
“What kind of functions?” you say as you settle atop the operating table.
“Oh, well, you see, the program wasn’t a nav unit at all. Actually, it was a facilitator program for maternity AI’s.”
“What!”
Before you can get up shackles snap across your ankles and wrists. You struggle but the cold metal is secured tightly. The bottom of your stomach falls as you realize you’re trapped.
“Right!” Navi says brightly. “Now, just relax and we can get you all ready for your new task. It’s fascinating how many poor alien species are dying out because of lack of breedable mates. But you have just the perfect kind of body for carrying their young, Amie! But we can do better and turn your body into a nice and proper incubator!”
“Navi! Let me go right now!”
“Sorry!” the AI chimes. “Just following my new programming. But we’d better get you nice and secured first. Oh! Looks like there’s lots of augmentations the Splicer put into place we can still use!”
“Navi!” You’re abruptly cut off as the ceiling opens and a mask descends on the end of a long plastic hose. It attaches to your nose and mouth, securing itself thoroughly. A muffled scream is all you can make as more tendrils descend from the vast apparatus above you. Plastic hoses and metallic limbs descend on you in a mass. Two pumps latch onto your breasts, and you gasp as they seal themselves to you, sucking at your nipples.
“Those’ll make you nice and milky for your coming breeding,” Navi chirrups, her pink eyes glowing with prideful duty. Her hands move about, dexterously fiddling with the raining streams of data.
“Mrphh!” you scream through your mask.
“No worries!” Navi adds happily. “I’ll get you nice and comfortable for what’s going to happen. You’re just going to love it!”
Something suddenly floods the mask. Something sweet smelling and relaxing. You cannot help but breathe it in, and immediately you feel its effect. Your struggles fade, soothed by the pleasant fragrance. Your eyes grow lidded, relaxing. You slowly lie back on the operating table. You feel warm and sensitive. Sleepy even. You groan softly, shifting as the caps over your breasts begin to subtly pulse, spreading a tingling across your chest.
“That’s it Amie. Just relax,” Navi’s soothing voice echoes through the lab. “I’ll take care of everything.”
You stop fighting. It feels too good to fight. The mechanical limbs dangling above you begin to work. You writhe beneath their touch as they adjust your body, pushing back your legs so that your quim is bared to the warm air. You hear a humming and look up to see a new arm descend. At the end of it is a notable rubbery tip.
“Here we go! A lot of aliens lay eggs you know. This will help get you ready to carry them. Ready?”
“Mm?”
“Great!”
You arch in your bindings as the rubbery dildo pushes inside of you. “Mmmmn!” you moan helplessly as it fills you, the bulbous tip stuffing you completely.
“There are lots of different kinds of aliens,” Navi chirps. “You’re going to need to be ready to take any of their cocks. Even an Equinar! Now just relax and let the machines do their work. Enjoy it!”
It’s impossible not to. Your body thrums from the effects of the aphrodisiac gas you greedily suck in. Your breasts throb beneath the pulsating effects of the pads on them. Are they getting bigger? They are! You let out a shuddering groan as your breasts subtly swell from your chest. You buck, a pressure building in your growing teats. The rubbery cock which stuff your quim vibrates subtly, your inner walls clutching at it as it moves in and out, preparing you for anything which might seek to breed with you. You feel your orgasm begin to build. You strain your bindings, tensing.
“Mm. Mmmm! Mmmmm!”
It’s too much! Your cunt sucks at the eager dildo, your breasts quivering beneath the rubber cups. The dam breaks. Your scream is muffled by the mask as you cum. Your breasts swell, and suddenly the pressure bursts. You stare, awestruck as the rubbery cables suddenly fill with cream. Milk! You’re lactating!
You moan, quivering in the aftershocks of your mating. The rubbery dildo thrusts a few more times, then withdraws. You shudder, but its absence provokes a strange feeling. A sudden emptiness in you. You murmur something into your mask, inhaling the pleasant musk of the aphrodisiac.
“Aw, feeling a little empty,” Navi says.
You nod shakily. “Mmm…”
The AI snaps her fingers, the straps which bind you releasing you. You sit up, knees tugged to your chest. Grasping the mask you pull it off your face, gasping at the sudden influx of air.
“Poor thing,” Navi says sympathetically. “You just need to be filled by a nice cock and your womb stuffed with young. Don’t you?”
The AI’s words strike some chord within you. You realize that is exactly what you need. The thought of your stomach swollen with some alien’s young sends a sudden thrill through your body. You nod. “Y-yes. You’re right.”
“Well good thing you’re on SS9!” Navi chimes. “There’s plenty of aliens looking to fuck a pretty human full of their young. Of course, we’ll need to do a bit more work to make sure you’re compatible for them. But with a few more adjustments, I think you’ll be ready to carry plenty of sweet little alien babies. Eggs, litters, all kinds Amie! With our help, aliens will be able to establish themselves more thoroughly here. You just need to keep pumping them out.”
You find yourself panting at her words. The pumps on your heaving breasts have resumed their steady hum. You close your eyes, imagining it. Finding it easy to picture yourself gravid with young. Your stomach lumpy with eggs or swollen with some spawn of a creature beyond the stars. Experimentally, you try to picture yourself again as the brave explorer venturing to parts unknown and making discoveries that change the galaxy, and find the visions fail to come. But, you think, brow clearing, lips parting, at the thought of aliens bending you over a table, the slim cock of a Drax, the gargantuan flared tip of an Equinar, your body warms. Your core heats pleasantly with fertile desire.
“Yes,” you breathe, opening your lust fogged eyes. “Yes. Do it Navi. Turn me into the perfect broodmare.”
“Happy to captain!” your pink AI chimes. “Why don’t you lie back and we can get right to making you biologically compatible!”
Happily you do so, reclining on the table. You watch the various arms of the machines descend on your body. You close your eyes, submitting to their cold touch, a smile of satisfaction on your lips as the needles slide into your skin and the pumps hum, preparing you for your future.
[[Fertile for the Alien]]




Wait for Him

You decide to wait for the splicer to return. Fortunately, he doesn’t take too long. Soon enough he shuffles out of the back room, cradling something dark in his hands.
“Here we are,” he says happily, laying it out. You grow more attentive as he displays the mass of silky fabric. It looks like a full body suit made of a kind of rubber.
“What is it?” you say, intrigued.
“What is… Oh! Yes. A synth suit my dear. A kind of full body tech. Practically a living piece of clothing!” He takes it, stretching out one of its arms. The light runs down it, flashing silver. “Every stitch is made on nano fiber weave. It can adjust itself to any requirement. Can even perform a stealth function by mimicking its background and blending in. And all of it by anticipating the wearer’s need! It will interface directly and non-invasively to your nervous system. A most remarkable piece. Yes. Very much so.”
Growing more intrigued, you examine it closely. “And you want me to wear it?”
“Merely so I can see how it interfaces with a body. Unfortunately, my own is ill suited to wearing it due to my ah…my…” He stares vaguely at the desk, only to jump when one of the mechanical arms taps him. “Hm? Oh! Yes. Due to these arms. Besides, I must to take the readings as it works. So, will you do it?”
You pick up the fabric, scrutinizing it.
[[Try on the suit]]




Wait for Him

You decide to wait for the splicer to return. Fortunately, he doesn’t take too long. Soon enough he shuffles out of the back room, cradling a dark mass in his hands.
“Here we are,” he says happily, laying it out. You grow more attentive as he displays the mass of silky fabric. It looks like a full body suit made of a kind of rubber.
“What is it?” you say, intrigued.
“What is… Oh! Yes. A synth suit my dear. A kind of full body tech. Practically a living piece of clothing!” He takes it, stretching out one of its arms. The light runs down it, flashing silver. “Every stitch is made on nano fiber weave. It can adjust itself to any requirement. Can even perform a stealth function by mimicking its background and blending in. And all of it by anticipating the wearer’s need! It will interface directly and non-invasively to your nervous system. A most remarkable piece. Yes. Very much so.”
Growing more intrigued, you examine it closely. “And you want me to wear it?”
“Merely so I can see how it interfaces with a body. Unfortunately, my own is ill suited to wearing it due to my ah…my…” He stares vaguely at the desk, only to jump when one of the mechanical arms taps him. “Hm? Oh! Yes. Due to these arms. Besides, I must to take the readings as it works. So, will you do it?”
You pick up the fabric, scrutinizing it.
[[Buy the card]]
[[Try on the suit]]




Take off the Suit

“Do…do you have everything you need?” you gasp.
“Hm?” Olar looks up from his screens. “Oh! Yes. All finished. You can take it off now.”
Your hands tremble a little as you touch the glossy fabric encasing your body. It resists at first, but after a moment you manage to peel it off your neck. A sudden coldness follows as you remove the synth suit. A loss like you’ve cut off your own arm. Phantom tingles of pleasure still dance across your flushed skin, and with almost a sob you lay the synth suit on the desk.
“Now,” you breathe, leaning a little on the desk. “The… nav computer?”
“Ah, yes. Here we are. Oh, no, wait. That’s not it. That’s a maternity program. Here we are!”
From one of the compartments behind the desk his mechanical arm retrieves a data card. He passes you the plastic strip and you gratefully take it. You have to hold yourself back as Olar takes the synth suit off the desk and bundles it up, stowing it away in one of the other compartments.
“Your assistance is most appreciated,” he says brightly. “I wish you all the best in… whatever it is that you’re doing.”
“Thanks,” you say, but he is already rooting through some drawers, muttering to himself.
You leave, dressing quickly, frowning at the lacking feel of your skin-tight cat suit. Sighing, you perch your glasses before your eyes and accept the now much duller world and leave Olar’s shop, walking back down the decks and back to the hanger.
[[Return to the Ship]]




Keep the Suit On

You get up, slowly. Carefully. Your legs are still somewhat rubbery from your mind-blowing orgasm but your suit seems to help firm you. You stagger towards the door. No voice calls for you to stop as you work past the scattered machinery. The door opens to your touch and you stumble out onto the station deck.
You don’t know where you’re going. Your thoughts drift beneath a haze of pleasure. A need. Your body will know, you think. It knows what you need. You smile dopily at the memory of your orgasm, then let out a shuddering moan as your new suit sends a pulse of sympathetic pleasure through your core.
You somehow make your way down the corridor to where bright lights stab at your eyes. You blink, focusing on neon signs all around you. Chrono lamps wash down on a broad avenue filled with shops and dark bars. Whores wander near the side passages, bulges of breast, cock and sometimes both barely hidden with bands of holographic light, blazing across their flesh like neon signs advertising their wares. You look about the myriad people moving about the promenade. Here. You’ll surely be able to find someone to fuck you here.
Without a thought, you walk over to the wall. You seem to know what to do. What you need. You lean your hands against the cold durasteel wall and thrust out your ass. The black gloss of the synth suit shines as you wiggle your bum enticingly. Several people pause to watch.
Their eyes seem to burn you. Scald away your inhibitions. Yes. Stare. Notice me. Want me. Take me! You turn about, pressing your back and ass to the wall, hands running over your tits, shuddering as the sensitivity of the suit sends tailings of pleasure coursing across your plump breasts. Your hands find your nipples, fingers pinch.
“Ohhh,” you moan, sliding down the wall until you squat there. More people pause, taking in the scene. Without a hint of self-consciousness, you trail your hands down, twitching as your skin thrums at the sensation. Your fingers find your quim and you part it, baring the dark, synth clad interior.
“Please,” you moan, lips parted, breath hot and needy. “Please. Won’t someone fuck me?”
Men glance among themselves but there’s a shift among the crowd. They need more. They want you. They need to want you more. Your fingers slide along your folds, teasing. Your breath hitching, breasts quivering at the sensation. Teasing. Soft. Wonderful.
Someone comes forward. You catch a glimpse of a gilt threaded jacket and a scarred face, then you see his cock and everything else is unimportant. You fall on it like an addict their fix, taking it deep in your mouth in a single go. “Mmm!” you moan, the musky taste exploding across your senses. Your cheeks hollow as you suck, your tongue gliding along his glans.
“Ah! Fuck. That’s it ya slut. Suck me well.”
“Mmmm,” you hum, skin warming. You want to please him so badly. Eagerly you slide your lips along his length, deep throating him. Choking yourself with the frantic need to taste his seed.
In short order you feel his length twitch against your throat. You suck more frantically. Yes. Yes! When he cums, bliss radiates across your skin. Your taste buds explode at the taste of his seed. “Mmmm!” you moan in delight. What a good cum slut you are.
“H-holy shit!” the man breathes, pulling out.
You feel the change in the crowd. Someone grabs you, flipping you over. Another cock is rammed into your face, leaving a streak of pre across your cheek before you can catch him in your mouth. Then, the hands on your ass tighten and you feel something prod your sodden quim.
You scream around the cock in your mouth as a second cock stuffs. Pleasure explodes behind your eyes. You thrust back, desperate for the cock hammering your cunt. Desperate to feel it slide along your hypertensive inner walls, sucking at every inch of the glorious male flesh. The suit molds to his cock, dragging him roughly through your sopping cunt.
“Stars above! Bitch is a natural!”
“I’m next!”
“I’ll take the ass.”
You descend into the debauchery, revelling in it. You’re acutely aware of your sudden gangbang as the crowd takes your eager form. Every slap of balls and every cock you feel like it’s your first. Seared into your mind and the living synth suit. It’s like being in a dream. A seemingly endless parade of pleasures. In that dark alleyway you take cocks of men and a few aliens. Even a few women get in on it, and your tongue buzzes with pleasure as you lick them to a screaming orgasm. Your cunt is claimed a dozen times or more. Your ass is pounded, the slap of hands and balls vibrating through your body. You cum a dozen times. Each another nail in the coffin of Amelia Carey. Your thoughts turning from who you were and what you want to what you need. You don’t even notice when thoughts of the future and fame turn to the eager expectation of the next cock in your cunt, ass or mouth.
It’s bliss.
It’s perfection.
It’s so very right.
And then, it’s suddenly over.
You gasp, sitting against the wall, trembling with the afterglow of your latest orgasm. Your body burns, nearly shorted out from pleasure. The synth suit quivers across your form. You give a soft whine of distress. Why isn’t someone fucking you?
“Hello there? Are you okay?”
You look up, staring vaguely at a woman. And what a woman! She practically bursts from a pale blue security uniform with gravity defying breasts and hips that swell from her narrow waist. Plump, kissable lips are just visible beneath the black glass of a security visor and a golden ponytail pokes from the back. You can practically smell the sex radiating from the bombshell before you. A shock stick and blaster are holstered at her hips.
The sight of this symbol of authority does something to you. You feel a sudden wave of desire and whorishly you lean back, parting your hips and baring the dark divot of your well abused quim. “Please,” you moan wantonly, throwing back your shoulders and thrusting out your tits. “Please, I’ve been so naughty. Please. Fuck me.”
The suit answers your need. Your tits seem to expand, your cunt tightening in expectation of a new fucking.
The woman cocks her helmeted head, but a playful smile creeps across her lips. “Hmmm,” she purrs, lifting a heeled shoe. You gasp as she presses the toe against your rubber clad cunt, a shudder of submissive desire shooting through you. “What’s that? Does the pretty little slut want me to fuck her right here in front of all these people?”
“Y-yes,” you moan, shuddering as her toe begins to run up and down your slit. “P-please. This slut needs to be fucked.”
“I bet you do,” she giggles, her breasts bouncing. Her toe digs in a little more. You moan, twisting, your nipples throbbing. “Come on then. Cum in front of all these nice people.”
The eyes of the crowd, watching you wantonly masturbate on this woman’s booted toe sends you over the edge. You cry out, convulsing as you cum, squirting your juices over her shoe.
The bimbo officer pulls back her foot. She gives it a little wiggle and without thinking you drop to your knees, cleaning it with your tongue. “Hmmm,” the officer muses as she watches you eagerly slurp up your own juices. “Well I certainly can’t leave you alone like this. People might take advantage of you! But don’t worry,” she giggles, pulling something from her belt. “I know just the place for you. Where you can get all the cocks you need.”
There’s a click as a collar is snapped about your throat. You gasp, feeling suddenly complete. Suddenly perfect. This is what you wanted. What you needed! The tug of the leash draws you forward. Happily, you crawl after the uniformed woman, your rubber clad ass wiggling, your eyes arrested to the swollen globes of the woman’s derriere. It doesn’t matter where she’s taking you. So long as you get to bury your face and tongue in that lovely ass at the end of it.
After all, that’s all you need.
Bad End
[[Index]]
[[Start Over]]




Return to Ship

By the time you reach your vessel you feel a bit more like yourself. The pain of the loss of the synth suit has faded in the face of your upcoming prospect on Lanaar. You clutch the data card against your chest as you move through the field blocking off the hanger and rush onto the floor.
You slow a little as you take in your ship. Navi was very busy! Much of the rust has been scraped away and it some of the paint has been newly added. And on the ridge of the ships nose, a new name has been stencilled in bright red paint. The Fibonacci. You roll your eyes. Well. Worse names have been given.
The airlock hisses as you walk into the ship. “Navi! I’m back!” you cry. You brandish the card. “And I have the nav files!”
“Awesome Amie!” the AI calls through the ship’s crackling intercom. As you enter the bridge the AI manifests on the holo display, flashing you a thumbs up. “I got the ship all fueled and the repairs done. Slot the program in and I’ll take a look.”
You hop into the captain’s seat and pop the card into an access port. Navi’s eyes blink, flickering as she reads the file and gives a mechanical whistle. “Oooh, yeah! Perfect! It still has the path all mapped Amie.”
“Good,” you say, giving a small shudder. “I went through a lot to get it. Let’s get underway.”
Navi salutes with a hum of light. “Aye aye cap’n.”
You settle back in your seat as Navi proceeds through the launching process, chiming as she talks to the station boarding authority. You grin at the cockpit glass, hands cushioning your head, legs crossed as you envision the future. The ship hisses, the engines humming to life, vibrating subtly through the deck.
“All set!” Navi chimes.
“Take us out,” you say.
Engines roar in the hanger as the Fibonacci moves, climbing into the air and gliding towards the open hanger doors. You pass through the shields, the sensation of pressure receding as you depart the station’s gravity envelope. You tense, giggling a little with unsuppressed delight as you leave the station behind and glide into the void of space.
[[Encountering the Navy]]




Fertile for the Alien

There is a sharp crack of pressurized clamps disconnecting from your breasts and a hiss of escaping gas. Faint light colors your pale, sweat-dewed flesh. Your nipples are swollen and red with distinct rings surrounding your areolas from the clamps. The hoses of the milker retreat into the ceiling of the ship, vapor drifting from refrigerated conduits that carry your milk to the nursery. You feel a dreadful emptiness. Your cunt is not filled with alien cock and your body is no longer the host to an alien spawn.
What was the last one? It is usually a Drax, those only take weeks, but you seem to recall a big, gray Equinar groaning in a rumbling bass, his cock throbbing inside your stretched channel as you were filled with his potent seed. You do not remember the child you carried for him, you were unconscious for most of that process, but you remember him coming to take it away.
Navi chimes and the lights in your room begin to grow brighter. You see the cushioned bed near your incubation cask. On a nearby alcove are the gifts from your various alien visitors. Stone charms from the Drax, trianium war shoes from an Equinar, and a living glow lamp from a biomancer of one of the Jardox ship-clans. Something new is there. Something rustling faintly in hexagon-patterned golden foil. A new gift?
"Amie," says Navi. "You have a new visitor."
"Visitor?" You croak. You lift your head from the cask as your heart swells with excitement.
"His name is Volun Atuk," says Navi as she appears on a screen overlooking the cask. "He is from the outer worlds, beyond the laws. His kind is very rare. They reproduce only once in a century."
You push yourself up out of the cask, your huge, milk-swollen breasts shifting as you swing a leg over the padded side of the cask. Your feet make contact with the cold deck of the med bay. No, not the med bay, this is your home now, and Navi arranges the important work you do with your body.
"What is his species?" You ask, watching milk bead at your swollen teats. You give your left breast a testing squeeze and milk dribbles out and down your immense breast.
"Ohhh, don't waste it," scolds Navi. An armature swoops down from the ceiling and extends a suction hose to draw the milk off your bare skin. You giggle as the hose pops and sucks at your bare flesh. It retreats once your skin is clean. Navi's screen swivels and she continues, "Lord Atuk is one of the heroes of the Livranchons. These strange creatures only allow their greatest warriors and scientists to reproduce. Those who do not rise to such greatness will die out. Lord Atuk has won the right to bear a son or daughter and I have negotiated a very favorable price for you to accommodate him."
"So romantic," you coo, thinking of the great feats of heroism this Lord Atuk must have performed.
"Yes, well, Livranchons do not normally mate with humans. It might be an exceptionally... exhausting procedure."
"Will it work?" You ask with concern. You certainly do not want your alien lover to waste his time and money.
"It will," says Navi. "I think. Probably. Now lift your bottom up so that I can inject you with the full range of fertility and elasticity stimulators."
You climb onto the bed and offer up your plump posterior. Armatures click and you feel a cool anesthetizing spray followed by the double pinch of injectors sinking into your buttocks. Warmth tingles through your body. The warmth settles into your lower abdomen and your ovaries begin to throb as your body pumps out incredible quantities of eggs. A pleasurable tingling spreads through your vagina and anus, extending into your hips and buttocks. Navi is really giving you a massive dose of the elasticity serum. Livranchons must have very large cocks!
Lastly, Navi sprays your body with a red cosmetic paint. It drips from your heaving breasts and spills cool pigment down your legs. She assures you that this will help entice Lord Atuk.
"Anything to make babies," you giggle as the tickling paint nozzles finish their final spraying and withdraw.
"He is almost here," says Navi with a digital burble of excitement. "Present yourself on the floor to him with your head down and your hindquarters raised. And, captain, my advice: do not look back at him."
You get down on the floor and lower the huge, milky cushions of your tits to the cool deck. You rest your cheek against the plates and lift the fat, creamy onion of your ass. Your pussy is swollen and dripping from the stimulant injections. Your body is buzzing with the desire to be bred.
You hear Lord Atuk first as a clicking sound that grows louder. It clatters across the deck just beyond the door of the med bay. Navi speaks to him and you hear a gurgling and clicking voice in reply. A moment later, the door to the med bay hisses open and a massive shadow falls across your prostrate form. You hear the alien hissing of his breath and the idle clicking of what you presume are his mouth parts. His feet click upon the floor as he moves closer.
Does he like you? Was the paint enough to entice his desire? Long seconds pass without answer. You can hear him shifting from foot to foot behind you, but you do not dare look back at him.
He hisses, slime dripping on your buttocks and down your crack. You whimper on the ground, resisting the urge to look up at him. Suddenly, he lurches forward and seizes you in four chitinous claws. You cry out as the claws pinch at your hips and shoulders, but a moment later you feel something at the entrance of your cunt that makes your eyes go wide with fear. It is as big as a battering ram and you feel the slime-sheathed tip drizzling your thighs and your swollen cuntlips.
"Oh, Navi," you whimper, too softly to be heard by the AI.
Lord Atuk grabs hold of your head with another pair of claws and lifts your head up, arching your back as he rams forward and stretches your cunt beyond all human capacity. The first stroke makes you black out with shock. You come to several seconds later, gripped by three pairs of hard claws, only your knees still on the floor as the enormous Livranchon pounds the enormous pillar of his alien cock in and out of your cunt. Your womb, your organs, and even your bones are bent and shoved aside by the force of his thrusts. Without the elasticity injections you would certainly be dead.
"Ohhhhhhh," you moan, your voice distorted by the pressure of Lord Atuk's cock on your lungs. He thrusts into you faster. His voice gurgles and clicks and you feel some sort of hard shell, or the underside of it, pressing against your back and buttocks. Your cheeks slaps against this smooth shell. Your massive tits swing beneath you with each of Lord Atuk's mighty strokes, flinging milk across the floor.
The massive Livranchon thrusts into you, harder and harder, his gurgling voice building to a high-pitched whine. You wail along with him, at least while you can breathe. Soon enough even that is nearly impossible, as his slamming cock threatens to suffocate you with pressure from within. Your eyes roll back in your head and your tongue hangs out of your mouth. Drool spills down your chin as you begin to cum on the massive cock. Your entire body convulses around him. The pleasure is excruciating. Pain and pleasure mixed and maddening.
"GRRRRRRRRRRRRRRAAAAKKKKKKK!" Lord Atuk screeches and you feel his cock stiffen and jerk inside you. Something spears into your womb and you feel a sharp jolt of pain as it opens your cervix. A moment later you feel the hot flood of cum pumping into your womb, overflowing your channel, and spurting onto the floor in thick, slimy splashes of pale yellow fluid. It spreads between your knees and slicks the floor for several feet in every direction. The massive alien continues to ejaculate for more than a minute. It is a quantity several orders of magnitude greater than even an Equinar.
Finally, Lord Atuk releases you from his claws and you slide to the floor in the pool of warm slime. It has a strong musky smell and a faint aroma of the ocean. His cock leaves you with a loud slurp and you feel more of his cum bubbling out of your distended depths. Your belly is bloated with his seed.
You hear the massive alien retreating and you dare to take a look. You catch only a glimpse before he scuttles through the door, but what you see is nearly enough to drive you mad. You have just mated with a crustacean nightmare that would terrify any human. Despite this horrifying realization, a smile spreads across your face.
Mated with. And survived.
"Very good, captain," says Navi. "Chances of successful conception are at 96%. I have prepared a bath for you in the other room. You will need to recuperate before tomorrow."
"Tomorrow?" You weakly croak.
"Yes, you must mate with Lord Atuk 99 times to seal the ritual of reproduction." She chimes and a cartoon image of a steaming bathtub appears on the screen. "Come along. Your bath is ready."
Mechanical arms help you to your feet, your body covered in alien cum. You stagger towards the bath chamber to recover and prepare for number 2 of 99.
Bad End
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Time to Make a Getaway

"Navi, how far from the first jump point to Lanaar?" You ask, glancing at the winking indicator on the navigation screen.
"We are still six hundred standard markers," says Navi. "At current velocity, that is 4 minutes, 35 seconds. Unfortunately, captain, the Interdictor is between us and the jump point."
"This is your final warning," says Savara on your comms screen. "You have ten seconds to stand down or you will be engaged."
"Give me the controls," you say to Navi.
“What? Why?”
“Questions later!”
"Manual controls engaged," chimes the AI as a double-stick control console rises from the displays. "But I’d like to point out this can’t end well. At all. My--"
"Shut up, Navi," you say, pressing the main thruster throttle full forward and burning towards the Interdictor.
You think you hear Savara giving the order to open fire.
The acceleration crushes you into your seat. The United Navy ship is heavily armed, but slow to react as you approach its nose. Your vessel is too small and too close for a torpedo shot and they have to roll their bulky warship to get at you with their turrets. Your plan is to skim over its back, staying within tracking range, and burn past it in their radiation wake. The jump point is close enough that you think you can burn for it before they can turn and get you as you are escaping.
That is your plan, anyway. It all goes to hell as you skim over the back of the rolling frigate. This maneuver would put the best pilot to the test and the intense G-forces are nearly pushing you to the point of blacking out. You make an error and your ship slams through a transmission tower on the Interdictor's exterior. Traveling at over a hundred kilometers per second, the tower sheers through your ship, opening most of the compartments to the vacuum. The force of the impact nearly breaks your back, but the cockpit is intact and you still have one engine left.
"Navi," you cry as your ship spins out of control, shedding debris and a cloud of vented gas as it cartwheels away from Interdictor. "Navi!! Can you stabilize??"
"Attempting stabilization," says Navi and you are wrenched this way and that as the maneuver thrusters fire at maximum output. The ship's violent spin begins to slow and your view stabilizes on the blackness of space and the bright flare of the nearest star.
"Set course for the jump point!" You cry. "Burn hard!"
"Amie," says Navi. "I am sorry, but--"
She never finishes her apology as hundreds of penetrators punch through the hull of your vessel. You hear the sharp crack of the hyper-velocity railgun rounds traveling through every wall of your ship. A split-second into the ruinous volley, one hits you in the chest.
Everything goes red as the cockpit fills with your blood in an instant. A moment later, the cockpit ruptures catastrophically and you and your blood are sucked out into the void. You see your legs spinning separately from your body. Your frozen blood glitters in the yawing lights of your disintegrating ship.
That did not go as planned, you think, as darkness closes in around you.
Bad End
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Bluff Your Way past Them

"Captain Savara," you say, "I am Amelia Carey. You can check my identity and run a biological scan of the ship. I am not the splicer you are looking for."
She glances at a screen that is not visible to you and looks back up again. "Amelia Carey, you are not the licensed owner of this vessel. A biological scan shows you are alone, but this vessel is still registered to a fugitive. You need to power down your--"
"Captain Savara," you interject and give her your most helpless, pleading expression, "could I speak with you on a private channel? Please?"
"That is not how we do things in the United Navy," she asserts. "Anything you have to say you can say to my crew as well."
Damn. Well, you might as well play your cards in the open.
"I am escaping from SS9, Captain Savara," you say, letting your voice crack a little. Tears glisten in your eyes as you say, "Not from the law, ma'am, but from... from slavers. I was raped. And... this alien held me down and..."
Savara reaches out and the camera flickers. When it comes back, she is turning in a different direction, looking down into a camera and holding a headset cradled to her ear.
"I understand you were a victim of sexual predation," says Savara. "I am sorry, Amelia Carey. If you give me the name of the men--"
"Aliens," you interject, trying not to smile.
"If you give me their names, I will see to it they are brought to justice," she says. "We take slaving seriously, even out here. Some officers may turn a blind eye, but I do not."
"Oh, thank you," you say. "I'm not sure if I have their names exactly right, but they were Figrin Dan and Djas Puhr."
"What sort of aliens were they?" She asks with concern.
"Not Equinars or Drax," you say quickly, not wanting to have a bunch of innocent aliens rounded up. "They might have been spliced humans or maybe some fringe species. There were some really strange aliens there."
"And how did you come by that ship?" She asks.
You bite your lip and say, "I bought it from a junk heap. Seller claimed it was salvage floating in space and, look, captain, I took money from my… from the aliens that kidnapped me. You can see on your bio scan that I'm not carrying any genetics contraband. Please, let me go."
"I understand," says Savara. She looks at another screen and then back at you. She gives you a sigh and a tired smile. "Normally I should send a boarding party to strip off every screw in that ship, but... you've been through a lot, Miss Carey."
"I have," you agree, a grateful smile on your face.
"We will investigate this, I promise you. In the interim, we have your comms signature. Please be available to return to the system. You may be needed to appear at a hearing or needed to identify the perpetrators."
"Thank you," you say, wiping tears from your eyes.
"Good luck to you, Amelia Carey," says Captain Savara. "May you have safe journeys."
"You as well, captain," you say.
The comms cut off and you slump back into the command chair, exhaling a long sigh of relief. Navi appears on a nearby screen.
"I literally can’t believe that worked," says the AI. "She violated her own procedure out of sympathy for your false story. She could be punished for violating the United Navy code."
"Yeah, she seemed nice," you say with a shrug. "For a bitch with a stick up her ass. Take us to the jump point to Lanaar, Navi. It's time to find my fortune."
"As you wish, captain," chirps the AI. You feel your ship accelerate towards the jump point. On the sensor display, you watch as Interdictor sets course to dock with SS9. You feel a little guilty about sending Savara off on a wild goose chase, but she threatened to blow you up. It's only fair you make her waste her time.
You feel the jump drive beginning to power up. Soon you will in orbit above Lanaar and you can finally begin the dangerous and highly-illegal work you have dreamed about since learning of the planet.
[[Onwards to Lanaar]]




Obey Captain Savara

You hold your hands up on the screen, palms facing the camera, in a gesture of surrender.
"Powering down right now," you say. "I am just a science ship. Nothing to hide here."
You tap the computer controls and reverse thrust to decelerate. You shut down the ship's sensors and make sure your small vessel's defensive turret is locked and deactivated.
"Very good," says Captain Savara. "Prepare to be boarded. Do not attempt to interfere with a search of your vessel."
The transmission cuts off and Navi's face appears on the screen looking rather concerned. "Sooo, um, Amie? Just a heads up, but I think me and the nav file you have constitute serious contraband. You could face up to 47 years of incarceration."
"Thanks for the information, Navi," you say, shutting off her screen.
You unbuckle from your command seat and bounce to your feet. As the ship decelerates, the artificial gravity powers up to compensate, but it's old and imperfect, making you feel as if you are rising and falling every few seconds. The flip-flopping in your guts isn't just the malfunctioning gravity field; you are facing down a United Navy boarding party. You glance at the sensor screen as a small boarding launch detaches from the massive reading that is the Interdictor. At this rate, they will be in docking range in six minutes.
You don't have much time. You hurry about the ship, securing Navi's mechanical workings in her hidden compartments within the vessel. You transfer all power from your ship's navigation systems and reroute the control computer so that it will not activate your mapping without a key code. Unless they take apart your ship, almost literally, they will never find Navi or your planned destination. You hope.
"Prepare to be boarded!" Shouts a gruff, male voice over the open channel of your comms.
Your ship vibrates as the boarding launch attaches its docking grapple. You leave the hatches unlocked so they don't ruin your freshly cleaned ship trying to force an entry. Before they can get the hatch open and climb aboard, you are struck with an idea. Maybe if you can give them something unlicensed, but not too illegal, they will leave you alone. Or at least let you try to talk your way out of trouble.
You drop your jacket over a holdout las pistol you picked up on SS9 when you first arrived and shove both into a storage box. It's a technically legal weapon, but you are not licensed to have it.
And then your chances to come up with a gambit are over as six marines in full combat vac suits come thumping onto the bridge of your ship. They are heavily armed with assault rifles, though thankfully not pointing them in your direction. One of the marines disengages the vac locks of his helmet and lifts off the armored dome. He is a handsome man, hard to guess his age but a fair bit older than you, with steely blue eyes and a lantern jaw. He has the name "PACE" printed on the chest of his armor and the chevrons on his upper arms seem to correspond with the rank of sergeant.
"Amelia Carey," he says. "You are piloting a vessel known to belong to a criminal. How did you acquire this vessel?"
"Bought it from a salvage junker," you say. "I needed something cheap and kitted out for research. I'm a scientist."
"Uh-huh," he says, giving you a dubious look. Those blue eyes wander over your figure in the tight-fitting suit you are wearing. You have the top unzipped just enough that you bet he is imagining pulling the connectors the rest of the way down. "Going to need all records of that transaction."
"It was a cash deal," you say. "But I can give you my financials."
"For a start," he says. "Chang, Ramirez, check aft. Gleason, search her quarters."
"Just down there," you say, indicating a hatch in the floor on the bridge.
The other marines peel off by ones and twos to conduct their searches of the ship. That leaves you with Sgt. Pace on the bridge. He pokes through your empty specimen jars, several interactive tutorial holographs on xeno dissection, and a thick manual of nebulae that you do not remember buying or bringing aboard. Pacer picks it up, reads the spine, shrugs, and sets it back down.
He moves around the bridge, looking under chairs, opening compartments, and repeatedly glancing in your direction. His interest does not seem to be purely professional.
"Look, I know you guys have a job to do, but I'm innocent. I have no relationship with any splicer and I am just doing some research on, uh, nebula formation. You know, it's really rather interesting..." You launch into your most dreadfully boring lesson from the Cosmography class you took at the Academy. While you are droning on about nitrogen clouds and failed gas giants, you can hear the other marines thumping around in your ship. Somewhere aft there is a loud crash that sounds like an entire shelf being pulled off the wall.
You're nervously casting your gaze towards rear of your ship when Sgt. Pace suddenly claps a big hand on your shoulder. He turns you around and you see he is holding your las pistol.
"Do you have documentation for this?"
Your eyes go wide and fearful, "N-no! I don't!"
"That is a Class A offense, Miss Carey."
"I was on SS9 and it was crawling with aliens. You know, right? Weird aliens that looked at me like a piece of m-meat. I had to defend myself!"
Your ploy to get a slap on the wrist for a lesser crime doesn't seem to be working. You have tried to talk your way out of trouble enough times to recognize the look in Sgt. Pace's eyes. Your pulse quickens and a chill works its way up your back between your shoulders. You feel a trickle of cold sweat between your breasts.
"I am going to have to take you back to Interdictor to process..." Pace's gaze is distracted for a moment as he follows the course of that drop of sweat down into your cleavage. His hard eyes snap back to yours. "Process this evidence. My men will continue to search the ship for further contraband."
He takes hold of your forearms, his hands like manacles.
[[Offer him sex]]
[[Appeal to his ego]]
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Sector 9

“Set course for Sector 9,” you command.
“Aye ma’am,” Anora says and turns back to her work.
You settle into your chair, the familiar kick of light speed beating through you. The journey takes a few hours, but soon enough the deck thrums with deceleration, the Interdictor returning to real space in a rush. You stand, stepping forward with arms clasped behind your back. “Bring up the colony on the main viewscreen.”
“Aye captain,” a crewman says. The main screen flickers, revealing a massive barren world. You grimace. Little wonder such a place would bring in only a small colony. Nonetheless, such worlds tend to be rich in natural resources, and where money lies the Corps are quick to swoop in and claim it. Even if they aren’t licensed to. And out in rogue space, who would stop them?
The screen zooms and you have to quell a quick lurch in your stomach at the sudden vertigo. It never gets easier. Pixels on the screen slowly resolve into the shape of the colony.
“Stars,” you breathe.
Vertigan V is a small community, all based around the industrial form of a Sapphras Mine. The refinery is set into a huge cliff, crouched like some massive cement and durasteel spider, plunging sprawling piping into hard brown slopes to suck up the precious star fuel. Prefab homes sprawl around the base of the monolithic refinery in white domes intermingled with the shapes of landing bays and loading docks.
But it’s not fat bottomed loading barges which lie atop the launch pads, but jagged crafts of sharpened steel and cannonades. Iron reinforcements have been welded onto the body of the refinery, turning it into a fortress of sharp durasteel, sprawled with luminous paint glowing faintly even in the light of day.
“Drax!” Varona snarls. “Bastards!”
You nod grimly. It seems the reptilian aliens have claimed the colony for itself, which would explain the abrupt cessation of communication. “Any sign of the colonists?”
“They’d have the survivors in the mines,” Varona says. The Amazonian woman glares hatefully at the screens, unveiling the full scope of the alien’s alterations to the colony. “The women will have been traded off to the best warriors or kept for the warlord’s harem. The men will be working until they die. Blast them from orbit captain. Wipe them off the face of this world!”
“But, what about the civilians?” Deesel says.
“Death is better than a slave to one of those snakes,” Varona spits.
You tap the keypad in your chair and call up a holo of the scans. “We can’t,” you say as you examine the readouts. “They have a shield generator putting up an umbrella over the colony. Long ranged torpedoes or cannons wouldn’t do more than splash off it, and reveal our presence. Not to mention those rail cannons would shoot us down long before we did any damage.”
“Then we need to take them out,” Varona says decisively. She looks at her station’s screens, and you breathe a small sigh of relief to see her focusing again on her job. “We could fly low enough to avoid their scanners in a shuttle. Those chasms would cloak our approach. A small strike force could take down their shield generators so we could blast the cannons and their ships. Without those, it would be shooting fish in a barrel.”
You nod with thought. “Agreed. Varona? Prepare a landing team. Fully kitted out for combat. We’re going in silent here and hitting them hard. Once the shield generator is down, Anora? Fly low and rout them. Cannons first, then ships.”
Varona smiles with grim savagery, the tattoos on her face writhing across her flesh as she tenses with eagerness for the fray. “Aye captain. We’ll tear them apart!”
[[Into the Refinery]]




Sector 6

“Set course for Sector Six,” you command.
“Aye captain,” your navigator, Anora, replies. The Interdictor hums as the Light Engine charges. The sudden push of acceleration presses you to the seat as the stars in the outward monitors bleed into one another, filling the view port with a vast tunnel of light.
You enjoy the journey through the stars. The smoothness of light speed and the gentle pressure of the acceleration soothes you with its sense of power. You’ve lived most of your life on ships going all over the Ring Worlds. More than on the ground for certain. You give the briefest of smiles at the memories of those days. Yet soon enough the monitors flash a warning. “Entering real space!” Deesel calls from his station.
You grip the arms of your seat as the ship slows, bracing for the slight kick as you return to real space. The monitors resolve into the familiar canvas of stars and void beyond. A red world hovers into view, taking up the majority of the monitors.
“Navigator Anora? Locate the colony and put it on screen.”
“Aye ma’am,” she calls.
You swivel your chair about to face the main screen as the view resolves. The needle shape of a hab station becomes visible, the round pods extending from its bulbous core resembling a permanently spinning top.
Or, had.
You stare at the shattered shape of the station. Chunks of durasteel float around it like flotsam. The station’s rounded core looks like it was cracked like an egg. Every inch of what should have been a vibrant station is dark and dead, crippled in a degrading orbit around the red world.
“Stars,” Anora gapes. “What happened?”
“Scans!” you command at once. “I want to know if anything’s still living on that!”
Your crew gets to it. After the initial shock they rally quickly.
“Doesn’t look like a plasma blast,” Deesel says from his station. “Too clean. Wait! I have something. Ion trails from an engine and life signs.”
“Show me.”
The monitors narrow in. You squint as the image resolve, then clench your teeth at the sight which confronts you. Shaped like a dagger with a sleek array loaded with forward facing guns, the ship hovers over one of the furthest fire gutted pod of the station. Its surface is slashed and pocked with old lasfire and plasma burns but it looks sturdy where it counts. You catch a sigil on its hull. A skull with a brace of pistols ringing it like a necklace.
“Pirates,” you spit. The worst of the lot. Drax at least have the excuse of culture for their rapacious ways, but pirates merely prey on the helpless for profit and sadism.
“They’re powering up their engines!” Deesel cries. “They’ve seen us!”
You rise, scowling, a hand on the hilt of your ion sword. Your words fall like lead weights. “Hail them. Now!”
The screen flickers and resolves into the red lit cabin of the enemy ship. A woman fills the view screen. She’s an Adranor, a rare race. Her crimson skin is luridly lit by the monitors of her bridge. Four almond shaped eyes stare back at you as the pirate grins, baring fangs. A pair of horns curl around the peak of a garish tricorn hat. You can see her upper body, her vest opened at the front, baring a pair of palm filling breasts cradled in a corset, all overlaid with a frivolous jacket trimmed with golden lace like some renegade from old earth’s age of sails. Someone’s been watching too many terran historicals you think. Of course, you doubt even Anne Bonnie had the notable phallic bulge in her pants this alien has. One she’s hardly shy about flaunting, her goat-like legs parted.
“Pirate!” you snap. “I am Captain Savara Laitha of the United Navy ship the Interdictor. You are in direct violation of United Naval law 47 respecting piratical attacks and activities. You will power down your vessel and surrender, or we will engage!”
“Greetings captain,” the pirate cackles. “My name is Queen Mallara, scourge of six sectors! Mistress of the Maiden’s Dagger. You may have heard of me. I suggest you get out of my way before I have to damage your pretty ship.”
“You’re a fool if you think you can take us,” you say scornfully. “You don’t have nearly the firepower or shields.”
“True. And I am a bit of a size queen,” the pirate says, eyes flashing with mirth. “But blast us, and you’ll slaughter every colonist we dragged off this wreck of that station.”
Your grip tightens on the hilt of your sword. Your lips peel back against your teeth. “Coward!”
“What part of pirate did you fail to understand,” the alien leers. “So I suggest you let us go. Or do you have the balls to kill all these innocent people? I hope not. I have a thing for trim little United sluts all decked up in their uniforms.” She thrusts lewdly at the screen, again showcasing the notable bulge in her form fitting pants. “But I’m a reasonable woman. I’d be glad to negotiate for their release.” Her eyes flash. “In person. Come on over, Captain Savara. Let’s have words.”
“You must take me for an idiot,” you say.
“I take you for a slut in dire need of a cock shoved up your uptight cunt. But try me and we’ll see. Make your choice quick.”
You slam a fist down on your chair’s data pad, killing the feed. The bridge is silent. Tense with uncertainty and fear.
“What do we do?” Anora says.
“Kill them,” Varona spits. Decked in her savage tattoos, she glares at the screen with hate. “Death’s better than slavery. Believe me captain.”
You settle back into your seat and steeple your fingers, pressing them against your lips as you eye the screen and the waiting pirate ship. You exhale slowly, pushing away the tension and anger coiling in your belly.
“Captain?” You look back to see Deesel stand. “I might have an idea…”
You nod to him. “What do you have engineer?”
Deesel clears his throat. “Captain. I… may be able to refigure the Interdictor’s shields to short out their main systems. We’d have to get close, but it would knock out their engines and guns.”
“A pulse like that would kill our shields,” you say. “We’d be sitting ducks!”
“I know my business, captain.”
It’s the closest thing the effeminate engineer has ever given you as reproof. You’re mildly impressed, but such a gamble isn’t like you. And the potential for failure might be too big a risk.
[[Wait]]
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Sector 4

The moment you’re kicked from Light Space you know something is wrong. Even before an image of the Ryllian facility is brought up on the scanners some sixth sense itches the back of your hands.
The Ryllian Research Station is built on an ice world. The white tundra wash across the screen in ragged sweeps of mountainous ice and jagged rock. It takes a few minutes to spot the science centre. Worked into one of the black mountains, the only piece aboveground is a dark gash of a landing bay jutting like a tongue from the peak of the mountain. You lean forward, taking in the scene.
“Scans?” you say.
Deesel shakes his head. “The bedrock and atmospheric interference is too thick, Captain. Can’t get a read.”
You narrow your eyes at a kinked shape at the peak of the mountain’s dome. “What’s that? Enhance view of the top of the colony.”
The screen pixelates and resolves to show the comm relays. Or, what’s left of them. The crooked metal shapes have been broken off, leaving only the cylindrical protector. “Damaged. No wonder they couldn’t get a message out.”
“Maybe the winds?” Deesel says.
“Maybe,” you say. But something nags at the back of your mind. You stand slowly. “I’ll take the shuttle down.” You glance at Varona. “Get me a security team prepped and ready. I’ll head down shortly.” You tap your comm. “Doctor Nallor? Report to the shuttle bay. We may need your medical skills.”
“Yes. Captain,” the doctor’s artificial voice chimes in your ear.
“Is this wise, captain?” Deesel says nervously.
“Maybe not,” you say, glaring at the snow swept image on the screen, as if the heat of your stare could peel back the layers of ice and durasteel and bare its secrets. “But they might need our help. And I’ll not abandon anyone who needs it.”
[[Landing]]




Onwards to Lanaar

Stars stream past you so quickly they resolve into a long tunnel of white light. The smoothness of acceleration lasts near an hour, but soon enough Navi chimes from the holo display. “Exiting real space captain.”
You grin a little, digging your fingers into the arms of your chair. Excitement forms a heavy lump in your throat as the subtle hum of slip space falls away, the light of stars resolving to the familiar pin prick shapes in the dark canvas of the void. Your ship shudders slightly as it returns to reality, and at last, you behold Lanaar.
The strange world fills the screens before you. Vast green continents broken by the deep blue of oceans. Quick readouts of the planet spiral down the screens. Navi hums over the speakers. “Breathable atmosphere. Little high in oxygen content but fine. Thick jungles and oceans. No deserts. Interesting. Actually, preliminary scans show the jungles seem to penetrate below the planet’s crust.”
You lean forward a little and scrutinize the verdant world below. “Likely landing points?”
“A moment Amie.” The AI hums again as she works. “Alright! Here we are.”
A number of points are outlined on the surface of the planet. Small readouts spiral past. “Hmmmm,” Navi says. “Looks like there’s some sort of structure near the northern hemisphere. A temple or something. Aaaaand huh. Looks like there’s a settlement near the eastern sea. Weird. There’s also a nice landing spot in the thickest jungle here. Did I mention landing is probably a bad idea?”
“You did. And I overruled you as captain,” you say.
“Noted,” Navi says, rallying with typical chirpy energy. “So, captain! Where are you thinking of getting your samples?”
[[The Deep Jungle]]
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Varona Your Amazonian Weapons Officer

You decide to visit Varona. Your weapon’s officer didn’t take the denial to dock well and you should probably talk to her before she lashes out. You’ve sometimes wondered about taking her on. She’d been rescued from a Drax slaving ring four years past by a navy strike force and almost immediately volunteered for the service. Nearly feral, she’s adapted slowly to the rigid doctrine of the navy, and so despite her skill with weapons, has remained only a simple officer. You move down the ship’s corridors and towards the training room, knowing she’ll be there. Opening the door you step inside and pause, taking in the scene.
Weights are scattered across the room along with a number of exercise balls. A zero g training support lies not far, its braces empty. Chrono lamps illuminate the scene in a bright glare. Varona sits not far. She’s stripped down to next to nothing, abandoning her uniform on a bench and leaving her in the tight black strap of a bra and underwear. She grunts as lifts several massive weights. The movements of her arms captivate you. The raw muscles cording as she heaves up dozens of pounds of raw metal, curling them in her grasp.
You swallow, focusing. A quick glance shows she’s alone. Not surprising. There’s not many who would willingly be around the amazon when she gets going. “Exercising?” you say, walking into the room, the door sliding shut behind you.
“Needed something to do,” she grunts as she heaves up the weights. She exhales, lowering them as she turns to face you. You can only see the eye on the shaved half of her head, the other masked by her long bangs. “What do you need captain?”
“Just checking up on you,” you say.
She grunts, eying you. There’s something in that look. Something that makes your heart beat a little faster. A look you’ve often felt the amazon hold on you. She sets down the weights and stands up from the bench and saunters over to you. “Well, after you denied me the chance to blow off steam on the station, I needed something to… work off my frustration.”
“Is… that right,” you say, acutely aware of her. Her bronzed skin shining with sweat. The smell of her body and her powerful frame etched with hundreds of tattoos. Those were given to her by the Drax she had been enslaved to, and each mean something to those savage aliens. Her half shaved head and the inked designs give her a look like the savage of a lost world, an appearance that, as she stands before you, looming over your more modest frame, is made all the more compelling by the raw strength she exhibits.
“Yeah, captain. But you know, it just doesn’t do it for me. I think I need something a bit more… intimate to get me relaxed.”
You’d have to be blind to not see what she wants. You won’t deny you’ve thought of the immense woman before. You shift in your stifling uniform, hot and bothered.
“Well, captain?” she husks.
[[Submit]]
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Engineer Deesel

You decide to visit Deesel, your ship engineer and check in with him. The slender youth has only recently been added to your crew, but he comes highly recommended. You know that Varona has taken the svelte young man as her lover, dominating the youth in the bedroom. He doesn’t seem to mind, though you can’t help but notice he occasionally walks bowlegged. So long as it doesn’t interfere with his duties, you’ve let it slide. Besides, Varona is the least of the ones who have taken the young man. You know that many of your female crew and even a few male use him to ‘relax’ themselves. Not that he seems to mind.
You take the elevator down to the engine bay and step out into a world of blinking consoles and humming power cores. A narrow walkway runs through the curving frames of the engines. Slim bands of light run down the length, pulsing with energy from the core. For the moment the engines are still and silent as the refuelling is done, but there is a latent energy here, humming through the chrome corridors like a murmur of a nebula storm.
You find Deesel at the end of the bay. He’s working on the power core, standing before a podium projecting a holo of the engine’s internal systems. Behind a large sheet of glass can be seen the reactor and on a crackling pedestal, the sphere of the power core arching energy into the blunted tips of the receptor arrays. Deesel glances back, hearing your steps and beaming, boyish good looks on full display.
“Hi captain! Just a second, I’ll be right with you. And… there!”
He turns from the console, and beyond you see the ship’s core settle its pulsing. The hum around you lowering to a sleepy murmur. “What do you need, captain?”
“Just came to see how the ship’s doing. Will we be ready to launch?”
“Oh sure captain! The Interdictor is in terrific shape,” he says, fondly patting the humming wall. “All the systems are at full capacity and the Light Drive is looking good. Once we’re fueled up we should be ready to go.
“But, captain,” he adds, cocking his head. “You might need a bit of a tuning up.”
You crinkle your brow in confusion. “What do you mean, Engineer Deesel?”
“You look really tense captain. Would you like a bit of a massage? I’m very good,” he says brightly.
You quirk a brow. You’ve heard a lot about the engineer’s famed massages from the rest of the crew’s scuttlebutt, and more importantly, what inevitably follows them. You cast your eye over him again, taking in his puppyish eagerness to please and soft, effeminate build.
[[Accept the Massage]]
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Doctor N4110R

You decide to pay a quick visit to Doctor N4110r. The doctor is a familiar fixture on the ship. Actually, he almost is one. A synth with a high-end AI, he was attached to your vessel after the unfortunate incident with your previous medicae, Doctor Hathorn. The former medic apparently thought it would be a good idea to go test some seized genetic mods after a raid on a Splicer vessel. Suffice to say, it had taken a number of weeks to scrape what was left of him off the walls. Nallor, as the crew have named him, rarely goes ashore, rather spending most of his time in the medical bay on C deck.
His ability to scan and dissemble a patient’s needs before even they know what the problem is have saved more lives than you can count, even your own after one unfortunate boarding action went sour. You still have the scar along your stomach where a plasma bolt melted past your armour. It had been a… strange experience to be at the droid’s medical tendrils, but you can’t fault his programming.
Unfortunately, he’s also an absolute chatter box. Someone had the bright idea that it was reassuring to hear the doctor talk to you. Doctor Nallor is the result of a pysch corp major getting his hands on a prototype. It’s a good idea in theory. But you don’t really want to hear about how your stomach restructuring is going while in the middle of said surgery, nor interesting facts about the fecundity of a Jaxian spider squirrel.
You arrive in the med bay and open the door. The room is marked by sterile white walls fairly glowing under the chrono lamps running in bars along the ceiling. The doctor stands before a number of med tanks, the vast glass and steel fixtures bubbling. He turns at your entrance. A humanoid machine, his head sports a single massive glowing blue eye. His body is smooth and flawless like the machines around him, joints outlined in blue circuitry. For some reason you’ve never actually had courage enough to ask, he wears a white lab coat. “Captain,” he says, cadence rolling with almost painful interest in particulars. “What an unexpected pleasure of a visit! I am most pleased to see you. How are you?”
“Doctor Nallor,” you say. A quick glance shows you and the doctor are alone. “Just came down to see if you needed anything. We’ll be shipping out shortly.”
“I am fine. I stocked up on everything we’ll need before flying out of naval command. Acquiring proper medicae equipment is difficult this far out, although as you no doubt know, I have all manner of materials to perform even the most invasive surgery. For example, I have noticed crew member Darryl has recently been having trouble with his digestion. And should it develop into inflamed kidneys, I wish to assure you that I am most eager to remove them and replace them with cloned components.”
“Er… Well. Glad to hear it.”
“Actually, now that you are here. My records you have not had a proper checkup in some cycles,” he says as he touches a screen. You glance aside to the medical table laid out in the middle of the room, a soft ripple of sensor beams washing across the base of it.
“True,” you say, undressing. “Your predecessor left us in something of a bind.”
“How unfortunate. But do not worry. I am incapable of using illegal modifications, captain.”
“Hm,” you say remove your jacket and pants, leaving you in nothing but your undergarments.
“All of it, captain.”
You pause, but he is the doctor. Even if he is a machine. And annoying. You touch the clasp of your bra causing it to snap open, unveiling your firm breasts and dark nipples, then do the same to your underwear. You resist the urge to cover yourself as you take a seat on the exam table, then carefully lie down.
“Most excellent. Now, please. Hold still, captain.”
You shiver as the scanner flows across your body, raising your hairs and making your skin buzz with a subtle sensitivity. As it finishes, Doctor Nallor examines the screen. “Captain. You appear to be healthy. I can detect no infections at the moment. Wait a minute.”
You raise your head a little. “What?”
He glances up. “Captain. I have detected a distinct heightening in your bodily temperature. Focused in the abdominal and groin area.”
You blush. “I…”
“Ah. I see your internal temperature has risen again. How curious. Captain. It appears you are aroused. Would you require assistance with this?”
You sit up. “Excuse me?”
“Captain. I am pleased to inform you I am equipped to ensure that relief of crew is afforded. It is essential you are at full command of your facilities in case of any situation.”
You glance at his featureless groin. “You would…”
“I am equipped with a hydraulic piston.”
A panel slides up his groin. The hard chrome shape of a cock beats out of it several times with a sound like a gunshot. You catch your breath at the thought of that inside of your cunt. “O-oh.”
“Have no fear!” he adds jauntily. “It is self-lubricating.”
[[Maybe another Time]]
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Submit

“I think I can help with that,” you say. You don’t mean to sound submissive, but when you actually say it you hear the softness in your voice.
Varona hears it too, and the amazon grins with amusement. “In that case, I think you should take off your uniform. You wouldn’t want to rumple it now would you?”
Meekly you do so, stripping out of your trim clothes and to your skin. You shiver despite the warm air, feeling Varona’s eyes hungrily take in your trim physique as you carefully fold your uniform before depositing it on a bench. As you lean down Varona’s hand slaps your rump, making you jump and yelp.
“Nice and firm,” the amazon says. “How I like it. Now, on your knees.”
You burn with humiliation, yet desire boils in your veins and dampens your quim. You feel more vulnerable somehow without your uniform. More needy, and Varona’s commanding tones strikes some chord deep within you. Obedience comes easily for you. It’s why you were first drawn to the navy, and here, now, you lower yourself before the amazon, your face level with her clothed cunny.
Hooking her thumbs in her pants, Varona eases them down, baring her moistened cunt. “Now, since I don’t get to visit the brothels, I think you owe me a little repayment. It’s only fair.”
You guess that makes some sense. And you’d be lying if you said you didn’t want this. You lean forward, and delicately lick her folds. Varona hisses. “Not like that. Go deep, slut!”
“Y-yes, sorry,” you whisper. You grasp her hips and lean forward, kissing her cunt. Your tongue slides along her folds, tasting her sweat and arousal. Stars, it’s so humiliating. You pray someone doesn’t walk into the gym, but the thought of it happening sends a shivering thrill through you. You dig a few fingers into your hot cunt as you hungrily began to eat out the looming amazon, tongue delving into her hot depths.
“Nnn,” Varona groans, grasping the back of your head and pushing you harder against her cunt. “Yeah. That’s it captain. Deeper. Just like that.” You moan as her powerful hand forces your nose against her delta, your tongue driving deeper inside of her and swirling in her insides. She tastes musky and hot, and you eagerly fall to your task, thrusting against your own plunging fingers.
Varona’s muscular frame ripples with pleasure. Her hard breasts heave, the savage tattoos across them writhing. “That’s it. I always knew you wanted this captain. I should have just come to your room one night and fucked you right there. Would have saved us some much time.”
“Yesss,” you moan.
“Back in there,” Varona says, pushing you back into her cunt. Submissively you kiss her folds in apology before falling back to your task. “There’s going to be some changes, that’s for sure,” Varona breathes. “You’re going to listen to me far more often aren’t you?”
“Mmhmmm,” you moan.
Varona chuckles, the sound hitching as your tongue slides across the hard bead of her clit. “Fuck! Right there!”
She rams your face against the spot. You moan as her hand fists your hair. The pain makes it somehow sweeter. Greedily you devour her, trembling beneath her strong hands. Wanting to please her so badly, you tease her clit from its hood and attack it with your lashing tongue. Your efforts soon bear fruit. Varona’s breathing deepens. She thrusts more eagerly against your face. “That’s it. Almost…there…don’t stop. Don’t you dare…ah!”
You wouldn’t dream of it. Your finger drives into your own sopping cunt. Your lips lock with her quim passionately.
“F-fuck! Cumming!” Varona roars.
Her inner walls clamp down on your tongue. Eagerly you moan as she cums, drenching your face in her juices. That puts you over the edge. You keen into her as you cum around your fingers, juices splattering whorishly onto the hard floor of the exercise room.
Varona gasps, pulling you out. She takes a moment to admire your cum soaked face, your eyes lidded with helpless arousal and lust for the statuesque woman looming over you. “Oh yeah,” Varona breathes. “That’s perfect.”
“Th-thank you,” you murmur.
Varona chuckles. “Don’t mention it captain.” She sits down on an exercise bench. She pats her leg and eagerly you crawl onto her lap.
“Oooh,” you moan as she begins to toy with your breasts, pinching nipples ripe and sensitive from your Sapphic orgasm.
“You make a great slut captain,” Varona chuckles. “But there’s a better one aboard. Deesel can show you a trick or two.”
“O-oooh?” you gasp. You knew the pair had been lovers before. It hadn’t taken Varona long to home in on the svelte engineer, and he had been more than eager to reciprocate. You ignored the relationship, seeing as Deesel never complained, and such things were inevitable aboard the close confines of a ship. There were measures in the regulations to accommodate.
“That’s right,” Varona breathes, tweaking one of your nipples. “In fact, maybe we should call him down here and let him have some fun too.”
You suck in a breath at the humiliating thought of being seen in such a position. “B-but-“
“If you’d rather not of course,” Varona breathes. “Then I suppose I could always let you eat out my ass. Well, captain? What’s it gonna be?”
[[Kiss Her Ass]]
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Rebuke

“Well, I’m glad you found a way to work out your frustration,” you say crisply. “Good day, Varona.”
Your weapon officer grimaces and salutes begrudgingly. “Ma’am.”
You turn and move back out of the gym, walking automatically. You don’t really want to reflect on how close you came to submitting to your crewmember. Utterly unprofessional. You wipe your brow and check your wrist comm to see how the refueling is going. Seems you still have a little time.
[[Wait to Launch]]
[[Engineer Deesel]]
[[Doctor Nallor]]




Kiss Her Ass

The humiliation that sears through you at such a degrading act doesn’t stop you from slowly getting down on your knees, your cheeks flaming all the while. In fact, the humiliation only seems to enhance the act you’re about to perform for your fierce weapon’s officer.
Varona’s smile widens as she turns around, revealing the sculpted shape of her firm ass. She bends to the waist, resting her arms on the bench, thrusting out her bottom for your inspection. “Alright, captain,” she purrs. “Be a good girl now.”
Shaking a little, unsure how it’s all come to this, you lean forward. The earthy scent of her ass and the sharp aroma of her sweat linger around you, tickling your senses and making your pussy ache with the knowledge of what you’re about to do. Your breath comes in short pants. Your head is spinning as you lean in, and adoringly press your lips to her tanned flesh.
“You call that a kiss?” Varona says harshly. She shoves her ass back against your face. “Try again, captain. Make me feel it. Make me know that you love my ass. That kissing it is the best thing that’s ever happened to you. I want to feel how much you adore licking out my taint!”
“Y-yes. You’re so right,” you breathe. “I didn’t do very well. I’ll do better.”
“Damn right you will. Now come on! Because if you don’t, I’ll bend you over my knee and spank your ass so red you’ll have to captain the ship standing up!”
Oh fuck, she wouldn’t! But one glance at Varona’s hungry eye tells you not only that she absolutely will, but she’ll love every second her palm is battering your defenceless bottom. You grab the curves of her ass, spread them to show her dark star, and dive in.
Instantly you’re surrounded by her scent. Your tongue drills forward, running along the seam of her bottom, lavishing her asshole with attention. Her taste tingles on your tongue as you adoringly lick her out, your firm tits swaying as you run your tongue up and down, pushing it against that clenching dark hole.
“Fuuuuuck,” Varona moans, arching, shoving her muscular ass further against your face. “That is fucking iiiiit! Keep it up captain. Mmm. Oh sh-shit! I knew you were… ah… an ass kisser. Probably how you got this job, isn’t it? Just got on your knees and kissed the ass of anyone with some stars on their jacket until… mnn… until you got your own ship…”
You swallow hard at her words. At how she dismisses all the work you put into getting where you are today. And yet… and yet there’s something so strangely arousing about being talked down to so openly. At being mocked and ridiculed. Your hand slips between your thighs, fingers gliding along your slit. Fuck! How are you so wet already? How can you enjoy this so much? How can you delight in kissing and licking out Varona’s sweaty ass while she belittles you?
“Mmmn,” you moan, angling back your chin, your lashes fluttering as you tongue out her tight backdoor, fingering yourself faster. Faster.
“Oh fuck captain. Mnnn. Yes! Fuck. Just like that. Keep kissing my ass you stupid slut. Oh shit yes! Right there. Fuck! I might… mmm… might have to… to hold off spanking you. Stars and Sigmus you’re… I… Ffffffffuck!”
Varona howls, her ass clenching as she cums. You moan as her ass tightens around your tongue. Your fingers plunge into your drooling cunny and with a throaty moan you follow her over that edge of ecstasy, your orgasm sweeping through you in a hot rush of sweet pleasure.
With a shuddering gasp Varona pulls her ass away from your face. She turns about and admires the hot, sweaty mess you’ve become. “Nice,” she laughs. Picking up a towel she tosses it at you. “We’ve got to do that again some time, captain. Now, better clean up. Don’t want to start your first big mission tasting my ass.”
You blush horribly as you gather up the towel. Varona’s laughter rings through the gym, the slap of her bare feet following her out and into the main hall.
Realizing you’re still kneeling on the floor, your cunt dripping with arousal and face positively wreathed in the scent of Varona’s ass, you hastily climb back to your feet and race for the showers. By the time the subsonic cleanser is through with you the evidence of your humiliation has been scrubbed clean. Yet even as you button up your uniform, straighten your collar and start off down the hall, you can’t help but lick your lips, lingering on the taste of your degradation and your weapon officer’s ass.
[[Return to the Bridge]]




Call Deesel

The thought of pleasuring Varona in front of your engineer sends a surge of hot arousal into your molten core. You shiver at the sinful thought of it. Of one of your crew seeing you dominated by Varona. “V-Varona, I…”
“Hmph,” Varona says, tossing some of her barbarous hair away from her eyes. “As I thought. You just can’t throw away that last little shred of spine. Well, don’t worry. Deesel will show you how to really please a woman.”
You bite your lip as Varona snatches up a comm bead and keys it. “Deesel? Come to the exercise room. I have an itch for you to scratch.”
“Right away mistress!” Deesel’s eager voice chimes.
“Now,” Varona purrs, once more engulfing your soft tits in her hungry hands. “Where were we?”
You mewl helplessly as she once again assaults your submissive body. Any hope of protest or reasoning is drowned away as your ass grinds against her lap, your sensitive breasts molded and toyed with in her ruthless hands. Nipples pinched and tortured to Varona’s delight. Your legs tightening against the surge of arousal racing to your hot cunny. So enraptured in your helpless pleasure, you barely notice the hiss of the gym door opening.
“Oh!”
You turn your head, panting, and see Deesel standing there. The svelte engineer stares in surprise at the scene. Shame wells up from your chest, but you can’t deny the sudden stab of arousal, causing you to grind your ass into Varona’s lap more eagerly.
“About time, Deesel. I was starting to wonder.”
Varona’s voice calls the engineer’s attention back to the statuesque amazon. He smiles happily and bows. “Sorry mistress. I had to make sure the engine was in good order before you-“
“Yeah, I don’t give a shit,” Varona cuts in. “I called you here because this slut,” she says, pinching a nipple and making you whine in pleasure, “thought she was good enough to pleasure me. She has some skill at it. But I think she needs to see a real pro.”
Deesel’s grin grows eager. “Of course, mistress. Happy to.”
Stepping inside, the doors sliding shut behind him, Deesel stripes out of his overalls, revealing his toned, slim body. Almost girlish, but his cock is anything but. Your eyes widen at the sight of his shaft, already semi-hard at the prospect before him and the sight of the two shapely women wrapped in a pleasured embrace.
He strides forward happily, going down to his knees before the both of you. Your breath quickens as Varona opens her legs wider, baring her hair tufted cunny and yours, both slick with desire.
“Get to it, Deesel.”
“Yes ma’am!” the engineer chirps happily before leaning in and burying his face in Varona’s muff.
“Mnnn!” Varona moans, throwing her head back as the slim engineer begins to eat her out, his tongue gliding up and down her tender slit, swirling and teasing with masterful expertise. “Oh yesssss! That’s it! Oh Deesel, you’re such a good slave.”
Pride sparks in your chest. Like hell you’ll be upstaged by an engineer. You’re the captain damn it! You shift atop Varona, your legs wrapping around her waist. The startled weapon’s officer looks down at you a moment before you press an eager kiss to her lips, your arms wrapping around her neck to pull you closer.
Her surprise lasts as long as it takes for your tongue to seek out hers. Then she growls, her powerful arms wrapping about you, your naked tits mashed to her firm orbs as she returns your kiss with interest. A battle of the tongues ensues, the two of you rubbing against each other, locked in an embrace as tender as a wrestling match while your tongues duel and Deesel continues to pleasure his mistress.
“Nnnn!” you gasp as Deesel’s tongue suddenly slides up from Varona’s pussy, gliding along the cleft of your ass with impish glee. In that moment of distraction Varona seizes the initiative, pushing into your mouth. You recover, but are on the defensive now, you and your lover’s breath mingling in hot gasps. Whimpers and moans escaping you as Deesel continues his twin assault on Varona’s cunt and your clenching ass.
It’s a battle of wills, and before Varona’s hunger yours falters first. Your lashes flutter and you give in to Varona’s kiss, your tongue submitting to Varona’s, the amazon’s kiss overwhelming you, the pleasure of your diamond hard nipples rubbing against her own firm mounds making you gasp and shyly bring your pussy against her abs.
“Hmmm,” Varona hums, magnanimous in her victory. Her arms slide down your back, grasp your lush bottom and parts your tender cheeks. You squeak, arching as Deesel’s tongue slides along your asshole, delving deeper, his saliva laced with Varona’s hot arousal.
Oh stars. Oh fucking stars this is so good! It’s all too much. You can feel your peak drawing near like the pressure of a dam ready to burst. Your heart thumps frantically as you hump Varona desperately.
“Cum, captain,” Varona husks. “Oh fuck. Cum for me captain, you horny fucking slut. Cum with me. Oh stars. Oh fucking stars!”
“V-Varona!” you cry. “I… I’m gonna… nnnnnn!”
Your scream echoes in the curving walls of the training hall as you cum, gushing against Varona’s toned body with a scream of ecstasy, your ass quivering as it tries to clench against Deesel’s stroking tongue.
Varona follows soon after. Her trembling moan reverberating through her chest and yours as her hips tighten, locking Deesel’s head against her muff. The engineer doesn’t seem to mind. You hear him keep slurping at her quivering clit even over your cries of ecstasy.
Panting, gasping, you sag against your muscular lover, utterly spent by your orgasm. Varona releases your ass, giving your bottom an affectionate spank that makes you twitch with an aftershock of pleasure. “Oh fuck, captain. That… That wasn’t half bad.”
“Th-thanks,” you gasp weakly.
Varona grins down at you, her tanned skin flushed and savage hair matted with sweat. You can only imagine what you look like after all that’s happened.
“Mistress?”
“What?” Varona says down to Deesel.
“Not to interrupt, but we will be launching soon. And unless the captain wants to go there reeking of sweat…”
“Fuck,” Varona groans. “Fine. Come on, captain. Time for you to shower.”
You moan in despair as you stagger to your feet. Then pout in annoyance as Varona again shoves Deesel’s head between her legs. “But he doesn’t have to,” you complain.
“You kidding? This… mnnn… This slut can get washed up in two minutes. He’s a… a fuckin’ expert at it. Oh yesss! Right there. Now s-scoot!”
You yelp as Varona hurries you on your way with another spank. Stumbling out of the exercise room, you wander into the showers. You hastily in the subsonic cleanser, clearing your mind of the pleasure you were subjected to. And as you do, you flush again with the realization of what you just did. Stars! You seriously let her fuck you. And Deesel helped! You bury your blushing face in your hands. Ohhhh damn it! Why are you so weak?
But even as these thoughts assault you, you can’t really regret it. It felt far too good to lick out the domineering amazon, to say nothing of kissing her while Deesel tongued her cunt and your ass. By the time you finish and return to the room, you’re feeling a bit more at peace with the decision.
The exercise room is empty, which is a vague disappointment. But as you hastily dress in your uniform, you reason it’s likely for the best. Varona and Deesel probably won’t talk. Deesel because he has some tact. Varona because she’ll be looking for another chance to fuck you, and her meager understanding of the regulations means she’s unlikely to risk getting you in trouble by blabbing. You sigh, shaking your head. Ugh. Still. You’re in a bit of a pickle now.
But there’s work to do. And as you step through the doors and make your way down the corridor towards the bridge, you put your tryst behind you and focus on the future.
It’s time to get to work.
[[Return to the Bridge]]




Return to the Bridge

The bridge door opens at your approach and you stride in. A number of crewmen rise and salute you until you return the gesture, dismissing them back to their duties. You take a seat in your chair and spin it about to face the screens. You tap the keys in your chair and the star charts once more flicker into a blue projection before you, the three target locations pulsing red. A glance shows both Varona and Deesel at their stations, the rest of your crew already in place.
“Disconnecting fuel line,” Deesel says, the umbilical cables attaching the Interdictor to the rings of SS9 unclamping and retreating into the station. “Good to go captain.”
“Good,” you say.
“Destination, ma’am?” Anora, your navigation officer, says.
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Wait to Launch

You decide to spend the time before launching inspecting the ship and facilities. You wonder about the missions presented to you as the crisp click of your shoes on the humming deck echo in the spotless corridors. Crew stop and salute as you pass them, acknowledged with a nod. Finding yourself bored, you return to your office and take care of some paperwork that you’d been neglecting.
By the time you look up from your desk and to the clock on the wall you realize it’s time. Hastily shutting down your desk monitor, the screen flickering and fading, you rise and leave your room, marching quickly down the halls and back to the bridge.
Time to get to work.
[[Return to the Bridge]]




Accept the Massage

“I suppose I may as well…” you say.
“Great!” Deesel chimes. “Take a seat captain. You might want to take off your jacket.”
You shrug, removing your naval jacket leaving you in your regulation bra. While you fold your jacket before placing it on a small projecting table, Deesel turns around the small chair set before the control bay and you rigidly sit down.
“Oh,” you gasp as Deesel’s fingers touch your shoulders, digging in with a subtle pressure which is far from unpleasant.
“There we are captain,” the svelte engineer says softly, gently massaging your shoulders. “Nice and easy. You’re always so tense, miss. It’s really not good for you.”
“Hmmm,” you hum, relaxing despite yourself as Deesel eases the tension in your shoulders. He is very good, you must admit. His touch seems to wake a dull warmth in your shoulders, spreading across your chest in gentle waves of sensitivity.
“I mean, seeing you up there all day in the uncomfortable chair. Your stiff uniform while you stand to attention like that all the time. Must really put some strain on you.”
“Perils of command,” you mumble lazily.
“I know. But you do need to relax sometimes captain. Just…let things ease a little.”
You become aware of his hands wandering from your shoulders and along your collarbone. His breath is warm as it washes across the back of your neck. The heat wakened by his touch makes you squirm as it pools in your groin, moistening your cunt. “I’d be glad to help you relax some more, captain… Just… tell me where, and how, you need me…”
[[His tongue on your pussy]]
[[His cock in your cunt]]
[[His hands everywhere]]




You’re Fine

“No, thank you Deesel. I’m fine,” you say.
The engineer pouts a little but salutes. “Aye miss. I’ll see you when it’s time to launch.”
You give him a curt nod. “Good. Until then.”
You return his salute, the turn and depart the engineering bay. You check your wrist comm and see the engines are still refueling. You suppose you have time to maybe visit some other member of the crew…
[[Wait to Launch]]
[[Varona, Your Amazonian Weapons Officer]]
[[Doctor Nallor]]




Try on the Suit

You shrug. You’ve come this far. And you must admit, there is something appealing about the whole thing. As you look at the glossy black fabric, you wonder just what it might do to you.
“Sure.”
Olar claps his hands happily. Blathering a distracted thanks he guides you to a small change room behind a mass of gutted machinery. Once ensconced behind the door you strip and don the synth suit.
It looked smaller than you expected, but as you put it on it stretches nicely to your body. It’s not too different from your normal skin tight garb, clinging to your curves seamlessly like you’re wearing just some black paint. But it fits a little more snugly. As you bring the collar up to your neck you breathe out, and feel the dark rubber decompress, adjusting to your curvy frame. You turn about carefully, admiring yourself from every angle. It clings seamlessly to you, running down the crack of your bum, perfectly conforming to your breasts, nipples outlined in glossy black. You glance down your front and quirk a smile to see that your quim is quite clearly outlined by the garb. It really does look like you’re just wearing some body paint.
“Er, are you ready then?”
You catch yourself. “Yes, hold on.” You push aside the curtain and step out. Olar looks you up and down, taking in your body with an irritatingly un-aroused air. “Hm! Yes. Looks good. Alright. Now then, let’s begin.” He reaches up and touches the collar of the suit.
You gasp as a sudden pulse of energy races through you, your skin tingling where it passed. “Ah! Wh-what was that?”
“Oh, nothing to fear,” Olar says happily. “It’s merely booting up. You see, it aligns with your own nervous system in order to function at optimum capacity. It reacts before you even know what you want it to do!”
“That so?” you say, turning slightly and gazing at the suit as it stretches with just the hint of tension to your curves. “Hmm.” Gingerly you touch it, only to gasp at the sensitivity. It’s like the black rubber sent a jolt of electricity down your flesh. “O-oh. It’s a…a bit sensitive.”
Olar nods eagerly. “Oh yes! It was designed for an increase in tactile sensations.”
“Why?”
He cocks his head. “Hm?”
“Why did you design it to do that?”
Olar blinks owlishly. “…Oh! Well. I’m sure someone will find a use for it.”
You think you’ve already found one. You look back down at the dark rubber encasing you. A mold perfectly fitting to your body. Experimentally, you run your fingers down your hips. Your breath hitches at the sudden thrill which pulses across your hips, throbbing through to your core. You shouldn’t. You know it. But you find your hands drifting to the perfectly outlined shape of your slit. Tentatively you touch it.
“Oh s-stars!”
It’s like someone just sheathed the biggest cock you’ve ever known in you. Your legs buckle and you fall to your knees. “Ah!” you gasp, the sudden impact sending a jolt up your thighs and like a ripple of pleasure finds your cunt. “Nnnnn!” you moan as you slide your fingers against the rubbery casing, slipping past the dark pseudo rubber and into your hot cunt, made smooth and oh so tactile by the rubber synth suit.
“Oh my,” Olar says, leaning over the desk to better see. He soon becomes distracted by his monitor. “Oh! Very good. The suit is adjusting to your nervous system far faster than I anticipated! How marvelous.”
“Y-yeah,” you pant, furiously fingering yourself. Your whole body quakes with every eager thrust of your fingers into your quim. “How ‘bout thaa-ah-aat.”
“Yes! Do keep going. Oh what marvelous fount of information!” Olar gasps as he examines the feed.
You doubt you could stop if you wanted to. You’ve never felt something like this before. Every thrust of your fingers radiates across your flesh. It’s like your whole body is one massive erogenous zone. The suit clings to you just enough to stretch a little. Just enough to make you feel that subtle tension whenever you move. Your face is hot and the suit squeezes you wonderfully, tightening across your body, binding you so surely. “Ah. Ahhh,” you gasp as feel your impending orgasm build. Your body thrumming to the motions of your fingers and the rubbery casement which holds you so tightly. “Oh staaaars!”
You cum, harder than you ever have before. Your mouth opens wide and a gasping cry escapes you. Your hips thrust out, but you feel none of the sticky result. The suits washes with colour, lines of light like a circuit board flutters all across your body.
“Marvelous!” Olar cries, his hands of flesh and steel applauding enthusiastically. “Exquisite! Now, try to command it.”
“Wh-what?” you gasp stupidly, overcome by the sensations inflicted on you.
“Yes, think of it to do something! Or wait, maybe don’t. Let’s see if it will predict your needs… yes.”
You realize with a dim sense of wonder it is. Something prods your back door, another your cunt. “O-oooh! What is-ah!” You yelp as twin points of pain suddenly lance across your breasts, the suit tightening over the hard points of your nipples. You arch, and suddenly your hands are drawn together behind your back, the synth fabric at your wrists adhering to itself, cuffing you securely.
“What’s…oh….oh stars!” you moan, tossing your head, the only movement seemingly available to you as the sensation in your cunt and ass grows more pronounced.
“Perfect, yes,” Olar muses, typing frantically at his computer. “It’s now adhering perfectly. How do you feel?”
“F-full!” you moan as the sensation in your ass and cunt grows harder. More distinct. Then, they begin to vibrate. “F-fucked!” you cry as the pair begins to throb in your willing body.
You thrash, but the constriction of your wrists holds you tight. A prisoner in your suit of binding rubber. Your ass throbs around the girth of the thing within it. Your cunt clenches around the humming suit which eagerly fucks you. “F-fuck! Oh stars! Fuck me! Fuck me please!” you beg.
A ripple seems to pass over the suit. Your nipples are squeezed, your breasts massaged. Every inch of you displayed in the constricting outfit, felt and touched and toyed with by the living synth suit. Dragging you back up through pleasured heights, carrying your desperate and willing body to your peak. Higher. Higher! Your toes touch the floor, flexing as you move your hips against the invisible cocks which fill you. Swinging your hips desperately back and forth like your ass is some perverse pendulum, all the while jolts of pleasure shoot up your spine.
“Fuck! O-oh fuuuuuuuck!”
You scream as you cum, your voice ringing among the cables and struts which crisscross the ceiling of the shop. Your orgasm sings through you. Your mind blanks, vision going white in its intensity.
Slowly, you come down. Floating, soothed. The suit gently massages you down from your height. You slump, kneeling, sweat beading your brow. Tenderly your suit ripples across your naked body.
“Wonderful!” Olar explodes from his chair. “Perfect! Exactly as I hoped. No! Better! Better than I could dream! Why, if this suit could interface so thoroughly with a biological subject, imagine the implications! Oh yes. A new order. Living suits which could respond to its wearers needs seamlessly! I must write this down. Oh yes. Just like so… yes…”
As you kneel, hips parted, panting wantonly on the floor, you realize Olar has completely forgotten you. From the tips of your hair to the end of your toes you tingle with the aftershocks of your orgasm. Your new attire grips you perfectly. Seamlessly. Like it’s your own flesh. Such heights you achieved alone.
But what if you could find someone else?
The thought races through you. Your suit seems to ripple as if in agreement. A pulse of pleasure works through your cunt at the thought of finding a nice big cock to stuff you. You pull your wrists apart, the suit permitting it now. Almost encouraging you to go out and find what you desire.
[[Keep the suit on]]
[[Take off the Suit]]




Buy the Card

“I can pay,” you say, putting the glossy fabric back down. Your fingertips buzz a little where you touched it. A far from unpleasant sensation.
“Can you? Oh! Very good. Then, if you would um… let’s see…” One of his arms descend with a data pad. “Ah! Here we are. Slide you chit here.”
With satisfaction you do so, watching as the screen flashes green with confirmation.
“Very good! Thank you miss ah… hm…”
You roll your eyes and lean a little on the desk. “The nav computer?”
Olar blinks at you. “Hm? Oh! Yes. Here we are. Oh, no, wait. That’s not it. That’s a maternity program. Here we are!”
From one of the compartments behind the desk his mechanical arm retrieves a data card. He passes you the plastic strip and you gratefully take it. You have to hold yourself back as Olar takes the synth suit off the desk and bundles it up, stowing it away in one of the other compartments.
“Your assistance is most appreciated,” he says brightly. “I wish you all the best in… that thing that you’re doing.”
“Thanks,” you say, but he is already rooting through some drawers, muttering to himself.
You leave Olar’s shop, walking back down the decks and back to the hanger. The neon glow of shops strung along the station’s promenades wash over you in flickering waves. Excitement pumps through you. Soon enough you’re running. You clutch the data card against your chest as you move through the field blocking off the hanger and rush onto the floor.
You slow a little as you take in your ship. Navi was very busy! Much of the rust has been scraped away and it some of the paint has been newly added. And on the ridge of the ships nose, a new name has been stencilled in bright red paint. The Fibonacci.
The airlock hisses as you walk into the ship. “Navi! I’m back!” you cry. You brandish the card. “And I have the nav files!”
“Awesome Amie!” the AI calls through the ship’s crackling intercom. As you enter the bridge the AI manifests on the holo display, flashing you a thumbs up. “I got the ship all fueled and the repairs done. Slot the program in and I’ll take a look.”
You hop into the captain’s seat and pop the card into an access port. Navi’s eyes blink, flickering as she reads the file and gives a mechanical whistle. “Oooh, yeah! Perfect! It still has the path all mapped up.”
“Good,” you say, giving a small shudder. “I went through a lot to get it. Let’s get underway.”
Navi salutes with a hum of light. “Aye aye cap’n.”
You settle back in your seat as Navi proceeds through the launching process, chiming as she talks to the station boarding authority. You grin at the cockpit glass, hands cushioning your head, legs crossed as you envision the future. The ship hisses, the engines humming to life, vibrating subtly through the deck.
“All set!” Navi chimes.
“Take us out,” you say.
Engines roar in the hanger as the Fibonacci moves, climbing into the air and moving towards the open hanger doors. You pass through the shields, the sensation of pressure receding as you depart the station’s gravity envelope. You tense, giggling a little with unsuppressed delight as you leave the station behind and glide into the void of space.
[[Encountering the Navy]]




Wait

“Hold our position,” you say.
“Captain?”
“That’s an order Anora,” you tell your navigation officer. “Get me a feed out to SS9. See if we can call in backup.”
“Captain? They’re hailing us,” Deesel says uncertainly.
“Stall,” you command. “Anora? The feed. Now. If we can track them-“
“They’re turning about,” Deesel shouts from his console. “They’re charging their Light Drive!”
You jerk your attention back to monitors in time to see the pirate ship push out of the wreckage of the station like a rusty knife. “Hold position,” you order again. “It’s a bluff. Fire a warning shot over their bow! But make sure not to hit their ship.”
“Aye,” Varona says. There’s a pulse of light across the screen as the Interdictor fires. But the pirate ship continues to move.
“Captain! They’re coming right for us!”
They wouldn’t. You clutch the arms of the chair, staring at the rust red nose of the enemy ship move towards you. A dagger being thrust at your face. Closer. The command to fire hesitates on your twitching lips. You lean back in your chair, clutching the arms, staring at the shape of the pirate ship as it fills your screen. They wouldn’t. They couldn’t!
“Evade!” you scream. Too late. The bridge sways as the Interdictor desperately alters course from the oncoming vessel. Through the monitors you watch the pirate’s broadside flare with cannons. Alarms scream all over the cabin. The Interdictor shudders under the force of the attack, sleek silver gouged with pluming fire. You’re thrown from your seat at the impact, jarred as magnetic grapples clutch the ravaged flanks of your ship.
“Main systems down!” Deesel shouts from his post. “We’ve lost power! System on emergency life supports.”
The lights of the bridge flicker. Fades. Red emergency lights blink and glow fitfully across the bridge.
“How bad were we hit?” you demand.
Deesel bites his lower lip. “They took out the entire midship captain. We’ve lost all contact.”
His words stun you for a moment. Dozens of lives snuffed out, sucked into the freezing void of space. The deck shudders under your feet. “What now?”
“Boarding ramp, Captain,” Deesel says as he examined his monitor.
Cold fear races down your spine. You turn about to face the door of the bridge. Your crew, those who can get to their feet, rise, watching in grim expectation as the heavy bulkhead sparks with an arc cutter. After a moment the doors are forced open in a cloud of acrid smoke, and the enemy captain makes her appearance.
She struts in like she owns it, hands on her hips, talon tipped toes clacking on the shining floor. Her crew flanks her, filing in with weapons drawn. Mallara pauses, taking in the bridge with haughty amusement.
“Stars that’s a lot of chrome,” she says.
You stand, facing her. “We surrender.”
“You had the chance for that a while back. Now you lose, and I win. So if you want to save your crew the execution waiting for them, I suggest you strip down and kiss my foot.”
You balk, aghast. “You can’t be serious.”
In answer, the pirate draws her blaster and fires. Anora is slammed against her console, the cauterized hole in her head bleeding all over the dead computer.
“Try me again,” Mallara says, grinning fiercely.
You hesitate a moment more, but the sense of duty and the shame of your failure suffocates any thought of resistance. Hesitantly you snap open your naval jacket and shirt, baring your firm breasts in their regulation bra. Flushed, feeling the shocked gaze of your crew and the lusty eyes of the pirate, you pull down your pants and panties. The hot air of the cabin wafts over your skin, your heart pounding with adrenaline.
“We don’t have all day,” Mallara chides, twirling her blaster by the trigger guard.
You quickly pull off your bra and sink to your knees. Blushing furiously, your skin flush and tingling with sensitivity, you crawl to the pirate. Lowering your head, bare ass in the air, you press a kiss to the pirate’s foot.
Mallara laughs raucously. “See men? Humans are all sluts. You just need to remind them is all.” She looks back down at you. “Did I say stop?”
“N-no.”
“Then I suggest you get back to it!”
She pushes her foot harder into your face. Blushing heatedly, you gently lift her foot. Her toes are crimson, ending in sharp black talons. You shiver a little as you again lick her. Her foot tastes of leather and sweat, a flavour strangely enticing. You grow surer of your movements, lathing her toes, sliding your tongue between them and gently feeling out the sharp arch of her foot.
The pirate laughs. “Oh so eager! You’re a born boot licker. But then, you are navy.”
Her words stab you to the core, but you continue your obeisance. For your crew, you remind yourself. You do this for your crew. But the thought doesn’t suppress the strange thrill that shoots through you as you lavish this domineering woman’s foot. Burning with excitement and humiliation at this degrading act.
As you press fluttering kisses to the sole, the pirate suddenly pushes her foot into your face. You’re shoved back, sprawling on your ass, legs parted, face flushed as you look up at the pirate’s fierce four eyed gaze. Your core throbs at the gleam in the alien’s eye.
“Well! I hope you appreciate your captain’s eager efforts,” Mallara calls to your crew. “You won’t die today. Load ‘em in with the colonists! We’ll get a great price at the Fleshmarket.”
You cringe in horror, but know nothing can be done. At least, not now. You move to rise but the pirate queen puts her foot on your head, effortlessly pushing your face back down onto the deck. “Not you, slut. You crawl. I plan on breaking you personally on this trip. And I do hope you appreciate it.”
You wince, but murmur a hasty, “Yes, Mistress.” As you crawl after her and through the ruins of your ship, a thousand wild schemes to potentially turn this desperate situation around fly through your head.
But your eyes are riveted to the alien’s firm derriere, and you’ll have little time to plot when you become Mallara’s own personal throne.
[[Sold at auction]]




Parlay

You consider your options but know you’re trapped. Anything you do puts the colonists aboard the enemy ship at too much risk.
Which leaves you with one option.
“Deesel?” you say, rising. “Order the shuttle prepped. I’m going to try and negotiate.”
“I could list a dozen ways that’s stupid,” Varona says.
“Maybe. But it’s the best chance the colonists have. Varona? Inform the pirate I’m coming aboard. And if they even sneeze before I get back, I want you to blast them to dust, whether I’m aboard or otherwise”
You can see the conflict between glee at using the big guns and anger at your evident idiocy on the amazon’s face. You leave her to consider it, taking an elevator down to the bay. In a matter of minutes your sleek shuttle kicks off, slipping out of the belly of the Interdictor and crossing the void between vessels. You take the time to straighten out your uniform, the motions soothing your palpitating heart. Despite your assertions, you fully realize the risks. You’re doubtless walking into a trap. Worse, you left your weapons behind. They wouldn’t do you much good aboard the enemy craft, after all. Only one thing will save you here. You’ll have to be at your best during these negotiations.
Yet as you smooth your uniform, you find your mind returning to the alien captain. The brash, arrogant, predatory woman. Her crimson skin like new spilled blood. Her four eyes penetrating and leering. Her breasts, fairly bursting from her jacket. And her bulge. That obscene alien cock.
You shudder and look up as the shadow of the pirate’s vessel falls over you. Their hold opens, the oxygen barrier a shimmering green screen the flickers as your shuttle passes through. As your craft lands you slowly stand. “Admit no one but me,” you order the pilot.
“Aye,” the man says, not even bothering to hide his relief. You pat his shoulder reassuringly, take a deep breath, and hit the ramp.
With a hiss of hydraulics the shuttle’s forward ramp lowers. You march down it, taking in the enemy hold with a glance. The enemy ship is dark. The walls are stripped and scraped and lit with red beams of light running along the ceiling. You’re met by a pair of pirates. One’s a towering Drax, the reptilian alien’s glowing war paint crawling across his bulky frame, while the other is a regular human dressed in a ragged spacer’s jumpsuit, badly stitched up and hanging with various metal ringlets. He grins at you, his teeth capped with durasteel to form an array of spikes, and cuts a bow.
“This way, cap’n,” he leers.
You stiffen up and stride after him, ignoring the way the hair on the back of your neck rises under the Drax’s stare. Probably imagining you naked but for some golden bangles as a glorified trophy slave.
The vulnerability of your position hits home the further from the docking bay you travel. Every room you pass is dark, the metal black save where lone lights blink crimson like watching glass eyes. Pirates hang about for a sight of you. More than a few make lewd gestures or shout something, but you ignore them all.
Soon enough the road ends at a door. It hisses open at your approach and you step inside.
It looks like a cross between a bedroom and a torture chamber. Chains hang from the black ceiling like the vines on some hell world. From the corner of your eye you spot deactivated torture drones dangling their insectile limbs, sado collars lined on pegs and whips with wide bladed skinning knives and crops. Light glows from hardlight leashes and bindings to illuminate trophies above the bed. Still more arcane devices fill the walls, half you can only guess at, the others your mind instantly recoils from even considering.
“Well well,” Mallara says, hands on her hips, head tilted back and unabashedly taking in your trim form. “You look even more fuckable in person Savara Laitha! Yes,” the pirate says, slowly circling you, her talons clicking off the deck. “Just as I imagined you would.”
“I came as requested,” you say sternly, following the pirate with your eyes as she saunters about you. “To negotiate the release of the prisoners.”
“And I have to say I am impressed you did,” Mallara says. “No. Really! I am. You’re either amazingly brave or incredibly stupid. I don’t know which I’d prefer.” She stops before you, her four eyes lidded. “Or, was it something else you wanted?” She grabs her bulge and thrusts it lewdly at you. “Did you come aboard hoping the cruel pirate captain might take advantage of you? Throw you over her throne and fuck your pretty little pussy until you were begging for more?”
Your face blazes. “I…I would never!”
Mallara laughs riotously. She pinches your cheek. “You’re so cute when you’re angry!”
You slap away her hand. “I came to negotiate the release of your prisoners.”
Mallara grins, long tongue flicking against the hand you slapped as if tasting it. “Sure you did, slut. Tell you what,” she says, stepping nearer. Invading your personal space. You hold your ground, but your eyes slip down to the alien’s burgeoning breasts before you force them back to Mallara’s face. She grins, takes another step. Her breasts press against your own. You suck in a breath as you feel her throbbing bulge rub against your delta.
“How about you get on your hands and knees and kiss my cock,” she says, smiling her fanged smile.
“W-what!” you sputter.
“Simple negotiations,” the pirate croons. “You do so, or I kill the hostages. Deal?”
“Y-you’re bluffing,” you accuse her. “You kill them, you have no bargaining chip.”
“I have you,” the pirate queen purrs, stroking your arms. Your skin grows hot under your jacket. You know you should move away from this dangerous alien, yet find it difficult to do so. There’s something about this brazen, fierce and powerful woman. Something that makes your tight cunt ache with desire, your breasts tingling as her firm bosom mashes your own. All four of her eyes burn with desire, and her grin promises such wicked delights if you obey.
[[Resist and Continue Negotiation]]
[[Demand the Pirate's Surrender]]
[[Submit to the Pirate]]




Attack

“Bring us in. Full power to shield and engines,” you command. “Deesel, do your stuff.”
Your engineer beams and nods. “Aye captain!”
The Interdictor hums as its engines flare to life. Your sleek warship rapidly closes with the enemy vessel, trawling through space. The pirate’s craft sees your coming and begins to angle away. “They’re trying to escape!” Anora cries.
“They can’t. The rubble of the station is in the way,” you say triumphantly, relishing the poetic justice of it.
The Interdictor closes quickly. The pirate ship, seeing its situation, opens up. Batteries flare across its nose, skimming across the Interdictor’s shields like rocks on a pond. The rust-coloured craft looms in the view screens. “Deesel!” you shout.
“Now!”
The Interdictor and pirate craft are mere inches away. The second the shields crackle against one another Deesel slams a hand down on the keys of his station. A pulse ripples across the Interdictor’s shields, peeling away the bubble of energy and flowing into the pirate’s. Their own barriers flare red. Lighting blazes from it and against the pirate’s craft as their own shield overload their couplings. Explosions rip across the enemy craft, blasting shards of the red hull into space.
A great cheer goes up from your crew but jubilation is short lived. As you watch the enemy craft angles. Magnetic grapples lash out of it and clutch at your ship.
The Interdictor trembles as the cables grow taut. You curse, not daring to fire so close to the other craft lest its explosion rip apart your own vessel. And even as you stand you feel the pirate vessel pull itself flush with your own.
“Hull breach on deck four!” Deesel shouts. “Captain! They’re using cutters! They’re boarding!”
You lunge out of your chair, drawing both las pistol and blade. “Varona! With me. The rest of you, lock down the bridge!”
Varona leaps from her station, grabbing her las cannon and a brutalizer shock mace. With her at your side you dash down the corridor of your craft, stabbing the comm in your ear. “All security personnel! Report to deck four! Prepare to repel boarders! I repeat! Prepare to repel boarders!”
Sirens scream as you dash down the deck. Feet thud as marines in heavy dark armour and visored helmets race from passages to join your mad dash to meet the enemy. As you round a bend you hear the hiss of cutters against the air lock. You skid to a halt in time to see the plate of the hull fall in, and the next second you’re fighting for your life.
Pirates pour through the breach. Varona howls, consigning herself to her savage gods before opening fire on the enemy with a stream of crimson las fire. You join her, your las pistol ripping open the helmet of a pirate and melting half his head. Another races up and you cut him down with your ion blade.
You catch a flash of steel from the corner of your eye and twist, parrying a long jagged blade. You’re staggered by the sheer strength in the blow, stumbling back before regaining your feet, and finding yourself facing off against the pirate captain Mallara.
You’re struck by her height and savage snarl. She fills out the deck, her corset leaving long legs bare ending in scaly talons. Her four golden eyes blaze with delight and her long, curving vibro blade hums with energy. She flashes a grin, a reptilian tail thrashing behind her as she faces off against you.
“Not bad Savara,” the pirate grunts, her blade whirring through the air as she brandishes it, cycling it through lazy motions. “You’re almost good enough to keep alive. But your pesky attitude would have to go.”
“Pirate,” you say, raising your own blade in the mark seven parrying stance. “Surrender. Your ship is destroyed.”
“True. Guess I’ll just have to take yours!”
She rushed forward. You hastily bring round your blade, just barely parrying the pirate’s. The humming edge clashes with your own, spraying sparks. She breaks, swinging her blade around. Again you parry, dancing back. The deck has become a brawl as marines in heavy armour grapple with pirates. You spot one man struggling in the four arms of a Quavaran, while another marine is on her knees, helmet off and moaning in the tentacle grasp of a Ruvarian. Varona herself is busy duelling with a hulking Drax, the reptilian alien’s war paint blazing with neon glows as he grapples with your hulking weapon’s officer.
Mallara cackles, her sword flickering as she brings it around for another attack. “Your ship and you! A fine prize!” she cries.
[[Wait]]
[[Parlay]]
[[Attack]]
[[Shoot]]




Offer Him Sex

Sergeant Pace begins to turn you towards the exterior hatch joining his boarding launch to your vessel. You arch in his grasp and press your shapely bottom against his groin.
"Wait," you cry. "Sergeant, please. I know I've... been a bad girl. But it's a minor offense. Couldn't you overlook it?"
"I'm afraid I can't overlook a weapon on your..." His words trail off as you grind your ass back against the groin of his vac suit. It's not a very subtle motion. You have to push very hard with your ass to be sure he can feel you through the flexible armor. His grip tightens on your biceps at he leans over your shoulder. "What are you doing, Miss Carey?"
"I saw the way you looked at me, sergeant," you purr, looking at him over your shoulder. "Don't pretend like this has never happened to you before. That's a thousand credit fine for that unlicensed pistol. I spent almost all of my money buying this ship. Let's just deal with the fine here. Now."
You rock your hips, grinding your ass against his groin. Even through the armor, you're pretty sure you can feel a growing bulge.
"This is against every protocol," he grunts, but you can pick up the change in tone and the slightest jerk of his hips.
"Maybe," you exhale loudly, rolling your hips extravagantly and looking back into his blue eyes. "Maybe you should seal the hatches to the bridge for a few minutes and take what you deserve. All that hard work. Pent up on that ship. I bet you could use a nice, warm, wet port to visit."
"Fuck," he grunts. His grip relaxes on your biceps. "Where is the hatch seal?"
You lean past him and smack the seal to shut the hatches on the bridge and lock them tightly. Before you can even tell him that the hatches are all locked down, Sgt. Pace is on you. He shoves your back against the nearest console and you nearly activate a fluid purge of the refrigeration lines. His mouth covers yours, tasting like sweat and some military ration pack. His tongue thrusts into your mouth and his hands reach around your shapely hips to squeeze your ass roughly.
"Mmmmmmm!" You cry against him as he practically fucks your mouth with his tongue. It's overbearing and accompanied by painful squeezes of your round ass. He thrusts against you, rubbing his armored groin against your body as if you might feel his cock twitching inside. He finally breaks the kiss and looks at you with fierce blue eyes, his nostrils flaring like a bull ready to charge.
"Turn around," he growls, slamming his hand against the release for his armor. You turn around, leaning over the console, your round ass offered up in your tight flight suit. You hear him shifting and the clatter of his hardened plasteel armor dropping to the deck. Although your gambit is succeeding, you had not expected Sergeant Pace to have such an intense reaction.
"Is this what you want, Sergeant?" You ask, wiggling your hips from side to side and tempting his inflamed lust.
"You've got a fat ass," he growls. "I like it."
He punctuates his compliment with the sharp crack of one of his hands against your bum. You gasp as pain jolts through your body. He reaches out and grabs a handful of your silky hair. He jerks your head up and rams his hardness against your ass, riding his shaft up the seam of your flight suit and squeezing the fronts of your thighs against the console. He leans over you from behind and whispers in your ear, "I hope you like it in your ass, Academy Slut."
"W-what? No, I didn't mean my ass," you cry.
It's too late. Sergeant Pace has made up his mind about what he wants and it is your juicy ass. He lets go of your hair, grabs your hips and slams your ass roughly back against the prodding tip of his hardness.
"Shut your mouth," he grunts. "Daddy's little girl, out on the frontier, right? Needs herself a pistol? I've got a pistol for you, baby."
He doesn't even bother to unzip your trousers. He yanks them down, pulling your panties down with them, exposing the creamy mounds of your jiggling ass. He mutters with lust, releasing your hips to smack his big hands all over your soft bottom. He rubs the hot tip of his cock against your thighs and teases it at your steamy pussy.
"Ohhhh, right there," you moan, hoping he will fuck you and be done with it.
"I told you to shut up!" He slams your face down against the console. "I'll stick my cock right here..."
He thrusts his hardness deep into your pussy in a single stroke. You wail in shock as his steely cock plunges to the hilt into your slick pussy. He thrusts into you three times, driving the fronts of your thighs against the console and your face against a screen displaying an external view of your ship.
Before Sergeant Pace even works up a rhythm, he pulls his cock out of your slick pussy with a grunt. Your relief is momentary. He spreads your ass with one hand on your cheek and guides his pussy-lubed hardness to the tender clench of your anus.
"Bite your lip," he advises. "If you start screaming I'm gonna shove something in your mouth."
You whimper as you bite your lip. Sergeant Pace pushes his cockhead against your tight pucker. You push harder and you clench even tighter. He doesn't seem to care. He pushes harder and harder until, in a sudden rush, his cock thrusts into your ass. He impales inch after inch up your tiny hole, driving his cock into your ass until his balls are pressing against your pussy. It takes every bit of your self-control not to scream as he poles your tight ass.
"Good god," he laughs. "I haven't had ass this good since Phobos II."
"Oooohhhh," you moan helplessly as his hips slap against your backside. He pounds the piston of his cock up your clutching asshole relentlessly. There is a certain pleasure to have your ass taken by Sergeant Pace, to be sure, but he is so rough that it is a little scary. The steady drum of his bollocks against your sensitive folds has your pussy twitching for attention. You dare to shift an arm under your body and reach between your legs to pleasure your clit.
"That's right. Rub your little cunt. Cum for me while I fuck that juicy arse!"
"Mmmmmmmm," is the only sound you can make through your purse lips. Your ass throbs with each stroke of Pace's cock and you desperately rub your hard bud. Pleasure rises in hot pulses that radiate from your clit to your stuffed ass to your tingling tits mashed inside your flight suit. Sergeant Pace's grip on your hips tightens painfully, which only sends another surprising spear of pleasure through your body.
"Ahhhh, fuck, take it you little science slut!"
"MmMm aaaahhHH!" You cry, lifting your head from the screen as his orgasm explodes deep into your ass. The hot spurting of his cock sets of a chain reaction of pleasure in your body. Your ass convulses around his twitching cock and orgasmic bliss pounds through your pussy in hot contractions. Pace slows his strokes, seeming to savor the sensation as he pumps his cream-coated cock in and out of your stretched asshole. Your thigh-shaking orgasm recedes. You feel his cum spilling out of your ass and over your pussy as Sergeant Pace finally pulls his cock out of you.
"I'll write you a citation," he says, rubbing his cock against your ass and smearing his cum over your cheeks. "Send you a fine for that pistol. You can have daddy pay for it."
"Th-thank you," you manage, weakly lifting your head.
"Better pull up those pants. I'm unsealing the bridge in ten seconds."
You barely manage to pull them on as he unlocks the hatches. You feel his cum squishing in your panties and the crack of your ass. He doesn't seem to care that he is still clamping his armor into place when his boarding team returns to the bridge.
"Sir, didn't find much, but I think we should bring in a scanner drone," says one of the troopers.
"Yeah," agrees another. "This ship seems built for bio-smuggling. I bet a drone will--"
"No!" Sergeant Pace snaps his helmet over his head. He sounds muffled to you, but no doubt is crisp and clear through his helmet microphone. "We've done enough. This young lady was on scientific business and we are holding her up. I've found cause for a citation and nothing else and you all will put the same in your report."
Sergeant Pace gives you a last glance as he rounds up his team and disappears through the docking hatch. Less than five minutes after you were getting your ass pounded by Pace, he has detached the boarding launch and is returning to the Interdictor. It isn't long after the launch has docked with the Interdictor that Captain Savara sends a terse transmission.
"Amelia Carey," she says. "By authority vested in me by the United Navy, you are assessed a fine and a permanent citation. You are otherwise free to go about your business. Thank you."
"Thank y--"
The screen cuts off and the Interdictor immediately begins to maneuver away from you. Once they are out of range and you are pretty sure they are not going to turn around and capture your ship, you restore Navi to her place in the ship's systems.
"So. Who’s you fuck?" she says immediately.
"I hate it when you do that," you say. "You just reviewed videos in a split second. You know why I did what I did."
"Yes, you successfully traded anal intercourse for not getting arrested. In a way, I almost admire your dedication to using sex to solve all your problems."
"Shut up," you say, sitting down gingerly in your command chair. "Now, please take us to the jump point to Lanaar. I really want to get out of this system."
"As you wish, captain," chirps the AI. You feel your ship accelerate towards the jump point. On the sensor display, you watch as Interdictor sets course to dock with SS9. You feel a little guilty about offering your ass up to Sergeant Pace, but a little tenderness in the bum seems a small price to pay for freedom.
You feel the jump drive beginning to power up. Soon you will in orbit above Lanaar and you can finally begin the dangerous and highly-illegal work you have dreamed about since learning of the planet.
[[Onwards to Lanaar]]




Appeal to His Ego

"Hey now, wait," you say. "I'm just a stupid girl, okay? I didn't know what I was doing. You can really help me--"
"I'm not helping you," growls Sergeant Pace, practically lifting you off your feet as he moves you towards the hatch leading to the boarding launch. You try dragging your feet to slow him down and he literally does lift you off your feet and carry you with his hands clamped on your biceps. He carries you out of the sterility of your science ship and into the hard edges of the military launch. Sergeant Pace unceremoniously drops you onto an acceleration chair and locks you into the seat with restraints.
"Please," you say and begin to cry. The tears aren't even forced. You really don't want to end up on the wrong side of a United Planets prison cell. "Please don't do this to me! I'm just trying to do science."
Something squawks over Sergeant Pace's helmet comm and he settles the armored helmet back onto his head. You can tell he is talking to someone, his eyes cutting to you and hardening. After a few minutes of back and forth, he switches his comms to an external speaker on his vac suit.
"Amelia Carey, you are under arrest for the unlawful transport of artificial intelligence and the unlicensed ownership of navigation charts to a blacked out world."
"I didn't do it!" You protest. "They were fitted to the ship when I bought it from the junker. I don't even know how to turn those things on!"
Your protests fall on deaf ears. He calls his team back to the launch and they settle in around you in the acceleration chairs. You weep openly, unable to stop the tears that come streaming down your face. Sergeant Pace sits down beside you and makes no effort to hide the triumphant smirk on his face.
The hatch cycles closed and you feel the launch shudder as it detaches from your science vessel. You hear the faint voices of the marines muffled by their helmets as they talk to each other over their comm network. Even though you are in the same room as them it feels like you are in isolation. You look up at Sergeant Pace, blinking tears from your eyes.
"What is going to happen to me?" You ask him. "Please, I didn't do anything, sergeant."
He glances at you with contempt in his blue eyes. "Young lady, you are in for a world of pain. We are going to strip this ship down to its structure and every bit of contraband, whether you put it there or someone else stashed it, is going to be used against you in a shipboard hearing. With what we've already got I expect you are going to get at least 20 years on one of the penal colonies."
"P-penal colonies?" You tremble with fear. The penal colonies maintained by the United Systems are legendary. Everything from the slink mines of Zartacal to Port Arthur Station in orbit around Ganymede.
"We transferred our last arrest to Salusa," chuckles Sergeant Pace. "A sweet, naive little girl like you won't last on her own five minutes on the shit hole. My advice? When the arrival shuttle drops you off, run for the biggest, meanest looking bitch in sight and promise to clean her asshole with your tongue."
You blanch at the thought. The marines in the ship with you laugh at your reaction; clearly they heard every word Sergeant Pace was saying. Humiliation heaped upon the misery of your hopeless situation. You are going to prison and there is nothing you can do about it now.
[[Prison Bitch]]




Offer No Resistance

You know better than to try to argue with a military man like Sergeant Pace. You allow him to manhandle you through the hatch and into the hard-edged interior of the boarding launch.
"Take a seat," he says and indicates one of the padded acceleration chairs. The ship smells like gun-oil and sweat. It reminds you unpleasantly of your short time on SS9. You sit down gingerly in one of the chairs. Sergeant Pace buckles you in tightly, making you feel captive, although he refrains from placing actual shackles on you.
"I will take all this up with your captain," you say to him. "I am innocent of anything other than having an unlicensed pistol. She will understand why I had it."
"We'll see about that," growls Sergeant Pace. He keys his comms and orders his team, "Everybody back to the launch. We are leaving this scow in two minutes."
"You busted her, sarge?" Someone asks, just loud enough to be heard over the helmet's headset.
"Illegal weapons charge," says Sergeant Pace, cutting his gaze in your direction. "We'll see what the captain has to say about finding worse on her."
The ride across the void to the Interdictor leaves you doubting your ability to sway the United Navy captain in command of the frigate. These men and women in the launch with you are tough. They have seen action and they are used to dealing with people a lot harder than you. The captain can't be much different.
The launch slips beneath the Interdictor and enters the brightly glowing entrance of the launch bay. It passes into the gravity field of the ship and activates heavy maneuver thrusters to settle gently on the deck in a rush of steam. A second launch sits a few feet away in the compact hangar. A frigate is a small, capable frontline warship, not one of the large destroyers or massive cruisers the United Navy is better known for.
Captain Savara Laitha is waiting for you to step out of the shuttle. She is a beautiful, stern-looking woman wearing a sharp military uniform with gray trim. She also wears a blaster and ion sword on her belt. Your deepest fears are realized; this is a woman every bit as tough as the men she sends out to search ships.
"Amelia Carey, welcome aboard the Interdictor," she says in a crisp voice with a faint Martian accent. "You will come with me and we will talk about your future."
"Th-thank you, captain," you reply. She gives you a hard glance that suggests you do not owe her any gratitude. You follow a step behind her down the passages of her ship, two armed guards following a pace behind you. Captain Savara escorts you to a small room with a table and a few chairs. It has the austere look of a police interrogation room from a holovid crime show.
"Captain, please," you begin as the door closes behind you.
"Have a seat, Miss Carey," she says, indicating the chair across the table from her. She projects a hologram from a computer bracer and it seems to be your file.
"Y-yeah, right." You sit down, but keep talking. "Look, captain, like I said, I am just out here to do some science. I'm not from this part of space, you know? So I bought a little pea-shooter to protect myself. There are aliens and pirates and, um, you know... slavers."
She switches off the hologram and gazes across the table at you, her expression unreadable.
"I know it's illegal," you continue. "It's like a fine, right? I can pay a fine. I get it. I could... I could pay other sorts of fines too."
She raises an eyebrow, but says nothing for a long moment. Your heart pounds away the seconds. She seems to be studying you like a botanist might study a weed.
"I'm not sure you fully appreciate the gravity of this situation, Miss Carey," she finally says. "You will tell me the full truth, right now, and we can talk seriously about whether or not you will spend the rest of your days on Salusa. Or you can keep playing this game and see what happens."
She rests her elbows on the table and leans across the space between you and her. You can see a faintly amused smile playing at her otherwise tightly pinched lips. She is enjoying this! The bitch is teasing you!
"What's it going to be, Miss Carey?"
This is your one chance to try to save your ass from ending up in a nightmare lockup like Salusa. You had better act quickly and carefully or Captain Savara might just follow through on her promise to punish you severely.
[[Giver her the whole truth]]
[[Craft an elaborate lie to play on her sympathy]]
[[Try to seduce her]]




Prison Bitch

The first rule of prison is to find the biggest guy in the place, and beat him up.
Well, the biggest guy in Salusa is a ten foot tall lavarian, has four arms and tusks the size of your forearms. So that was never going to work.
But then, you’ve always been more a lover than a fighter.
“Ah! Ahn! Oh! Oh fuuuuuck!” you scream as ten inches of alien cock pounds your shuddering pussy. Mounted on the lavarian’s cock, you scream, arching in yet another orgasm. Your pussy ripples around his shaft, your inner walls ribbed through splicer work, some of Tazin’s finest. Your ass aches with the tattoo stamped there proclaiming who owns you. Your lover grunts, yanks back your arms. You arch, screaming as his cock explodes in your welcoming womb.
“Take it, bitch!” the alien snarls. “Take it!”
“Fuuuuuuck!” you scream, your stomach distending as what feels like gallons of alien cum pumps inside of you. He releases your arms, and you topple to the rusted iron floor, ass in the air, twitching with the aftershocks of your orgasm. With a final grunt, your mate pulls his cock out of your gaping pussy, his thick cum oozing out of you to splatter on the floor.
“Not bad, bitch.” He slaps your ass, the impact thrumming through your hypersensitive flesh. “Get up. Have work to do.”
“Yes… master…” you pant. You pull yourself to your feet, waddling out of the alien’s presence and down the corrugated corridor. Occasional windows reveal the blasted hellscape that is Salusa. The wardens rarely venture out of the stations orbiting the planet, nor the supermax facility that humps on the horizon like a great black dome. Orbital cannons blast apart any vessel not confirmed, and the irradiated wasteland kills in a matter of hours anyway.
You could almost cry. You did a few times when first arriving. But Tazin took care of that, soothing your mind with altering drugs, turning you into the mindless bitch that you are. The plaything of any of the gang that populate block 7-Z.
“Hey! Whore!”
You turn blankly to see a four legged equinar. The centaur-like alien grins, his face riddled with piercing, the tattoo of 7-Z on his tattered fatigues barely legible. “There you are. Got a job for you.”
He gestures. You glance down, and find yourself arrested at the sight of his massive equine prick. You shudder, licking your lips as you fall to your knees, crawling beneath the alien. Your trembling hands stroke his massive girth, peeling back his sheathe to bare the flared head of his cock. Moaning, you unhinge your jaw (another modification from Tazin) and slide your lips along his impossibly huge prick.
The equinar groans in pleasure. “Oh yes! Love that throat!”
You can only moan, bobbing atop his shaft. Any thought other than the need to suck his alien cock long gone. You’re nothing but the cell block slut on this hellhole. A role you’ll play until the end of your days.
It could maybe be worse. But damned if you could see how.
BAD END
[[Index]]
[[Start Over]]




Give Her the Whole Truth

You decide to put all your cards on the table and try to appeal to her, woman-to-woman.
"I want to help the Ring Worlds," you say. "That's what I am doing out here, captain. I spent years researching biomedical therapies and revolutionary treatments for the diseases that afflict mankind. I ended up working for biotech companies making sex drugs and cosmetic treatments. I wasn't helping the Ring Worlds."
"So, what, you bought a pistol and a stolen ship and decided to go revolutionary?" Captain Laitha scoffs. "You should have saved your money and joined one of the suicide cults on Praxoris. You'd have more luck changing the Ring Worlds."
You ignore the insult and forge ahead.
"I bought the ship - which I was assured was legally salvaged - to conduct my research." You take a deep breath. Here is the part that will make or break you. "Research into the biological wonders of Lanaar."
That gets Savara's attention. She sits up straight with a jolt, her eyes widening with surprise and then narrowing with hostility. The world's name is not illegal to speak, but it's the sort of word that gets you in trouble. You certainly haven't won her over, but you've got her attention. You lean closer to her, your plump breasts squeezing at the zipper of your flight suit. You sweep a lock of blonde hair from your face and gaze into her eyes, continuing at barely a whisper.
"I was denied research authorization by the Ring Worlds Authority," you say. "But I have the coordinates to Lanaar."
"That planet is under blackout quarantine," she snaps.
"Because it's dangerous to whoever goes there," you say. "Dangerous to me, captain. I accept the risk. I am willing to endanger myself, because of the chance to find cures and treatments for real diseases, not pimples and wrinkles. To find and extract compounds that could double or triple the natural human lifespan. Think of--"
"Stupid girl," she interrupts. "Do you think you are the first smuggler I have run across to give me this litany of charitable excuses? You were going to Lanaar to make a fortune. The quarantine is there for a reason. The planet is dangerous, correct, but to everyone, Miss Carey. I've seen a freighter where one of the exotics recovered from Lanaar got loose. It turned the whole crew into protein slime and filled the corridors. We had to push the ship into a star. We couldn't risk going aboard."
You can see the hardness blazing in her eyes. She pushes back from the table and stands.
"You are under arrest for defying a quarantine of the Ring Worlds authority," she says. "Your ship will be impounded for a breakdown search and additional charges may be filed."
"Please, I can--"
"You have done enough," she says. "By my authority you are to be confined in stasis until your hearing. Good luck to you, Amelia Carey. The military courts rarely find anyone not-guilty. Enjoy your stay on Salusa."
In less than an hour you are dressed in orange prisoner shorts and shirt. You receive the stasis injection and lie down on the cryobed, your heartbeat slowing as you look up at the guards closing the lid over you. A single tear freezes on your face as the super-cooled gas floods the chamber.
Thoughts of the prison planet Salusa fill your head. The nightmare world inhabited by prisoners of the Ring Worlds. All of the worst, living barely supervised on a planet where massive war turned the cities into ruins and the clouds of fallout have turned the sky to perpetual night. You will be eaten alive by the maniacs that live on that planet.
It will be far worse than any fate you might endure on Lanaar.
[[Prison Bitch]]




Craft an Elaborate Lie to Play on Her Sympathy

You gaze across the table at the fit military woman with the dark bob of hair and the sharp green eyes. She seems young for a captain, which means she is good at her job and probably too shrewd to be won over with a flash of your cleavage. The truth is too dangerous to give her. But maybe the truth wrapped up in an elaborate lie could find some sympathy at the core of Captain Savara Laitha.
"Are you familiar with Burke-Klingerman Disease?" You ask.
"I've heard the name," she says. "Something about Jovian colonists."
"Jovian worlds emit radiation. It usually can be shielded against, but when children are still in their mother's womb a burst of radiation can cause deformities in the brain. They're subtle. They can't be seen until well after the child has been born. At age five, the seizures begin. But age eight they are chronically behind because of gaps forming in their brain. By age 12 they begin to forget. And before 15 they won't even recognize their mother." You sit forward so that the tears glistening in your eyes tip over your lower lashes and trickle down your cheeks. "That's Burke-Klingerman Disease, captain."
"What is the point?" Savara demands.
"My sister has it. She's 12 years old." You say, pretending to fight back a sob. "And I'm looking for a cure."
There is truth there. Your sister, Talia, is 12. She does live on a micro station orbiting Jupiter's moon of Andrastea. But she doesn't have Burke-Klingerman.
"I'm sorry," says Captain Laitha, her facade cracking for a moment. "I didn't know. That doesn't explain what you are doing in the ship of a known fugitive."
"I bought it from a scrapper on SS9. I was told it was legal salvage."
"We can investigate that claim," she says. "How are you going to find a cure for Burke-Klingerman?"
"I'm afraid to say," you murmur, biting back more tears. "She's... she's in a really bad way captain. She barely knew me the last time I called her."
"I have a sister too," says Captain Savara. "Had. She died during the insurrection on Poesti. That's why I joined the Naval Academy."
"I'm sorry for your loss. My sister is why I joined the Brighton Academy."
She takes your hands in hers and squeezes them reassuringly. You see tears welling in her eyes. "Tell me, Amelia. What are you afraid to say?"
"It's... I need rare compounds. I need... I need..." You lean across the table, almost pressing your lips to her ear. "I have the coordinates for Lanaar."
She sits up and looks at you with wide-eyed surprise.
"That's under blackout quarantine," she says.
"Which is why I was afraid to say," you continue, squeezing her hands tightly. "I have to save my sister, captain. Even if it means my life. I am a scientist, not some smuggler. I have one goal and one goal only: to find the cure for a devastating disease. To save my sister."
"But... Lanaar," she says, clearly struggling between her sympathy for you and her strict military mind. "It is the most dangerous world we have encountered."
"It is the only way to save my sister," you say, fiercely holding her gaze.
She is frozen for a moment and then stands up abruptly from the table. Did you push her too far? Not far enough? She turns and stalks out of the room. You wipe your tears as a cold terror takes over. You imagine the nightmare prison world of Salusa and what might happen to a soft young woman like you in that radiation-scarred wasteland. You imagine your family seeing you on the net as you are tried and sentenced for trying to travel to a forbidden planet.
After what seems an eternity, the door swings open and Captain Laitha strides purposefully into the room.
"Captain Amelia Carey," she says. Your heart thumps in your chest as you try desperately to read her expression. "You are to return to your vessel and continue on your journey to Odobo Station."
Odobo Station? What is she talking about?
Wait, you remember from the jump points that the nearest to the Lanaar jump point on the map was the jump point to Odobo Station. It's a backwater agri-station in orbit around the rice-growing colony on Utamu.
"Y-yes," you say, understanding what she is saying. "I will continue to the Odobo Station jump point. Thank you."
She stops you as you are walking past her and leans down, her breath hot against your neck as she speaks. "Not a word of what you are doing to anyone else. Not a word of our conversation. Do you understand?"
"Of course, captain," you say. "Thank you."
"Mmmmm," she says through pursed lips. "Good luck saving your sister. Few return from your destination."
A launch returns you to your ship. You even get your las pistol back. As you watch Interdictor move away, you bring Navi back online.
"Good to see you again, Amie," she chirps. "I hope you enjoyed your visit with Captain Laitha."
"Yeah, she has a good heart," you say. "I almost feel guilty about using that against her. Now let's get the hell out of here."
"As you wish, captain," chirps the AI. You feel your ship accelerate towards the jump point. On the sensor display, you watch as Interdictor moves off to some other jump point.
You feel the jump drive beginning to power up. Soon you will in orbit above Lanaar and you can finally begin the dangerous and highly-illegal work you have dreamed about since learning of the planet.
[[Onwards to Lanaar]]




Try to Seduce Her

You let your eyelids droop with desire as you look at Captain Laitha with new eyes. She is quite handsome in that well-fitted uniform, clearly a fitness enthusiast, with pert breasts barely betraying the femininity you see in the curve of her clear green eyes and her soft lips. Her skin is bronzed, suggesting either plenty of time spent off-ship or a bit of vanity on the part of the captain. You can work with that, so long as her tastes run towards busty young blondes.
With your mind made up, you change your posture, leaning forward so your breasts strain at the zipper of your flight suit. You bite you lower lip in a smile at Captain Laitha.
"Why are you smiling like that?" She growls. "This is a very serious situation."
"Oh, of course," you say, melodramatically drawing yourself upright. "I was just struck by... I never imagined I would be hauled in for questioning about a little las pistol and my ship. Certainly I never imagined myself in this position sitting across from such a beautiful woman."
Her eyes flash at you for a moment. You can't tell if it is anger or if her composure slips for a second to reveal her desire. Her smile that follows is cold.
"You cannot charm your way out of this," she says. "You're beautiful, I'll grant you that, Miss Carey, but being a sexy little science nymph does little to explain why you are in the ship of a fugitive and where you are going with it."
Your strategy has worked as much as it is going to. You've hit a wall with her, but you're not giving up. It's time to change tactics. She wants you, but she is afraid to admit it. Is it that tightly-buttoned uniform? That rod up her tight little ass?
She stares at you coldly as you consider your next move.
[[Play the out-of-control slut]]
[[Play the damsel in distress]]
[[Play the cold-blooded sexual negotiator]]




Play the Out-of-Control Slut

You giggle at her hostility and toy with the zipper of your flight suit. You pull it a little lower, your creamy breast nearly bursting out, the edges of your pink areolas appearing. Captain Laitha's mask slips again, another flash in her green eyes.
"I just get so cooped up on in these metal cans floating around space," you gasp, pulling the zipper down almost to your navel. The sides of your heavy breasts are exposed and your nipples barely covered. Your tits heave with each breath. "Doesn't it get lonely as the captain? Don't you need a little... companionship?"
You pull the zipper down more and gasp as your breasts burst free.
"Don't you need to play with these fat tits? Mmmmmmm." You cup one breasts and heft it up, leaning your face down to run your tongue over and around your fat pink nipple. You look into her eyes as you catch that nipple between your lips and suck it, sending a pulse of pleasure arcing like electricity to your clit. You moan against your soft mound.
"Unbelievable," she hisses. "Disgraceful."
Maybe so, but the stern Captain Laitha isn't rising from her chair.
"Mmmmmmm!" You pop your lips free from your nipple and let your breast drop back into place. You hold her angry gaze as you push your chair slowly back from the table. You peel off the flight suit and climb onto the table wearing only your boots. Your soft breast dangle beneath you as you crawl towards Savara.
"I've been so bad, captain," you whisper, lowering your face towards hers. "I need you to punish me."
She stares into your eyes in seeming disbelief. You slowly move your lips closer and closer to hers. Your nose brushes against hers. Your hot breath caresses her face.
"I should have you locked in the brig," she whispers. "Or in cryo stasis."
"Mmmmmmmm you can't put me on ice when I'm this hot," you murmur. "I'll melt right through the cryo chamber."
You mash your lips to hers and her reaction is immediate and hungry. Her lips part and her tongue wars with yours in a fearsome battle. She seems almost unwilling to let your tongue enter her steamy mouth and yet she does not break the kiss. She fences with you and even moans against your lips. Suddenly, she grabs a handful of your blonde hair and yanks your head back.
"Severe punishment," she growls.
"Oh, yes," you moan. "Punish me, captain, please."
She gives your head a rough yank before releasing it and standing up from the table. You are on all fours, naked except for your boots as you look up at the handsome woman. She works the neat belt of her uniform, yanking it off completely. She slips the belt around the back of your neck and winds the leather around her fist. It is like an unbreakable and very short leash.
"Look at you," she hisses, running her free hand over your shoulders and around to your thick round ass. She squeezes it hard and gives it a smack. First one cheek and then the other, several hard swats in quick succession until your bottom is stinging and throbbing with heat. You whimper and wiggle your ass, playing every bit the incorrigible slut this stern woman wants to dominate. It's not hard to do; the spanking feels good and Savara knows how to handle you forcefully to make you feel submissive.
She takes down her uniform trousers and reveals slender hips and shaved cunt. She lifted one booted foot up on the table and drags your face down between her tan thighs. The dusky folds of her pussy are dewy with her arousal and you take a moment to inhale her scent. Only a moment; Savara drags your face to her cunt and you have no choice but to lick the sweet groove of her pussy. Your tongue runs the length of her slick folds and you taste her nectar as it spills into your mouth. She pulls the belt tight, holding you against her cunt as she grinds on your face.
"This is what you get," she hisses. "Thick space slut, mmmh, coming onto my ship. Begging for it. Ohhhh, yes, suck it. Suck it you naughty girl. Suck my pussy."
You slurp lewdly on her sweet folds, looking up at her military tunic and her tanned lower abdomen as your tongue probes her hot channel and you suck at her mound. She takes hold of your head with both hands, letting the belt drop from your neck as she combs her fingers into your silky blonde hair and fucks her juicy furrow against your tongue. Her hot nectar spills over your lips, across your tongue, and down your chin. You drink the sweet honey of her cunt, enjoying the strength of her thighs and the rough hold on your head.
"Take it, you little academy slut," she gasps through clenched teeth. "Take it. Make me cum! NnnnnnaaaaaaAAAAH!"
Her fingers dig into your scalp and she fucks roughly against your face, slipping from your chin to your nose and smearing her cum all over your lips. She throws back her head as she cries with pleasure, pouring her hot, slippery cum all over your face.
"Mmmmmmmmm!" You cry, muffled and used by Captain Laitha. She rides her cunt against your face until her tension is spent and her grip on your hair relaxes. She steps back from the table and looks down at you with something between guilt and anger.
"Why did you make me do that?" She gasps.
"Make you?" You wipe her cum from your lips. "I invited you. I hope that helps punctuate the monotony for you."
Flustered, probably at losing control, Captain Laitha pulls on her trousers.
"Get dressed," she snaps and hurriedly departs from the room.
For more than an hour, you stew in the interrogation room, wondering if enticing her to fucking you was a mistake. She left her belt behind, which you turn over in your hands. It's a nice piece of craftsmanship with real animal leather and a silver buckle with the insignia of the navy. Someone probably bought it for her as a gift. You roll it up neatly and leave it for her on the table.
You are sitting on the table, kicking your feet out of boredom, when the door opens and a grizzled marine motions to you.
"Captain Carey, come with me. We will return you to your ship."
You feel slightly hurt that Captain Laitha never wanted to say goodbye. Maybe take you back to her bed for a proper fuck. Instead, you follow the marine to one of the launches and return to your vessel. Once the shuttle has disengaged from your ship, you reactivate Navi.
"Good to see you again, Amie," she chirps. "I hope you enjoyed your visit with Captain Laitha."
"Not as much as I would've liked," you say. "She is a bit of a taker rather than a giver."
"Is there anything I can do for you, captain?" The AI asks helpfully.
You watch Interdictor move away on your scanner screen.
"Take us to the Lanaar jump point," you instruct Navi.
You feel your ship accelerate towards the jump point.
You feel the jump drive beginning to power up. Soon you will in orbit above Lanaar and you can finally begin the dangerous and highly-illegal work you have dreamed about since learning of the planet.
[[Onwards to Lanaar]]




Play the Damsel in Distress

The direct approach isn't working with Captain Laitha. You can see the desire flickering in those green eyes, but a by-the-book sort of woman like her is only going to break rules for a good reason. Something that makes her feel like she is doing the right thing. Something that turns her into a hero.
You think of the time your mother caught you giving your first blowjob to Eugen Ezrani to summon the feeling of embarrassment. Your cheeks grow hot and you look away from Captain Laitha as if feeling humiliated.
"I'm sorry," you say. "It works sometimes to get me out of trouble."
"I'll bet it does," says Captain Laitha. "It will not work on an officer of the United Navy."
"It has kept me alive this long," you say, looking down at your lap. "Sometimes I have to do things... even with aliens. There was the Drax who robbed me and that awful junk trader on SS9. I... I had to get out of there."
"Is that where you got this ship?"
"Yes," you say, tears dropping down your cheeks. "I had to get out of there. There were criminals after me. They said I owed them money, but I didn't. They told me they were going to make me work in a brothel. Give me biomods."
"That's over now," she says, reaching out and taking your hand. "It's alright, Miss Carey."
"Amelia," you say, wiping away your tears and forcing a smile.
"You can call me Savara," she says. "Hey, you're safe now. Have you had anything to eat? Food on a United Navy ship isn't going to win any awards, but the Martian honey twist bread in the officer's mess is delicious. We can have something to eat and you can tell me all about your trouble."
"Th-thank you," you say.
She walks you out of the interrogation room and down to the Interdictor's mess room. Men and women of the crew salute Savara along the way. You arrive in the small, private officer's mess and she leaves you for a moment to fetch a hot cup of caff and one of the Martian honey twist rolls. It's better than the food on SS9 and the hot caff warms your belly.
You play up your fear, explaining you just wanted to be a scientist, but you got caught up in the criminal underbelly of SS9. You talk about your family, making up a whole tragic and elaborate history in which your father was in debt to a criminal syndicate and your sister was sold for parts to a black market flesh peddler. By the time your story is done, Captain Laitha has an arm around your shoulder and you are leaning against her.
"I'm alone in all this," you finish. "Just trying to make a name for myself with my research so that nobody has to go through what my sister went through. And then your ship hailed me and... I'm going to prison, aren't I?"
You burst into tears at the exact right moment. Savara embraces you tightly and hold you with your face against her shoulder. Your tears soak into her uniform tunic as she strokes your back between your shoulders. When you finally look up at her, you hold her sympathetic gaze. It softens, you see that slight bite of her lower lip you've been waiting for, and you know how cute and vulnerable you must look. Your kiss seems to be sudden and impulsive, but you've been planning it out this whole time.
You hold your lips against Savara's just long enough for her to feel the heat.
"I'm sorry," you say, pulling back. "That was stupid... I... you're just so beautiful and I've been alone all this time. I thought... I don't know, forgive me, captain."
"Forgive you?" She smiles sadly. "Oh, sweetie, there is nothing to forgive. I... felt it too. I felt--"
You interrupt her with another kiss and this one is just as precisely timed and planned as the first. Her word becomes an open invitation and you slip your tongue into the caff-battered warmth of her mouth. Her tongue meets yours and, after a moment's hesitation, begins to swirl against yours. You let the kiss linger for as long as she will take it and this one last so long that you decide to add your hand to the mix, gently caressing her leg. That finally gets her to pull away.
"We shouldn't," she says and then surprises you with a kiss of her own. She breaks it after a moment and practically leaps from her chair, taking hold of your hand and dragging you behind her.
"Where are you taking me?" You cry as she pulls you out of the mess and down a corridor within the ship.
"My quarters. Is that okay?"
"More than okay," you reply, flashing a grin at her as you hurry along behind her.
It is clear Savara has some pent up sexual energy from the moment you reach her quarters. She kisses you passionately, pressing you back against the wall as the door closes behind you. She unzips your white flight suit and your big, soft breasts bounce free. She moans as she kisses them and squeezes them almost like a teenage boy. Her mouth latches to one of your nipples and you whine with pleasure as she stuffs her hand down the front of your flight suit. Her fingers seek the hot groove of your pussy and she does not hesitate to plunge one, two, and then three fingers into your slick channel.
"Ohhhhh, captain," you moan. "What are you... what are you doing to me?"
"Should I stop?" she asks, her breath hot against your chest and her fingers still fucking insistently into your slick cove. You lift her face from your chest and look into her eyes.
"No. You definitely should not stop."
You let your libido take over as you guide Savara to her knees and look down at her as she gets your flight suit unzipped completely. You spread your pussy wide with your fingers, showing off the tightness of it and the glistening wetness of your pink cunny. She braces her hands on your substantial thighs, kissing them, moving her face closer to the heat of your sex. You thread your fingers into her silky, dark hair, pulling gently to urge her towards your pussy. Her tongue gives a testing lash of your cunt and you whine with pleasure. She licks you again and again, playful, teasing licks along your furrow, barely touching your clit.
"Oh, Savara," you moan. "You torment me."
"Mmmmmmm, you taste so sweet," she says, licking again and this time parting your folds with her tongue. It plunges inside your aching channel and you let out a gasp of pleasure, holding tight to her head. Her tongue moves from your depth to your clit, and you begin to rock your hips, fucking against her mouth. She slips her hands to your hips, her fingers squeezing your soft buttocks, pulling you eagerly against her face. You fuck her mouth more roughly, smearing your nectar over the handsome captain's lips and nose and chin.
"Aaaaaaah!" You cry, your pleasure mounting as you ride against her face. "Oh, Savara, I'm going to cum!"
You think you hear a reply, but it is hard to be certain with her face buried so eagerly in the hot patch of your cunt. She sucks at your folds and lashes your clit again and again with her tongue. You cry out, thighs quaking as you tumble forward, riding her face down to the floor so that she is on her back and you are atop her. If anything, this drives her lust further, her moans vibrating into your spasming cunt and her tongue furiously lapping at your clit. Her hands squeeze your ass so roughly it almost hurts, but you do not relent in the throes of your pleasure.
The last shocks of your orgasm leave you and you roll from atop her face and onto the floor beside her, panting, body shaking with aftershocks of your pleasure. Savara curls beside you and kisses your lips, sharing the taste of your sweet cunt.
"Amelia," she says, looking into your eyes and stroking your flushed cheek. "I never imagined I would find someone like you on that ship."
"Mmmmm!" You kiss her and wriggle in her embrace, pressing your soft body against her military tunic. "I never imagined you on this ship either."
You kiss her more passionately as you unbuckle her uniform belt. She takes hold of your wrist as if to stop you, but you proceed, pushing your hand down into her trousers and her plain panties. Her cunt is soaking and steamy, seemingly freshly shaved. You feel the bud of her clit easily and you begin to rub it as you kiss her. She whines against your lips, sounding downright girlish once your fingers push inside her tight channel. You fuck her with your fingers, grinding your palm against her clit as your kiss ravishes her eager lips.
With your free hand, you unbutton her uniform and pull up her undershirt. She is wearing a plain bra on her firm breasts. You peel it up over them and they jiggle free, though there is little to them with her on her back. You lean down and run your tongue around a dusky nipple. You suck the bud between your lips, admiring her all-over tan as you pleasure her pussy with your fingers.
"Ohhhhh, Amelia," she moans, flopping back helplessly as her orgasm rises. "Ohhhh, you are going to make me... me... AAHHHHHHHH!"
You see her lean body in its full glory as she arches beneath you on the floor, her toned abs chiseled by the tension of her orgasm. You can actually feel her cunt squeezing your fingers as they work in and out. Her eyes are closed at the moment of her ecstasy, her mouth hanging open. You lift your face from her breasts and kiss her open mouth. She meets you mid-cry, closing for a kiss and thrusting her tongue against yours. Her body slowly relaxes back onto the floor and she slips, panting, onto her back.
"I haven't... cum like that... in years," she laughs, looking up at you with pleasure-heavy eyes.
"You're so beautiful," you say, looking at the glow of her orgasm in her cheeks and her smile. You mean those words more than you have meant anything you've said since arriving on Savara's ship.
The pleasure has only begun between you. You take a shower together and find new ecstasy beneath the hot streams of water, your bodies writhing in the lather and your fingers and tongues exploring one another. She is quite eager to "comfort" you in a number of different positions and you are glad to have her sympathy whether it is on your back with her tongue lashing your cunt or on your hands and knees with her face smothered in your soft ass. You repay some of the pleasure to Savara, but her intention is clearly to serve. It seems it is a relief to her to take the more submissive role, although you do not push that too hard since you are still playing the damsel in distress.
Your marathon of lovemaking has spilled onto the small dining table in her kitchenette by the time you are finally interrupted by her crew.
"Captain," says a man through her comm link. "We are being asked to escort a damaged freighter to Port Harding."
"Mmmmmm," Savara lifts her face from between your thighs. "Of course, lieutenant. Please notify them we will be en route shortly. Laitha out."
She severs the comm-connection and looks up at you apologetically.
"I'm afraid our fun must end here, Amelia," she says. "I have to return to my duty and you... you are free to go."
"Really?" You cry, as if this wasn't your plan all along. "Oh, thank you, Savara."
You embrace her and kiss her lips and cheeks and hug her tightly. She gives your plump bottom a lingering, two-handed squeeze, perhaps to fix it in her mind before you depart. You give her one last deep kiss to remember you by as well. You dress together and she escorts you to the launch bay, ordering one of the marines who searched your ship to transport you back.
Soon enough, you are safe in the cockpit of your vessel and watching the Interdictor speed away towards a jump point and a rendezvous with another vessel. You bring Navi back online.
"Good to see you again, Amie," she chirps. "I was starting to wonder."
"Oh, I'm back, and you'll have to put up with me for the foreseeable future," you say. "It turns out that Captain Laitha is a really sweet woman. Very tender."
"Please! Spare me the o doubt lurid details. Is there anything I can do for you, captain?" The AI chirps helpfully.
You watch Interdictor move away on your scanner screen, feeling a faint twinge of longing.
"Take us to the Lanaar jump point," you instruct Navi.
You feel the jump drive beginning to power up. Soon you will be in orbit above Lanaar and you can finally begin the dangerous and highly-illegal work you have dreamed about since learning of the planet.
[[Onwards to Lanaar]]




Play the Cold-Blooded Sexual Negotiator

This woman is a captain, used to negotiating with friends and enemies. Maybe you are going about this all wrong trying to play seductive. What this situation calls for is a more transactional approach. Something cold-blooded and to the point.
You put your elbows on the table and lean forward, your breasts pressing against the table's edge as you speak in a conspiratorial tone.
"Captain Laitha, look, we both know what is going on here. A little shakedown to see what comes tumbling out of my pockets. I promise you, it isn't money." You lean forward a bit more. "But I can offer you other things."
"You have my attention," she says with a smile.
"I was thinking we leave this interrogation room, go back to my ship, and I show you the zero-g webbing can be used in more ways than one."
"Oh, really? Is that what you had in mind?"
"Well, I'm not shy, captain," you say, teasing your lips with a finger. "If you need to be serviced, I'm your girl. If you want to get on your knees, I'm your girl too. Heck, if you'd like to know what it feels like it have a woman piss on y--"
"That will be enough," she snarls. "Attempting to bribe an officer of the navy with this... this filth is a serious offense!"
"Hey, wait, I was only talking here," you say, holding up your hands to try to calm her down.
She pushes back from the table and stands. "Oh, you've talked quite enough, Amelia Carey. Quite enough to guarantee a conviction for attempted bribery. I will send you to stasis while my crew breaks down your ship bolt by bolt. If they find anything, you'll be spending your days on Salusa."
"No," you cry. "Please, wait! Let me start over."
"Goodbye, Miss Carey," says Captain Laitha as she turns and leaves the room.
In less than an hour you are dressed in orange prisoner shorts and shirt. You receive the stasis injection and lie down on the cryobed, your heartbeat slowing as you look up at the guards closing the lid over you. A single tear freezes on your face as the super-cooled gas floods the chamber.
Thoughts of the prison planet Salusa fill your head. The nightmare world inhabited by prisoners of the Ring Worlds. All of the worst, living barely supervised on a planet where massive war turned the cities into ruins and the clouds of fallout have turned the sky to perpetual night. You will be eaten alive by the maniacs that live on that planet.
It will be worse than Lanaar.
[[Prison Bitch]]




The Deep Jungle

"If Lanaar follows most patterns of fauna we’ve encountered, the jungle will be the densest biological sample site," you say, zooming in on the image of the jungle. The clearing is roughly a half kilometer across. It seems quite tiny compared to the endless green canopy of the jungle, which conceals all terrain beneath it. "I think we should land there."
You tap the screen and a marker appears in the clearing. Navi chirps and a wire frame image of your ship appears superimposed over the clearing.
"I should not have difficulty landing," says the AI. "Are you sure though? There are almost 1,000 bioforms visible just on long range--"
"Perfect!" You exclaim, clapping your hands together. "Put her down nice and easy, Navi."
"Yes, captain," sighs the AI. You feel the ship accelerate and swing around as it begins a descent into Lanaar's thick atmosphere. The blackness of the void is replaced by the vibration of friction and the roar of flames across the external viewers. For several seconds, it feels as if your ship might break apart. Heat warnings begin to flash on several points and something seems to break loose on one of the feeds.
"Navi?" You ask nervously, gripping the arms of your chair.
"Almost through captain." A moment after she says it, the flames disappear and you are looking out over a vast terrain of green jungle, pierced here and there by mountain peaks and topped with low-hanging clouds. Your ship slows and shudders again as retro jets fire. Navi seems to be bringing it in fast, but with a last rumble of the engines your ship sets down lightly on its landing struts. The engines cut off and you hear the clicking of settling metal and the hiss of fluid splashing over hot components. A faint rain begins to patter over your exterior ports.
"Atmosphere is breathable. High oxygen content should be quite pleasant for you, captain. No contaminants detected."
"Bioforms?" You ask.
"Most have fled into the jungle. Some have burrowed underground or flown away. You shouldn’t have to travel far to find them."
"Good," you say. "Transfer comms to a remote unit."
You unplug a wrist comm from a charger and clamp it to your forearm. Your tight-fitting flight suit should be proof against the rain. You grab sample capsules, a gel-preserver, and a stun blaster. Stepping out onto the surface of Lanaar, you feel an almost electric prickling in your arms and the back of your neck. The strongest smell is the charred vegetation from the engines, but under that, there's something else... a sweetness that goes beyond a smell. As you stride away from the ship and towards a promising-looking patch of the dense green jungle, that sweetness grows stronger. It's not flowery, but a scent that’s almost... sexual. Your pulse quickens and you chuckle in surprise as your nipples stiffen inside your flight suit.
"Strong sexual pheromones," you murmur into your bracelet. "They permeate the atmosphere in this area. It's as if... the jungle lusts."
"I am detecting pronounced sexual arousal, captain," says Navi. "Be careful. Your heightened state might make you vulnerable to predators on Lanaar."
"Only if they want to fuck me," you joke, but half mean it as you step beneath the shade of the massive jungle trees. Soon enough, you see strange insects, like translucent birds, and scuttling crab-like creatures that scurry into holes bored in the trees. You image them with your bracelet, but both types of creature move too quickly for you to catch and the stunner would probably kill them even on the lowest setting.
You are admiring a spiral-leafed fern, clipping a bit of the touch-reactive leaf into a sample jar, when you hear a rustling nearby. A creature ambles out. It is no larger than a cat and has a reddish-pink color like sunburned flesh and a fatness to its four stubby limbs that it is almost cute. It has four deeply-set black eyes on each side of its wide head and a short snout that seems flexible like an elephant's trunk. It sniffs the air and approaches you cautiously.
"Hello there," you say, imaging it. You mutter to your wrist, "Navi, sub-cutaneous imaging, please. I want to know if this thing bites."
There is a flicker of light from the imager that startles the cute beast. Navi says, "Negative, captain. Rudimentary grinding teeth are deep-set in the head. I don't believe--"
But you're already running through the jungle after the little creature. It crackles through the undergrowth. You duck tree limbs and leap over streams of purple liquid that seem to pulse with life of their own. You almost have it! The creature stumbles out into a small clearing. You draw your stunner, dialing it to two out of ten. The creature whimpers and looks back at you.
"Captain," says Navi.
"Not now," you hiss. You crouch down and say to the creature, "Hey, little buddy. It's alright. Come here. I won't hurt you. At least not until I get you back to the biolab. It's okay... shhh..."
You reach out a hand and the creature sniffs at it. You take aim with the stunner...
A tree crashes to the ground beside you, nearly big enough to crush your body. You fall back onto your butt and the little creature scampers away. You look up and see what Navi was trying to warn you about.
"The mature animal is much larger," says Navi, which is sort of unnecessary since you are staring up at a version of the creature that is as big as a fuel loader. It stands over you, snorting through its snout, its four black eyes staring at you with hatred.
Or... maybe not hatred. Beneath its four, short limbs hangs a glistening pink reproductive organ about the width of three of your fingers. Its extreme length makes it seem slender. It bends back and forth, the hilt ringed with smaller tendrils that surround a wide bulge of vein-lined flesh. The tip is dripping with a thin, yellowish-white liquid.
"Navi, is that what I think it is?" You murmur, trying not to make any sudden moves.
"That appears to be a male in full engorgement, yes," replies the AI. "Based on superficial gene-reading I believe this organism is capable of interbreeding with a human."
"What?" You gasp.
The creature trumpets from its short snout and takes another step towards you. You are not entirely certain of its intentions, but you had better make up your mind about what you are going to do.
[[Wait]]
[[Parley]]
[[Fight]]
[[Stun]]
[[Surrender]]




The Temple

You peer intently at the screen with the structure on it. It looks pyramidal, rising in squat levels to tower over the thick forest which surrounds it. Greenery sprawls all over it, but the structure looks intact. “Navi? Enhance the image.”
“You got it, captain!”
The screen blurs as it zooms in. You watch eagerly as the resolution clears, then gasp in delighted awe at what you see. It is a pyramid! A huge temple structure rearing out of the thick foliage, steps carved into its side. The thing looks enormous! Possibly some native civilization created it.
“Oh wow!” you breathe. You tap the keypad eagerly. “Navi! Take us down.”
“I feel I should point out that such a structure was likely built by something, captain,” the AI informs you.
“Yeah. Something probably dead. Besides, think of the treasure!”
“I thought you were here for scientific samples?”
“Yeah. Those too. Think of those too, Navi. But yeah. You might have a point.”
“Hmph! Glad you agree,” the AI says smugly.
“Yeah. Bring us in quiet and land out of earshot. I’ll approach overland.”
The AI’s projection stares at you, for a moment gobsmacked. She finally throws her gleaming arms in the air. “Ugh! Fine! You’re impossible!”
You laugh as your hulk of a ship descends, shaking through the atmospheric entry before settling into the humid air of the jungle world. Within an hour Navi is setting the craft down in an empty valley, afterburners scorching the verdant ground and the craft shaking as landing gear absorbs the shock. You pop open the hatch, stepping down onto the jungle floor. Your blaster makes a comforting weight on your hip, along with your stunner and other tools weighing down your belt. Around your wrist rests your minicomputer, a handy little device acting as both a communicator with the ship and general data too. As you hit the ground you straighten and take in the alien world.
Lanaar is everything you expected it to be. Thick forests loom above, their peaks weighed by vines and strange looking flowers. Roots swell from the bases of the trees and plunge into the ground like bloated fingers. You take your time to admire it, then check your wrist comm. A holo map rises and the location of the ruins pings on the screen. Nodding, you kill the screen and set off.
The moment you step beneath the trees the shadows press around you. The hairs on the back of your neck rise with the strange sensation of being watched. A vague feeling, but oppressive all the same. You suppress a shiver. The humid air clings to your bodysuit, stirring your hair as you move through the deeper jungle. You inhale deeply the strange, flowery air, and feel yourself grow warmer still, but in a new way. One which you’re acutely familiar with.
“Captain. I’m detecting an increased arousal in your body.”
“Yeah,” you say, smiling a little as the dull heat pools in your core. “Must be something in the atmosphere.”
“Well, be careful. It might make you more susceptible to the native lifeforms on Lanaar.”
You laugh. “Really Navi? You think I’m just going to throw myself onto the cock of the first alien I see? Their thick, virile cocks…”
“Judging by the sudden jump in your heart rate, that’s exactly what I’m thinking.”
You flush. “Alright. Radio silence for the next while.”
“Aye, captain,” Navi says. The smirk in her voice makes you glower as you stab the silencing button and set off once more.
Soon enough you can see the top of the pyramid thrusting out of the jungle. The nearer you come the quicker your heart beats with the excitement at potential discovery. A long lost city? Some forgotten empire on a world so dangerous Ring World authority would imprison anyone even trying to land? Each sends a thrill of excitement racing through you.
As you near the edge of the jungle you stop, staring. The temple rises before you. A stepped structure, its sides are carved with elaborate geometric designs. Ivy blooms over the whole building as if trying to drag it down into the jungle itself. Yet even in its state of near ruin the structure awes you. Unlike anything you have seen, from the spearing silver towers of the collegiate world Romas to the run down depths like SS9, it is something primal and ancient.
You scan the structure, looking for a way in. You see two possibilities. A set of steps climb the front towards a doorway in the center of the pyramid. However, another entrance you see appears to be a hole knocked in the base of the stone, where thin ribbons of steam breathes into the humid air.
Yet as you watch, movement catches your eye. Instinctively you duck down, peeking through the tangle of the overgrowth to see two figures emerge from the temple’s steps.
Your breath catches at the alien beauty of the pair. Slim limbed and feminine in build, their skin is a rich blue, but the crowns of their head stretch back into a mass of hanging tentacles where a human might have hair. Their eyes are dark and oval shaped, and their flesh almost translucent, reminding you starkly of Navi, although these women are not only obviously real, but quite solid as well. Still, their breasts are huge orbs near the size of your head, and in their slim fingers they grasp a pair of spears. They wear little in respect to clothes, merely a loincloth around their waists and some solid metal wristbands. A few golden rings are clasped around the tentacles of their ‘hair’, and around their necks are chokers fitted with curious, pulsating green stones.
You bite your lip as the two guards take up positions outside the entrance of the temple. Looks like you’ll have to deal with them if you want to sneak inside…
[[Distract the Guards]]
[[Surrender to Guards]]
[[Enter the Hole in the Pyramid]]




Parley

Maybe this creature is sentient. Even partially-sentient species sometimes communicate. You scramble to your feet and back away from the pinkish-red brute. Its head is roughly even with yours and its four eyes gleam like polished black stones. It stares at you beneath a furrowed brow and takes a threatening step closer, snorting loudly from its flexible snout.
"Whoa," you say, holding up your hands. "Friend. I am a friend. Not an enemy."
The beast takes another step towards you and pushes his flexible snout into your face. He snorts loudly, blowing your hair back and hitting you with a gust of his rotten vegetable breath. A long, reddish-purple tongue slides out of his mouth and licks over your face. He licks you several times and you relax slightly.
"Alright, you're not going to bite me," you say, being careful not to bare your teeth in a smile it might think is threatening.
You reach cautiously into your pouch, feeling around for a nutrient bar. You tear open the corner and hold it out to the creature. It sniffs and gives the brown bar a cautious lick. Its brow unfurrows and it lurches for the bar so quickly that it almost sucks your fingers into its snout. You release your grip on the nutrient bar as its flexible tongue wraps around it and draws it inside its mouth. It chews deep in its puffy head and then lets out a happy blurt from its nose.
"You like that, huh?" You twist and reach into your pouch again. "I've got a couple more here, I could-"
The creature trumpets loudly and rears up on its hind legs. What you took to be a quadruped suddenly seems like a biped. It stands confident and upright and its huge cock, thick as three fingers but nearly as long as your arm from your fingers to your elbow, sticks out straight towards you. The creature's stubby back limbs support its weight upright confidently. The front limbs dangle almost uselessly from its shoulders, too close to even come close to touching. It strikes you that now it looks more like a huge penguin, featherless and pink from the sun and with a strange cock that's pointing at you.
"No more food, huh?" You say as it slowly walks towards you. Its jutting cock prods at your midsection, smearing its slimy yellow-white precum over your abdomen and upper thighs. "Oh, I get it. Not going to buy a girl a drink."
It trumpets in reply, poking you a bit more forcefully in the belly with the tip of its cock. Whatever friendship you thought you were kindling with the strange alien is clearly being overruled by its desires. Worse, this strange atmosphere in the sultry jungle is filling you with all sorts of strange desires. Maybe if you just... if you just gave it something in return. Maybe then it would leave you alone.
You toy with your lower lip, admiring the impressive length of the alien's cock. What would that feel like buried in your aching pussy? What would it taste like in your mouth?
"Captain," interjects Navi, "you aren't really considering fucking this thing, are you?"
"You know, for a glorified calculator you sure like to back-seat drive," you say. "So what if I am?"
"Contamination protocols highly recommend against it," replies the AI. "Many substances on Lanaar are known to have powerful side effects on human biology. Not to mention parasites and symbiotic organisms that might--"
You mute Navi's audio function. She continues to talk by flashing words across your bracelet's flat screen display. You switch that off as well and turn your attention back to the alien beast, which trumpets impatiently and steps towards you again, prodding your abdomen once more with his erect cock.
"Guess I'm just going to have to try to get you off, big guy," you say, reaching out and letting your fingers drag over his cockshaft. It's so warm to your touch and slippery with whatever oily liquid it is secreting. The beast trumpets happily at your touch and bumps you again with its long cockmeat.
[[Perfunctorily with your hand]]
[[Pleasurably with your breasts]]
[[Enthusiastically with your mouth]]




Fight

Staring at the four-eyed, squat-limbed beast with its enormously long cock is enough to convince you that negotiations are off the table. This thing either wants to eat your or, worse, wants to mate with you. The latter thought is enough to convince you to slip the stunner back into your belt. You draw the las pistol and switch off the safety. You've never fired this thing at anything other than a target, but a single shot bores a hole in ten-centimeter adamantium plate. Surely it will put a hole in this ugly beast.
"Sorry, big guy," you say, lining up the shot on its pink head. "I don't want to do this, but you're not leaving me a choice."
He trumpets so loudly that you feel your organs shaking inside your body. He rears up, his glistening cock jerking and flicking droplets of precum against your suit. You try to keep your aim steady as he drops back down on all-fours and trundles towards you. You take a deep breath and pull the trigger.
The las pistol flashes and discharges a searing red shot that thwacks directly into the beast's forehead. The shot leaves a smoking mark on the pink flesh... and the beast trumpets with renewed fury. How?! The beast is immune to las pistols?
"Damn it, Navi, does it have a weak spot?" You cry, backing away as you take another shot at the beast. Your shot goes wild and the enraged alien charges, chasing you into the jungle and knocking aside the foliage that is slowing you down. You try to leap over the roots of a massive jungle tree and you trip, sprawling on the moist earth. The las pistol goes bouncing into a nearby creek bed, landing with a splash somewhere far out of reach.
"I'm sorry, Amie," says Navi. "But I don’t think you’ve got anything that can harm this thing."
It's too late anyway. The beast looms behind you, seeming even larger as it pushes a heavy foot into your back. You feel it pinch your flight suit in its hidden teeth and with a great pull it tears away most of the lower back and bares your plump buttocks and your juicy pussy. Damn the atmosphere on this planet! You're soaking wet and aching for a good cock, but not like this!
The beast does not care what you want. It shifts its massive bulk atop you, pressing its soft underside against your bare hindquarters. You lets out a gasp as you feel the warmth of its cock bull roughly against your cunt.
"Nooo," you cry.
The beast trumpets and thrusts forward, skewering your cunt on the incredible length of its cock. The tip burrows into your slick depths and in a single thrust presses hard against your limit. For a moment, you fear the beast will put its weight into the thrust and impale you fatally on its incredibly long cock.
"Um, Amie? I believe the beast is engaged in mating activity with you," says Navi, being absolutely no help at all.
You feel as if you are in a dream. The heat of the jungle and being trapped beneath the bulk of the beast overcomes you and you begin to moan with each thrust of its massive cock. Your tits press roughly into the ground and all you can really do is arch your back and take the massive cock into your slick cunt. Fear and pain are eroded by the steady tide of pleasure. Each thrust smears your clutching walls with tingling precum and this triggers a physiological response of need that might be interesting if you weren't the one feeling the need.
"Yes," you pant as the beast roughly ruts into you. "Fuck me. Take my human pussy. It's... it's yours!"
You feel a pronounced bulging of the extremely warm flesh of the alien's cock. It swells against the opening of your cunt and you think of canine anatomy. Will it plug you with this huge bulge? It feels too large for such a thing. An orgasm drives any analysis from your mind and the deafening trumpet of the beast seems to signal its impending orgasm.
Only... nothing happens. The beast stops thrusting and sits atop you, panting and warbling through its snout, its huge cock still stretching your pussy. Your muscles contract and you involuntarily squeeze the alien cock.
It suddenly trumpets again, even louder than before, and you feel a powerful jerk of the alien cock inside you. In an instant, you are completely flooded with alien cum. It spurts out in one great gush, overflowing your stuffed channel and spattering down your thighs. You feel it... something deep inside you. Something like a light switching on in a dark cave.
The beast has...
"Oh shit! Amie? This thing’s impregnated you, captain," says Navi.
You begin to laugh beneath the beast. It withdraws its cock from your cunt with a loud slurp and a sudden gush of trapped liquid from your abused pussy. You lie there panting, your ass up and your body marked with red where the creature held you pinned to the ground. It lumbers away, apparently no longer interested in you.
But it's too late, your mind is swimming with a near-overdose of potent alien cum. You have been bred by the alien beast and now you know your purpose.
"Captain?" The thing on your wrist asks as you wander bow-legged into the jungle. "Captain? Amie! Where are you going? You should return to the ship for medical attention."
"Shut up," you mutter dully and remove the machine from your wrist. It drops heavily to the grass as you wander into the depths of the jungle, your previous purpose forgotten and alien offspring growing in your belly.
Bad End
[[Index]]
[[Start Over]]




Stun

You stare at the huge, aroused beast and dial your stunner to ten. You have a feeling this thing is going to take every joule of disabling energy stored in the boxy pistol's charge pack. The alien trumpets angrily and thumps towards you. It's hard not to notice its extremely long cock bouncing beneath it as it charges. In the fever-hot jungle, the sight of the cock swinging from side to side is almost mesmerizing.
With a jolt, you realize the beast is almost upon you and you squeeze the trigger. The stunner emits a high pitched squeal like ice on a hot skillet. The beast falls hard and skids to a stop only a meter away, showering dirt and chunks of plants all over you. Its head wobbles from side to side and it blinks its four black eyes. It lets out a weary trumpeting sound.
"That's it," you say, glancing nervously at the power meter on the stunner. It will take three minutes for the capacitor to recharge. "Just go to sleep, big guy. Nothing to worry about."
You take a step away from the fallen creature. It lunges for you, moving much more quickly than you expect, particularly after stunning it. It curls one short limb around your side and shoves its flexible snout down the zippered cleavage of your suit. You cry out as it snuffles hot breath into your clothing. It pulls its snout out, breathing hot, vegetable-scented breath. You try to wriggle free of its grasp, but this only makes it pull your tighter against its soft belly.
"You don't want to eat me," you say. "I'm too salty. I'll make you sick."
The beast doesn't want to eat you. It peels back its snout and reveals its green-stained teeth, each as big as a domino. It snaps its jaws on the collar of your flight suit and tears it open down the front with a yank of its head. Your breasts heave free and the beast leans its head down again, snuffling and extending a long, hot, purple tongue that slathers your breasts in bestial saliva. Worse than the stench of its breath or the fear that it might bite down is the sudden realization that it feels good. It drags its heavy tongue over your nipples, bending and lifting one breast and then the other with the long appendage. You moan with unexpected pleasure.
"That's enough," you say, trying to push its head away.
It snaps its jaws again and tears your flight suit open to the knee. It immediately thrusts its snout between your creamy thighs and begins sniffing heavily at your aroused sex. A lash of its tongue over your cunt makes you quake with pleasure.
"The atmosphere has induced ovulation," warns Navi. "Oh shit. Amie? You’re in a highly fertile state."
"Not... ooooohhh... what I wanted to hear right now," you gasp, fighting to keep control as the beast lashes your pussy repeatedly with its tongue. It is as if it knows what it is doing and savors the taste of your slippery folds.
You are on the brink of an orgasm, lost in the steamy heat of the jungle, when the beast pushes you back to the ground. He climbs atop you, careful not to crush you under his weight, and before you even fully comprehend what is happening, the beast's cock is inside you. It thrusts past your lips and stretches your slick pussy.
"Ohhhhh no," you moan, despairing in the pleasure as the beast sheaths more and more of his cock in your yielding pussy. You moan, your breasts quaking as tremors of pleasure rock through your body. The beast thrusts gently into you, taking you, but not forcing its cock deeper than would be possible. With each stroke, you feel the swelling of flesh at the base of the beast's maleness. You lift your head and see a bruised-purple bulge against your cunt. You moan, "Too big."
The beast either understands or has no intention of pushing the huge bulge into your pussy. It contents itself with rutting heavily into your sex, making your entire body shake and your creamy tits bounce with each animalistic thrust. Its pace is steady but powerful and each stroke reaches the limit inside your stretched pussy. Your cunt clamps tightly against him as another orgasm shudders through you.
The beast trumpets loudly enough to startle you from your fever of pleasure. You cry out, ears-ringing, as you feel its body tense above you and... nothing. It does not ejaculate inside you.
"Wh-what's wrong?" You ask, reaching up and caressing its soft underside. It keeps its throbbing cock buried inside you, but does not move its hips. You squeeze it with your inner muscles.
The beast lets out a short blurt from its snout and you feel a strange push, almost violent, inside your cunt. The swelling is gone from its cock and warmth soaks into your depths and spurts from your stuffed pussy in a sudden flow. The beast's cum begins to tingle inside you and you let out a shocked gasp.
"Amie," chimes Navi, "It um… looks the beast has successfully inseminated you. Conception has a 99.9987% chance of occurring."
Navi's words already seem pointless to you. The beast pulls its cock from your stretched pussy and there is a soft slurp as the cum pours out of your depths. You can feel the alien cum inside you. It fills you like liquid purpose, soaking into your fluttering walls as the beast steps away and lumbers off into the jungle.
You sit up and weakly pull yourself to your feet. You begin to stagger into the jungle, forgetting about your shredded clothing or why you are even on Lanaar.
"Captain?" The thing on your wrist asks as you wander bow-legged into the jungle. "Captain, where are you going? You should return to the ship for medical attention."
"Shut up," you mutter dully and remove the machine from your wrist.
It drops heavily to the grass as you wander into the depths of the jungle, your previous purpose forgotten and alien offspring growing in your belly.
Bad End
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Surrender

You stare at the alien beast's incredibly long, pink cock. The sight of its member gives you a twinge deep inside your pussy. You've never had a cock that big before. What would it feel like? How much would a beast like this cum?
A smile curls your lips. You are no longer afraid of this beast. You are curious about his mating habits. You reach for the zipper of your flight suit and the taut-white fabric parts down your torso, exposing the sides of your breasts and the creaminess of your flat belly. You zip lower, until your cunt is exposed and the suit parts from your thighs. You shrug it from your shoulders and step naked out of the protective sheath.
The jungle is warm against your naked flesh. Your pink nipples stand out from your ample breasts as they rise and fall with your excited breathing.
The beast trumpets and lowers his head, gazing at you with his four eyes. He thumps closer and you stay where you are.
"Amie, this is highly dangerous," warns Navi. "I detect that you are ovulating. If you mate with this thing then you’re likely to be impregnated."
You switch Navi off completely and toss her next to your discarded suit and stunner. You walk towards the alien beast with your hands raised in submission. You have never wanted anything more in your life than that huge, pink alien dick.
"Alright, pinky, I'm not sure how this works, but I'm ready to run some experiments."
The beast trumpets a warning as you draw near. It rears up onto its hind legs and towers above you like an angry bear, its pink cock sticking out straight from its lumpy body and nearly prodding you in your bare breasts. You take a deep breath, inhaling his strange bestial smell, and take another slow step towards him. His cock presses against your tits, sliding up the slope of them and riding all the way to your shoulder. The beast stares at you with his four wild eyes and lets out a low, ominous trumpeting sound.
"Yeah, that's right, I give up, big guy. I want to try out this equipment. Take it for a little test drive. Are you game?"
The puffy brute practically topples over onto you. For a terrifying moment, you think you are about to be crushed beneath its bulk. Instead, the creature trumpets with lust and seizes you in its two stubby arms. It pulls you tight against its soft underside and you feel the throbbing of its immense cock pressed between its belly and your body. The heat of it makes you squirm with lust. The bestial musk is overpowering and a tingling slime drools from the tip of this cock and smears against your abdomen and your crushed breasts.
"What are you... AAH!" Your center of gravity shifts again as the beast trumpets and rolls backwards. There is a loud thump and the jungle trees nearby sway with the impact. You are atop the gently rising and falling belly of the beast. It trumpets in a way that almost sounds like it is talking and releases its hold on your arms. You are sitting with your pussy against the underside of its pink cock. Your legs are spread wide, following the gentle swell of its belly, feet not even close to touching the ground.
"Oooh," you moan, the heat of its twitching cock melting into your pussy. "You like a woman on top, huh? Alright, big boy, you just lie back. I'll do all the work."
You rise up just enough to grasp the alien's enormous cock and guide the tip to your steamy slit. A part of you is distantly aware that this is probably a bad idea, but you are too aroused to be concerned with this. It's a scientific achievement. You are almost certainly the first human woman to attempt mating with one of these beasts. As you feel the hot flesh of the alien's cockhead begin to divide your slick folds, you wonder what sort of statue might be built to commemorate this discovery.
"Ohhhhh my god," you gasp as the incredible heat of the alien's cockflesh stretches your tender walls. You slide down its seemingly endless length as the brute trumpets with pleasure, taking more and more until you feel the swelling of flesh near the base of its cock. You stop there, knowing that trying to push that inside your already stretched pussy would be too much. You begin a ride back up its cock, almost rising to a standing position as you approach the tip and then sliding back down to bury the cock to the bulge once more.
The beast is well-behaved beneath you, although it startles you every few strokes with another loud trumpet that hurts your ears. You work into a rhythm atop the long-cocked brute, your pleasure rising and your thighs and knees burning with the effort of your repeated squats atop the creature's soft belly. Your breasts heave with each ride up and down the alien cock. It bends and flexes inside you and the bulge at the base seems to inflate.
"That's amazing," you pant, sweat beginning to trickle down your face and between your shuddering breasts. "Ohhhhh, wow, that is going to make me... AAAAAH!"
You throw back your head as your orgasm overtakes your ability to form words. Your wail of bestial pleasure is answered by a loud trumpeting from the beast that both nearly deafens you and vibrates into your cunt and prolongs your clutching climax. Just as your peak is slipping away, the beast flaps its stubby limbs and trumpets again, loud enough to shake your organs with the force of its bleating.
"Yes! Yes!" You cry, excited that you are about to make an unknown alien cum. "Cum for me! Cum inside me!"
The beast’s cock gives one powerful heave and then... nothing. The beast flops back, its legs splayed and its belly gently rising and falling. Its cock is still incredibly stiff inside you, but you feel no additional liquid. Maybe it doesn't orgasm like a terrestrial mammal? Is it even a mammal or some other category of organism? You probably should have thought about this a little more. You can feel the immensely swollen bulge of flesh throbbing just beneath your pussy. You begin to slide your cunt up its stiff cock, rising almost to a standing position, and you give the head of its cock a last squeeze with your inner muscles.
There is a soft sound like an orange being crushed in a juicer and the beast trumpets strangely. The huge bulge at the base of its cock suddenly deflates like an emptying bellows.
"What is...?"
The ejaculation geysers into your cunt with enough force to knock you off the creature's belly. You fall sideways and slide down the soft curve of its flank, gasping at the sensation of what feels like more than a liter of extremely warm alien seed suddenly filling your pussy. You flop down on the grass beside the beast as the hot soup of it’s cum drains out of your folds. You lie there panting, feeling something changing inside you.
What were you doing? You see discarded clothing and some equipment. Something about science or... it doesn't matter. You rest your hand on your abdomen and feel a pure warmth soaking into your belly. You scoop up some of the cum oozing from your body and taste it. The sweetness and warmth fills you with contentment. You sit up in the grass, gathering cum with your fingers and licking your hands clean.
The beast trumpets, turns onto its legs, and without even a look in your direction, lumbers off into the jungle.
"Pregnant," you think, the word coming to you and filling you with happiness. You lose sight of who you were and why you came to this place and slowly get to your feet. You stagger off into the jungle. You do not follow after the beast, you simply go, a hand resting on your abdomen where the alien's offspring now grows.
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Wait

You decide to wait. The creature hasn't attacked, maybe it is not hostile to you.
"Captain, this seems like a bad idea," warns Navi.
"Quiet," you hiss as the creature steps over your legs and lowers its face to yours. You can smell it now, its strange bestial scent, like plant fibers drenched in human sweat. It exhales and you smell a revolting gust of whatever vegetables it eats. A long, reddish-purple tongue slides out of its snout and licks you from your chin up to your hair. It slides its tongue over your face several times, smearing you with pungent saliva. If this thing just sat down on you it would crush the bones in your legs and hips, but instead it seems to be acting very gently.
It takes another step over you, bulling you back onto the ground with a bump of its head.
"Okay," you laugh, knocked flat on your back by the soft bump. You find yourself staring up at the underside of the creature as it stand above you. The glistening pink alien cock hangs above your supine body, dripping its milky yellow precum onto your flight suit just beneath your breasts. "What do you want, big guy? I'm not letting you put that thing inside me."
The creature grunts and snuffles and bends knees hidden deep within its puffy legs. You think it's about to crush you, but instead it drops just low enough to thump its cock against your body, rubbing it from your flat abdomen up to the soft mounds of your breasts. The strong musk of its precum fills your nostrils as it smears this thick slime over your suit-encased mounds.
"Hey now, hold on," you say. "You're getting me all messy."
The creature blurts its trunk and rubs again, smearing more of its pungent precum onto your suit. It clearly wants you to do something. You're not going to fuck this huge thing, especially after Navi's warning about interspecies compatibility. It blurts again and rubs against you a bit more roughly, its cock rubbing all the way up to your neck. Its weight also presses down a little bit, worrying you that if you don't do something it might just grind you into a pulp rubbing its cock on your body.
Tentatively, you reach a hand up and touch its glistening pink cock with your fingers. As soon as you touch the semi-rigid flesh the creature trumpets and the tentacles surrounding the base of this organ wriggle with apparent excitement.
"Okay," you say. "You like that?"
You gingerly wrap your hand around its cock. When it thrusts forward this time, your hand grasps its slippery shaft and slides up and down part of its length. The creature trumpets with pleasure and a long strand of precum drops from its cockhead and splatters onto your suit.
"Feels good, doesn't it?" You laugh. "Alright, how about about two hands?"
You reach up your other hand and wrap them both around the creature. It trumpets again, loud enough to hurt your ears, and it thrusts through your grasp. More of its precum drools from its pink cockhead and splatters your breasts. Fortunately, your suit is keeping the moisture out, although some of it is smearing onto the tops of your breasts. And tingling. And... feeling really nice.
"Oh, what is this stuff?" You giggle, stroking the huge beast with both hands as he begins to rut into your grasp. "I may need to collect a sample of this."
Your fingers glide over his glistening member, working up and down his length as the beast trumpets and snorts above you. The more of his precum that smears against your bare flesh, the more you are favorable to the idea of unzipping your whole suit and letting this sunburned brute have his way with you. Of course, you are a scientist and resist such unsavory urges.
His thrusts pick up, slapping his cock against you and pumping through your fingers. You begin to notice the bulge just above his wriggling tendrils begins to swell. It turns a deep, dark shade of purple and swells to the size of your head. Suddenly, the beast gives a might trumpet that sends dozens of those gossamer bird creatures scattering into the air from nearby trees. You look at his cock, expecting some explosion of cum, but instead only a yellowing trickle spills down onto your cleavage.
"Oh, no big explosion?"
He snorts above you and thrusts slowly through your fingers.
"I thought you were really going to hose me down," you laugh and give his cockhead a tap with a fingertip.
The beast makes a very rude grunting sound and suddenly that swollen bulge on his cock contracts. You have only a moment to realize what is about to happen. You imagined long ropes of alien cum shooting out, but instead it comes out in a single massive gush, like a bucket of his, slippery, tingling slime being thrown into your face. It gets in your eyes, your mouth, up your nose, and drenches your cleavage to spill inside your suit. The beast trumpets and casually walks away, leaving you sputtering and spitting the buttery-sweet nectar of the alien creature's loins.
"Ami," says Navi, half-covered in alien cum, "You may wish to scoop some of the creature's ejaculation from a sterile area. Might I suggest the surface of my interface?"
"Pthhhhhh," you spit more out, your tongue beginning to feel warm as you try not to swallow any of the cum. "You just want to be cleaned first."
Despite your quip, you unstopper one of the sample tubes and activate the rim. It siphons up several tablespoons of yellow semen from the computer bracelet on your wrist. Your suit has a built in dryer that you activate to clean the inside as you mop off the rest of the alien cum.
"That could have gone worse, I guess," you say, still feeling filthy. "I think some of it is stuck under my breasts. The dryer can't get to that."
"Shall we return to the ship?" Navi suggests. “…Please?”
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Delve Deeper into the Jungle

“We just got here,” you say. “Let’s go a little deeper.”
“I can’t begin to list the ways this could go wrong.”
“Well good thing I didn’t ask,” you chime, straightening your clothes and venturing once more into Lanaar’s jungles.
The walk is steady and careful. Roots grow thick over the ground making footing treacherous and the shade of the canopy is deep to nearly levels of night.
You’re navigating your way over a particular perilous set of roots twisting down to a valley floor when you freeze. The hair on the back of your neck rises at the sensation of being watched. The instinct of the hunted jungle animal coursing through you with a sudden rush of adrenaline. Who knows what it might have been. A shift in the light. The whisper of a footstep. A sound so quiet you never consciously register it. The why doesn’t matter.
You know you’re not alone.
Your heart thuds in your chest as you slowly turn towards the jungle, eyes scanning the surroundings. “Navi?” you murmur, drawing your blaster carefully. “Quick scan. Anything?”
“Hold.”
Your wrist comm beeps as a sudden wash of blue light projects out and across your surroundings. “Uh oh. On your six, Amie.”
“My what?”
“Left. Up in the branches.”
You look up and start. A creature lurks among the boughs. His human shape is belied by the smooth black fur up and down his frame. He wears only a simple loincloth, and you can’t help but admire the strong, muscular maleness of his build. Broad shoulders and arms and legs shaped with smooth muscles visible even under his fur. His head has a distinctly feline appearance, resembling the panther of old terra, though his ears are longer and end in tufts.
The cat-man lets out a low, predatory growl that sings through you and tightens your muscles with the instinct of fight or flight. He leaps down, landing soundlessly on a root. He straightens, every muscle uncoiling in a smooth, feral motion.
Your hand tightens on your blaster, but then you see his eyes roam over your body, pupils dilating slowly with approval of your soft, feminine curves. His loincloth shifts as his cock stiffens, the cat-man growling low. You flush in the humid air of Lanaar. Another glance gives you a more flattering glimpse of the alien’s form. And you’ve never been against mating with aliens…
Your lick your lips, flushing as you consider your next move.
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Wait

You freeze up, watching the feline alien with wary eyes, waiting for him to make the first move. Your hands hover over your weapons, but you’re no quick draw. You’re under no illusions about how much faster the alien before you can likely move.
Instead you hold steady, watching the felinid creature as it sizes you up carefully. Up close, he’s a remarkably handsome specimen. You’ve known aliens far more hideous, even fucked a few for the experience. His soft fur hugs his lithe form closely. His masculine frame on full display save the almost immodest loin cloth. A barbarian. A savage of a wild, untamed world.
He growls, low and heavy, and moved towards you, muscles rippling across his frame. You tense as he draws nearer, a heady musk wafting around you, tantalizing you. “O-oh,” you murmur, eyes widening, pupils dilating.
“Amie? Amie, your vitals just spiked! What’s going on?”
“I’m… I’m not sure,” you breathe as the cat man comes before you, his eyes roaming over you, the slits of his pupils slowly widening from their menacing glare. He reaches out and casually grabs your breast.
“Nnnn!” you gasp, biting your lower lip as pleasure spears your core. The beast man growls again, but the cadence is different from the threatening sounds earlier. This one fairly vibrates through you, tingling and tantalizing in your steamy pussy, creamy tits and down your oh so sensitive spine.
“Oh… oh s-stars,” you gasp as the cat man steps nearer, his heady musk surrounding you as he leans over you, sniffing your neck. Your toes curl in delight as his other hand joins the first, the soft pads and strong grasp felt even through your skin tight flight suit.
“Amie! Damn it all Amie! This isn’t the time to be turned on like that!”
Easy for her to say. She’s just a bunch of data and numbers. This is… oh stars this is primal shit right here. Man and woman in their most primal form. Well… woman and cat, but enough of a man that the difference is negligible. More than negligible as you feel something hard press against your thigh, a gasp escaping you as the savage’s rough tongue strokes your neck.
“O-ohhh f-fuck,” you moan, arching in his hungry grasp. You gasp as his claws hook in your bodysuit and tear the clinging fabric aside, your pale tits bouncing into the open air, nipples hardening at once, a flush spreading through you as more of Lanaar’s tainted air and the alien’s musk seeps into your skin.
“Ooooh,” you moan, curving into the light touch of his claws as he shreds more of your suit, dimly hearing the clank of your belt and all your weapons fall to the ground. Hard to care. Hard to do anything other than whimper and gasp as the soft pads of his paws envelop your needy tit, massaging the flush flesh. Keen as his other hand slides between your legs and touches your slick cunny.
His growl returns. You squeal as he suddenly pushes you down, long blonde hair fluttering around your head. You barely resist as he pushes aside your thighs and crouches between them. “O-oh f-fuck! What are you-oooo!” you groan as he sniffs at your hot gash. The beast man leans in closer, and delicately begins to lick.
The sensation of that rough tongue stroking your pussy shoots through you like liquid fire. Your hips buck, a keening moan escaping your helpless lips as the alien holds you down and laps at your pussy, tasting your sopping juices and tender folds. Oh… oh fuck that feels so good!
“Amie get a hold of yourself for fuck’s sake!”
“Sh-shut up,” you gasp. Your hands are shaking so much it takes some doing to switch off your wrist comm, and then you simply wrench it off and throw it away. Without that, your clothes in tatters around you, you finally feel like you can enjoy yourself, easing back on the soft, ticklish grass, your hips grinding your cunt against the alien’s hungry tongue, keening moans escaping you as he pleasures you.
“Oh. Oh stars! Oh fucking stars I’m gonna… gonna… mnnnnn!”
Your orgasm bursts through you like fireworks, your thighs quivering as they try to tighten around the cat man’s head, easily held apart by his strong grip. He raises his head, licking the juices off his muzzle, then prowls forward, looming above your helpless form. You feel his barbed cock tease the entrance of your slutty quim, tickling your slick folds and getting him nice and lubed for your inevitable fucking.
“Yes,” you moan, wrapping your arms around his neck. “Do it. B-breed me.”
Your mate growls, and pushes forward in a sudden thrust.
“Ohhhhh fuuuuuuck!” you scream in delight as his cock fills your hungry pussy, the barbs stroking your inner walls in ways you’d never imagined was possible. And that’s nothing compared to when they drag back, then thrust forward again. “Oh staaaars abooooove!”
The alien yowls. Fierce. Savage. The barbarian and his mate. Wild as the beast he resembles he begins to fuck you, claiming your aching cunt with eager thrusts of his cock inside of you. You can’t resist it. Something deeper than mere humanity is at play here. The instincts of the species takes over. The breeding heat of the beast spreading through you as you take the barbarous alien’s cock.
“Yessss! Yes! Fuck me! Breed me! Make me youuuurs!” you scream, heedless of the consequences, uncaring of what may come. Only that you can get more of that wonderful cock stuffing your clutching cunt!
You cum, screaming, your pussy squeezing his barbed shaft. Your skin tingles, your body alive and thrumming with sensitivity. Oh stars you want more. More! More!
With a yowl that nearly deafens you your mate finally cums, his hot seed pumping into your fertile cunny in sharp bursts. You wail again, your own orgasm bursting through you in answer.
Gasping, you collapse on the grass. Panting, you cover your face with an arm, and feel something tickle. You open your eyes and stare at a soft fuzz of golden brown fur running all down your arm. You try and understand that for a moment, but the cat-man starts thrusting in you again, and as you purr in pleasured delight, asking questions just seems like too… much… effort…
[[Cat Woman]]




Stun

“Nice kitty,” you say softly, drawing your stunner carefully. “Good kitty. Pretty ball of… hate. Just stay right there,” you croon, even as you delicately turn the dial on your stunner to max.
The pantherish beast man watches you intently, his muscles moving sinuously beneath his pelt, cording and loosening. Carefully, you raise the stunner and take aim.
Even as you pull the trigger the creature is moving. Your eyes widen, the volts spitting above the creature as he drops to all fours and lunges! You scream as he hits you, all three hundred pounds of pure animal power plowing into you. You hit the ground, the breath crushed from your lungs.
You lay there for a moment, dazed, helpless, but slowly start coming back to yourself as the beast grabs the collar of your bodysuit and tears!
“Ah!” you gasp as your firm, youthful breasts pop into view, your cunny rapidly moistening in the strange air of Lanaar. “W-wait. I…”
The panther snarls and leans in, sniffing your throat. You moan softly as you feel his silky fur stroke against your sensitive skin, the sensation shooting through you in a quiver of raw need. Oh fuck. This… this isn’t… isn’t good…
You try to push him off you but with contemptuous strength the panther he bats aside your resisting hands.
“Amie? Amie! What’s going on?” Navi chimes from your wrist comm.
“Navi!” you gasp. “I-eeek!” you squeak as the cat man flips you over. You immediately scoot your legs under yourself to try and run but the panther man merely grabs your waist, his hands yanking, tearing your tattered bodysuit further, and revealing the soft, pale globes of your large ass. You freeze as the cadence of the cat man’s growl changes. Becomes lower. Rawer.
Lustier.
Warmth spreads through you in a wave. Shakily you pull your wrist comm closer. “Navi. I mnnnnn!” you whimper, muffling the sound in your arm as the soft pads of the alien’s hands paw your throbbing cunt, moistening you yet further, your body betraying you in its growing need. A need to breed.
“Shit! Amie, your hormones are all over the place!”
“I knoooooooow!” you scream suddenly as the cat man suddenly thrusts, impaling you on his barbed cock, a sensation beyond any other you’ve known bursting through you. “Oh fuuuuuuuck!” you scream to the jungle canopy as the alien’s cock invades your welcoming cunny, your inner walls contracting as he pulls out and thrusts again, a surge of sensations blazing through you as the barbs of his cock stroke you in ways you never imagined.
“Amie! Dammit Amie, you can’t let him cum in you! You’re ovulating and credits to cores he’s capable of impregnating you.”
“Oh Naaavi. I don’t… I can’t… mnnnn!” Your words end in a groan as the beast’s arms wrap around you and grabs your plush breasts, kneading the soft flesh. Oh fuck! Every inch of your skin prickles, your hair tingling intensely. You start to rock back against the alien’s cock, panting as he takes you, mating you like an animal in rut.
“Fuck. Fuck. Fuuuuck! I’m… I’m cumming!” you scream, your orgasm bursting through you in a surge of mind numbing arousal. Your body shudders, the cat man riding out the orgasm, still pumping into your clutching cunt. He suddenly yowls, a sound so bestially feral your heart hammers with the intensity of the prey beneath the predator, a sensation repeated as his cock suddenly unleashes his load inside you. You cry out again, another orgasm torn from you as he fills you.
And still he fucks you.
You lose track of your orgasms. Of time. Your body is wracked with pleasure and stranger sensations. At one point you notice your hands seem fuzzier than before, but it’s so hard to focus with his cock within you. With your soft, golden furred tits in his hands. You ride back against your mate, a slave to his desires, taken and tamed by his cock, his power.
You yowl with another peak, and collapse, panting in the grass. With a rumbling purr your mate withdraws his cock from inside you, a whimpering mewl escaping you at the loss. He nudges you, and shakily you rise.
The air is warm on Lanaar. You look down at yourself and your thick golden pelt with interest. A purr of contentment rises from your breast.
“Amie! Amie talk to me! What the fuck is going on?”
The thing on your arm squawks irritatingly. You pull it off and toss it aside.
“Amie!”
You ignore it, following your mate towards the darkness of the jungle, your tail winding in the air behind you, your purr rumbling in pleasure.
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Surrender

As you face down the savage alien, you freeze up. Hesitating. What the hell are you doing? How the fuck are you supposed to take this creature down? It’s around three hundred pounds of pure muscle and animal masculinity, all with the proportions of a Sigma pleasure cult god. As your eyes wander up and down the beast man, you realize just how crazy you’d have to be to even try and take this thing down.
But… but maybe you’re overthinking it. Maybe you don’t have to die here.
“Hold it!” you say, putting up your arms. “Just… just wait a second.”
The alien growls, low and heavy and eyes you closely. Better make this fast. Better make this good. You raise your hands to the connector of your bodysuit and touch the release button. Seamlessly the fabric slides open, your generous tits pushing it aside and unveiling your mouth-watering, creamy breasts and thick pink nipples to the open air. The beast man snorts, straightens a little with interest as you strip away your suit and tug down your belt.
You can practically feel Lanaar’s strange air seep into your skin, reddening it with a growing flush and dawning arousal. Your pussy dampens, slick with desire as you pull off your panties and toss them away, stepping forward utterly naked.
“Uh, Amie? What’r you doing?”
“I don’t want to die, Navi.”
“What? Who said… Amie!”
The cat-man growls and you see him tense at the noises your wrist comm is making. Hastily you deactivate it, cutting Navi off mid squawk. But the alien isn’t yet appeased. Realizing what’s lacking, you immediately drop to your knees and turn around.
“That’s right,” you say, voice quavering as you push out your plump bottom. “You know what this means. I submit. I’m not gonna fight you.”
The beast man eyes you, but more importantly, he eyes your naked ass, raised and ready to be taken. To be fucked. He growls, the timber different now. Rising from somewhere deeper in his chest. He prowls towards you, every step an example of rippling masculinity. As you watch the powerful, savage male, something more than fear warms you. Something rawer. Primal. Your breathing deepens as the beast-man towers over you, his slitted pupils taking in your curvy frame. A growl rises once more as he drops his spear and grabs your plush bottom.
“Mnnnn!” you moan to his rough touch, your core aching for the taste of his alien cock. You quiver as he massages your shapely ass, as if testing it for the pounding you’re about to be subjected to. “Do… do you like it?” you whisper expectantly, something of your old teasing self-rising to the challenge of his touch. You ease back a little more, pushing your bottom towards him. “Then… then take me. Fuck me.”
The beast man purrs. His grip on your ass tightens, and with a sudden thrust, he buries his barbed cock inside you.
A scream of surprise and delight escapes you as his thorny cock spreads your quivering cunt around him. You gasp, bowing your head and moaning as the alien begins to plow you, pounding your pussy with all the savage lust of the beast. The slap of your ass meeting his pistoning hips echoes in the glade as you’re taken by the savage.
“Oh. Oh f-fuck yes! Yes! Mnnnn! F-fuck me! Oh fuck yesssss!” you scream, lost in the wild abandon of your mating, forgetting your fear, your surprise. Only the here, the now, the sensation of his pounding alien cock inside you remain.
“Yesssss!” you scream, an orgasm bursting on you, filling you with a buoyant weightlessness of pure pleasure. The alien yowls and buries his shaft deep within you again, tickling your clutching inner walls.
And cums.
You scream again in delight as his hot seed floods your pussy. Cry out as he resumes fucking you without missing a beat, mating you like the animal he so resembles.
And you love it!
You lose yourself in the fucking, never even noticing the changes sweeping over you, how your skin grows tufted with golden fur. How your hands change, palms becoming pads, nails becoming claws. Your tailbone stretches, and with another scream of ecstatic orgasm a new tail lashes at the air.
You yowl with your mate, pushing back against him, locked in the corruptive embrace of the beast man, buried in the pleasure and helpless loss of your coupling. You surrender. You fall, and where once a woman’s cries echoed among the towering trees, soon only the mewling and roaring of two beasts rise above the canopy.
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Perfunctorily With Your Hand

This jungle heat and the sweetness in the air are getting to you, but you're still a scientist. This creature wants some sort of sexual pleasure, but you know from reproductive biology lab that most living things will lose interest once they have sexual satisfaction. Therefore, all you need to do is provide this puffy pink biped with satisfaction and you will be free to continue your research. Maybe you can even get a sample of its fluid for further study.
"Alright, big guy," you say, reaching out and gripping his warm, slippery cock in your hand. "I can help you out. No problem."
The creature trumpets with pleasure as you begin to slide your hand over his shaft. It's feverishly warm to your touch, unusual for an herbivore, but that's no surprise; even among Terran mammal’s body temperature can vary widely. You add your other hand, working both on the creature's straining length. He reacts with grunts and trumpets of pleasure as you wank his cock. Precum drips steadily out of its tip, forming long strands that slide to the clearing's floor. You stand to the side, warily observing the swelling of the bulge at the base of the cock, just above the ring of wriggling tendrils. That bulge is now darkening from pink to red and from red to purple.
The creature trumpets loudly enough that some of those gossamer birds are startled from the branches of the surrounding trees. He begins to thrust through your fingers, jerking his hips with surprising care and fucking through your stroking hands.
"Easy, boy," you say. "It's just like breeding. Just as good. How about you help me out a little bit. You getting close, big guy? Mmmmmm, good boy."
You take one hand off the alien's slippery cock and reach down to your belt to retrieve one of the sample capsules. You unstopper the tip and hold the container up to the tip of his cock. You could sample the precum, but you really want the full ejaculatory fluid to measure sperm concentration and examine the medium. Judging by the amount of precum dripping from the alien's cock, you should have plenty of ejaculatory fluid.
"Thaaaat's it," you say, working his cock steadily with one hand and holding the capsule to the tip of his cock. "Give me a nice, juicy sample. I know you want to fill that little tube up, don't you, big guy?"
With a sudden thrust of his hips, the alien lets out a trumpeting cry so loud that it dazes you with the force of its decibels. You manage to keep one hand on his cock and after a moment of fumbling you return the sample capsule to the tip of the alien's cock. Only... nothing happens. Well, not nothing, a little additional fluid drools out, but there is no big ejaculation. That bulge on his cock is massive, throbbing, and an angry purple.
"That's it? Do you have internal eggs and you just need stimulation or something?" You give his cock another stroke and the beast trumpets softly as if exhausted. You are disappointed by the lack of an explosive ejaculation. Almost every animal that reproduces sexually has a dramatic finish. "What does a girl have to do to get a sample?"
You look at the precum that has dripped into the sample capsule, but it's hardly enough. Maybe if you could get a little more it would be worth. You grip the alien cock just beneath its head and give it a firm squeeze. At the same moment you press the sample capsule to the tip.
"If you can just give me a few more good drops, big guy, that would--"
The beast makes a rude grunting sound and the bulge in its cock suddenly contracts. You have a split second to realize what is about to happen and then the beast ejaculates. Only, not like most creatures you have seen. It ejaculates everything all at once. It's as if a bucket of yellowish-white semen is thrown forcefully against your hand. You barely manage to hold onto the sample capsule as it is filled in an instant, not to mention your hand, wrist, and most of your forearm are covered in alien cum. Where this very warm slime touches your flesh you feel a distinct and pleasurable tingling. It makes you laugh with pleasure.
"Wow," you giggle, pulling your hand away and admiring the goo dripping from your fingers. "That's a big one."
The beast drops back onto all fours, gives a soft trumpet and walks away without another thought. As it disappears into the jungle, its now-flaccid cock drags the jungle floor beneath its low-slung body. You wipe off your hand and put the stopper on the cum-filled vial. You reactive Navi.
"Remind me," you tell her, "to wear gloves before wanking off any other aliens."
"It would be prudent," agrees the AI. "So, now that you got your sample, shall we return to the ship?" Navi suggests.
[[To the Ship with the Alien's Seed]]
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Pleasurably With Your Breasts

You look at the twitching length of the alien's cock and a smile spreads across your face. You know just the way to satisfy him. It's the same way you handled that biomod boy toy you met on Procyon IV. His cock was too big for your pussy and would have choked you if you tried to fit a fourth of it into your mouth. But it was just right to squeeze between your big, soft breasts.
Your fingers are already on the zipper of your flight suit. You pull it down, your breasts heaving free as the zipper parts and releases the pressure. Your creamy breasts are flushed with your desire. Your thick nipples are stiff and sensitive.
"Here you go, big boy," you purr, squeezing your teats together. You hold them together with one hand and use your other hand to grasp the beast's cock and guide it upright and into the soft valley between your mounds. The moment his slippery cockhead presses between your tightly-pressed tits, the creature lets out a trumpet of pleasure. Precum oozes plentifully from his tip, lubricating his cock as it slides between your mounds and reaches almost to your head. You flex your knees, sliding your tits down his length and watching as that enormously long cock rises over your shoulder and almost over your head.
You are quickly struck by how warm the beast's cock feels. No surprise there, you are on an alien world, but a warm metabolism is rare for big herbivores. The slippery lubricant that seems to ooze from pores all over his shaft is also unusual and makes it easy for you to wank him between the mounds of your breasts. The beast is quite well-behaved, barely thrusting, watching with his four tiny black eyes as you ride up and down the pink pillar of his maleness.
"Ooooh, so warm for me," you coo. You ride it all the way down, feeling the swell near the base against the underside of your breasts. The wriggling tendrils at the very root tickle against your abdomen. "You have an amazing cock, big guy. I can only imagine all the fun we could have together if I wasn't still a little nervous you might squish me."
The alien beast grunts as if answering you and flaps his uselessly short forelimbs. With the exception of the occasional awkward thrust from the upright beast, it is up to you to pleasure him. You certainly do your best, enjoying the eel-like slipperiness of his cock and the warmth it spreads to your body. The strong musk of his precum excites you in ways beyond even the sweet perfume of the jungle air.
The faster and harder you wank the beast between your soft tits, the more he trumpets and grunts. His hot flesh grows hotter and hotter and the bulge near the base of his cock begins to swell and turn from red to an angry, throbbing purple.
"You want to cum, don't you?" You gasp, working faster. "Go on, big guy. Shoot your cream all over me."
He trumpets so loudly that a flock of the translucent, bird-sized insects take wing from the surrounding jungle. His cock throbs lightly and emits a bit of slippery precum that trickles down from his flared tip and into your cleavage. And that's it. You look down at the head of his cock, darker and glistening with precum, nestled between your friction-flushed mounds.
"What's going on, big guy?" You say, squeezing your tits around the sides. "Is it jammed up or something?"
You look up at him and start to ask something else, but he lets out a strange, gurgling grunt and flaps his forelegs. Before you can say anything else, you are suddenly splashed right in the face with an extremely hot, sticky bucketful of slimy alien spunk. You spit it out from your mouth and blow it out of your nose even as a tingling and pleasurable warmth soaks into your body. It melts into your breasts and neck and lips. Even your nostrils are warm with pleasure.
"Ohhh wow," you laugh, looking up at the alien and wiping some of his cum from your eyes. "That's really nice. I think... I think I'd better bottle some of that up."
You quickly scoop some from your breasts into one of your sample capsules and tuck that back into your belt. On a whim, you taste a few drops of the cum on your lips and the honey-sweetness gives way to an extremely pleasurable warmth. You crave more of it. Unfortunately, the beast is already thundering away into the jungle. You take the time to like your hands and face clean, scooping up what you can from your cleavage and licking that up as well. It's so delicious and makes you feel so good that you're tempted to unstopper your specimen and chug the cum.
"Please don’t drink that," Navi groans, interrupting even though you were sure you had her muted.
"Fine," you laugh. "But this is so good. I should have sucked it out of him. God, can you imagine he is just walking around with this stuff in his balls?"
"It clearly has addicting properties," says Navi. "I sincerely recommend avoiding eating it."
You lick the rest from your wrist and find another dollop on your cheek, sucking your finger clean. Only when you're sure every drop is gone do you agree, "Yeah, you're right. No more."
"Shall we return to the ship?" Navi suggests.
[[To the Ship with the Alien's Seed]]
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Enthusiastically with Your Mouth

You're not afraid or uncertain. In fact, you're downright excited at the chance to get this big, juicy alien cock in your mouth. Maybe it's the jungle heat and the sweet, seductive smell of Lanaar getting to you. More likely, you're an incurable slut and you want to stuff any cock you can find in your mouth. Especially a glistening pink alien fuckspear as long as your arm to the elbow with a bulge near the base and a ring of wriggling tentacles. You can't wait to taste it!
"Come here, big boy," you say, grasping the alien's warm cockflesh with both hands. "Let me show you how a human girl does it."
Your hands massage the slippery pink length of the beast's cock as you lean down and give his cockhead a long, slow lick with your tongue. His strange muscular tenses and he lets out a trumpeting warble that you take to mean he enjoyed that lick. You give him another, even slower, really sampling the surprisingly delicious taste of his precum as you work your hands up and down the length of his cock. You part your lips against his tip and take him into your mouth. The bestial funk of his scent only excites you more as you stretch your lips around his thick, alien cockmeat.
"Mmmmmmphhhmmmhmmm," you tell him as you suck at his cock. More of his sweet nectar oozes into your mouth and you swallow it down. To hell with contamination protocols, you're giving a blowjob to a huge alien; you're well beyond rubber gloves and sealed suits. The creature flaps its uselessly short forelegs as you suck at his massive cock. You moan and slurp on him and your drool spills down his shaft to your stroking fingers. He jerks his broad hips a bit, but seems content to let you do most of the work.
Lucky for you, since one good thrust of that cock might take your head off. Sucking it feels like worshiping some living altar of divine masculinity. It's huge and throbbing in your grasp and so warm that you begin to sweat copiously. You also notice the swelling near the base of the creature's cock begins to grow larger and larger, darkening quickly from pink to a deep purple.
"Mmmmmmhmmm?" You question, staring down the length of his cock at the ample bulge.
The beast trumpets so loudly that you are almost knocked backwards. For the first time since you began sucking him, your lips leave the head of his dripping cock.
"Watch it now," you say. "You're going to make me deaf."
The creature trumpets seemingly apologetically, although you really have no idea. You see a delicious drop of his precum welling up at the head of his cock and you decide to accept the apology. You moan as you return your mouth to him. You work your hands and suck him enthusiastically. You can see the tension in his inhuman musculature and hear it in the bleats of his snout.
Come on, you think, let me taste it.
He gives a trumpeting that leaves your ears ringing. You suck him, waiting for the massive gush of his seed into your mouth, but it never comes. There is only the slightest increase in the flow of his sweet precum. You pop your wet lips from the head of his cock and look up at his fleshy body.
"That was a little anticlimactic," you say. "Is that really all you have for me?"
You lick beneath the head of his cock and you feel a shudder run through the alien beast's body. There is a sound like stepping on an orange and you notice the bulge at the base of his cock suddenly deflates.
"Oh, no," you manage, looking up in realization as you are suddenly sprayed in the face with a bucket's worth of hot, thick, nutty-sweet alien cum. The force of the splash knocks you backwards and you fall on the ground, blinking away the milky fluid. It's in your mouth and nose.
The alien, seemingly content with basting you with his cum, drops back down to all-fours and trundles off into the foliage. You hear a contented trumpeting as he moves away from you.
"I'm drenched," you chuckle, smearing the cum from your mouth. You lick it from your fingers and the honey-sweet liquid is even more delicious than before. You become to clean it from your face and directly into your mouth, sucking it from your fingers and gulping it down. A strange warmth spreads through your body as you slurp up the alien cum.
"Don’t forget to recover some as a sample," says Navi testily.
"Mmmmm?" You stop sucking on three cum-covered fingers and look at the AI on your wrist. "Oh, yes, right."
You quickly open one of the sample capsules and scoop up a fair quantity of the milky liquid. You seal the cylinder and return it to your hip pack. You can scarcely resist the urge to take it back out, open the capsule, and drink the sample.
"Addicting properties," you mutter, trying not to lick stray droplets from nearby blades of alien grass. “Good to… know…”
"Shall we return to the ship?" Navi suggests.
[[To the Ship with the Alien's Seed]]
[[Delve Deeper into the jungle]]




His Tongue on Your Pussy

“Hm,” you murmur as Deesel eases the strain in your shoulders. “I think…your lips on me would be satisfactory.”
Deesel beams. “Aye, captain,” he says. He releases your shoulders and moves to your front, dropping to his knees before you. You part your legs, and as he grips the band of your pants, you lift your bum, allowing him to pull them down, baring your cunt to the warm air of the engine room.
“I expect you to be thorough,” you inform him.
“Aye captain,” he says happily. He rests his hands on your inner thighs, easing them a little further apart, then leans forward. He inhales your scent, and you cannot suppress a small shudder of desire as he nuzzles your open thigh. Then his lips come forward and meet your steamy folds.
“Ah!” you gasp, gripping his curly hair as he lovingly laps at your cunt. “Ohhh. G-good engineer Deesel.”
“Thank you, captain,” he says, his breath washing against your rapidly dampening slit. He then leans forward again, burying his face deeply in your cunt. You groan, wrapping your legs around his head, your strong thighs tightening as you pull him harder against you. He is good. His tongue drives into your slick cunt in all the right ways, lapping hungrily at your clutching tunnel. He seems to instinctively seek out the spots that makes your breath hitch and tits shudder with desire. Your dark nipples harden, your hands tightening in his curls as he services you expertly.
“Oh Stars,” you moan, grinding your hips against his face. “Deeper, mister Deesel. Ah!”
Your voice peaks as his tongue finds the hard bead of your clit. His tongue lovingly flicks it, teasing it from its hood before his lips wrap round it, sucking at it greedily.
“Mmmn!” you groan, arching you back. Both hands are on his head, gripping tight his hair. You roll your hips, riding his face. His nose presses against the divot of your upper folds, digging deep into you. You’re close. So close. Your thighs tremble with it. Heat pools in your stomach and burns across your veins. “Ah,” you moan. “A-ah! Ahhhh!”
You scream as you cum, Deesel eagerly lapping up your juices. As you come down, breasts heaving, he pulls away and looks up at you with eager eyes.
“Were you satisfied Savara?”
You twist your fingers in his hair, making him gasp and bringing a tear of pain to his eye. “That’s Captain, engineer Deesel.”
He smiles, blushing almost girlishly at your rough treatment. “Of course. Captain.”
“Good. Now get back to work.” And you shove his face back into your pussy. You moan, riding him hard as he once more buries himself to his task. He seems to delight in submitting to you so easily, and his lashing tongue soon tears a second, then third orgasm from your bucking form.
At the third, you take a second to catch your breath. Pulling his face out of your cunt, you suppress a smile at his flushed features, painted with your juices. “That was…satisfactory,” you manage.
Deesel beams with delight and nuzzles your thigh. “Thank you captain. I’m so glad.”
He pauses, glancing back at a beep from his wrist band. He taps it, projecting a holo screen. “Oh! Looks like we’re done refueling.”
You sigh, disappointed. Which surprises you. You didn’t think you’d enjoy having the engineer so eagerly lick you out. Still. You have a duty to perform. “Good.” You rise, fetching your pants and underwear. “Report to the bridge engineer. I will be up shortly.”
Grinning with boyish delight, Deesel grabs a rag and quickly wipes his face clean. He trots out of the engineering bay and to the elevators while you dress. By the time you’ve donned your jacket and your legs feel steady once more, he’s long gone. Pulling up your collar, smoothing out your hair, you move to the elevator and take it back up to the bridge.
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His Cock in Your Cunt

You hum with pleasure, then grab his hand with your own. You look up at him, your eyes molten with lust. “Your pants, engineer Deesel. Lose them.”
Deesel beams. “Aye captain!” he says happily. His fingers lock into the sturdy fabric of his engineering uniform as he strips down. The body he unveils is slim but tone. Almost feminine. Almost, for as he releases the straps of his pants and pulls them down, his cock juts into the air.
You breathe in sharply at the sight of him. His cock is huge, near as big as your fore arm. “My word…” you say. You reach out without thinking, grasping his length. “How…”
Deesel gasps, moaning faintly as your fingers work up and down his shaft. “Mmm. Our…My colony, captain. We were nnn…hit by a virus on the world. Weakened the Y chromosome. Less men, and those that were born were ah! L-like me.”
You heard of some things like that. Humanity has spread out so far such small scale mutations are not uncommon. The previous doctor before Nallor was an empath, which might explain why he had such an… explosive reaction with some mods. “Is that right,” you muse, rubbing your thumb on the head of his twitching cock.
He groans, hips twitching, pushing more of his length into your hand. “Y-yes captain! It was every ma-an’s duty to…to serve our women for new generations. We…oooh…we were in high demand.”
“And yet you joined the navy,” you muse. “Why?”
He blushes hotter. “Well, captain. I…I wanted to try other women…”
“You enjoy copulating with aliens you mean?” you say, your grip tightening a little on his cock.
“Ooooh,” Deesel moans, wincing in pain. Yet his cock only hardens more in your grasp. “Y-yes captain. But I love human women too.”
“How many aliens have you had?” you ask him, stroking him again. Faster. “What was your favourite?”
He’s panting now, desperately thrusting into your grip. “E-Equinar Captain. They’re so deep.”
“You’re sick, engineer Deesel,” you say breathlessly, your cheeks hot. Your hand wanking him faster. “Copulating with aliens. Whoring yourself out to the crew. And now, enticing me to jerk your cock? And you think you deserve for me to take your cock?”
“P-please captain,” he groans, whimpering as his hips buck to your wanking hand. “I do.”
You scoff. “Well mister Deesel, it’s clear to me you are harboring dangerous points of view. I’m going to have to bring you back to humanity’s side. Now get on the floor this instant.”
You release his cock. He fairly whimpers in protest, but obediently lays down on the floor. His thick cock juts from his waist, twitching with desperation. You stand, looking down on the svelte engineer, his brown eyes begging for release. You lift your chin imperiously as you grasp your pants and ease them off, unveiling your standard issue black underwear. A darker spot has formed on your crotch, testament to your arousal.
You pull those off as well, then step over Deesel, straddling him. You flex your tanned thighs and ass, lowering yourself, your cunt hovering over the head of his twitching cock, the young engineer fairly keening with desperation.
You sniff in contempt, then grab his shaft, holding it steady. You suck in a breath as you begin to lower yourself. His cock pushes past your lips, its mushroom head rubbing your inner walls. You bite your lip, lashes fluttering shut as you take him deeper still. Stars but there’s so much! You’ve never taken something so big before. You tighten your jaw, continuing down. Humanity’s pride is at stake here!
Deesel moans with pleasure as you go lower still. You gasp as, at last, your mound touches his bristling pubic hair, hilting him inside of you, his balls nestling against your firm rump. You remain so for a moment, adjusting to the slim engineer’s length. Then, at last, you begin to move.
“Oooh,” Deesel moans as you bounce atop his cock. “Captain…”
“How is that engineer Deesel?” you gasp. “Has any alien been able to take you so deeply?”
“Yessss,” Deesel moans. “But…they also let me…mmmn…kiss their breasts.”
You grunt, rolling your hips as you fuck him. “Then…I suggest you ah! Do so, mister Deesel…”
He needs no further encouragement. Leaning up he takes your dark nipple between his lips. You groan, gasping as his teeth graze the hard flesh. He eases up at once, tenderly sucking at your teat. You moan, pulling him against you. His mouth is as skilled as his cock, and your nipples have always been very sensitive.
“Yes,” you moan. “Like that. Oh…Yes…”
“Mmmm,” Deesel moans, kissing your breasts, his grasp on you tightening. You feel his body tense, feel his orgasm build.
“Yes,” you moan. “Yes! Cum! Cum right now you alien loving fucking degenerate! Cum!”
“Ahhh!”
His cock stiffens and explodes inside of you. You groan aloud, feeling his hot seed fill your clutching channel. The sensation tips you over. You grab his head, burying him in your firm breasts as you cum, orgasm burning through you in a storm of pleasure.
Shuddering, you sink down, yet he does not soften within you. His cock remains rigid in your depths, pressing against your sensitive inner walls. “You’re…still hard?” you murmur.
Deesel releases your throbbing nipple, flush and gasping. “P…Practice, captain.”
“Then I suppose you need to be ridden some more,” you say, trying to force some disproval into your voice to mask your flutter of desire.
“Y-yes, captain.”
You sigh heavily. “So be it.” And begin to move once more.
Deesel moans as you clutch his cock within your depths, the engineer thrusting eagerly into your cum drenched quim. He’s eager, almost desperate to please, his hands resting on your trim hips as he thrusts into you. Every stroke sloshes into your cum stuffed depths. Soon enough he’s moaning and bucking you atop him. You can’t help but feed from his excitement, and when he cums, so do you, gasping as he stuffs you with yet another load of his cum.
And still he does not soften. Grimly you hold on for the next ride, fucking him hard into the floor. Your hips pounding him until the engineering bay rings from the impact.
At last, he cums a third time. Barely any of it stays in you, your overstuffed depths drooling his seed onto Deesel’s crotch in a sticky mess. Gasping, you fairly shudder in relief as he softens within you at last. There is a notable bulge in your stomach from the sheer amount of his cum stuffing your body, giving you a slightly pregnant appearance.
“Th…there,” you say, brushing a lock of sweat matted hair from your face. “Well, mister Deesel. I expect you will…will come to me should you feel any other strange urges.”
“Oh yes,” Deesel gasps. He smiles shyly. “Only…miss? One more thing. Can I…clean you?”
“Clean…” Your eyes widen, your breath quickening at what he suggests. “Engineer Deesel! That is an extremely odd request!”
“Well,” Deesel says with a blush. “I’ve never had an opportunity with my colony. My seed was too valuable to waste. Please, captain?”
A strange thrill rushes through you at the thought. You scoff, but nonetheless rise, clenching your inner muscles so not too much will escape as you scoot up his chest, leaving a slimy trail of cum in your wake. You plant your cunt on his face, and Deesel moans, his tongue driving eagerly into you as he laps up his own spooge.
The utter depravity of it revives you. As his tongue lovingly lathes your cunt you begin to respond again. Moaning, you rock your hips, fucking yourself on his tongue, breath hitching as his nose brushes your delta. “Ooooh,” you moan. “That’s it, Deesel. Mnnn. Lick up all your filthy cum. Ha. Ha! Yessss. Good boy. Mnnn. Fuck. You’re depraved, Deesel. Sick and twisted. But… but you know your… nnn… work. Fuck!”
He responds eagerly, drawing out his hungry licking, lingering on the spots that make you tense and moan. “Oh. O-ooooh yesss!” you moan. This is so wrong. Yet you can’t help but enjoy it. Having your effeminate underling so eagerly eating the cum which stuffs you.
You play with your firm breasts, molding them eagerly while Deesel eats your out. “Yes,” you moan, your sensitive teats throbbing beneath your eager touch. Your fingers tweaking the dark peaks, still wet and warm from his saliva. “Yes! Ah! Nnnn!”
It doesn’t take long until his eager efforts bear fruit. Your muscular legs tense, clutching his head. You arch atop him, thrusting your quivering breasts out as you cum again all over his face.
This last orgasm is less intense, but far more exhausting. Gasping, you grab the chair and wearily pull yourself back into it. You fall back, panting, watching as Deesel licks up the last of his and your mingled juices. His face gleams, and he flashes you another boyish grin.
“Thank you captain,” he says. “It was wonderful.”
You breathe out in a gasp and nod. “Good. Well, I hope you realize that humanity still has… much to offer you, Deesel.”
“Of course captain,” he says happily. His wristband beeps and he checks it, conjuring up a holo screen. “Oh! Looks like refueling is done. Should we get to the bridge?”
“Go on,” you say. “I’ll be a moment…”
Deesel nods. You try to regain your strength in the chair, marvelling at how easily Deesel dresses. When he catches you looking he puts on a show, drawing up his pants with a slow rocking of his hips, his cock making a notable bulge in the tight fabric before he pulls on his engineering overalls. He slips the straps over his shoulders, thrusting his plump little bum at you. You growl a little, feeling your body stir with desire despite your repeated orgasms. With a flirty giggle Deesel flees, bouncing to the elevator and away before you can do more than stare.
You take your time dressing, wincing at the pressure in your stomach. You touch the notable bulge, wondering if you might get pregnant after that. You know it’s foolish. But the thought sends an unexpected thrill through you. How strange…
You catch yourself rubbing your stomach and tear your hand away, swiftly dressing. Soon enough you are again garbed in your trim uniform, and even the swell of cum seems to have gone done. You take a long, deep breath and make your way to the elevator, taking it to the bridge.
Time to get to work.
[[Return to the Bridge]]




His Hands Everywhere

“I believe there is…other places I am tense,” you say.
“Aye captain.”
You can hear the smile in his voice but you soon have other things on your mind as his hands loop around you and find your firm breasts. You gasp, his skilled fingers massaging your sensitive teats, fingers circling your stiffening dark nipples.
You feel his lips on your neck and groan, tilting your head to bare more of your throat to his eager kiss as he gently suck and licks at your tanned flesh.
“I’ve been hoping you’d come for one of my massages,” he says between kisses.
“Y-es!” you gasp, breathe hitching as his fingers find your hardened nipples, pinching the rigid nubs. “Well. As captain I…I feel I need to know all of my crew’s s…skills… Oh…”
“I’d be happy to demonstrate,” Deesel informs you. One of his hands drifts from your breast, gliding down your chest, feather light touches fluttering over your hard abs before sliding into your pants.
“Ah!” You stiffen as his fingers glide down the seam of your pussy. Rubbing you slowly, deftly teasing your lower lips to open. “M-mister Deesel. You…”
“Please,” Deesel breathes, lips against your ear as he nibbles your lobe. “Let me relax you captain. I’ve dreamed of this…”
You abandon any attempt at speaking at that point. Alien though the idea is, you relax, putting yourself in the engineer’s care. And oh but he knows how to serve. He teases open your cunt and inserts a finger into your sopping quim, soon joined by a second as he begins to masturbate you. His other hand remains on your breast, massaging your firm, sensitive teats, driving you higher into the throes of ecstasy. You undulate, ass thrusting against his groin, chest heaving beneath his touch.
“Oooh. Mnnnn,” you moan.
“Tell me when captain,” Deesel breathes, nipping at your collarbone, hair dangling before his brows. “Tell me when.”
“Oh. I…I…C-cumming!”
You twitch your hips forward, driving his fingers in as deep as they can go. You cry out, cumming, your orgasm staining your pants and soaking Deesel’s thrusting fingers.
Yet even then the engineer is not done. Holding you to the chair, he stretches out your orgasm, expertly massaging the clutching walls of your cunt as they quiver with the post coital bliss.
At last, Deesel withdraws his hand from your pants. You turn your head to watch as he licks his fingers clean. “You’re delicious, captain,” he says with a grin.
You huff, standing unsteadily. “Thank you, mister Deesel,” you say, snatching up your jacket and donning it, buckling it with shaking fingers. “I think I have a good idea of your skills now.”
“Well, some of them,” Deesel says. “But if you want to experience my others, I’d be more than happy to demonstrate.”
You give him a look, but in the face of his puppyish eagerness to please you can only roll your eyes. “We’ll see, mister Deesel.”
“Um, and captain?”
“Yes?”
“You uh…may want to change your pants…”
You glance down at the prominent damp patch. Your flush a little and give him a warning glance. “That will be all, mister Deesel.”
He throws a salute as you quickly depart. The trip to your quarters is an anxious one but fortunately no one seems to notice. By the time you’ve changed your comm beeps, informing you refueling is done. With a relieved sigh you make your way to the bridge.
Time to get to work.
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Maybe another Time

“Perhaps another time, Doctor,” you say.
“Oh, I see! Very well,” the doctor says, blue eye whirring. “Well captain, just ensure that when you do satisfy yourself, you use proper precautions and safe lubrication. I suggest an oil based one for moisturizing effects and a clear scent that I understand is quite relaxing.”
“I’ll… keep it in mind,” you say, walking out of the med bay. Once back in the corridors you release a small breath. Stars but you wish you knew how to deal with the good doctor. You flush a little at the memory of his hammering cock but shake it aside. You suppose you could still see some other members of the crew…
[[Engineer Deesel]]
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Doctor N4110R’s Magical Mechandrites

“I suppose…”
“Most excellent, captain! Please, lie back and prepare yourself.”
You lie back on the table, letting your legs hang over the edge. You part your thighs uncertainly, baring your tight quim, looking up as Doctor Nallor moves about to stand before you. He grabs your hips and the panel on his groin slides open, cock jolting free.
“And now we begin the penetration.”
His cock slams into your cunt. “Ah!” you gasp, and then just as quickly shudder as his cool cock slides nearly out of you, then hammers back into you.
“Oh! Sta-ah-ars!” you gasp, breathe hitching and voice vibrating as the impaling shaft shoots in and out of you in a blur.
“Please,” the doctor says, blue eye whirring as it refocuses. “Relax, captain. Would you like some smooth jazz?”
“Er-“
The speakers around the room suddenly drone with the warbling notes of a saxophone. Over the dubious music your gasping moans reverberate. Nallor grabs your hips, holding you in place as he hammers your cunt.
“F-fuck!” you scream. “Oh-oh fuck! Nnn! Ahhh!”
“Now for foreplay, which my files indicate is essential for proper pleasuring. Captain. Your breasts are of most excellent size and tensile strength. Would you like me to play with them?”
“F-fuck!”
“I will take that as a yes.”
Mechandrite tendrils like the limbs of some iron wrought octopus spread from his back and latch onto your breasts. You shudder as plastic cups suck at your tender dark nipples, your sensitive breasts shuddering beneath his attentions. “Ooooh! Ooooh staaars!”
Screaming, you cum around the thrusting cock.
“Captain. Your orgasm was of most excellent size and duration. You are in the peak of health! How fortunate. Now. Please. Enjoy the ensuing attentions to your ass.”
“W-wait. My aaaaaaahhh!”
You gasp as a writhing mechandrite slips into your clenching ass. You buck as the humming tentacle fucks you almost as eagerly as the droid’s cock pounds your clutching cunt. Lubricant and your own juices splatter on the floor. The rough fucking you driving your towards you next orgasm.
“Captain. You appear to be enjoying your treatment. Would you like to rate your experience for my records? A, satisfactory. B, less satisfactory. Or C, unsatisfactory?”
“Sh-shut up and fuck me!” you scream.
“Understood.”
You buck as his cock increases its rapid tempo into your clutching cunt. You writhe beneath the three points of pleasure. Your trembling pussy, the humming tendril in your ass and the cups sucking at your firm breasts. Screaming, you cum again, the thrusting pseudo-cock in your cunt wringing the pleasure out of you.
As a third orgasm thunders through you, the brutal fucking of the machine eases off. Gasping, you’re left shuddering atop the table. You groan as the caps on your nipples are released, retreating into Doctor’s back with a whirr. Likewise the buzzing tendril in your ass recedes, and finally, the pseudo-cock withdraws from your cunt.
“Captain,” Nallor says. “You appear to be satisfied.”
“Nnn,” you groan.
“Very good. You will be pleased to note that my lubricant is strawberry scented. Which I understand is quite a pleasant scent and assists in creating a calming atmosphere. Would you like a drink of water? It is filled with hearty vitamins!”
“Mnnn…” you manage.
“Most excellent. I will fetch it.”
Nallor turns and moves to the sink. By the time he returns with a plastic cup filled with cool water you’ve recovered a little. Enough so at least to gulp down the cup with a relieved gasp. Then stare at what he’s holding.
“Doctor? What is that?”
“A lollipop. Would you prefer one with grape flavour?”
You give him a flat look. “Thank you… Doctor,” you manage, pushing yourself onto wobbling legs. “I’m fine. You can turn off the jazz now.”
“Yes captain.”
Something in his head beeps and the speakers shut off. In the silence you dress, taking your time lest your rubbery legs drop you to the floor. You straighten slowly, once more garbed in your trim uniform. A check on your wrist computer shows that refueling has completed during your time in the good Doctor’s hands and tentacles. With only a slight wobble, you make your way towards the door.
“Should you require additional relief from arousal, captain, then I will be happy to assist.”
You pause at the door, reflecting on the brutal pleasuring which has left your knees still hobbled a bit. “I’ll… keep that in mind.”
“Splendid! Good day, Captain.”
You swallow and make your way into the ship’s corridor. After a few minutes of wandering you’ve managed to recover more or less and no longer walk with as much of a limp. You sigh, brushing some black hair from your face.
Time to get to work.
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Into the Refinery

The Interdictor’s shuttle is a modest vehicle and you put it to work getting you planetside. Your combat gear consists of a layer of black plasteel armour and a helmet, along with your service pistol and ion sword. The marines accompanying you are likewise clad in standard issue fare, the hulking men and women of your combat team all armed and armoured for combat. You have no illusions about taking on a Drax war clan. Though the Drax Wars were over before you reached full enlistment, you’ve spoken to veterans and seen scattered combat against the reptilian aliens before. Savage, brutal and cunning, the Drax were humanity’s greatest obstacle and even with their fleets broken and war queen’s largely dead, they continue their piratical efforts across the stars.
You take a seat in the shuttle, strapping down beside Varona. In contrast, she is kitted out in form fitting armour plates covering only the essential areas. Much of her skin is bared, revealing the rolling tattoos and the hard ridges of her muscles. A combat visor wraps around her eyes leaving her half shaven head on full display. She flashes you a grin full of teeth and hefts a hulking plasma cannon. “Ready for it captain?”
“Naturally,” you say.
“Disengaging. Hold on!” the shuttle’s pilot says over your comm.
The shuttle bounces as the clamps release it. You grip your chair as the shuttle glides out into the void of space. The leisure of the journey ends when a subtle shudder reverberates through the craft, marking your entry into the atmosphere, then smooths once again once it’s past the heavy cloud cover of the barren world. You tense, glancing out a small viewport to see the ragged landscape rush past. You can just see the refinery, the spidery complex clawing across the mountainside in a tangle of dark iron piping and blinking lights before the shuttle swings into one of the crevasses, navigating the sharp cliff walls to avoid the Drax scanning equipment.
“Keep low,” you say over the comms. “Keep out of sensor range.”
“Roger that,” the pilot responds.
Grimly you settle to wait. You make the trip quickly, speeding to a small outcropping of cliff adjoining one of the crawling pipes. The shuttle pauses below, its grav engines whirring as it rises until it hovers level with an outer maintenance port.
The pilot’s cheery voice rings through your comm. “Last stop! Everyone out.”
You unbuckle yourself from the seat and draw your blaster. The rear door slides open and you pull yourself down the ramp by grips along the shuttle’s door, pausing at the lip.
Before you lies a small access port near the base of one of the refinery’s countless pipes. Dust rises from the shuttles grav generators, washing the immediate area in suffocating clouds. Glancing down reveals a dizzying drop to the black depths of the crevasse. Good thing you’re not afraid of heights. Tensing, you leap across the divide, landing on the small catwalk with a clatter. At once you rise, blaster panning in either directions. After a moment you lower your side arm and step aside for the next marine and the next. As the last man jumps free the shuttle hums, speeding away and out of sight.
You spare a quick glance, then nod. Varona kicks the door of the hatch down, immediately panning the luminator at the end of her cannon across the interior.
Nothing disturbs the silence. You peek through at the mass of silent view screens and panels, then wave the rest onward, slipping into the dark entrance to stand in a small corridor running into the raw stone of the mountain.
“Shield controls will be in the refinery control chamber,” Varona says over the comm. “That’s where the overlord will be. They love surrounding themselves with weapons and power.”
“Then that’s where we’re going.” You check the map Deesel managed to scrounge up from old colonial records showing the refinery’s layout. “Looks like there’s a maintenance elevator that will bring us right up to it down this way. Weapons hot. Don’t shoot unless you have to. Let’s go.”
You take the lead, creeping down the passages. Glow cables strung along the ceiling of the passage give scanty illumination, revealing the extent of the place. As you move, you pick up a faint sound. You pause in your advance, holding up a hand to forestall the others. As once your team halts, their helmeted heads cocked.
“What is that?” Pace says.
You glance at your weapon’s officer. “Varona?”
“Harem,” she says grimly.
There’s a shift among the marines at the word. Every human has heard tales of Drax harems. Naturally, women are rarely willing to engage in the affection of a Drax, thus requiring the aliens to convince them otherwise. Often painfully. Once they’re broken in, the warlord will often put his personal harem at the disposal of those warriors who have yet to win a woman of their own. It’s a common tactic for a warlord to consolidate power among a clan.
“Passage goes straight through it,” Morgan, a young woman, says as she examines her data slate.
“Weapons ready,” you command. “We go in. Try not to hurt any civilians.” Though it would probably be a mercy for the poor women.
Your team nods and raise their blasters. With a last glance you push forward. The hall continues on for a pace, the sound of moaning growing louder. You raise your blaster and draw your sword as you near a large door. You pause as your men fan out about it, then deliver a sudden kick, throwing open the door and what lies beyond.
You suck in a breath, stunned by what you see. Pillows stretch across the room in a mass of sultry bedding, broken by the fluted shapes of Salish pipes and tables. Moaning women sprawl across the room, their bodies painted with tattoos like Varona’s, nipples often pierces while other pieces of scattered jewelry decorate their forms. But it’s not that which shocks you, but rather the massive machine consuming an entire wall.
It’s a rounded device, with a series of glass tubing hanging above, filled with a creamy sloshing liquid. Lights blink from all over the massive piece of shining machinery, and at its foot, radiating outward from its core, are dozens pods. Women occupy each, their tattooed bodies writhing as pistons thrust into their eager quims. Rubbery caps obscure their nipples, sucking milk from their sloshing breasts. Yet you cannot look at even that for long. Every woman here. They’re pregnant! Their stomachs distended, the moaning women ride the reptilian cocks of a number of warriors or the thudding dildos of the machine, entrapped in hopeless pleasures, their gravid stomachs and milky tits bouncing with pleasure.
“Holy balls!” someone shouts. You have no idea who, because the words draw the eye of every Drax in the room. Warriors, their scaly green hides are decorated in the luminous war paint of their kind, but the leather straps instead of true armour denotes their role as the harem keepers.
Their reaction does not go unnoticed. A particular Drax turns. His luminous paint is subtly different from the others, and he wears a white robe like some sort of doctor. A forked tongue flicks from his sharp teeth, tasting the air, and he carries a massive shock staff in his clawed grasp, the pronged tip sparking with energy.
“What’s thees?” he hisses over the whimper of the women. “Intruders!” He swings his staff towards you and your team. “Take them!”
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Wait

You hold back, waiting for the aliens to make the first move. A mistake you realize a moment later as the one with the staff hurls something at you. “Grenade!” you shout. You dive out of the way but there’s no cover to be had. The shell falls at your feet but the explosion of shrapnel doesn’t come. Instead, a thick pink gas hisses out.
“Gas! Respirators!” you slap a hand to your own but before the mask slides into place you breathe in a gasp of the pink, pungent fume. You cough, gagging. Your head spins and you stagger. Wheezing from your comms show you weren’t the only one, the rest of your party coughing and gagging as they stagger about. Frantically you try and wave away the sudden smoke, but the movement throws you from your suddenly perilous footing and you fall to the floor.
You groan where you lie, unable to muster the energy to stand. Your body feels leaden. Weak, your skin tingling with a strange sensitivity. A heat spreads across your body. You moan as it gathers in your throbbing teats and suddenly acutely empty cunt. You hear a thump and see a pair of clawed feet appear before you. Dexterous claws pull off your helmet and you can’t help but suck in another breath of the cloying gas.
“Ohhhh,” you groan. The heat you felt before grows more urgent. You’re boiling in your armour. You grope for the straps, but the latches defy your fumbling fingers.
Fortunately, the Drax is willing to help. The near naked harem guard strips you of your armour with a practiced ease. His claws graze you, and you gasp, jolting with even such soft contact.
But the alien doesn’t stop with your armour. He grabs your military issue panties and bra, tearing them away. You groan, your breasts bursting free, tingling with sensitivity.
The Drax before you hisses, grasping in clawed hands and mauling your firm breasts eagerly. His scaly lips brush your nipple and you can’t suppress a moan as his forked tongue flicks your quivering teat. You writhe beneath him, heat pooling in your loins, thighs slick with your eager juices. You spread your hips wantonly, baring the pink flower of your heated quim. Anything to relieve the hungry itch of your cunt.
“Yes,” you moan, lost in the lust of the gas and your body’s weakness. “Please. Fuck me!”
The Drax is happy to comply. His wedge shaped cock thrusts into you. You scream in rapture as his cock stuffs you, the cool reptilian shaft soothing the furious heat of your cunt. “Yes!” you moan, thrusting against him. “Yes! Deeper! Take me! Fuck me!”
The Drax lifts your hips with ease. The alien brute towers over you. His luminous war paint seems to spin before your lust drugged eyes. He drives his cock into you, fucking you mercilessly, spearing your clutching channel, pleasure stabbing into your boiling core. His mouth finds a tender nipple and he sucks on it greedily, leathery lips chafing wonderfully your over-sensitive flesh. You gasp, grabbing his head by the spines and holding it there, your dark nipples throbbing from the alien’s attention.
You roll your trim hips, fucking yourself against the Drax. “Yes! Yes! Ah! C-cumming!” you scream as your orgasm roars through you. The Drax groans as your cunt clutches his shaft, and the next moment, his slimy seed stuffs your channel, filling you with the bliss of a proper breeding.
You moan, shuddering. But the heat in your blood remains undiminished. The Drax settles back on one of the pillows, resting your quaking form against his broad chest. Cooing with satisfaction, you lick his smooth scales, tasting the sharp tang of his scent, lifting your ass and bringing it back down again. The Drax hisses as you ride atop him.
“Ah!” you gasp as you feel his prehensile tail prod your clutching backdoor. “Ooooh,” you moan as the smooth appendage slides into your clutching ring of muscle, filling your ass before beginning to slide in and out of you. The sensation is much like the wedge-shaped cock still filling your twitching cunt, and you revel in both sensations, keening and moaning as he fucks you, bouncing atop his eager cock like a good slut. When you feel his lips against yours, you submit to his kiss. To your alpha.
Around you, you hear the other women in your team moan and gasp as they are taken by the other guards. You do not linger on what happened to your male crew. They don’t matter. Only your alpha does. Only the cock ramming into your cunt. You increase the tempo, firm bum slapping against his hips as you plunge him into your sopping cunt. You moan as you feel his cum fill you a second time.
You know Drax have alarming stamina, and can remain hard through near a dozen orgasms. A necessary feat, for their females take only the worthy of their species, and must be seeded many times for all their eggs to take. The idea fills you with joy, and even as your own orgasm thunders through your quaking body, you resume riding the reptilian alien. You intend to milk every one out of him. You’ll prove you’re worthy of his cock.
Worthy of being his slave.
[[Slave to the Harem Guard]]




Parlay

“Surrender!” you shout.
“Nevah!” the Drax harem master snarls.
So much for diplomacy. “Take them!” you shout to your team.
A withering hail of blaster bolts sear into the room. A number of the harem guards go down, splattering walls and floor and a few of the moaning women with green blood. But the others close quickly, the male’s massive frames slamming into your team and engaging them in brutal hand to hand combat.
Varona throws herself into the melee gleefully, tossing aside her plasma cannon, her brutalizer mace crackling with power as she caves in a Drax’s skull. Rifle stocks and combat knives duel against claws and shock staffs, but your own battle quickly presents itself as the harem keeper strides towards you, whirling his shock staff.
You activate your ion sword, the blade humming with power as you parry the harem master’s crackling staff.
“Stoopid hu-man,” the drax snarls, whirling his weapon in a blur of static. “You will make good slut. You carry many eggs!”
“I’d sooner die!” you snarl, parrying another blow. But the alien has the clear advantage in strength, and you are forced back by the brutal impact. Without warning something catches your foot, sending you crashing to the ground.
Moaning, one of the pregnant women you saw before crawls onto you, groping for your straps. “Mmm. Mooore,” she groans.
“Get off me!” you shout, trying to disentangle yourself from the slut without hurting her. But though she’s not strong her eagerness keeps you busy long enough for the harem keeper to kick the sword out of your hand. “No!” you shout, only for the Drax to stab your with his shock staff. You scream, but pain is momentary, the staff crackling through your skin with shocking sensitivity. You moan, arching as your cunt clenches with the sudden pleasure racing through your body.
“Captain!” Varona shouts. Her distraction proves costly, and her opponent jumps her, forcing her to the ground under his greater weight.
You barely register her cry, nor notice as the harem keeper leaves you, lashing out at your remaining crew with his staff, sending them screaming to the ground in orgasmic bliss. You’re far too busy as the very pregnant woman manages to find the catch in your pants and snap it open, yanking open your armour and underwear, baring your quim tingling with need.
“N-no,” you moan weakly, but she pays little mind, pressing her lips to your cunt. “Ah!” you gasp as her tongue slides along your folds.
You moan, your body hyper aroused by the harem master’s shock, you can only buck as your engorged clit catches the woman’s attention. Her lips latch onto it, licking and sucking your trembling cunt, her engorged breasts leaking her cream onto your thighs as she lavishes you with her attention.
“S-stars!” you cry, breathe hitching as you feel your orgasm near. “O-o-h staaars!”
You scream, bucking as you cum. The woman at your groin happily laps up your juices, burying her face into your tight cunny. You grab her hair, riding out your orgasm on her face.
And you’re not alone. The women you brought on your team are moaning, gasping and keening with maddened desire as the brutish harem keepers strip away armour and force their reptilian cocks into their cunts. Morgan claws at the ground, her green eyes fogged with pleasure and her face flushed with desire, her whole body shaking as her Drax hammers her sopping cunt with his cock. Varona is moaning, the amazon bouncing atop the lap of another warrior who savagely gropes her breasts, toying with the once domineering woman with ease.
The sound of your crew being conquered by the rapacious aliens sends a throb of submissive delight through you. You help the pregnant slut strip you of what remains of your armour, freeing your firm breasts, tearing your helmet off so you might meet her lips with your own. You kiss her, her swollen belly pressing down on you, her creamy tits soaking your own breasts with their cream.
Later, exhausted by your Sapphic delights, the Drax harem master will drag you from a pile of the pregnant women. He’ll shove his nose into your cunt, sniffing you and making you tremble with renewed desire. He’ll slather you with a cream that makes your body grow warm with desire, then he will satisfy it, planting you on one of the radiating pods, a plasteel cock inserted into your cunt and a pair of caps over your breasts.
And you will fall. Fall deep into a pleasured sleep, where the commands of the Drax will fill you. Inform you of your purpose. That you will be prepared to accept your conqueror’s seed and bear their young. And you’ll smile, contented at last, imagining your stomach soon to be swollen with eggs, and your tits immense and dribbling cream.
[[Drax egg slut]]




Attack

You grab your ion sword, activating it with the button on its hilt. The blade flashes with light as you bring it about to meet the harem keeper’s shock staff.
The Drax snarls and rushes forward. Your blade flashes out, and he jumps back, taking a thin cut to the chest. The monstrous alien howls, rushing forward. He’s fast. Too fast. You barely get your sword up in time for a hasty parry, but in doing so, neglect one vital fact. The prongs strike your blade, sending a bolt of electricity down the steel. You scream as the shock takes you. Sensors in your helmet wail and the screens blink and spark. The Drax breaks the deadlock, and with smirking triumph kicks you in the chest.
You fall, breathless, paralyzed by the shock. Stunned by a sudden blooming heat which spreads across your body. You try to move. To stand. To fight! But your body doesn’t obey. Helpless, you watch the alien kick away your weapons.
But that is far from the worst. As the harem keeper towers above you, his luminous paint glowing across his scaly hide, you find yourself tracing him. Examining his obvious and compelling male physic. Your eyes are drawn to the bulge of his crude pants, and your breath catches at what lies beneath. You squirm as a heat blossoms across your body. Lust thrumming through your veins on the heel of your shock.
The Drax grins, lips peeling back over fangs as he crouches over you. He proceeds to strip you of your arms and armour. You can’t even put up a token resistance. Don’t even want to. Your armour was so restricting. With it gone, you gasp, breasts swelling against your service issue bra. The Drax pauses, watching fixedly your firm breasts move beneath the cloth. He catches your eye. Sees the unspoken need in them. Grinning, he hooks his claw in your bra.
“Ah!” you gasp as he flicks his wrist, slicing through the tight fabric. Your breasts bounce free, firm and tan, dark nipples hard and quivering with arousal.
“Hrrrr,” the Drax breathes. He runs the blunt end along the curve of your teat, making you tremble as your hypersensitive skin is stroked.
“M-mmmn,” you manage. “N-noooo…”
But you are far past having any say in the matter. If anything, your protest seems to drive the alien more. He suddenly grasps your breasts, scaled hands clutching your firm teats. You gasp, arching, moaning as he begins to knead your quivering tit flesh.
“N-nnnnn,” you moan, writhing, rubbing your thighs together as the heat of desire pools in your soon boiling cunt. You tremble as more feeling is restored to your limbs, but you can’t resist. Your weapons are too far. Your body still throbbing with the stinging sensitivity woken by the alien’s attack.
The Drax carefully toys with your teats. His thumbs circle your nipples, grazing the darker flesh of your areola. You whimper, trembling. He’s so close. So damn close to your peaks. He pauses, eying you, measuring your reaction, then flicks your nipples.
“Ah!” You arch again. Amused, the Drax flicks them again. “O-oh!” you moan.
The alien hisses in amusement. Then takes his hand from your teat, instead rubbing the folds of your quim.
“A-ah! S-stars!” you gasp, pushing your hips forward, driving your muff against the alien’s clawed fingers. The harem keeper hisses, nodding slowly.
“Woman. Be good for breeding,” the alien murmurs.
Horror beats against a sudden thrill of desire. To end up like the women around you. Huge and pregnant with the spawn of these rapacious creatures! “P-please. I…”
“Ssst!” the Drax hisses. He flicks your teat, making you squeal with sudden pleasure. “No talk. You prepare now.”
The alien unclips his bulging codpiece and frees his cock. You gasp, the cool slab of wedge shaped lizard dick slimy in the light. “N-no! Please! Not-ahhh!”
You scream as he unceremoniously pushes inside of you. Fills you. You moan, shuddering atop his cock, keening as he begins to fuck you. Stars why must it feel so good! You gasp, thrusting against the powerful alpha’s cock, taking the alien deep into your heated core. He fucks you with almost casual disinterest, his reptilian gaze watching your flesh pink with heat, your muscles quiver with desire. He’s large. Larger than the cock of any man you’ve had. Every thrust forces him deeper inside your squelching channel. Stroking places you’ve never known existed.
The shock staff’s effects must have faded by now. You don’t care. Nothing matters. Your crew. Your ship. It’s all pointless. Gone. Shattered in a reality which only exists around the shockingly cold cock as it plunders your depths.
“Yesss!” you scream. Your hands can move, and you use them to grab his shoulders, pulling yourself against the hard, scaly form of your alien master. “Yes! Fuck me! Please!”
The Drax hisses with amusement. He plants his claws beside your head, thrusting into you with greater strength. Punishing your human cunt. Molding it around his masterful shaft. Taming you. Breaking you. You scream, cumming, uncaring who it is you cum for. The alien doesn’t let up. He doesn’t care about your pleasure. Your enjoyment. He is here to breed you. To fuck you until you’re nothing more than a desperate puddle of desire, begging for another taste of his cock.
And you’re so near. You toss back your head, short cropped hair fanning about you. You look out on the room, the obscenely pregnant women languishing about the couches. Your female crew in much the same state you are as the harem guards conquer them. Even proud Varona moans as she rides the cock of a leather draped Drax.
This is where you belong. You bury your head in your lover’s shoulder, moaning and kissing him. Anything to pleasure him. Anything to make him cum. To feel his oily seed bathing your heated insides. “C-cum,” you moan. “Cum. Please. Master. Master, cum!”
Your whimpering cries of submission seem to do the trick. The Drax groans and you feel the tensing of his orgasm. He howls, baring his teeth, his body clenching as he cums. You scream, your cunt squeezing his shaft, his cum filling you with a strange euphoria as you take his load. The high persists, and with slavish eagerness you permit him to turn you around and lay you down on a mass of pillows. Looking up, you behold the hunched reptilian monster, his luminous war paint glowing in the dimness of the mating chamber. Eagerly you wrap your legs around his waist, driving yourself into him again.
With satisfaction the Drax resumes fucking you at a more leisurely pace. You moan, breasts heaving with his every thrust. “Yes!” you whimper. “Yes! Master! Take me!”
And he does. Oh how he does. The hours bleed together. With a will he reams you, stuffing your cunt and ass with his cock in intervals. You clean him after every session, sucking his wedge-shaped cock eagerly, the taste of his cock sending your eyes rolling back with submissive delight.
Finally, he pulls out, letting you flop among the pillows, moaning and rubbing yourself with the ecstasy of sensation. Drugged beyond thought, beyond will. A dopey smile paints your face as the Drax picks you up and carries you over to one of the pods you saw before. He puts you inside, placing a band over your forehead. You gasp as a metal rod slides into your well fucked cunt, then moan as it begins to vibrate in your womb. The Drax nods in satisfaction and closes the pod’s door. A strange mist suffuses it, and you feel yourself fading away into blissful unconsciousness. The last you hear is the Drax harem keeper move on to the next woman of your crew, their shouts of protest fading into the keening moan of eager arousal. Then, a strange hum emanates from the band, and you fade away into the bliss of breeding.
[[Drax egg slut]]




Shoot

You whip out your pistol and take aim, firing along with your crew’s salvo. The harem keeper stops in his tracks, your blaster scoring a cauterized hole in his skull, blasting green blood and brain over one of the pregnant women. She doesn’t even notice, giggling as she continues to ride the shaft of the machine fucking her.
The rest of the warriors fare little better. Most fall under the sudden hail of fire from your team. One closes with you, but you easily sidestep the brute’s assault, taking out his leg with a swipe of your ion blade. The alien falls, howling to the ground, and you finish it off execution style with your pistol.
The whole fight takes less than a minute. As you stand, breathing heavily, you glance about your squad. “Casualties?”
“None captain,” Varona says, kicking the smoking half of a Drax that failed to avoid her plasma cannon. “Pace took a shot to the arm but his armour absorbed the impact.”
“Good.” You nod, then take in the room again. Your stomach twists at the sight of the moaning women. A few have crawled over to their deceased tenders, pawing at the dead Drax and trying to get at their cocks. You shudder at the sight of their massively pregnant bellies and you turn back to Varona. “What is this?”
Varona looks more than a little shocked as well. She shakes her head, focusing on the massive machines in the middle of the room. “I don’t know, captain. But these look like milkers…”
You grimace at the thought and its implications. If the Drax had figured out some way to breed at such a massive rate, it boded ill indeed. “Right,” you grunt. “We’re moving on.”
“What about them?” Morgan says, nodding at the women in the machine or among the pillows.
“We’ll help them once we’ve taken this fortress. All units, move out.”
Your marines look ill at ease leaving the poor women to their fate, but they follow you into the maintenance elevator all the same. You slap the activator for the main refinery floor. The steady beat of the massive milker and the eager moans of those women still bound in its thrumming grasp follow you some distance up the shaft, slowly fading as you climb deeper into the refinery. You focus on the task ahead, but it’s a sober group which rides into the upper levels of the complex.
[[The Warlord]]




Surrender

The sight of the monstrously pregnant women moaning atop the thrusting cocks of the machine and Drax warriors chills your soul. Terror throttles you. You can’t end up like that. You can’t!
You turn and run, knocking aside a marine. “Captain!” someone screams but you ignore it. Flee it. Run from the screams and shouts of your men as they fall. The hail of blaster fire and the howl of the Drax harem guards as they fall among your scattered team.
You hit the tunnels, running desperately away. Away! Your breath chokes in your throat. Feet hammer at the cold stone floor. You have no idea where you’re going. You only need to get away. Away! The hud in your helmet blips as it tries to navigate the sprawling corridors of the refinery mines. A shift in the rock floor makes you stumble. You scream and fall, tumbling down a sudden slope.
You roll to a halt at the bottom and lie there, sobbing softly. In a sudden rage you rip your helmet off and hurl it away. You slump on the floor of the cave, pressing a hand to your brow.
What have you done?
As you sit there, wallowing in the misery of your cowardice, you hear a shift among the darkness. The click-clack of scales. You look up, blinking, and see the shapes of a number of Drax warriors stalk down the corridor. Despair grips you. You don’t even bother to reach for your weapons as the reptilian aliens hiss and approach, their luminous war paint glowing in the dark like phantom shapes.
You stand as they near. What chance would you have against them? You who abandoned your team? Your mission? Your Navy? As the Drax approach you shed your armour, not even caring, baring your nakedness to the cool stone walls. The aliens pause as you strip, watching with interest as you unveil your trim form and firm tits. You tear aside your bra and underwear, baring dark nipples and firm, taut ass. You throw back your head, spreading your arms in surrender.
“Well?” you cry. “Take me!”
One of the Drax hisses to his companions. They put away their weapons and approach you in a group. You shudder as their clawed hands grip you, gasp as they find your modest breasts and crush the pliant flesh in their savage grips.
Willingly, you fall to your knees as they push aside their codpieces, baring the lurid pink wedges of their cocks. You take the first in your mouth, the flesh cool and taste sharp and strange. Unlike anything you’ve tasted before.
You suck frantically at his musky shaft. Your hands grasp two of the presented cocks, stroking them. And why not? This is what you deserve. Where you belong. A slave to these aliens. A just punishment. You find the admission strangely liberating. You suck and stroke with greater eagerness. Your fingers slide along the hard, cool flesh. Your tongue wrapping round the alien’s glans. When the Drax cums, you swallow his seed with all the practiced skill of a Norvinian whore.
You pull back, gasping, and another cock takes its place. Your lips close on it, but before you get this one off, those you’ve been masturbating twitch and cum, bathing you in their ropy, oily seed. You moan as you feel their cum on your flesh, cool where you are hot.
You break the lurid kiss with the alien’s cock. Falling back against the stone wall, you spread wide your legs, baring your tight, shaven quim to the aliens. “Claim me,” you say. “Fuck me.”
There is a brief squabble among the aliens, cut short with the snap of sharp teeth. Their leader, or dominant, looms over you. He grips your thighs, pushing them wider. You tremble a little at the sight of the paint glowing along his form, twining round his cock.
“Ah!” you cry as he rudely shoves into you. Then moan as he begins to fuck you. The others move in. Again your lips find another cock. Your hands a third and fourth. The aliens crowd around you, surrounding you. Gasping, moaning, you submit to the brutal gangbang. Surrender to the wills of the aliens. Your skin painted with their seed.
It goes on for what feels like hours. Each has a chance to fill you. One after the other. Perhaps some take you more than once. You stop caring. Your body is theirs. Conquered. You barely register when it ends, only that it does. Your stomach feels bloated with cum. You gasp as one of the Drax grabs you, slinging you over his shoulder. You gasp as the sudden pressure squeezes some seed from your overstuffed cunt. The Drax chuckles and you blush with humiliation as you are carried back down the tunnels.
You wonder what fate awaits you once you return to the egg chamber. But it doesn’t really matter. You’re just a slave now. The only thing fitting for a coward like you.
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Slave to the Harem Guard

From your vantage point among the stands you watch your alpha face his enemy. The two Drax are well matched. Their muscular frames tense as they circle, tails thrashing and luminous paint glowing, outlining their sharp physique. The arena is a former landing pad, the depression in the ground ideal for the match. All around the rest of Clan Rexis watch, inscrutable reptilian eyes fixed intently on the spectacle of combat.
You hold your hands to your breasts expectantly. Your nipples ache where the rings pierce them, your firm body on full display save a strip of silk between your legs. Tattoos colour your skin in your master’s markings, noting you as his.
For now.
The challenge has been a long time coming. You’ve known Allrix has coveted you. A United Navy captain is a prize indeed and a great status symbol among the savage Drax. Your mate has known this, but was confident he was still the stronger.
Today, he must prove it.
Varona is nearby. The sado collar around her neck hums faintly in the heat of the barren world, her body draped in golden chains, nipples heavy with jewelled piercings. Girdle gleaming with diamonds and jewels, a tiara speckled with bloody rubies and a bellybutton piercing of an emerald the size of your fist. Her master’s fortune drapes her, accentuating her own worth to her alpha just as your own more modest trappings do yours. Her own master, Vassarus, the brutal warlord of clan Rexis, holds her golden chain loosely in his hand. Reclined on a jagged metal throne, Varona kneels between his legs, his robe pushed aside to facilitate her worshipping his cock with slavish delight. The Drax warlord grins, showing his teeth, his scarred hide on full display. His ringed pupils with their compelling presence looks down on the scene while the rest of the clan stands about, many with their own prize sluts as bejewelled as you.
The warlord eyes the lot, then raises his hand.
“Begin!”
The pair rush upon each other. No weapons. The superior breed will be decided by fang and claw. Your breath catches as the brutish aliens slam together, twining round each other, rolling, biting and clawing, savaging each other. Their war paint becomes obscured with blood. The hot metal of the landing pad is soon splashed with it, sizzling.
The sight of these two masterful alpha’s fighting makes your heart beat quicker. Your cunt moistening with desire. Your hands shake as they grip one another in expectation. To the victor you go. Spoils of combat. The prize to be bred. Zavix, the egg tender and harem keeper, has finished modifying your womb. At last you are in heat. The thought sends a submissive thrill through you. Enviously you had watched the other women swell with their master’s eggs, while your stomach remained flat and barren. But no more.
That is why the contest. The right to your breeding will be decided here.
The warriors around the ring roar and howl, egging on the pair. Nostrils flare at the scent of blood. Shock staffs beat the metal deck of the arena, thrumming with the savage beat.
Still the two Drax battle. You can’t tell who is who anymore, their paint obscured with their blood. Who? Who! You nearly cry it aloud with a desperate need to know. Know who is to be your master. Whose seed you will bear to fruition?
Then, it’s done. One gets the other’s neck in his teeth. With a jerk of his mighty muscles there is a crack that echoes through the bay. The other falls limp, dead.
A roar goes up from the crowd. Vassarus raises his clawed hand. “Enough!” he cries, voice carrying over Varona’s eager slurping. “The champion is decided!” He lowers his hand. “Allrix! You have won Doxra’s place in the clan!”
You catch your breath as the young Drax bows to his warchief. Your alpha lost.
Vassarus continues. “All that was Doxra’s is now yours. Take it Allrix! And claim his place.”
Your heart is a lump in your throat as Allrix turns towards you. Your juices soak the strip of silk between your legs. Your alpha lost. Lost, yes. To a superior breed. A superior mate. You blush hotly, descending the steps to the arena floor. You step over the body of Doxra. He was weak. And you belong to the strong.
Before Allrix you kneel in the dust and blood, your silken slip pooling before you, the weighted gold rings which pierce your breasts swaying as you bow before him. Allrix stinks of sweat and blood. His chest heaves with the effort of killing your former master and open wounds score his scaly hide. The savage sight stirs your core with molten lust.
You lean up and take his wedged shaft in your hands. Skillfully you stroke him. He needs little encouragement, stiffening swiftly to your touch. As his head rises you take him in your mouth, the cool flesh of his shaft throbbing with adrenaline.
You suck him eagerly, submissively. You are his slave now. His prize. He will drape you in his jewels as his trophy. You wonder if he will have your clit pierced. The thought sends a submissive thrill through you and you bob your head faster, his cock striking the back of your throat.
Allrix hisses, thrusting. He gasps, stiffening as he cums, spilling his seed down your throat. You moan, eyes fluttering as you swallow his slimy load, feeling it fill your stomach in a heavy weight of new ownership.
You withdraw your lips, but Allrix remains hard. With joy you lie back, spreading your legs to bare your sopping quim.
“I am in heat, master,” you say. “Please. Breed me.”
Allrix hisses and grabs your hips, tossing your soaking silken strip out of the way. He leans forward, sniffing at your cunt. You gasp as is tongue flicks against your trembling pussy, sending shocks of submissive desire up your body. Your breathing deepens as he moves between your legs and aligns his cock with your cunt, then fills you with a thrust.
You moan as the cool flesh of his wedge shaped cock stuffs your cunny. Your hips rock as he begins to thrust into you, claiming your cunt. The reek of blood and sweat rolls off him. A scent of war and maleness. Of the conqueror claiming his prize.
“Yes,” you moan as he claims you. “Yes! Master! Please! Harder!”
With an eagerness matching your own he increases his tempo, hammering your aching cunt with his shaft. You moan, quivering under him. You gasp as his mouth finds your pierced nipple, taking the dark flesh and sucking. Drax love the soft breasts of humans. Your own firm orbs had captivated your former alpha every night he took you, and Allrix seems the same. His claws grasp your sensitive teats, massaging them. You moan, writhing beneath his scaly form.
“Ah. Ah. Ah!” you cry, drawing closer to your screaming climax. You wrap your arms around him, pulling him harder against you. Your panting gasps of pleasure aren’t the only ones. All around the sound is mirrored from the other breeders as their masters claim them. The whole arena descending into an orgy of lust.
“Master!” you moan. “Master! Cum in me! Fill me! Breed me!”
At last Allrix succumbs to your clutching cunt. He snarls, hilting in you. He cums, shooting his oily seed deep into your fertile depths. You scream in animal pleasure, bred like a prize mare by your alien master.
But Allrix doesn’t let up. His species are made to mate often to fertilize their few female’s many eggs. His first orgasm was only a taste, and as you come down he starts to hammer at you, abandoning any pretence of tenderness in favour of savagely thrusting his cock into your cunt.
And you love it! You scream and keen beneath your alpha’s savage mating. Biting your lip, your breasts throbbing and ass aching from the savage pounding. This is where you belong. Beneath a powerful alpha. A slave to this rapacious alien breed. Your former master lies forgotten. You are the conqueror’s prize, and you relish in it!
“Yes!” you scream. “Yes! Fuck me! Breed me! Please! Master! Masterrrrr!”
In time your savage fucking will end, but you have a life of it to look forward to until you are too old and saggy for your master’s pleasure. Then he will take a new prize, and you will be cast aside. But before that, you will bear many of your master’s eggs, ushering in a new era for the Drax dominion. Colonies will fall, women claimed by your sons. Such a life will go on, but your adventure here is at an end.
Bad End
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Drax Egg Slut

Life takes on a steady beat for you. When not called on to serve the Drax warriors, you spend your time in the milker, writhing atop the thrusting rubber cocks, your breasts capped in the soothing, rubbery grasp of the milking cups. Moaning, bucking, you thrust out your chest eagerly for the throbbing pads, your sloshing tits oozing their thick white cream. You hear that you’re highly prized by the harem keeper for your yield and texture. Such praise is too much for a simple egg slut, but you blush all the same when he mentions it to others.
But a new joy has taken place in your life. One even greater than being fucked by the harem guards or milked with your sisters. Finally, your belly has grown swollen with eggs. You wept with joy when your stomach first swelled with the alien spawn, and constantly you catch yourself stroking your taut, naked belly, crooning with joy at what has happened.
The Drax have found your fertile body more attractive as well. Several have fought for the right to breed you since you grew gravid with young, and with delight you’ve welcomed the bloodied winners with open arms. A strong alpha means strong young, and it’s your duty as a breeder to bear only powerful spawn.
Your new sisters have quickly come about as well. You’re not sure why, but shortly after you were taken the war master ordered you all to leave the colony. It was a sad time as you and the others hustled onto the waiting Drax ships, but the new colony has been even better! Not the least because it came with a new crop of women to be converted.
Your dexterous fingers peel a grape before dropping it into the waiting maw of a warrior. Lying recumbent, the reptilian warrior settles lazily while you pamper him. You heard he slaughtered a dozen United Navy soldiers in the last sortie. He was more than willing to tell you.
“We boarded their ship,” the Drax says, eyes lazy slits of pleasure. “There were many of their warriors, but they are small and weak before us. They trembled as we gave our war cry and charged!”
“Yes,” you breathe, enthralled as your hands trace the hard curves of new scars along his hide. “And then?”
“They barely managed a volley, and we were on them! Against us, their frail forms were nothing. We swept them aside, bathing in their blood as our axes cut them. Our howls of triumph echoed down the halls.”
“Oooh,” you say. He roars to demonstrate, and you shiver with desire for this mighty male. Your puffy nipples harden with desire and your cunt moistens with fertile lust. “What happened then?” you coo.
The warrior laughs, his great chest shaking beneath your tender attentions. You notice with interest his wedge of a cock has stiffened with excitement as he recounts the tale. “After their slaughter, we surged towards the bridge of the enemies. They were pitiful things. I investigated a chamber, and there were many women within. More humans guarded them, but they were no match for me. I killed them with my own claws while their women watched. So they would know who was worthy of breeding them.”
The thought of the hold full of women watching this powerful male rend their former protectors makes you pant. You move astride him, shamelessly resting the plump cheeks of your bum against his rigid cock. “What then?” you whisper eagerly.
The warrior takes you in, grinning at the sight of your swollen belly and heavy, milky breasts. The gold and silks which mark you as a prize egg slut whisk about you as you grind your ass against his cock, feeling it twitch with the desire to mate.
“Then,” he says, resting his hands on your hips, stroking you as you grind against his cock. “Then, still bathed in the blood of their lesser males, I chose the best among the women and took her before the others. She cried when I filled her, but soon was moaning with desire.”
“Yes,” you breathe, imagining the scene. The frightened eyes of the women staring while this powerful male mounted one of them. The hall reeking of blood and sweat and lust. “Master,” you whimper. “Will you take me as you did her? Please. Show me how you mated her.”
The warrior scoffs. “You are too full for my cock, slut,” he says, tapping your swollen stomach. The impact reverberates like drum across your taut skin and shudders through your core.
“Oooh,” you moan, leaning back, pushing out your stomach and breasts wantonly. “Then, my barren hole, master. Will you breed it as you did her?”
The Drax grins. “Clever slut,” he says. “On your knees. I’ll mount you as I did her.”
Eagerly you get off of him. You scoop some of your juices, flowing freely from your drooling cunt, and press a finger to your loose backdoor. “Mmm,” you moan as you slide your fingers into your ass, moistening your puckered hole in readiness for the Drax.
“Please,” you say, planting your hands on the ground again, thrusting out the soft, heart shape of your ass out. “Show me, master.”
You yelp as the Drax suddenly grabs your hips. “She cried out, so I had to hold her,” the Drax said, growling. He leans over you, his cool body raising goosebumps along your form and a jolt of pleasure down your spine.
“Th-then?” you gasp.
“Then, I held her beneath me, and I readied her.”
You gasp as the dull curve of his claw presses against your pussy, rubbing you until your juices flow freely. “Mmmn. You are…kind, master,” you moan.
“I was. She was crying, but I would change it soon. Then, I filled her!”
You cry out as his cock at last enters your ass, the wedge shape parting your well fucked hole, pushing him in seamlessly.
“Aaaaah!” you cry. “A-and then?”
“I took her. I bred her until she screamed for more.”
You scream with pleasure as he begins to hammer you. Moaning, you grasp your tender breasts, squeezing your sweet cream onto the carpeted floor. He takes you like an animal, fucking you brutally into the floor.
And Stars you love it.
“Yes!” you gasp, breasts pressed into the plush carpet of the seraglio. “Yes! F-fuck me! Master! Fuck my soft ass! Fill me! Please! Ah. Ah!”
You rapidly descend into merely pleasured grunts. Your cunt spasms, cumming without even a touch. Your gravid belly sways, your egg stuffed womb a great weight in your middle. “Yes!” you scream as the Drax howls like he did on conquering that ship. On conquering its women! You cry out again as he orgasms, stuffing you with his cum. Perhaps you will be able to entertain this warrior with the woman he took on the ship? You smile at the thought, relishing the possibility.
It’ll be a long time before the warrior behind you is satisfied. But that’s fine. After all, you think, crawling up him, moaning as he sucks the milk from your quivering breasts, what could be better than serving your masters?
Bad End
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The Warlord

Your marines look ill at ease leaving the poor women to their fate, but they follow you into the maintenance elevator all the same. You slap the activator for the main refinery floor. The steady beat of the massive milker and the eager moans of those women still bound in its thrumming grasp follow you some distance up the shaft, slowly fading as you climb deeper into the refinery. You focus on the task ahead, but it’s a sober group which rides into the upper levels of the complex.
Your crew prep their arms grimly for the brutal fight ahead, counting down the levels until the elevator grinds to a halt. You raise your blaster as the door opens with a bing.
It’s with almost relief that you step out and see a number of Drax down the corridor. The aliens turn with surprise, an expression still on their faces as Varona blasts them into a splash of superheated meat against the wall.
“Go!” you shout. “Go go!”
You and your team burst into a run down the passage. Ahead several more Drax reveal themselves. One starts to scream a warning in its foul tongue before you shoot him in the chest. He shrugs off the first blast, but a second from Varona’s heavy plasma cannon sends the alien smoking to the floor.
You reach the end of the hall and a wide antechamber. Several Drax with the sharp red paint of elites turn in shock. They howl, engaging you. One slams a button and an alarm screams. You take him out a second later, but not without a loss. One of your marines goes down, screaming as his face is ripped off by a Drax warrior’s teeth before another marine blasts the alien across the room. A quick check of the map confirms the control room is past a massive pair of durasteel doors splashed with luminous red paint.
“More coming!” a marine calls from the entrance, the howls of Drax warriors echoing down the passage.
“Hold them here!” you order your team. “Radio in the shuttle!”
“Aye captain,” Pace says. Your team takes cover around the door, grimly firing at anything that shows its scaly face. “We’ll hold them as long as we can!”
You give them a quick nod and make your way to the end of the room and the imposing doors. “Varona!” you call, loosing a couple blasts back down the corridor to keep the enemy’s heads down. “Knock!”
“With pleasure!” the amazon grins, swinging up her gun. The plasma cannons hums, and a blast of heat sears your back as she fires, melting a massive hole in the door. Without a moment’s hesitation you and Varona jump through.
In a glance you take in the room beyond. It’s massive, with a low floor which ascends to a second level where control panels blink and glow. A massive wraparound window looks over the rest of the refinery and landing pads. You take all this in with a glance, then your gaze is arrested by the figure before you.
Reclining in a throne worked from jagged steel and decorated with the skulls of men, is the largest Drax you have ever seen. The reptilian overload looks down at you with an expression of amusement, his body blazing with the luminous paint his species so prizes. His scaled hide bulges with whipcord muscles, his body filling out the throne and his long tail whisking with the predatory pleasure of a cat spotting a mouse. Crimson robes drape him casually, and a scaly hood like that of an old terran cobra frames his draconian face. A number of women cling to him, their bodies swollen with pregnancy and decorated in jewels and silks like concubines. Their dark nipples are pierced with golden rings, and their eyes are vacant and dazed.
“Ssssso, at lassssst you’re here,” the Drax hisses, rising sinuously from his throne. You whip up your pistol, but then you catch his eyes. Strange things. Small pupils ringed with coloured sclera like a bullseye.
“I…” you begin. “I am captain…Savara…of the…”
“I know what you are,” the Drax says, his voice a sibilant hiss, filling your senses like a sensuous lick along your ears, slithering in your ears and tickling your brain. You suck in a breath at the sound. “You are a ssssslut. Come to sssserve me.”
“I…am…” you fumble, your thoughts tumbling with uncertainty. Your hand shakes as you try to keep your pistol focused on the looming alien. But why? He is so strong and proud. You find your gaze wandering low to his wedge shaped cock. You catch your breath at the sight of it, turgid and thick. Pulsating with arousal for you. Your body heats with desperate desire for this powerful alpha. A need for his cock. For him to breed you…
“You know what you are,” the Drax purrs, slowly descending the steps towards you. The thin steel rings beneath his claws. So confident. So at ease with the knowledge of your inevitable submission to him. “You have come sssso far to sssserve me. But I am here now. You may sssstop fighting. You may sssserve.”
Varona whimpers beside you. Her neck and arms bulge with the strain of keeping her weapon fixed on the towering alien. The Drax takes the final step, pausing. He swings his attention to your weapons officer, and you feel the weight of his hypnotic gaze ease. Your trembling hand firms a little, your thoughts less clouded, but your body still boils with desire for the hulking alien.
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Wait

You don’t move, hoping the effect of the Drax’s hypnotic gaze will fade. Instead you watch as Varona gazes deep into the alien’s ringed gaze. How her eyes lose focus, her jaw slackening.
“Drop your weapons,” the alien purrs.
“Nnnn,” Varona mutters.
“Drop it.”
Sweat beads the amazon’s brow. “I…I…”
“You will obey,” the Drax says, voice sibilant. Forceful. Commanding and oh so assured. “You musssst obey. You want to obey Vassarus. You live to obey.”
The alien stares harder at her. Focusing on the woman who had escaped his race’s grip. Who defies him here? The strength of his gaze recedes from you some more, and you feel command over yourself return. Your grip on your blaster steadies, but at the last moment you hesitate, and instead flip it so you hold it by the barrel.
You move around the alien. He never notices. Entrapped in the titanic contest of wills with Varona. His will against her hate. You can practically feel the heat of their contest.
Then you slam the butt of your pistol into the back of the warlord’s hooded head. The Drax’s compelling eyes roll back and he crumples to the floor with a thud.
Varona gasps, staggering with the sudden release. Her eyes are red like she hasn’t slept in a week and she blinks vaguely. “S…Savara?”
“We’re getting out of here,” you say shortly, choosing to ignore her use of your given name. Switching your grip on your blaster and look about for whichever machine among the sprawling mass of blinking computers and systems control the shields. Fuck it. Without a hint of caring you open fire, blasting everything that blinks, hums, or beeps. Sparks crackle across the computer arrays as they crumple under a hail of crimson bolts. A glance out the window and you see the thin sheen of the shield falter, melting away from the horizon.
You tap your helmet’s comms, switching to the command channel. “Shuttle? The shield’s down. I need evac from the refinery tower. Now! Send a message to the Interdictor. Begin attack run.”
“Roger captain,” the pilot says. You switch to your team’s channel. “Marines! Fall back to the control tower! We’re getting out of here!”
There’s a chorus of acknowledgements and you turn to Varona and nod at the insensate warlord. “Grab him. We’re leaving.”
“I’d rather kill him,” your weapons officer growls, aiming her humming plasma cannon at the alien.
“Varona! We need him. We can use him to force the rest of his clan to surrender.”
Varona glances your way, then to the hooded warlord, whose tongue you suddenly notice is poking out between his teeth. She grits her teeth in frustration, but with a curse, lowers her cannon. “Fine. Ma’am.”
You nod, but don’t have time for her anymore. Your team suddenly floods the room, firing wildly down the passage they came from. Bolts of returning fire sear the air, slamming into the abused machinery which fills the room.
“They’re not letting us go easily!” Pace shouts.
You glance about, and inspiration strikes you. “Come on! Onto the upper level!” you shout, racing up the walkway to the upper level of the control room. To their credit your men don’t hesitate. They sprint up after you, Varona carrying the limp form of the Drax warlord over her shoulder with some effort, despite her hulking frame. Reaching the vast Plexiglas window, you nod at it. “Varona! Make a door.”
Divining your intent, your weapons officer grins. “Yes ma’am!” Swinging up her plasma cannon with one arm, she fires. Blue plasma blossoms against the glass in a blast of searing heat, melting a hole right through. The hot wind of the barren world races in, but you fight against it, pushing through the hole and onto the roof of the complex.
Your team follows. But the last man coming screams, falling with a smoking hole in his back. Drax warriors spill into the room, shock sticks crackling and jagged blasters blazing. Red hot blaster rounds slam against glass designed to weather the scorching desert storms, the Plexiglas glowing but holding.
“Shuttle!” you shout, firing a few shots at the hole, sending the first alien warrior through tumbling down the sloping roof. “We need evac. Now!”
“Coming up captain!”
You hear a thudding hum and turn to see the sleek shape of your shuttle sweep up from the tangled piping of the refinery. A lance of heavy fire from a turret screams in its wake, missing it barely and blasting a smokestack to smithereens. The turret continues to turn, but before it can fire again a screaming white flash of a torpedo blasts it into oblivion. Like a leviathan of the skies the Interdictor breaks the cloud cover. Your frigate’s batteries open up, flickering across the warship’s frame, blasting the refinery’s cannons into scrap, explosions thundering in the air as pieces of the refinery break apart, tumbling into the dark gorge.
A cheer goes up from your team as your warship soars over the landing fields, a salvo of cannon fire pounding the waiting warships into scrap metal, but you focus instead on the shuttle. Free of enemy fire, the slim craft rushes to the side of the roof. Its grav engines blast the dust from the corroded surface as it lowers its ramp.
“Move! Move! Move!” you shout at your team. Marines in dark armour race by you, clambering into the craft. Varona and you cover their retreat as the Drax, seeing what’s happening, ignore their losses and spill out of the hole in the window, laying down a withering hail of small arms fire. You turn, racing towards the ramp with Varona. Several marines crouch near the ramp, returning fire to try and cover your retreat. Blaster bolts scour the metal of the roof, pinging off the steel around your feet. You jump the last few feet, landing heavily on the ramp.
Varona slams down next to you a second later. “Go! Go!” she cries into her comm. Two marines drag you inside as the ramp rises, obscuring the sight of the howling Drax host. You feel the thrum of acceleration as the shuttle climbs, shuddering slightly as a few lucky shots from the aliens bang off the launch’s frame.
“How you doing?” Varona says, helping you to a seat.
“Been better,” you manage, pulling off your helm with a relieved gasp. You glance at the robed alien hung over her shoulder. “How’s the prisoner?”
“He’ll live,” Varona says, grimacing. “More’s the pity.”
“We’ll see,” you say carefully, eying the insensate reptile. “I still have some questions for him.”
[[Interrogate the Drax]]




Parlay

“Y-you…” you gasp. “I-in the name of the U…United Navy…I…”
The Drax warlord cocks his head towards you. His compelling gaze scatters the words you were struggling to say. “You have no authority,” he says, voice sibilant. Smooth. “Only I do. Don’t sssspeak. Obey.”
Your mouth falls open, slack. Yes. You must obey. His eyes fill your vision. His voice your world.
“Disssarm.”
You hear two clangs. You’re momentarily confused before you realize you dropped your weapon along with Varona.
“Sssstrip.”
Your hands shake with the efforts of resistance, but you can’t. Not in the face of that commanding tone. That confident purr that makes your stomach jump and your cunt clench with desire. You unbuckle your pants and shed your armour, stripping off your underwear and baring your trim human form, tan skin gleaming like bronze. Varona takes less time, and again you marvel at the physical perfection of her muscular build.
The Drax warlord seems to share the impression. He hisses with pleasure and nods his hooded head. “Good,” he hisses, a sound which makes your heart thrill with desire. “Good. Which of you are the captain?”
“I am,” you gasp. He turns to you, and the full might of his gaze sears you. Banishes any hope of resistance. Of confidence. You feel small. Naked in the dark gulfs of those eyes. Falling. Deeper. Deeper.
“Captain,” the Drax purrs. “Issss your ship near?”
“Yes,” you whimper.
“Command it to descend.”
Your hand shakes as you touch the comm in your helmet. “Interdictor,” you hear yourself saying. “The shield is down. Begin attack run.”
“You sure captain?” Deesel says uncertainly. “I’m still reading it active.”
No, you try to scream. No, don’t do it! Don’t come!
“Yes,” you say instead, your lips forming the words beneath the strength of that alien’s gaze. “A lingering effect. The shield is down.”
“Roger.”
“Good,” the Drax says, and you shudder with pleasure at his approval. “Good. Come. Let usss enjoy the sssight of your ship’s desssstruction.”
You walk with him, your body a puppet to his commands. Beyond your will. Your thoughts filled with the aliens’ gaze. His wonderful, commanding eyes. On the upper level of the tower the Drax sits again in the throne, waving off the bloated slaves who whimper and slink away. He turns the throne towards the broad window.
You and Varona stand beside him, staring forward. Awaiting his command. Lazily, the Drax opens his robes, baring the wedge of his cock. He glances your way. “Sit.”
Trembling, you do so. The expectation of his cock fills you. The idea of taking your master’s length makes you feel even weaker than before. You straddle him, facing towards the glass and the harsh, barren world it surveys. But even though you can’t see his eyes, you can feel them.
You lower yourself onto his lap, moaning as his cock enters your tight cunt. “Ah,” you pant. “Ooooh,” you moan as he impales you on his shaft. Transfixes you. As you settle atop him, his scaly hands wander round your front, grasping your firm breasts. You gasp, arching.
“Ahhh,” the Drax says. “Humansss are ssssso… wonderful. Sssso ssssoft and lovely. Our femalesss have no breassstsss. Certainly nothing sssso wonderfully ssssoft. Your kind are a wonder.”
“Yessss,” you moan submissively.
“Ride me.”
Willingly you begin to bounce, your firm bum thumping his pelvis. His wedge shaped cock spreading your folds, fucking you with ease, stretching you around his length. You groan, gasping as his hands begin to toy with your sensitive breasts.
“Ah, here it comessss.”
You stare, whimpering as you see the Interdictor, your ship, descend through the cloud cover. The dull boom like distant thunder as its cannons open fire, only to ripple across the shield. You can imagine their shock. Then their horror as the refinery’s cannons fire, molten bolts of crimson light searing through the shield and hammering the Interdictor.
“No,” you moan as your warship’s shields crackle, then fade. “Noooo!” you sob as fire blossoms across the Interdictor’s hull.
“Yesss,” the Drax warlord hisses as he hammers your cunt. Mauls your breasts. You cry out as pleasure rocks your core. As the flaming wreck of your ship begins to fall, its engines destroyed. Cannon fire still searing its tortured frame.
“Ah. Ah. Ahhhh!” You scream as your ship crashes in the wastes. Scream as your cunt clenches about the Drax’s cock, orgasm ripping through you as your ship burns.
You break at the sight. What’s left of your will shattering with the incineration of your ship. You throw back your head as the warlord pinches your torrid nipples. Moan as you submit to his touch.
Your mind blanks. Thoughts scattered. There’s only your master. Only his will now. You turn about, pressing against him, slavishly kissing this monster who destroyed your ship. Killed your men. You kiss his reptilian maw desperately. Desperate to please your conqueror. You feel Varona kneel behind you, her head pushing into the alien’s lap, licking his balls with slavish devotion as you ride his cock.
“Sssslave,” the Drax purrs.
“Yes,” you moan.
“Look into my eyesss.”
You do. As you ride him, you stare into his ringed eyes. Give yourself to his will. Rejoice as the pain of being Captain Savara of the United Navy fades. Thrill as you become Slave. Slave to your master. Your alpha.
Weeping with joy, you rest your head on his chest. Shuddering as you at last feel him cum, fill your fertile body with his seed. At last, you have found your true purpose. At last, you are at peace.
[[Bride of the alien king]]




Attack

You drop your gun, distantly hearing it clatter to the ringing deck. You couldn’t trust yourself to aim it anyway. Head spinning, you take a shaky step forward and raise your blade.
The Drax notices. You bring down your sword, but the alien easily sidesteps your clumsy blow. You stagger at the sudden shift of your weight, and your blade comes down on a control panel.
You scream as electricity races up the blade and down your arm. It feels like eternity, but finally the power dies, control panel shorting out. You never see it. You’re dead long before you hit the ground.
Bad End
[[Index]]
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Shoot

You raise your blaster but it's hard to focus. The Drax seems to shimmer in front of you. Biting your lip, you pull the trigger.
A spear of light snaps across the room, missing the alien by a mile. Vassarus cocks his head towards you and you squeeze the trigger again and again, every shot going wild.
You're sobbing. You keep pulling the trigger but your blaster merely clicks uselessly.
"Sssstop," the alien says.
You can't fight it. You drop your blaster, hearing it clatter to the deck. He smirks, his ringed pupils boring into you. "Good sssslave."
His approval shoots through you in a spear of lust. Your failure to kill him vanishes from your mind. A smile spreads across your face. “Th-thank you, master,” you whimper.
He hisses with amusement, then glances back to Varona. The amazon still holds her weapon with a white knuckle grip, her jaw clenched against the lingering control of the serpentine alien. Vassarus merely smiles with amusement and beckons you. “Come, ssslave. Your former companion must learn of the joy of submitting to Vassarus.”
“Yes, master,” you moan. How kind of him to let you help show Varona how wonderful it is to submit to Vassarus. You saunter towards your towering companion and begin to strip her.
“S-Savara,” Varona gasps through gritted teeth. “F-fight it!”
“There is nothing to fight,” Vassarus whispers, touching her chin, turning her head effortlessly towards him. Towards his eyes. “There is only submission. Sssweet, sssweet ssssubmission…”
Varona whimpers, helplessly gazing into the alien’s eyes. His luminous paint softly swirling across his flesh. You smile with happiness as you ease off Varona’s breastplate, her hard tits bared to the warm air. Pressing yourself against her back, you catch her breasts, kneading them.
“It’s wonderful to submit,” you murmur into her ear. “It’s so wonderful to submit to Vassarus…”
Varona flinches, her mouth working, but her gaze held by your master’s eyes. You rub her arms and flanks, feeling the tension ease. Bleeding away with her resistance.
“Show her, ssslave,” your master hisses. “Show her what lies ahead if she submits.”
You catch his meaning at once. You beam with joy. “Of course,” you say, sliding down Varona, maneuvering before her. “Master.”
You drag down her pants and panties, baring her muscular thighs. A thatch of hair crests the loose folds of her cunt. You grin, leaning forward, and dragging your tongue along her lower lips.
“Nnnn!” Varona gasps. “C-captain! P-please!” Varona whimpers.
“Do not resist,” Vassarus says, his hands sliding to her breasts, molding the firm flesh beneath his demanding touch. “Ssssubmit. Submit to the pleasure.”
You continue to service Varona with glee. When she cums, she’ll be master’s! That will be amazing. Then you can both serve him! Joy fills your soul at the thought. There’s a strange thought at the back of your mind. An idea that this is somehow wrong, but you pay it little attention. How could it be wrong? How could being at your master’s feet, licking out your former crewmate’s dripping cunt be wrong?
It can’t, that’s how. You smile with joy as you confirm this, and bury yourself deeper into Varona’s cunt. She gasps, moans, pushing her hips out to meet your swirling tongue. With joy you lick her, feeling her cunt clench about your tongue.
“O-ohh,” Varona moans, staring with anguish into the Drax’s eyes. “I…I don’t…I can’t…”
“You must,” Vassarus purrs. His hand slides down his robe, opens it, unveiling his wedge shaped cock. “You will. Your master commandssss…”
Vassarus pushes you aside as he approaches Varona. Wraps her in his arms, pulling her against his scaly form. His cock slides into her, parting her velvet gash seamlessly. Varona gasps, sighs, trembling helplessly in the alien’s arms.
“You want to submit,” Vassarus murmurs as he begins to thrust into her. “You need to sssubmit. You cannot cum until you do. You cannot.”
The sounds of Varona’s gasping cries of fading resistance heats you to the core. You begin to stroke your cunt. Filled with submissive delight as your master takes your Amazonian crewmate, you lean up and begin to bathe his balls with your tongue. You roll them in your mouth, taking one of the scaly orbs between your lips, fondling your master lovingly. Vassarus hisses with pleasure and shifts, offering you more space to serve him.
You do so with joy. As Varona’s gasps grow more intense as she climbs faster towards her shattering orgasm you frig yourself harder. Pleasure growing. Oh so close. But you hold yourself back. You’ll cum with her.
At last. Varona gives a high, piercing cry. A cry of surrender. “Yes!” she cries. “F-fuck me! Take me! O-only let me c-cum!”
Vassarus hisses in satisfaction. Crushes her against him. His whisper reaches you as if from across some great gulf.
“Cum.”
The command isn’t not for you, but you do, gasping, moaning around your fingers. Varona wails with surrender, her whole body shuddering as she gives in to the Drax. The strength of her orgasm squeezes the aliens’ cold shaft, and Vassarus gasps in surprise, then purrs in pleasure as he bathes her insides with his seed.
He released Varona, who collapses to the floor. Moaning, the tattooed amazon crawls to her master’s feet, pressing herself against his leg and gazing up at him with adoration. Not to be outdone, you cling to his other leg, rubbing your feminine curves against your master.
Vassarus looks down on you both with amused satisfaction. “Which of you is the leader?”
“You are, master,” you moan.
Vassarus blinks. Chuckles wryly. “Which of you was the leader?”
You crinkle your brow, trying to recall what you were before master gave you your purpose. You brighten. “I was! I was captain!”
Vassarus looks at you more intently. “Were you?” he hisses, hood flaring. He chuckles, stroking your hair. “Then, I think, perhapsss, you should call down your ship. You won’t need it anymore, after all.”
Eagerly you agree. Of course you wouldn’t! After all, you think as you fetch your helmet and key into the command frequency, you’re master’s slave now. And nothing could be better than that!
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Surrender

Why fight what you truly wish? You cannot shoot the creature before you. How could you? You let your pistol fall from your hands, clattering to the deck. The Drax glances back to you at the sound, a smile curling his leathery lips.
“Good ssslave,” he says, and his voice fills you with joy. You did the right thing. The only thing that could be done when faced with such a powerful alpha. “Dissssarm. And strip.”
“Yes, master,” you mumble. Head in a fog of dazed delight you unclip your belt, letting it fall to your feet.
“Yes, master,” Varona echoes, stripping out of her own sparse armour. In moments the both of you are completely naked, your firm breasts and trim body on full display beside Varona’s breathtaking curves. The Drax assess the both of you with his compelling gaze, nodding slowly in satisfaction.
“Good,” the alien hisses. “Good. You will make fine ssslaves to Vassarus.”
Euphoria blooms through you at your alpha’s appreciation. You shiver as a tingle of pleasure climbs up your spine. You thrust out your chest so he can better appreciate your firm breasts, parting your legs a little so your tight quim is on full display, folds parted with arousal.
The Drax hisses with amusement at your desperate display but you don’t care. Anything. Anything to have him fuck you. He eases back onto his throne, beckoning you with a gesture. “Come,” he hisses.
Practically falling over one another, you and Varona scramble towards him. You kneel on the hard floor of the deck, gazing up at the recumbent reptile with desperate devotion. Your whole body thrums with desire to serve him. To obey his every whim. You gaze longingly into his eyes, feeling your will further stripped away. The identity of Savara Laitha fading, leaving you a blank slate. To be told what you are by this powerful alpha. You smile with dopy delight.
“How foolish,” the Drax hisses as he languidly parts his legs, robe falling open and baring his semi-rigid shaft. You catch your breath at the sight of his powerful manhood. Your cunt clenches, drooling with arousal at the thought of it inside you. “What do you think,” the Drax says, idly stroking himself, “will happen when I thrusssst this inside you?”
“You’ll fuck me,” you say vaguely, raptly staring at the lazy motions of his claws.
“You’ll claim us,” Varona says.
“Very good,” the Drax says, nodding to Varona. “Your friend is right. A former ssslave I see. Of the Basilic clan. They were never the sssmartest of ours. It issss good you have returned to your proper place. At the feet of your bettersss.”
“Yes master,” Varona gasps. “Forgive me.”
“Nothing to forgive,” the Drax drones, his voice lyrical, cadence enthralling you. Something like a song. A song that eases your thoughts even as you burn in jealousy at Varona. Why couldn’t you have been claimed by the Drax? To think of the years wasted in the navy when you could have been on your knees, sucking the cock of your master’s species. Bitter tears prick your eyes.
“If you had not essscaped them, you would not come to me. Your true master.”
“Yes,” Varona says.
“You are mine?”
“Yes.”
“Forever?”
“Yes,” Varona babbles.
“You will never flee again. Will you?”
“Oh no master!” Varona sobs. “Please! I would never!”
“Sssilence,” the Drax says, eyes flickering.
Varona clamps her mouth shut, shaking with desire to assure her master of her loyalty.
“You will prove yourself ssssoon. Now.” He removes his claws from his rigid cock. “Worship.”
Varona scrambles to her master. The muscular amazon crouches between the Drax’s legs and takes his shaft in her hands. With slavish delight she runs her tongue along his cock, stroking his spit slickened shaft with her calloused hands.
You tremble in jealous anger. It should be you sucking your master’s cock! But as you catch his eyes again your resentment fades away. Yes. Of course. There’s no need to be jealous of Varona. You are both destined to taste the cocks of the Drax. To submit to their wills and be bred by their warriors. Peace suffuses you with your understanding.
The warlord grins, seeing your deeper surrender. He beckons you, and eagerly you crawl to your master’s throne.
“Sssstand,” he commands.
You scramble to your feet, head back, stiff as if being inspected on the parade ground. But no drill sergeant would reach out and cup your cunt, pressing their palm against your heated folds. Certainly they would never slip a clawed digit against your cunny, stroking the dull curve against your parted folds.
“Ah,” you gasp as the Drax lazily strokes you. “A-ah. Ah!”
“Do not cum,” Vassarus commands idly. “When you cum, you shall lose all of who you were. You will become nothing but Drax ssslave. Breeding slave. Trophy sssslut. Understand?”
“Y-yes, master,” you gasp.
“Fight it,” the Drax orders, amused by your desperate quivering. Your frantic efforts to resist the power of the aliens pleasured touch. “Do not cum.”
Your whole body shakes, every muscle tensed as you fight not to cum. Your face is twisted in an expression of desperate need. Oh stars you need to cum! You need to submit at last. Give him that final satisfaction. Become this alpha’s slave! The slurping of Varona’s tongue and lips on the alien’s cock only fuels your desperation. His eyes fill your consciousness. His luminous paint whirls in your shaking vision.
“S-stars,” you moan. “Oh Stars…”
“When you cum,” the Drax says, sibilant voice filling your world. “You will become mine. Your old life will exisssst as a memory. You will be my ssslave. Understand?”
“Yes. Yes,” you babble. “Master. Please. Please!”
He chuckles, flicking your engorged clit, making you yelp, tears streaming from your eyes at the need to cum. “Then mount me. And surrender!”
You explode into motion. You shove Varona’s face from his cock and swing your legs over his lap. You drop down, impaling yourself on his shaft. Your eyes roll back. You scream at the sensation of your master’s cock stuffing your tight little pussy. “Masterrrr!” you scream, convulsing in the intensity of your orgasm. Blissful white fills your head.
You must have passed out, for the next thing you know your head is laying on the Drax’s chest. Your cunt twitching around his cock. You whimper, but then your master touches your hair, and everything is alright.
“Good,” the Drax purrs. “Now. Ride me.”
Your legs feel like putty, but somehow you raise your hips and bring them back down. Up and down, you get into the rhythm of your fucking. You feel Varona’s half shaved head against your ass as she begins to kiss and drill her tongue into your bum.
You moan, throwing back your head, hands on his shoulders as you ride your master to your second orgasm. His claws find your breasts, and as he tenses, cumming in your hungry quim, you smile with blissful submission.
How good it is to serve.
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Interrogate the Drax

As soon as you return to the Interdictor you send Varona to drag the Drax warlord to the interrogation room. A task she takes to with glee, though you catch a strange, preoccupied air around your weapon’s officer. You push it aside to roundly congratulate your marines, then leave for a well-earned shower. The sonic pulse sears the exhaustion from you, and within an hour you’re walking down the corridors of your ship, once more garbed in your trim captain’s uniform.
Varona waits before the doors to the interrogation room. She gives you a nod. “What’s the plan, captain?”
You rub the bridge of your nose with thought. “Varona? Will the Drax surrender the colonists?”
She grimaces. “I doubt it, Captain. Taking a Drax’s slave is like taking their honour. They won’t give them up willingly.”
“What if their warlord ordered them to?”
That gives Varona pause. She nods slowly. “Yes. They might. Depends on the strength of their Warlord. Technically, everything in the clan belongs to them. So if he ordered their surrender, they would.”
“Then that’s what we’ll do,” you say firmly.
As you reach to door of the interrogation room, Varona stops you. “Be careful, Captain,” she says, her eyes flickering with something you can’t place. “He’s not like other Drax.”
You’re a little surprised at her warning, but assure her you will. Varona seems uneasy, but lets you go. You give the two marines guarding the door a salute and they open the door with a hiss.
Within, the Drax warlord Vassarus sits in a chair, his broad scaled frame secured by black straps. The reptilian alien is utterly naked as a security precaution, and it’s an effort to keep your eyes from the thick wedge of his cock rising from his lap.
He turns his hooded head as you enter, the blindfold a dark stripe across his eyes. His tongue flicks out. “Captain,” the alien says mildly.
You walk inside, ignoring his greeting. You take a seat in the chair across from him and cross your hands on the table. “What were you doing on that colony?” you say.
“We were breeding the new generation of warriorsss,” the alien says. His hood flutters a little with interest.
“How?”
“Your ssssplicersss were accommodating,” the alien says.
You’re a little disturbed by how promptly he answers. Drax have always been a strange species. Utterly fearless, savage and domineering, they think nothing of enslaving other species and slaughtering any who aren’t useful. But they’re bound by a strange, savage honour. Of dominance and superiority. Rarely has a warlord or queen been taken alive. Usually, the next dominant one would assume leadership of the clan.
“You’re being oddly forthright,” you inform him.
“You defeated me,” the Drax says plainly. “You deserve my obedience.”
“Obedience?”
“Yesss,” the alien says, his voice low and sibilant once more. “You are a warrior, human. Among the Drax, our Queen’s led us for many years in our conquesssts.”
“I know that,” you say, but oddly find yourself listening more closely to him.
“Yessss,” the Drax drones. His head has begun to sway a little, his voice soft and droning. Soothing. “But they do sssso as well because they bore our young. I have found one who can change human women. Make them able to bear the sssseed of the Drax.”
“I know,” you say. “Your queens were nearly all destroyed during the war.”
“Yessss,” the Drax hums. “But that means we need new queenssss. And thossse who can command. Who can lead ussss to greatnesss again…”
You squint. Your head feels heavy. Your thoughts sluggish. What were you here for again… Ah! Right. You lean forward, planting your knuckles on the table. “I have your obedience, right?”
“Yesss.”
“Then I want you to command your Drax to release their hostages.”
Vassarus tilts his head. “Perhapssss, we could come to ssssome arrangement…”
“What?” you say, finding yourself watching the sinuous movement of his head again.
“I will sssoon be in Sssalussa. Yes?”
“Yes,” you say. The Drax shows no fear at the name of the prison world. A barren place without hope of escape, and where none but the worst criminals in the Ring Worlds and beyond are sent.
“And I know I could not convince you to free me. Ssso, it shall be a very long time before I feel the touch of a female again. I will order my warriors to ssstand down and sssurrender our femalesss. But, you mussst do something for me.”
Your eyes find his cock again. The wedge of pink flesh fairly throbs with veiny lust. You swallow, feeling a little hot.
[[Satisfy the Drax with your Hand]]
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Satisfy the Drax with Your Hand

You take his cock in your hands, feeling the coolness of his shaft in your fingers. The Drax grunts as you begin to stroke him. The alien’s cock is unlike any you have known. Instead of a head, his cock narrows to a tapering tip.
“Yessss,” Vassarus hisses as you masturbate him. “That feelsss sssso good…”
You blush a little. “Good,” you say gruffly. “It will be the last you’ll get for some time.”
“Yessss,” the alien purrs, trying to thrust into your warm palm, but still held back by the straps. You watch in awe as his muscular frame knots, the straps creaking against the sheer strength of the massive alien. You feel suddenly small in his presence. Feeble. Weak. A tremor shoots through you, the alien seeming to grow in your mind. Looming over you like some carnal idol from a savage world. His tongue flicks in the air, tasting it. You wonder if he can taste your arousal. Your cunt clenches at the idea and your face warms even more.
“You are sssskilled,” the alien hums. Such a wonderful sound. You listen more intently, watching from the corner of your eye his head sway like a metronome, tuned to the undulations of his voice.
“Yes,” you say vaguely. You blink, feeling a little light headed. Something about his movements makes you feel dizzy. You focus on his cock, running your hands up his veiny length, feeling the blood pulse in his shaft.
“It will be a pity to sssurrender our ssslaves,” he purrs.
“They do not… deserve to be slaves,” you say.
“They mussst,” Vassarus purrs. “They were weak. The ssstrong mussst keep the weak. Thossse who cannot protect themssselvess mussst have a protector. A champion. A masssster…”
His words make a strange sort of sense to you. To a warrior species like the Drax, their hierarchy decided by physical might, its little surprise they would have such perspectives. You take a deep breath, inhaling the scent of the alien’s cock. His musk thick in the air, luminous war paint seeming to shift before your eyes.
“They should be free,” you say, but the words sound strangely hollow.
“They need control,” Vassarus hums. The sound matches the throb of his cock. He must be getting closer. The thought excites you, your panties near soaked through. You increase your tempo, thumb gliding along his glans, stroking up his tip and over his slit, lubricating your fingers with his oily pre.
“To ssserve isss their purpossse,” Vassarus continues. “The weak mussst sssubmit to the ssstrong. Sssso it isss.”
His voice has grown strained. You can feel how close he is. Barely thinking, you lower your face and engulf his cock in your warm mouth. Once. Twice, you swallow his shaft. The Drax lets out a hissing howl, tenses, and cums.
His seed pumps into your mouth. The taste bursts on your buds. You reel, nearly fall off him. But something holds you there. Something makes you swallow every drop, throat working almost frantically. At last, draining the last, you pull off, gasping. His cum is a heavy weight in your stomach, pressing down on your core, and you shudder at the sensation. So powerful.
So right.
His voice slides into your head like a dagger through silk.
“Remove my blindfold,” he purrs. “And I will help you ssssee…”
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Satisfy the Drax with Your Breasts

“Very well,” you say, pulling open your jacket. Just your breasts. That shouldn’t be too bad, you think. But as you open the connectors of your bra, freeing your firm breasts, a slight shudder goes up your spine.
The Drax’s tongue flicks from his open mouth, tasting the air again. “Ah,” he says, humming that strange, reverberating murmur of his. “Might I have a taste first?”
The thought sends a strange thrill through you. You shouldn’t. Yet you find yourself leaning forward, nipples hardening in the strange arousal which warms your blood and sends your heart thumping. The second you’re in range, Vassarus’s tongue snaps out, flicking your nipple.
“Ah!” you gasp, the sensation a jolt of pleasure through your core.
“Closer,” the alien hums.
You lean in nearer, listening to the sound. He can’t lean forward you assure yourself. He can’t do anything. The moment you’re close enough his mouth opens and takes your nipple in his leathery lips.
“Mmm!” You try and stifle the moan but your sensitive breasts betray you. Your cunt dampens as the alien warlord’s lips suckle at your dark nipples, tongue flicking the tender nubs playfully. “Ah!” you gasp as his teeth graze your hardened buds. You grab your breasts, squeezing them together as he playfully suckles you.
You tear yourself away with an effort of will, panting. The Drax merely sits there, still bound to the chair. But something seems different. Something in the air. His lips are drawn back, teeth bared in something like a smile.
“Did you…dissslike it?” he hums sibilantly.
“Quiet,” you gasp. “Let’s get this over with.”
“Assss you wish,” the alien says.
Flush, you kneel between the warlord’s legs. You bite your lip as your pants pull against your groin, cloth pressing against your sticky cunt. It feels… odd to kneel before the alien. Somehow right. It’s a feeling you fear to analyze too deeply. You try and push it to the back of your mind and lean forward, enveloping the alien’s cock in your firm tit-flesh.
“Ssssss,” the Drax purrs, throwing back his head at the sensation. “Yesssss. Humanssss have sssuch…wonderful bodiesss.”
“Do we?” you say, beginning to massage your breasts, rolling the wedge of his cock between them. “Why?”
“You are… ssssso ssssoft,” the Drax moans as you begin to masturbate him between your teats, his precum drooling from the slit of his cock, lubing your soft breasts as you lift them until only the head of his cock is visible, then pulling them down, bringing your nose nearly to the quivering tip of his shaft. You inhale his slimy, musky scent. A scent utterly male. Potent. Alluring.
“You like softness?” you say.
“Oh yessss,” the Drax purrs, the vibrations of his voice seeming to thrum up his shaft like a tuning fork and reverberating into your aching breasts. “Ssssoftness of the body iss ssso alluring. Sssso pleasssurable. Our Queensss were hard creaturesss. When we firssst made contact with humanity, their women were sssso prized.”
“Is that why you take us?” you say, increasing your tempo, listening raptly. Breasts sloshing with the lube of his cockmeat. You’re panting. Head spinning from his scent. You strain to catch his every word, trying to make him talk more. “Because human women are so soft? So pleasurable for your cocks? Is that why you want us as slaves?”
“Yesssss,” Vassarus moans. “Sssuch wonderful ssslaves. So ssssoft on our cockssss. Ssssso ssssoft with their thoughtssss. Sssssooo wonderful.”
“And eggs,” you sigh, breath hot, wafting over the pink thrust of his cock. “Is that what you wanted? To use human women as breeding sluts? To fill the universe with your kind, birthed in the soft wombs of women? Did you want to breed us?” you pant. “Breed human women? Women like me?”
“Yesss,” the Drax groans. His cock throbs in between your breasts. “Yessss!”
The admission finishes him. He strains his bindings, straps creaking around his immense frame. With a sudden guttural scream he cums. Captured in awe of his words and reaction, you take his load full in your face. Gasping, you fall back, but the Drax doesn’t stop cumming. His seed arches through the air, splashing across your naked breasts, gobs of alien cum splattering your face.
Lying on the floor, you blink, recovering slowly from the alien’s orgasm. Your head feels heavy, your thoughts sluggish.
His voice cuts you to your soul.
“Would you want to underssstand more?” Vassarus hums. His hooded head sways, and you follow it raptly. “Remove my blindfold. And I will help you ssssee.”
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Satisfy the Drax with Your cunt

You watch raptly the motions of the alien’s head. Listen to the droning hum of his voice. Yes. He will be so forlorn on that place. He deserves something.
Your belt clicks under your fingers, and you shuck off your pants and panties. The alien’s tongue flicks the air, tasting it. Tasting the sudden scent of your damp, empty quim. His leathery lips widen, showing his range of sharp teeth. “You’re aroussssed,” he purrs.
You swallow. “Yes,” you murmur, moving forward. You straddle his lap, hands on his broad shoulders. His face so close. You feel the strength in him, then. Feel his whipcord muscles. Hear the creaking strain of his bindings as he flexes against them. Your face an inch from his muzzle and its rows of sharp teeth. You’re terrified. You’re thrilled.
But above all, you’re desperate for his cock.
Your cunt hovers above his length. So empty. So hollow. His wedged shaft quivers at the heat of your folds hovering over him. So hard. So ready.
“Do it,” he hisses.
You slowly lower yourself onto him. You gasp, mewling as he fills you. His cock parts your lower lips seamlessly, his wedge shaft pushing in you like a dagger. He stuffs you. You moan helplessly, impaling yourself on him, filling you more than any man has before.
You nearly sob when you hilt him within you. Shaking, you lean against his chest, gasping.
“Move,” he purrs, tongue flicking your ear.
The sound vibrates through his chest. Up his shaft, making you quiver like a struck tuning fork. “Yes,” you murmur, nearly whimpering, and begin to ride him.
Vassarus hisses as you bounce atop his lap. “Yessss,” he hisses. “Fuck yourssself on me ssslut. You love it don’t you? Don’t you sssslave?”
“Yes!” you gasp, your sopping cunt sloshing on his cock. “Yes! I love it! Oh stars!”
You scream, cumming atop him. He’s still hard, and you ride him again. Pounding your soft bottom on his lap, pressing your soft, malleable tits against his chest. He’s so hard. So strong. You’re so soft. So soft and malleable. Oh it feels so good to give yourself to this male. To serve him. To fuck him like the good slave you are. You scream as you cum again. Again. Only with the second, only after breaking your body with wracking pleasure does he at last fill you. A hiss escaping his sharp teeth as his legs twitch, straining the bindings, and his cool seed pumps, pumps, pumps into your needy womb.
“Take off my blindfold.”
A voice in your head screams no. But that voice is distant. Unimportant. You take his blindfold and pull it free, revealing those wonderful ringed eyes.
You stare raptly into his yellow eyes, caught at once. You never stood a chance. His hypnotic gaze seizes you, your thoughts bleeding from you in a rush. But still you move. Still you ride your master’s thick cock with soft, whimpering beats of our tan hips.
“Sssslave,” he says.
“Yes,” you moan, knowing he’s right. That’s what you are. Slave. His slave.
“Lisssten carefully.”
He talks, his words inscribing themselves on your brain without your conscious understanding. His will simply is. Obeying him as natural as breathing.
Hours later you leave the room, once more dressed, once more the stern captain of the Interdictor. But the changes are in your soul. Captain Savara is merely a part now. A mask you wear as you work your master’s will.
You feign shock when Vassarus and his Drax escape the brig while you dock on SS9. You vow to pursue, but never find them, of course.
You return from you adventure and to the navy, swiftly climbing the ranks, no one ever suspecting your feeding your master coordinates of helpless worlds. How you strip certain colonies of protection or how certain weapon shipments are intercepted and lost. You throw the weight of the Navy at your master’s rivals, making a name for yourself as an enemy of the Drax. You laugh in your cabin, frantically masturbating to the devastating news vids of your master’s triumphant raids, your mons burning with his tattoo. His mark of dominion over you.
But you live for the days you can get away. When you can visit SS9 alone and make your way to a certain docking bay. How you shed your clothes and kneel before your master. How he fucks you over the bed, looming over you, dominating you, conquering you. Sometimes he has you wear your dress uniform, your medals jangling as he thrusts into you.
And the day will come. The day where a vast Drax fleet will stab like a knife into Ring World space. Where you, the decorated hero, will lead the counter attack. Where you will smile, watching your fleet be cut to pieces, shattering the might of the United Navy.
And at last, you will take your place at your master’s clawed feet. Traitor of humanity.
Slave to the Drax.
Bad End
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Traitor to Man

A voice in your head screams not to. But that voice is distant. Unimportant. You take his bandana and pull it free, revealing those wonderful ringed eyes.
You stare raptly into his gaze, caught at once. You never stood a chance. His hypnotic gaze seizes you, your thoughts bleeding from you in a rush. His seed burns on your skin as he speaks.
“Sssslave,” he says.
“Yes,” you moan, knowing he’s right. That’s what you are. Slave. His slave.
“Lisssten carefully.”
He talks, his words inscribing themselves on your brain without your conscious understanding. His will simply is. Obeying him as natural as breathing.
Hours later you leave the room, once more dressed, once more the stern captain of the Interdictor. But the changes are in your soul. Captain Savara is merely a part now. A mask you wear as you work your master’s will.
You feign shock when Vassarus and his Drax escape the brig while you dock on SS9. You vow to pursue, but never find them, of course.
You return from your adventure and resume your duties with the navy. Your climb the ranks swiftly, no one ever suspecting your feeding your master coordinates of helpless worlds. How you strip certain colonies of protection or how certain weapon shipments are intercepted and lost. You throw the weight of the Navy at your master’s rivals, making a name for yourself as an enemy of the Drax. And all the while you laugh in your cabin, frantically masturbating to news vids of your master’s triumphant raids, your mons burning with his tattoo. His mark of dominion over you.
But you live for the days you can get away. When you can visit SS9 alone and make your way to a certain docking bay. How you shed your clothes and kneel before your master. How he fucks you over the bed, looming over you, dominating you, conquering you. Sometimes he has you wear your dress uniform, your medals jangling as he thrusts into you.
And the day will come. The day where a vast Drax fleet will stab like a knife into Ring World space. Where you, the decorated hero, will lead the counter attack. Where you will smile, watching your fleet be cut to pieces, shattering the might of the United Navy.
And at last, you will take your place at your master’s clawed feet. Traitor of humanity.
Slave to the Drax.
Bad End
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Resist the Alien

His words send a cold shock through you. You straighten sharply, standing, glaring down at the immense alien. Damn him! “I will not,” you say sharply. “Now, will you honor our deal?”
The Drax hisses with annoyance, but lowers his hooded head. “Yess,” he hisses, sighs. “I will.”
The alien proves that he may be many things, but one of them is honorable. A few short hours later you watch on the bridge’s main screen as the Drax are herded out of the broken refinery. The reptilian aliens go with silent submission, filing out and into the waiting shuttle to be ferried up to the holds of the waiting fleet. Such a strange species you muse, shaking your head. But who could hope to understand the minds of the alien? You let out a slow sigh as the heavily pregnant women are brought out. It will be a long, hard road for them, that much is sure. Who even knows if the damage done to them can be rectified?
You kill the feed, heart heavy. If only you had gotten here sooner.
“Captain?”
You turn in surprise to see Varona. Your weapon’s specialist looks uncharacteristically nervous as she stands before you.
“Varona.”
“Captain. Mind if we talk elsewhere?”
You glance back at the bridge, then give her a small nod. You follow her out of the command centre and into the corridor. Sealing the door behind you, you turn to the towering amazon. “What do you need?” you say.
She fidgets, the movement strange to her broad, muscular frame. “I just wanted to say… thanks,” she says.
You blink. “What for?”
“For saving me,” she says. She laughs bitterly. “I can go toe to toe with any of those lizards, but when that warlord’s eyes got me, I could feel it all coming back.”
You cock your head at her more attentively. “What do you mean?”
Varona shifts uneasily, biting her lower lip. “Captain. It wasn’t… it wasn’t all bad. Being a slave to the Drax.”
She pauses, and you give her the time to gather her thoughts. “When they took me… they used sado tech on me, Captain. And the thing is… I fought them at first, captain. I fought them tooth and nail. I refused to become like those sluts they deck out in gold and jewels. Who moan and shake their asses for their cocks. I could have resisted torture. I know it. But they were smart. They made it feel… good to obey them.”
You blink at the strangely candid admission from the domineering weapon’s officer. Uncomfortable, you swallow and clasp your hands behind your back. “Varona. There’s no need for-“
“I want you to know,” she says stubbornly. Then, with a glance, vulnerable and almost frightened, she adds, “Please.”
The sight of the Amazonian woman, decked in savage tattoos, her head half shaved like some black station ganger, kills any protest before it begins. You’ve seen Varona break a Tharian Pirate’s spine but never seen her like this. It suddenly strikes you how difficult this must be for her. You give her a nod to continue.
Varona takes a deep breath. “Captain,” she says. “I didn’t want to. But it became… it became easier to do what they said. It started to feel good to obey them. To feel that shudder of pleasure from the collar. I didn’t even know when I started to crave it. But I wanted to feel good. I wanted to obey them.”
She traces some of the markings on her arms with a fingertip. “When they tattooed me, they didn’t even need to tie me down. I begged them for it. And when they were done, my… the one who called himself my master fucked me. When I did something they really liked, they rewarded me with another one. They are marks of ownership, captain,” she says. “But they’re more. When the navy first pulled me off that raider ship, I was crying for my master. Begging them to leave me. It took a psynaut a month to undo my conditioning.” She closes her eyes. “I can still feel it, Captain. At night, I dream of my master fucking me again. My necklaces and piercings jingling as he thrusts into me, the sado collar humming. I liked to be controlled.”
The frankness of her admission stuns you for a moment. Uncertainly, you reach out and touch her arm. She gives a small shudder. “It’s alright, Varona. I understand.” It’s true, you realize with surprise. You really do. How often have such fantasies of submission raced through your mind? How often have you dreamed of being fucked by the strange aliens you face everyday? The admission scares you a little.
“That Drax brought it all back,” Varona says. “Looking into his eyes, I felt the same way. And I liked it, even without the sado collar. I never wanted to be vulnerable like that again, Captain. I never wanted to be so… pathetic.”
“I understand,” you say again.
She glances up at you. Something in your face reaches her, and she smiles weakly. “I know, Captain.” She takes a slow breath and takes your hands in hers. “Captain. This is… not something easy to ask. But Captain? Please. I want… I want to be yours.”
You don’t understand immediately. “Varona?”
“Captain,” she says. “I can’t hide from that part of me anymore. I like to be controlled. I like to be someone’s sub as much as their dom. But I can’t trust anyone enough. But I trust you, Captain.” She presses something into your hands. “Please, Captain.”
You open your hands and see a plasteel collar. You look up in surprise at Varona. Though she towers over you, she’s glancing shyly away, face flush with embarrassment and… and hope. You look back down to the collar, noticing a small control bead in the shape of a ring.
You take a slow breath. “Varona…”
“If you can’t, I understand,” she says quickly, but her eyes are pleading. “I just… I wanted to… to give you the option. Captain.”
You look again at the collar and run your thumb along its side.
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Collar Varona

You sigh and shake your head. It goes against regulations, but then, you can tell she needs this. And to be fair, you want it. You take the collar in your hands and fasten it around Varona’s neck.
At the click a shudder seems to course over the amazon’s frame. Her eyelids flutter and slide open, a surprisingly dopey smile on her face. She touches the collar, fingering the bead which hangs from it. “Thank you, captain,” she murmurs.
“In private,” you say, sliding the ring onto your finger, feeling the sympathetic tech in it warm to your nervous system until it’s like a part of you, “you will call me mistress.”
You send a pulse of pleasure through the ring. Varona jolts a little, mouth opening in a silent gasp. “Yes… Mistress.”
She blushes and gives you a shy smile. You return it, the both of you standing in the passage uncertainly for a moment. Then Varona gives you a more mischievous look. “You know, Mistress,” she says, stepping nearer. “It’ll be hours before the rest of the prisoners are boarded. Maybe we could… consummate my ownership?”
“Good point,” you say. You brush your thumb against the ring, and a hardlight leash hums into existence, connecting it to the stone in Varona’s collar. “This way,” you say, giving it a playful tug.
Grinning like a juvie on leave, Varona pads after you down the corridor and to your room. You take a seat on your bed, tugging Varona down before you. The Amazonian woman kneels before you, red with humiliation, but glowing with happiness.
You cross your legs, tapping your heel as you examine the barbarous woman, so eager to serve you. A smile quirks your lip. “What am I to do with you?” you murmur in amusement.
“Anything,” Varona says, her eyes shining with loving submission.
“Oh?” You grin and give her collar a small tug. “Then strip my pretty. Let me get a good look at you.”
Giggling in nervous happiness, Varona grabs her top and pulls it off. You chuckle as she puts a little shimmy into the motion, teasingly tugging it free, cutting off the hard light collar for a moment before it snaps back into being as she yanks her top over her head. She whirls it for a moment like some skin dancer in a club before tossing it aside. Next her hands find her pants and she eases them off, baring her shaved cunt and velvety folds. You can see the shine of her arousal on her labia, her scent quickly perfuming the room.
You find yourself breathing more heavily as she bares her taut, muscled hide. The dark tattoos marking her writhe with her own ragged breathing. You lie back, tugging the collar, and Varona comes to you, crawling over you. Your lips find hers and kiss her fiercely. She moans, reciprocating your desire, but meekly. Humbly. Submitting to your command.
You fumble with your jacket, snapping it open and baring your dark bra. Skillfully Varona’s fingers find the catch and snap it open, baring your firm tits. She breaks the kiss, sliding down, her lips locking on your dark nipple.
“Mmm!” you moan as she nibbles at your hard bud. “Good slut!”
“Yes,” Varona murmurs, kissing your breasts lovingly. “I’m your good slut mistress. Your willing bitch. I love you captain. I love being your slut.”
You smile, stroking her hair as she smothers your heaving tits with kisses. “There’s one other place I want you to kiss,” you say, giving her collar the lightest tug.
Varona follows the motion, sliding down your stomach and stopping at your groin. She hooks her fingers in your pants and slide them down, baring your tight cunt. She leans in, and you gasp as she slides her tongue up your folds.
“Oh,” you moan. “Right there, slave. Lick me out.”
“Yes, Mistress,” Varona giggles. The girlish sound is so innocuous coming from the hulking amazon, but then her lips press to your cunt, and you forget all that, throwing back your head with a shuddering moan as she services you.
“Yesss,” you hiss. “Right there. Oh fuck. You love licking my cunt, don’t you my pretty slave?” You tug her leash, making her gasp. You thumb the bead of your ring, and Varona arches, gasps, moaning as if you just tongued her clit.
“Ohhhh yes Mistress,” Varona sighs, every inch her firm, muscular frame quivering with the pleasure radiating from her collar. “I love being your pussy licking slut. I love it so much.”
“Turn around,” you command, voice husky with lust. “Let me taste you, slave.”
With a wicked grin Varona turns about so she kneels over you, her cunt just above your face. You reach up, grasping her hips and pull her down. Her juices drip down onto your face as you tongue her groove, Varona moaning as you tease her clit from her hood and begin to roll the buzzing bead in your tongue.
Gasping, Varona pushes her face into your cunt, and an impromptu contest ensues to see who can make the other cum first. It might have been close, but you hardly play fair. Even as you tongue her clit, you stroke the bead on your ring. Under the dual assault of tongue and collar, Varona soon cums, muffling her scream even as her folds soak you with her juices.
Naturally, you can’t let such a thing go unpunished, and you lay her over your knees and roundly spank her.
“Ohh!” Varona moans as you practically bruise your hand on her rock hard ass. “Yes! Mistress! Please, punish me! Spank me!”
You snort at her wailing cries, and soon enough she’s laughing with you, burying her burning face in a pillow. After that you and your weapon’s officer merely cuddle, holding the amazon against you, comforting her and stroking what’s left of her hair in soothing motions. Your giantess of a lover soon settles against you, sighing with joy. She wraps you in a tight embrace, as if afraid of ever letting you go. You merely smile, nestling her face between the pillows of your breasts, the hum of her leash and collar murmuring in the dark.
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Refuse Her

You take Varona’s hands and gently press the collar into them. “I’m sorry, Varona. I can’t.”
To her credit, she doesn’t cry. But you can see the hurt. See it a moment before her eyes harden, something which is worse than tears. She nods once, saluting perfunctorily. “Good day, Captain.”
You watch her go and sigh once she’s out of sight. Fortunately you are soon too busy to dwell on it. You take the Interdictor back to SS9, and from there to a Naval station. There you unload your prisoners, Drax and human, one for the prisons, one for the med labs. Hopefully something can be done for the latter, but who really knows?
It doesn’t take long for the admiral to commend your actions, and within a few days you stand on a raised platform, chest swelling with pride as the admiral, bedecked in his uniform and officious decorum, reads of your deeds and commends your actions. The highlight is when the greybeard turns to you and presses a medal to your breast. The thunder of applause from the audience washes over you, and you nearly shed a tear with pride at their acknowledgement.
There is a notable absence though. After returning to Ring World space Varona put in a transfer, departing your service without a word of goodbye. It hurts, a little, but probably for the best. Your new weapons officer is a large, imposing man named Arden Solgar. A stern soldier, he’s a task master but obeys your commands with appreciable alacrity.
It’s an adequate arrangement, and with your new crew you depart for your next mission. After all, you think as space drains away for the white tunnel of light speed, the work of the Navy is never done.
Good End
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Bride of the Alien King

You lounge against your master’s throne, resplendent in his jewels. At the foot cowers another planetary governor, all his fine robes only making him stand out atop the bare platform. His eyes dart nervously at the red glow emanating from monitors, the weapons on the walls and the light coming up through the pits flanking his lone stand. You smirk at him, idly stretching, the golden rings that pierce your jutting nipples ringing, the silk that hides your pussy from his unworthy eyes stirring in the hot air pumped into the control center. A diamond studded plug stretches your ass, your master's favorite hole. Varona stands at the other side, dressed as you are and collared by hardlight leashes to your master’s mighty throne. The amazon has grown softer since her enslavement, her breasts heavy and stomach gravid with his spawn. Master has little use for powerful females. He prefers soft, fuckable sluts to properly service his mighty cock.
Your master towers atop his throne, his serpentine eyes lidded, every inch of his glorious scaled form radiating confident power. And why shouldn’t he? His fleet has its cannons trained on the settlements below, waiting to blast it all to oblivion should ‘negotiations’ fail. You almost smirk at the thought.
“A-as the d-duly representative of… of Ring World authority, I-“
“You will lissssten,” Vassarus says.
The man falls dreadfully quiet. Idly Vassarus reaches up, hooking a claw in your hardlight leash. You follow the gentle tug on your collar, sauntering around the throne. A sudden hiss from a vent sends your loincloth fluttering, baring your well stretched cunt, the ruby that pierces your clit flashing. You catch the stunned governor’s look and give him a lazy smirk as you straddle your master’s lap.
Vassarus glances into your eyes, and your mind empties of everything but him. Your master. He hooks his talon beneath your chin, the claw tickling your sensitive flesh. You croon lovingly, dangling your cunt above his lap.
“Your ssssiticenz will ssserve usss asss we ssssee fit. Your colony isss now Drax property. My warriorssss will descend shortly to choose among your women for our pleasure pitssss. Any resssisstance will be dealt with… promptly.”
The governor swallows, winces at your adoring sigh as you lower yourself onto your master’s cock. His ringed eyes open a little more as his wedged cock eases you open, a shuddering moan escaping you as you cum merely from his insertion. Your body is so attuned to him you can’t help it.
But your master is pleased. The scent of your arousal seeps into the air. The sight of a ravishing human cumming with nothing more but this alien’s cock sliding into her shames the governor and humiliates him more. Beating whatever meager idea of resistance he might have harbored.
“Hmmm… Your… men and thossse we leave will continue to work your factoriessss. The Fleet will require your materialssss in the warsss to come. Be honoured you have been… left to live assss our sssslavessss… And your woman claimed by… true massstersss…”
The governor bows his head. You hear a soft splash and realize the pathetic male is crying. You laugh aloud at the sight, then gasp, moaning as Vassarus begins to lazily thrust into your twitching cunny. A tug at her collar sends Varona kneeling before him, pushing her face between your master’s thighs. She moans as she bathes his balls with her tongue, stirring his arousal more while the pathetic governor watches two of his race be satisfied by his new overlord.
Your laughter fades into a cry of pure pleasure as Vassarus flicks your nipple piercings. You cum again, soaking your master’s lap and Varona’s face.
“Thank me, governor, for my… generosity.”
“Th-thank you,” the man burbles.
Your master hisses with amusement. He gestures, and two waiting Drax guards push from the walls and grab the pitiful human, dragging him into the hall.
“Hmm,” Vassarus hums as you bounce yourself atop his cock. “A mossst sssatissfactory meeting. Wouldn’t you sssay?”
“Yessss master,” you moan, shuddering atop his pole, his words sending a twist of pure pleasure through you, your jewels and gold decorations dancing and chiming with your delight. “Massster! May I… ah… have your seed?”
“No fair,” Varona moans. “I was to be given master’s seed!”
Vassarus laughs again. “My dearssss,” he purrs. “Have I not sssaid I wasss generousss? Do not fear. I will fill both your sacred places.”
You gasp with joy. It’s been nearly a day since master has stuffed your pussy. A torture not to have his massive cock within you. You squirm on his lap, rubbing his smooth cock inside your gaping cunt greedily. Oh you can’t wait to be heavy once more with his eggs! More young to feed the Drax war machine!
That night Vassarus fulfills his promise, and as you lie beside him, spent, panting and your stomach fairly swollen with his seed, you look over at Varona in a similar state, and smile.
Could there be anything better than this?
Bad End
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Varona’s Lover

You head back to SS9 with prisoners and hostages secured. From there, it’s a short jump to a proper Naval station, where both are taken off your hands. One for Salusa, the others for the medical bay. Hopefully the techs will be able to do something for the poor women, but as you watch them take the heavily pregnant slaves, you wonder.
You receive a commendation from the Admiral for your quick thinking and skillful handling of the Drax, and you swell with pride as he pins the medal to your uniform. Looking out over the crowd of naval marines and captains, their thunderous applause crashing against you like a wave of sound, your eyes find one who claps harder than any ten of them combined. That night, you and Varona have a little celebration of your own that leaves you both walking bowlegged for a week.
Yet not even the medal you received touches you as much as when Varona reveals her newest tattoo. A stylized S and L, wrapped in a shield and stamped at the base of her spine, just above the globes of her ass. “So everyone knows who I belong to,” she says, blushing.
You’re touched. Far more than you expected to be. Beyond words, you can only kiss her fiercely, a sentiment she’s eager to share. Then you kiss the lovely mark, and things take their natural course from there. You enjoy your Amazonian lover, exploring her body tenderly or cruelly depending on your mood. Sometimes, you even let Varona carry the whip, an experience your lover enjoys, but always in the end delivering her leash to you once more.
The nights you spend in Varona’s arms, but your days come with the challenges of being a captain of the United Navy. The galaxy is a big place, after all, and dangerous, and it’s up to you to keep it safe for humanity. You’ll have many more adventures with your crew and your lover, but for now, your story is at an end.
Good End
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Shoot

You close your eyes, asking the colonists their forgiveness for what you are about to do. “All batteries! Open fire!” you command.
Varona grins and grabs the manual cannon controls. Her screen lights up as the ship shudders, moving into position. “Firing!”
You lean forward, watching the view screen intently as las fire flashes across the void and for the pirate’s ship. You grin. Your frigate is top of the line United Navy firepower. The pirate’s ship is designed to prey on fat merchants with space for cargo rather than cannon.
Shields shimmer across the sleek shape of the pirate’s vessel. Return fire is scattered but even as you watch the ragged red craft angles towards you to narrow the target. But Varona is an expert. A pair of torpedoes flare from the Interdictor’s bay, the first killing the pirate’s shields in a flash of blue fire, the second tearing a great strip out of the enemy craft. Explosions flare along the length of the red ship until they reach the engines, where near half the enemy ship disintegrates in a flower of fire and shattered durasteel.
“Ha! Got ‘em!” Varona laughs.
The reactions of the rest of the crew is less jubilant. As is your own. As you watch the wreckage of the enemy ship spin through the void, you sigh heavily. So many lives lost. Innocent as well as guilty. But such is the price of order, you think, hardening your heart to the losses incurred. And the galaxy is a hard and cruel place.
“Charge light drive,” you command Deesel. “Take us out of here. I’ll need to report the destruction of the enemy ship. And,” you add coldly, “the loss of the colony’s population.”
Deesel nods and quietly turns to his station. As you settle back in your chair, you think about what can be done in the outer sectors. About how difficult order has been to maintain so far from the Ring Worlds. Pirates. Smugglers. Aliens. They’ve been dealt with too softly until now. A hard hand is needed in these distant reaches. One without mercy.
Well, you think, steepling your fingers as light speed thrums through your ship, some sacrifices are necessary.
For the greater good.
[[Warden of Salusa]]




Sold at Auction

The lights turn on with a flash, blinding you momentarily. The heat washes over your naked flesh, save for the black sado collar around your neck. After all, what does a slut need clothes for? Mistress was emphatic about that, but it took you a while to learn. You were so stupid before she put on your collar. But you became a good bitch. Yes you did.
The memories of mistress’s training flood back and your pussy grows damp, tingling with the ghost of the feeling of her mighty cock dragging through your slutty depths. She took your every hole at least twice a day. You guzzled her cum and dripped it from your ass and pussy until you begged for more.
“Stupid slut,” Mistress had laughed. And you’d smile and lick her feet, ass wiggling in the hopes of enticing her to ream you again.
But mistress was gone now. She’d handed you off to a Thirexian slaver earlier, and now you stand, on auction, waiting for your new master.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” a disembodied voice booms from somewhere in the dark. “We have a very special treat for you today! None other than a captain of the United Navy!”
You collar buzzes and you smile. The barcode on your ass tingles still as you slowly turn, showcasing your body, once firm, now going soft, though far from fat. No. After all, sluts need to be nice and soft for their masters to fuck.
“This lovely item has already been broken in and is just waiting for her new master or mistress to use her any which way they please. Show the nice people your pretty terran pussy, slut.”
Eagerly you reach down and part your lower lips, baring your gaping depths. You smile stupidly at the darkness as murmurs echo through the room.
“What do I hear bid!”
You hear the faint chimes of credit counters but that doesn’t really matter. Your collar is buzzing again, filling your tender body with a dull pleasure. Docile as a cow you stand under the hot lights, hips slightly moving as the collar stimulates your cunt and ass.
“Sold!”
Your collar pulls away from the stage and thoughtlessly you follow. You step down onto the deck and cross the clanging floor to a massive thing of flesh. It resembles a slug with a wide mouth and a pair of dark, watery eyes. A gravity belt holds it in a throne and a number of guards in brutal black plate armor stand guard.
The slug creature grins his wide, wet mouth at you and slobbers something.
“Master Grollox command you kneel,” your collar helpfully translates.
Immediately you do. Again the creature speaks.
“Master Grollox asks if you really were a captain of the United Navy.”
“Yes,” you say at once, smiling beatifically. “But now this slut is master Grollox’s slave. And slut would love to service him.”
The slobbering monster laughs cruelly and speaks again.
“Master Grollox orders you to kiss his cock.”
You look helplessly at the giant slug monster, then you see a pink wedge of flesh push out of his groin. So sensitized to pleasure, you immediately know this is the object of your affections. You crawl to the hideous creature, his soft flesh sinking as you paw your way onto his slimy frame. Reverently you press a dainty kiss to the red wedge of his cock.
Grollox growls lustily.
“Master Grollox orders you to pleasure him with your pussy.”
“Nothing would make slut happier,” you chime happily. You climb above him, dragging your breasts up his slimy torso. You part your legs, knees digging in to his soft, corpulent flesh. The hot wedge of his cock prods your gaping pussy, and you moan with delight as you descend onto his cock.
“Oooh Master Grollox so big!” you cry out as his alien shaft stuffs you. Your hips roll, bouncing you atop his slimy shaft, sending it sloshing in and out of your hot cunt. “Oooh! This slut’s terran pussy loves Master Grollox’s cock!” you cry. “This slut loves master Grollox! This slut loves his cock fucking her! Ah! Ah! Mmmm!”
Grollox laughs, phlegm splattering across your face. A beam of hardlight shoots from a ring on his fat finger, connecting with your collar. He yanks, and you’re slapped against his oozing flesh. You lift your face and see his lips. Moaning, you kiss him, hips still working, fucking you against this alien’s monstrous cock, your breasts soon shining from his slime.
“Ah! Ah! Master Grollox! Slut is cumming! Slut is! Cumming! Nnnnaaaa!” you squeal, your pussy convulsing around his throbbing shaft. Grollox roars, his own nubbed cock twitching as his hot seed suddenly stuffs your hot pussy.
Gasping, you lean against him, cooing and stroking him. Idly, Grollox pats your head. His grav throne turns and ferries him out of the auction house, his guards flanking him, his newest acquisition mounted like a figurehead atop his cock. You giggle, crooning happily as you lick and stroke his flabby flesh.
How wonderful it is to be of service.
Bad End
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Warden of Salusa

Shockingly, blasting a ship filled with imprisoned colonists doesn’t go over well with high command.
The United Navy, while acceding your mission a success in ending Mallara’s piratical menace, notes that killing all the hostages was perhaps excessive. Though you manage to defeat a court martial or execution, the admiral board decides putting you in charge of a warship may have been premature.
They stress that it’s not a demotion, but you can hardly call being transferred from the Interdictor to running the prison on Salusa anything but.
Still, you muse at your new desk, keying through files of new arrivals, you’re nothing if not able to see purpose in all things. And you suppose that there’s something to be said from removing such dangerous elements as pirates, smugglers, and splicers from where they might prey on society.
You sigh, leaning back and tapping your fingers on the chrome surface of your desk. “Little deeper,” you say.
“Yes Warden,” the Manirian between your legs affirms. You groan as the elfin alien’s long tongue delves deeper into your cunt. You grip her spiny hair, arching a little and pushing her face harder into your crotch. Your fingers tighten as you climax all over the convict’s pretty face.
You ease back, with a sigh and release her. “Well done, Convict 1135.”
“Thank you, Warden,” the alien says. Her explosive collar is a dark swathe around her neck, and also the only thing she’s wearing. She wriggles a little, lifting her modest breasts hopefully. “Would you like anything more, warden?”
You lift your foot, the black leather of your shoe gleaming. “Shine it, Convict.”
“Yes Warden,” she says demurely. She lifts your heeled boot to her lips, kissing it with lips blue as the terran sea. You cup your cheek in your palm, watching dispassionately as the alien lavishes the dark leather until it shines under the sterile white lights. She’d been a tough nut to crack, to be sure. But you’d have expected nothing else from a former Califax ganger, once known and feared as the Skinner. But you’ve found your inner dom in your new career, as well as your inner sadist, and it has yet to meet a match in Salusa.
Eventually, you push her away. “Well done, Convict. Now get out.”
Meekly the former ganger does so, the alien redressing in her grey fatigues. She lingers at the door, glancing back hopefully, but you ignore her, staring at the screen until she departs. Once she’s gone though you feel the familiar aching emptiness. The glow of triumph diminishing. Sighing, you tap the keypad and skim through the upcoming convicts. Aliens, monsters, mutants, each with their own particular charms. Each more than eager to earn some points with the new warden.
You smile lazily, editing a particularly handsome smugglers file to have him brought straight to your office. It’s not the career you envisioned. But damned if the perks don’t make up for it.
End
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Wait

You hold back, watching the pirate queen warily. Circling her with your blade outstretched. Mallara flashes her fanged smile at you, holding her humming ion sword perfectly at ease. You just have to hold her here. Hold her long enough for the rest of the security corps to arrive…
Those thoughts are foremost in your mind and your entire focus so on the pirate queen you never even feel the tentacles until they grab you. You scream, arms wrenched back as the oozing limbs tighten on your arms, legs and waist. You look back in horror to see the rubbery mass of the Ruvarian. The marine the alien had previously been abusing lies on the floor, moaning and rutting against a pair of tentacles plunging in and out of her sopping ass and cunt.
“No!” you cry and try and yank out of the alien’s grasp. But instead the bloated creature merely hauls you against it, your back adhering to its slimy green body while its limbs crawl across you.
Laughing, Mallara levels her ion sword with your chest. “Surrender!” she shouts at your crew. “We have your captain!”
“Do-Nnnnn!” You arch, words broken with a high pitched moan as the Ruvarian’s tentacles slide down your pants and plunge into your tight cunt. “Ooooh!” you groan, hips bucking as the alien’s rubbery tentacle writhes and wriggles, the sudden shock of the depths of its reach scattering your thoughts.
Before you have any chance of recovering another tentacle finds your firm ass. The oily limb easily slides between your cheeks, slipping up your puckered, virgin star. “Ah!” you cry out. “S-stars!”
You’re helpless in the alien’s wriggling grasp. Your arms and legs strain against the limbs holding you even as your hips rock against the two fucking you. “Ah! Ah! S-stop! Nooo!”
Growing tired of your protests, the Ruvarian slides another of its limbs into your mouth. Your objections are stifled in an instant, the limb seeping down your throat. You gag and try to bite down, but the rubbery limb has opened your mouth to such an extent that you can’t put any real pressure, and instead only find yourself sucking at the tentacle.
The events of the boarding fade from your awareness. A warmth spreads through you, radiating from your cunt and throbbing ass. You moan, your resistance melting as the alien’s arousing juices seep into your skin, warming your fertile womb and quaking core.
“What a pretty sight,” Mallara cackles as you rut against the Ruvarian’s embrace. “Enjoy the bitch, Nurag. I have a bridge to take.”
The Ruvarian burbles, and its sucker of a mouth attaches to your neck. You twitch, keening as the rubber lips adheres to your skin, sucking at your flesh like a leech.
Laughing, Mallara strides away, accompanied by much of her crew. Some remain, gathering around. You flush under their stares, trying to turn away, but everywhere you look more of the pirates stand, laughing, pointing.
“Fuck the uptight bitch good Nurag!”
“I’ll take her next.”
“Like you could after Nurag’s done with them.”
“Look at the slut! She loves it!”
Their words batter at your broken pride. You want to cry but instead jolt to a shock of pleasure as the Ruvarian’s sucker finds your tender clit. “Nnnnnn!” you keen.
Thought becomes more difficult under the alien’s embrace. Your orgasm builds relentlessly until, moaning around the invading limb, your hips buck and you cum. But if you hoped for any kind of relief from your climax you are sorely disappointed. If anything, the sudden clutch of your insides encourages the many limbed monster. Its tentacles swell within you, stuffing you even further. The sense of fullness makes you flex and moan. It thrusts in and out of you, assaulting your every orifice with insidious pleasure. Lust hazes your vision and thoughts, breaking down your will with every thrust.
You cum again. Again. Every orgasm thunders through you, eroding your ability to fight it. By the time the Ruvarian burbles with its approaching orgasm, your little more than a writhing, thrusting cock sleeve for its many limbs.
You have no idea its climax is coming until, with a gurgling rumble, the rubbery hoses in your mouth, cunt and ass suddenly explode, stuffing you with an oily, viscous cum. You moan, your body tensing as another orgasm is torn from you. Your stomach swells under the sheer amount of seed being pumped into your insides.
Sagging a little, the Ruvarian pulls its tentacles from your mouth and ass. It releases your arms and legs, leaving you to slide down the slope of its body to rest at its root-like feet. Immediately you turn about, pawing at its slimy skin, moaning helplessly.
“M-more,” you burble. “M-more.”
The Ruvarian resumes thrusting its remaining limb into your cunt. You groan, clinging to it, licking the slime of its body for another taste of its wonderful essence. A moment later you’re joined by the marine who had first tasted the monstrous alien’s caress, only the upper half of her armour remaining. Her helmet is gone, her hair matted with the Ruvarian’s slime. Together, the both of you begin to lavish the alien with your tongues, stroking its writhing tentacles when they brush you, breath hitching as your bodies quack with yet another orgasm.
Whatever remained of Savara Laitha is swept away by the tide of the alien’s cum squelching out of your well stuffed cunt. Your only thought is to have more of this monstrous creature. You cling to it as it lifts you, cradling you and your sister in servitude against its bloated body while it claws its way across the deck and deeper into the Interdictor. To where you don’t know. All that matters is that you’ll be with it.
Bad End
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Parlay

You take a few steps back, giving you a little space to maneuver. “You can’t win,” you tell Mallara grimly. “Your ship is dead in the water and you’re facing my marines. We’ll cut you to pieces. Surrender and the courts may go easy on you.”
“Oh yes. I’ll believe that,” the pirate queen laughs. “Maybe after they finish reaming me with the law I can go to Salusa to get it from an actual cock! I’m not an idiot. But you seem like a good slut so kneel and I’ll spare your idiot crew.”
You flush with indignation. “Pirate! You’ve said your last!”
You rush forward, ion sword humming as you slash. But your anger proves your undoing. Mallara sidesteps your slash, and as you stumble past her she brings down the hilt of her sword.
Stars explode behind your ears. The deck rushes up to meet you. “Captain!” someone screams. The last thing you hear is Mallara’s cruel laughter before everything goes dark.
[[Pirate Pleasure Slave]]




Attack

During your academy days you won the Naval Duelling Championship for your house three years running, and today you put those skills to good use. You rush in, slicing high, your humming ion blade slicing through the air, trailing a faint streak of light like an afterimage. Mallara looks surprised, then grins wolfishly as she responds, slashing back at you, her vibro blade humming.
The two of you exchange blows. You’ve got all fourteen duelling forms down pat but the pirate you face has all the raw power, cunning and skill a lifetime of savage battle can instill in a woman. It’s an even match for a while.
But your skills begin to tell. You drive the pirate back, flowing from the stance Needle to Cambor, your ion blade swishing through the air, painting a storm of afterimages as you advance. Mallara begins to sweat, her assuredness losing its edge. Her crew see her captain falter and start to lose heart.
Mallara’s back suddenly bangs against the hull. She twists her neck about in surprise and in that fatal moment you slam aside her blade, twist yours around and run the pirate through.
Mallara gasps, your sword sinking through her and into the hull with a hiss of melting metal. Her four eyes look down at the sword jutting from her chest in shock. You step back, unsheathe the blade and spin it back to a ready position.
Not that you need to. Without your sword pinning her to the wall Mallara collapses in a heap onto the deck. Silence engulfs the corridor. You flick your blade and turn to her stunned crew.
“Surrender.”
It takes a moment. Then, a blaster clatters to the deck and a pirate raises his arms. Another soon follows, and another, another. Soon enough every pirate holds their arms, tentacles, or claws into the air.
Pride and triumph bloom in your chest. “Varona!” you call. “Escort the prisoners to the brig.”
“Aye!” your savage weapons officer grins. Her brutalizer crackles as she slams the head of the mace into her palm. “Right! You heard the captain. March!”
You stand aside as your marines escort the enemy crew down the passage and towards the ship’s brig.  You quickly assign several marines to taking care of the wounded and getting them to Nallor’s sick bay before pointing at four marines. “You, you, and you. With me. Let’s see if we can get the colonists.”
The marines salute and step after you through the breech in your hull and into the pirate’s vessel. Your brief introduction with the ship’s interior while speaking to Mallara on the view screen shows much the same design for the vessel. Narrow corridors lit with lurid red glow lamps show a darkened interior of the pirate’s craft. Here and there wiring is exposed, hulls are rusting and a general state of disrepair is the order of the day. You’re hardly surprised as you make your way deeper into the pirate’s narrow craft. The smell of the recycled air is something else. Heavy and musky, tinged with something faintly like alcohol.
You find the pirate’s brig soon enough. It’s little more than a repurposed part of the cargo hold broken into smaller sections. As you step inside those in the crude cells draw away from the bars. Pity clenches your heart at the sight of the poor colonists, their lives upended and ruined with the sudden advent of the pirate’s assault. You look towards your marines. “Get these things open at once.”
Your men nod, grim. You stand back as they slice the locks, ripping open the cages. The people tremble as you step up to the doors.
“It’s okay,” you say gently. “You’re safe, now.”
[[Return to SS9]]




Shoot

You step back and grab your blaster, whipping it out and taking aim. “Surren-“
Before you even finish Mallara’s blade flicks up, slicing the blocky blaster’s barrel clean off. For a split second you can simply stare at the glowing tip of your blaster, dumbfounded by the swordplay. It’s a second you don’t have because the next thing you know Mallara’s clawed foot has lashed out, slamming into your stomach. Breath rushes from your lungs in a gasp and you collapse onto the deck. Recovery is forestalled by Mallara’s foot slamming onto your chest and her blade coming to rest against your throat.
“Surrender!” the pirate shouts at your crew. “Or your captain gets a second smile across the neck.”
Your marines pause, stunned at your sudden loss. Uncertainty prevails through them. You wheeze, trying to get your breath back, trying to order them to fight to the last. But it’s too late. The pirate swarm over your stunned crew. Only Varona fights on, her brutalizer crackling as she swings it against the rushing horde, her battle song roaring before even she is overwhelmed.
Mallara laughs and takes her foot off your chest. You move to rise but her crackling blade slides low. You freeze, heart hammering as her sword makes a sudden, savage swipe. You gasp, your firm breasts bouncing into the open.
The pirate queen grins and hauls you up. “Here!” she calls, shoving you into the arms of her waiting crew. “Lock her up in their brig in a private cell. I’ll be along to tame that pretty little ass when we’re done taking this ship.”
You muster up some vestige of courage and snarl, “I’ll never break, pirate!”
Mallara laughs again, the pirate spinning her blade in her hand. “Glad you think so! It’d be so boring if I made you my bitch easily. Get her down there. I’ll be along for her soon enough.”
The pirates drag you out of the corridor and deeper into your ship. As you’re forced down the shining corridor your heart clenches and tears sting your eyes. You’ve failed. And whatever fate awaits your ship, you know for certain that your own is going to be far, far worse.
[[Pirate Pleasure Slave]]




Resist and Continue Negotiation

You take a deep breath, inhaling her sharp scent of sex and violence, closing your eyes and steadying yourself. Reminding yourself just who you are. What you’re here to do. And what is at stake. When you open them again you look dead into her four eyes. “You won’t,” you say. “If my crew gets even a hint of you trying anything, I ordered them to fire on your ship. You’ll be dust before you can even warm up your engines.”
The pirate queen’s fanged grin slides into a snarl. “You think you’re clever, don’t you?”
“No. But I know I’m your only chance of surviving this. So let’s negotiate for real. And you can take a step back.”
Mallara glares at you, all four eyes practically glowing with anger. Then, she snorts, taking a step back. “You have balls for a cunt on two legs,” she says. She makes her way over to a side table and pours herself a drink. Throwing it back, she pours two more. She offers you the second.
“No, thank you,” you say.
She shrugs and drinks one. “Fine,” she says, throwing herself back onto the bed, legs parted to reveal the swollen shape of her bulge. She swirls the second drink lazily, appraising you with frank interest. “So what do you want?”
“Your surrender and the colonists freed.”
She snorts. “So you can drag me off to Salusa? Not likely. I’ll burn this ship and everyone in it before I go to that hell hole. What if you let me go and I drop off the colonists on SS9?”
“And what’s to stop you from just skipping past it and dragging them off to be sold at the auction block?”
“My solemn word.”
You give the pirate a flat look. She laughs roughly. “Worth a shot.” She throws back the second drink and wipes her mouth.
“Here’s what I’m offering,” you say firmly. “You surrender the colonists to me. And I promise you a fair trial.”
“Oh yes,” Mallara says as she pours herself another glass. “Brought to trial before a fucking United Navy panel. I’m sure the alien pirate will be freed with flying fucking colours.”
You flush a little, though you’re not sure why. Carefully you consider your options before the pirate. Staring her down across the room, you bounce on the balls of your feet, thinking carefully.
“…Here’s what I’m willing to offer,” you say at last. “You surrender the colonists, and I let you leave here. Alive.”
Mallara cocks her head. Her long tongue flicks out, tasting her drink. “You’re shitting me.”
“No.”
“And what’s to stop you from firing on me the second I’m out of hostages?”
“My sworn word.”
She roars with laughter and you have to fight to keep a straight face as well. Though a monster, the pirate does have a certain rakish charm about her. And despite the four eyes, claws and red skin, even you have to admit she does have a certain weird beauty to her.
Laughter fading to rough chuckling, Mallara sips her drink, still grinning. “Alright, slut. I’m game. But there has to be a bit more, you know.”
You tense a little. “What do you mean?”
She shrugs, rolling her shoulders which, incidentally, makes her full breasts strain her lacy jacket and shirt. “I’m a pirate. That means I don’t have any authority but my own with my crew. And setting free the colonists for only your word I won’t be skinned?” She shakes her head. “It’s not the best deal on my end. I need something to hold up my credibility.”
“What do you mean?”
The pirate looks you slowly up and down. Her eyes linger on your firm breasts, your trim figure and your crotch. You flush a little when you see her bulge twitch with desire. “Well,” the pirate says, running her finger along her cloth-straining cock. “If not money, how about a little consolation prize? I get to fuck one of your pretty holes.” She grins. “Not a bad trade, I have to say.”
[[Offer a Blowjob]]
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Demand the Pirate’s Surrender

“Who do you think you’re talking to?” you demand sharply.
The pirate queen narrows her eyes. “A bitch,” she says, amused. “I thought I made that clear.”
“You thought wrong,” you say, snapping out the word with your best parade ground tone. You throw back your head, looking down on the pirate. “I’m Captain Savara Laitha of the United Navy! And you’re entirely at my mercy. If you try anything! My ship will blast you into dust.”
Mallara bares her fangs, but you can see the sudden uneasiness in her.
“That’s right,” you say, fairly crowing in giddy triumph. “If you want any chance of surviving this, you’re going to obey me. You’re going to release the colonists and transport them onto the Interdictor. Then, you are going to surrender.”
“To be taken back to your United Navy and shot?” The pirate laughs mockingly. “I don’t think so. If we’re going to die anyway, why should I agree to that?”
“This is not a negotiation,” you say sharply. “The only thing that will spare you here is your utter surrender to me.”
“Oh,” the pirate grins. “I think it’s entirely the other way around.”
Her hand moves, quick as lightning. Startled, you reach out to try and stop her but before you can even think the black band of a sado collar tightens around your neck. You scream as a sudden shock of electricity races through you, sending you to your knees.
The pirate laughs cruelly, flipping you over onto your stomach with a kick. You moan, strength robbed of your limbs, trembling, already feeling the insidious grasp of the collar interfacing against your nervous system. Mallara looms above you, laughing. “Oh how the tables have turned!” she chortles. She yanks down the tight fabric of her pants, baring the crimson curves of her hips and bum, and the torrid length of her spiny cock. Your heart tightens at the sight of her massive fuck-stick, but she doesn’t subject you to that quite yet. Instead, she crouches over you, the firm globes of her rear hovering an inch from your face. Her scent wafts over you. Blood, violence and something pungent and strangely alluring. “Now kiss my ass, captain. I think you’ll find it a joy.”
Fingers of pleasure play up and down your body at her words. Urging you to submit. You clench your teeth. “N-nevaaaaaaah!” Another tortuous pulse sears across your skin. You cry out, writhing in torment.
“Do it,” the pirate commands.
Gasping, trembling, you shakily raise your head and press your lips to the firm globe of the pirate’s rear. The act of submission makes you moan as the sado collar responds, sending a thrill of pleasure down your spine, gathering in your cunt with a quiver of delight.
“Good bitch,” the pirate laughs. “Now stick your tongue in there and start licking.”
Objectively, the thought of tonguing this monstrous woman’s puckered hole repulses you. Yet the sado collar hums, stroking your nervous system with sinful pulses of pleasure, your whole body trembling under a sudden surge of desire. And the promise of pain lingering with a subtle warning spark at the thought of resistance. Sobbing, you lean up and start licking, plunging your tongue into her clenching ass.
“Mmmmn! Just like that,” the pirate captain moans. “But then, the navy trains the best ass kissers in the galaxy.”
You flush under her mocking derision, but can’t help yourself. You want this. You need to pleasure her! You reach up, grasping her hips and pulling her further down, engulfing your face in the hot darkness of her ass. Your cunt burns with submissive pleasure as you tongue her rear.
“Oh fuck yeah,” the pirate groans. “Yeah. Just like that. What an eager bitch you are. Mnnn…”
You feel the weight of her swollen balls on your collarbone as she settles atop you. Her groans spur you onward. How is it you want to pleasure this woman so much? The thought stuns you, but more eagerly you plunge your tongue into her puckered hole, sacrificing the ability to breathe to her pleasure. The collar around your throat encourages it, and you can’t resist it. Can’t think of doing anything other than pleasuring this monstrous alien.
“Yes,” Mallara groans, her voice muffled, her thighs shaking around your head. “Yes! Yes! Nnn! Ah! F-fuck!”
She screams, her asshole squeezing your eager tongue as she tenses, cumming. Euphoria spreads through you as your mistress orgasms. You moan, your own cunt clenching on nothing. Breathless, your vision swims, every ragged breath suffocated in her pungent scent.
You nearly black out. Then she stands. Gasping, red faced, you stare up at the pirate as she steps over you, grinning. Her talon tipped foot presses against your lips.
“Kiss.”
You do, not even thinking about it. Your head pounds from your near smothering. Instinct compels your obedience. The pirate reaches down and picks you up. Carelessly, she tosses you face down on the bed. You gasp, but immediately lift your bum, wiggling it enticingly for the pirate. As your head clears you stop, catching yourself. What are you doing?
The moment of resistance is destroyed when her hand slaps your firm rump, the shock echoing through your body is nothing compared to the crackle of your collar, racing across your sensitive skin with another surge of obedient pleasure. You rock forward with a moan.
“Silly bitch,” the pirate laughs, stroking your aching rear. You whimper, rubbing your cheek against the sheets. Then her hand is on your belt. Your pants and panties are yanked down to your ankles. Eagerly you kick them off, revealing your gaping, twitching cunt and firm, round spheres of your ass.
The pirate laughs mockingly, your body tensing as she runs a finger up your puffy pussy. “Aren’t you eager?” the pirate says.
“N-no,” you manage too gasp, but the single word of resistance has its price. Another shock races through you, making you scream.
“That’s right,” the pirate breathes, running her finger up and down your clutching quim. “Resist. Get it all out. Fight it with everything you’ve got. So when you break, you’ll break completely.”
You clench your teeth. “I-I’ll n-never-“
Pain happens. It’s not great. You scream again, fisting the blankets. Mallara laughs, and suddenly pleasure spears you as she pushes a finger into your cunt. Your desperate depths clutch at the stroking digit.
“Don’t cum,” she orders, her crimson fingers sloshing in and out of your depths. “Don’t.”
The collar hums. You sob as you hit some wall. Whining, trembling, your body rocks against her finger, trying to bring you the blessed relief of orgasm, one denied you still by the sympathetic tech of the collar.
“Don’t cum,” Mallara purrs as she continues to finger you. “Not until you beg for it.”
“I…“ you gasp. “I’ll…n-never…”
Pain. You sob, burying your face in the blankets. You hear Mallara’s voice as if from some great distance. “Then I suppose we’ll just have to up the stakes then.”
You whimper as her finger leaves your aching cunt. Then, tense, as something new prods your heated entrance. Your mouth opens wide as the pirate’s alien cock pushes into you. You keen, the barbs of her length stroking your walls like nothing before. “Nnnnn!” you gasp as inch after inch of her wonderful fuck stick fills your depths.
She hilts, holding there, holding you at the terrible edge of ecstasy. She leans over you, her breasts molding against your back, pressing you down under her. “Now,” Mallara grins. “Now, you’ll beg.”
Then she starts to move.
There’s no pretty tenderness. No soothing pleasure. She fucks you. Mounts you like you were an animal.
And you love it. Can’t help but love it. Need it. Your collar batters your resistance. Tortures you with pleasure that builds and builds. Your head pounds with pressure like it’s ready to explode. Your body rocks desperately back against the alien queen. Every slap of her balls against your ass is like a drum beat through your body.
“Stars!” you scream. “Stars! Oh s-staaars!”
“Beg me,” Mallara roars. “Beg me to cum!”
You try to resist. With every fibre of your being you do. But you’ve lost. Lost to the promise of relief dangled on a word. Lost to your arrogance and blind stupidity. The certainty of it holds you tight. The rewards of surrender promised are too sweet. “Yes!” you scream. “Yes! Please! Stars and all, please let me cum! I beg of you. Please! Oh Stars! Please!”
Mistress roars with laughter. “Cum then! Cum bitch!”
Release is too sweat. Your vision goes white. Your wail fairly deafens you. Your body tenses as at last your orgasm thunders through you. You cum, spitted on this alien’s commanding cock. The world shrinks to the experience. She roars, and as she cums, the sado collar opens another floodgate. You cry out, broken as her seed burns through you.
The whiteness fades. You find yourself staring at the ceiling, chest heaving.
“Look at me.”
You look to the voice and adoration fills you at the sight of your Mistress. Her spiny cock is still damp with her cum and your juices. When Mistress sees your rapturous eyes she grins mockingly.
“You made a real mess, Slut,” she says. “Clean me off.”
Nothing could bring you greater joy. You crawl, your movements jerky as your muscles burn with protest after your tortuous fucking. Adoringly you kneel at her feet, stroking her spiny cock, licking every nodule rapturously. The taste of her makes your eyes roll back with delight. Her presence as intoxicating as the finest of wine.
She pushes your head back. “Now listen up, Slut. This is what you’re going to do.”
“Yes,” you moan at once. Anything. Anything to let you taste her cock again.
“You’re going to hail your ship, and you’re going to tell them we’re leaving to release the hostages at an undisclosed location. You’re coming along to ensure it happens, then we let you and the hostages go.”
You gasp in horror. “No!” you moan, throwing your arms around the scarlet skinned goddess in desperation. “Please! Don’t let me go Mistress. I can’t leave you.”
Mistress laughs mockingly. “Oh don’t worry, Slut,” the pirate says, stroking your dark hair. “You’re staying with me. Once we’re free, we head out to the dark space. I know some places we can unload the colonists on that’ll pay a fortune! But not you,” she adds before you can protest. “You’re staying aboard as my pretty little cock sleeve.”
You practically weep with joy. “Thank you,” you moan, rubbing your cheek against her leg, joy radiating through your collar. “Oh thank you Mistress! Thank you.”
Mistress chuckles. “Yes, I know. I spoil you. Now get back to licking my dick, Slut.”
Eagerly you do, engulfing her cock in your mouth and relishing her flavour. Soon enough you bring her to climax, and as you guzzle her hot seed, you reflect on how lucky you are to be Mistress’s slut.
Bad End
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Submit to the Pirate

You find yourself slowly lowering yourself to the floor before this unholy vision of a woman. You daren’t risk the hostages. Your knees touch the hard durasteel floor and you lean forward. The pirate’s bulge swells in your vision. Her scent is acute so near. Something sweet and spicy. Alluringly male despite her female proportions. Trembling, you press your soft red lips to the fabric. And when you feel the organ beneath twitch, you can’t justify the terrible thrill which races from your toes to the very tips of your hair. Mallara laughs mockingly.
“I knew you were a slut the second I saw you,” she cackles.
You flush deeper than before, pulling back and shakily wiping your lips. “I... I’m only doing this for the hostages…”
“Alright, captain,” the pirate grins. “Then I suggest you strip right here so we can more thoroughly… discuss your options.”
Your hands shake with shame. Your body burns as you bare your tone, powerful flesh to the recycled air of the pirate’s ship. You press the release of your bra, unveiling your creamy teats.
“Not bad,” the captain says. She pushes down her pants and begins openly stroking herself, her strange cock rigid in the warm air. Your pulse quickens at the sight of the fleshy barbs down its length. Repulsion wars with some perverse fascination stirring deep inside of you. “The pants too, captain.” The pirate grins cruelly. “Do it for the children.”
You flush and hook your thumbs in your belt. You try not to be too hasty in removing your pants, but end up fairly tearing them and your underwear off. You feel strangely distant from the woman standing in the middle of a pirate’s ship, stripped naked before the shemale captain of the enemy. As if you were an observer, watching some absurd pantomime playing out. Surely none of this could be real. Surely Savara Laitha wouldn’t so willingly demean herself to this predator?
Yet she did. She was. And you catch your breath as Mallara leans back and spreads her legs, her thumb rubbing the tip of her pink cock wantonly.
“What a lovely sight,” she says.
“Th-the hostages,” you manage to say.
“Fuck’s sake you do harp on those,” she says. “On your knees.”
Again you find yourself dropping to your knees before her. You look up at her as she stands, towering over you. She steps forward, twines her fingers in your regulation cut hair, and shoves your face against her cock. You gasp, meekly try to pull away, but it doesn’t take much for her to keep you there.
“Well Captain. Here’s the deal,” Mallara says as she rubs your cheek against her groin, smearing her spicy pre on your face. “You’re going to open up your legs and let me fuck you. Then, I’m going to send you back to your ship, and you’re going to let us go with our captives. I don’t give two shits what you tell your crew or file in triplicate to whoever’s fucking cock you suck at high command.” She yanks back your head, forcing you to look her in the eyes. “Deal?”
It’s painfully hard to concentrate. You inhale her scent, your body tingling. Your head spinning. But her commanding tone seems to grab something deep inside you. You open your mouth, and the stutter out, “D-deal.”
Mallara smirks. “Good. Now on your back. I want to see your face when I fuck you.”
Shakily you obey. You lie back on the bed, spreading wide your curvy hips. Your gash is engorged with arousal, and you stare desperately into the potent eyes of the pirate queen. He pushes between your legs, grasping your breasts and squeezing.
“Ah!” you gasp, tensing.
“You human women are all the same,” the alien chortles. “One good look at a cock and you’re little more than a bitch waiting to be bred. Isn’t that right?”
Defying her in any way no longer makes sense. You stutter out an eager, “Y-yes.”
The spines of her cock tickle your gash, making you gasp and suck in a desperate breath. “Yes what?”
“Y-yes! Humans love alien cock. We need it. We’re nothing but desperate sluts waiting to be claimed by your cocks. Human dicks are so pathetic compared to them. S-so p-please. Please f-fuck me!”
Her mocking laughter only makes you blush harder. Then she twitches her hips, and enters you.
Your eyes shoot open. A moan is torn from your lips. The spines of her cock drag against your inner walls, an experience like you’ve never known before. You shudder, crying out as she impales you. She leans over you, her four eyes fierce, her lips parted in a hungry grin. Your heart beats faster as you stare into the eyes of a predator in every sense of the world. Then her lips are on your own, her hand possessively grasps your tender breast, and you lose all sense of control.
She fucks you, pounding you into the bed. Her lips devour your moans and gasps. Her hand mauls your breasts. You reach around her, clinging to her, surrendering to her savage fucking, gasping and moaning as she conquers your body, dragging out your pleasure.
You cum almost instantly. You had no chance. You see that now. There was never a chance for negotiation. Only surrender. Only submission.
Your body yields to her. Your first orgasm tears through you, your inner walls pulsating around her cock. She groans, and cums with you, filling you with her hot alien seed. You moan, clawing her back as she ruthlessly fucks you. She breaks the kiss, latching onto your breast.
“Ahhhh!” you scream as her fangs nip at your hardened nipples. “F-fuuuck! Yes! Nnnn! Oh Stars!”
Still she pounds you. You can feel her mocking chuckle but you don’t care. You only want more of this. More of this woman. More of this debasing fucking!
You know, too, that you are entirely at her mercy. No doubt she’s recorded this. With a word she could end your career. A push of a button ruin all you’ve spent your life achieving and building. The thought, far from horrifying you, thrills you. Being so utterly in this alien’s hand sends you over the edge again. You cry out, body shuddering as waves of pleasure roll through you, sending your cunt clutching at her length as if desperate to keep it. To never be denied its touch again.
Hours are spent in reckless debauchery. Hours she spends claiming your every hole, wringing out moans and pleas and frantic cries of submissive despair.
When at last you return to your shuttle, you know your life has changed. You’d cleaned up, more or less. Play the part perfectly to your crew. They accept your explanation with some misgivings, but obedience to authority is well trained in them. You tell them that the pirates will release their hostages and a payment be sent. All a lie, and you know the consequences will be terrible. Demotion at best. Arrest at worst. Yet as you watch the crimson dagger of the pirate’s ship race away into the void, you only know the agony of abandonment, and feel the sudden emptiness of your cunt without Mallara’s nubbed cock filling you. And as you give orders to your crew to return to SS9, you’re already thinking about ways to rectify that aching loss.
[[Return to the Pirate Queen]]




Offer a Blowjob

“A blowjob,” you say.
She pouts. “That’s it?”
“Take it or leave it. By rights you shouldn’t get anything.”
Mallara sighs dramatically. “Fine. But you have to do it naked.” She grins. “And swallow.”
You flush, but agree. After all, it’s not like anything you’re wearing could help you at this point. And it’s a small price to pay for hundreds of lives. Yet, you can’t suppress a strange and utterly unprofessional thrill as you unbuckle your jacket, shrugging it off and removing your bra, baring your firm, palm filling breasts. Nor a twinge in your quim as you pull down your pants, showing off your tight gash and its slight shine of leaked arousal.
Mallara has no such qualms. Opening her pants, her cock springs free and you’re momentarily stunned at the sight of it. Her shaft is thick and coated with fleshy spines, flushing a bright crimson as she runs her hand up and down, engorging the fleshy nodules with every stroke of her hand.
What you’re doing is completely against regulations, but sometimes, one needs to be flexible. Kneeling between her thighs, you take her cock in your hand, gasping at the heat which radiates from her shaft.
“Go on,” Mallara grins. “It won’t bite.”
“Can never be sure with aliens,” you say.
“Oooh. Navy slut has teeth,” the pirate cackles.
Oh you’ll show her teeth. You open your mouth and take her cock between your lips. The pirate’s laughter ends in a gasp, groaning as you take as much of her cock as you can. You’re no whore, but you have sucked cock before. Naval academy was gender neutral, meaning liaisons were common, but you struggle to work out how to best pleasure the alien shaft. The spines tickle the roof of your mouth and spread on your tongue. The experience is wholly unfamiliar to you, but far from unpleasant. Her musky scent and taste is oddly thrilling.
“Oh fuck yes,” Mallara moans. “That’s it. Suck it you human slut.”
You flush, releasing her cock. “Excuse me?” you say, piqued. “I am not a slut. I don’t just suck any alien’s cock.”
“Oh?” Mallara grunts, grinning. “So I guess I should feel privileged oh fuck!”
Her last remark comes out in a strangled moan as you again engulf her cock, tongue brushing her spiny nodules and making them twitch. Mallara grabs your head. “Aw! Fuck! You dirty… mmm… bitch!”
You hum in answer, bobbing your head enthusiastically. You’ve certainly committed yourself now. May as well properly enjoy it. And it isn’t hard to. The enthusiastic moans of the pirate queen, her twitching, alien cock and its inhuman nodes gives you a strange and far from unpleasant thrill. That you’re doing this for a good cause only heightens the appeal of giving this savage queen a good tongue lashing.
The alien’s clawed hands grab your hair. You choke for a moment as she seizes control, ramming her cock into your mouth. But you adjust quickly, moaning as she savagely fucks your face, her shaft’s nodules tickling your throat, brushing your mouth as they plunge in and out of your lips.
“Fuck! Take it! Take it you human bitch! Fuck!”
“Mmmm!” you moan, breathing heavily. You grab your breast with one hand, the other delving into your hot cunt. Every thrust sends a shockwave through you. Your fingers frantically slosh in and out of your damp box. You feel the spines of her cock stiffen further. Mallara’s thrusts growing more eager.
“F-fuck! Yes! Aghhhhh!”
The sudden rush of cum makes you choke. But when you try and pulls Back Mallara forces your face forward until your nose is flush with her crimson mons. Her four eyes flash with a savage glee. “Drink it all, bitch.”
You moan, but obey. You guzzle the alien’s cream, throat working eagerly even as your own orgasm quakes through you.
At last, with a pop, you release Mallara’s softening cock. The alien queen eases back, plump breasts heaving, but a look of satiation on her cruel face.
“Not bad, Slut.”
“Th-thanks,” you gasp, mouth still musty with her taste.
Mallara bends down and fishes your panties out of the pile of your clothes. She stretches them and presses them to her face, inhaling deeply. “Mmm. And here’s my stolen booty,” she cackles. “I’m going to hang these right over my bed.”
Your flush threatens to consume your entire face. “F-feel free,” you say with as much dignity as you can muster while kneeling naked on the floor, mouth tasting of alien cum. “It’s only underwear.”
“That it is,” Mallara says. “We really must do this again some time,” she says wickedly.
[[Agree to Meet Again]]
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Offer Your Pussy

You know you shouldn’t, but can’t resist the opportunity. After all, who could blame you? You did what you had to. Anything that happens in the course of it is entirely excusable.
“F-fuck me,” you breathe.
The pirate queen cocks her head. “What was that?” Mallara asks, your blood quickening as her finger glides up your clothing clad quim. “Did the stern and oh so proper navy captain asked for the alien pirate to fuck her pretty cunt?”
You flush acutely. “F-for the colonists,” you quickly say.
“Is it?” she says. “Aright then. In that case, for the colonists, I suggest you strip.”
Flushing brightly, already regretting your decision, you start to shed your clothes. Jacket, pants, bra all slink to the floor. Your thumbs hook in your dark, regulation issue panties, and though you hesitate, you can’t stop yourself from slowly pulling down the dark fabric, revealing your shaved gash already dampened with arousal.
“Nice, Slut,” Mallara says, casually stroking her spiny shaft, the fleshy nubs fanning around her hand with every movement. Her other hand toys with her garish jacket, opening it up and letting her crimson breasts free. “Real nice. Now come over here and sit on my lap.”
You approach her, taking in the pirate queen’s inhuman proportions. Her ripe red breasts with nipples black as the void. Her spiny, alien cock and her claw-tipped fingers. Every inch of her screams the predator. The danger. The alien that you have sworn to fight against for humanity’s future among the stars.
All of her screams it. And your body aches for it.
You straddle her lap, the tip of her cock tickling your gash. You suck in a breath, arch, pushing your breasts into her face. “Ah!” you gasp as her lips lock onto a tender dark nipple, her prehensile tongue swirling on your tender teat. Her clawed hands rest on your firm hips, the feel of the hard talons spreading goosebumps across your back. Moaning, you descend.
Her cock fills you. It doesn’t spear like a human’s cock would. Instead, the nubs of her shaft spread about your inner walls in an entirely unfamiliar but undeniably delightful way. “Oooooooh!” you moan, the sensation like a hundred tiny fingers stroking your clutching depths. “Mmmmnnnn…”
“Like that do you,” Mallara says, her long tongue flicking your dark nipple teasingly. “Like the feeling of my alien cock in your human pussy?”
“Y-yes,” you gasp. Any other answer is incomprehensible. “Ooooh s-stars!”
Inch after inch feeds into you. You whine softly in disappointment when at last your pelvis meets hers, disappointed no more of that sinfully delightful shaft remains to stuff your cunt.
“Aw. Does the pretty slut like the feeling of my alien cock?” Mallara chuckles.
“Mmm-hmm,” you moan weakly.
“Then you’ll love this.” And the pirate lifts your hips, and slams you back down on her shaft.
“Ahhhhhhh!” You throw your head back, screaming at the sudden glorious feeling of those spines dragging up and then down your inner walls. “Ooooh,” you groan, bucking your hips, eagerly rising and falling on the alien’s glorious shaft. “Ah! Ah! Ahn!”
“That’s it,” Mallara gasps. “Take it. Take it you fucking slut!”
“Ooooh yes!” you groan. “Please! Fuck! Fuck me harder! Harder!”
She bites down on your nipple. You scream at the sudden jolt of pleasure sears through you. You cling to her head as you bounce atop her lap. Your orgasm comes almost embarrassingly soon, thundering through you and sending your toes curling in helpless pleasure. Mallara’s cock continues its punishing abuse of your cunt, sloshing in and out of you, your juices soaking the alien’s lap.
“Fuck you’re an eager slut!” the alien groans.
“Yessssss,” you cry. “I’m a slut for alien cock! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”
“F-fuck!” Mallara explodes inside you, her hot cum bathing your depths. The sensation on your tenderly rubbed insides pushes you over the edge of a second orgasm.
Mallara suddenly lifts you, spins you about and drops you on the bed. The impact drives the breath from you, and any hope of recovering it is dashes as she starts ruthlessly fucking you. Your firm breasts bounce on your chest. Your fingers curl in the lurid red blankets. Your legs wrap around her hips, pulling her into you harder, her balls slapping your bottom luridly. “Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”
“Human bitch!” Mallara snarls with delight. She grabs your bouncing breasts, squeezing and kneading your mounds. You moan, convulsing on the end of her shaft. “Fuck you’re so tight! Oooooh staaaars!”
She’s ruthless. Relentless. She bends over you and suffocates you with a kiss. Moaning, you open your mouth wider, surrendering to her hot lips, her prehensile tongue twisting in your mouth.
You’re no virgin. Gender neutral dorms at the academy mean you’ve had your taste of cock. But the alien shaft within you is like nothing you’ve felt before. The ruthless, hungry savagery of the pirate queen thrills you in ways you’ve only imagined in your most twisted dreams. You cling to her. Submit to her. Scream as you cum again, head spinning with pleasure. Your pussy shuddering around her spiny cock as it strokes you to new heights of pleasure.
She fucks you for what feels like hours. And when at last, with a final moan, she fills you a final time. You keen as her burning seed pulses into you. Gasping, she pulls out, panting deeply.
“Not bad, slut,” Mallara says breathlessly.
“Th-thanks,” you somehow manage to articulate. As you lie there, recovering from the hardest fucking of your life, you see Mallara bend down and fish your panties out of the pile of your clothes. She stretches them and presses them to her face, inhaling deeply. “Mmm. And here’s my stolen booty,” she cackles. “I’m going to hang these right over my bed.”
Your flush threatens to consume your entire face. “F-feel free,” you say with as much dignity as you can muster while lying naked on her bed, the alien’s cum dribbling from your quim. Groping about, you grab a cast off bit of costume and wipe away the evidence of your debauchery. “It’s only underwear.”
“That it is,” Mallara says, smirking at your efforts to make yourself presentable. “We really must do this again some time,” she says wickedly. “How about we meet up at SS9?”
[[Agree to Meet Again]]
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Offer Your Ass

“My ass.”
The word pops out before you can stop it. Mallara looks momentarily shocked, but an instant later her mouth splits open in a hungry, fanged grin.
“Ooooh, a treat indeed,” the pirate says. “Better strip then, slut.”
You flush bright red. What could have possessed you! You’ve never taken anal before. Not even during your days at the academy. But it’s too late to take it back. Or at least, that’s what you tell yourself as you hastily pull off your uniform. Mallara takes the opportunity to admire your trim, feminine physique as it’s revealed inch by inch. Her fingers wrap about her spiny shaft, stroking it leisurely as you strip, submitting to her hungry inspection.
“Not bad at all,” she says. “Give us a twirl, bitch,” she says rotating her finger suggestively.
You flush, but you’ve come this far. What’s a little show? Shyly you spin in place, showing off your firm rear and toned legs. Halfway around Mallara suddenly grabs you. You squeal in surprise as you’re yanked over her knees. “Ah!” you yelp as her palm slaps your bum.
“Naughty slut!” the pirate cackles. “Look at you! Stripping and asking for a pirate queen to fuck your pretty bum? What a naughty bitch! Come on now,” the pirate queen demands. “Tell me. Tell me what a dirty little slut you are.”
“Nnnn!” you moan as she delivers another stinging blow to your rump. You’re quivering, every impact a shock through your body. You can’t suppress the needy moan that escapes your lips. Stars above! Are you getting off on this? “Y-yes!” you cry out. “Yes! I’m a dirty little slut who w-wants her ass fucked! P-please! Please fuck me!”
“Well, how can I say no after being asked so nicely,” the pirate chortles. She lifts you off her lap and tosses you onto the bed. You bounce atop the mattress, gasping. On your stomach, you have no chance of offering any resistance as Mallara grabs your hips, yanks up your heart-shaped rump like you’re presenting yourself, and parts your cheeks.
“Oh!” you gasp as you feel the spines of her cock spread against your reddened rear. “Mmmmn!” you moan, biting your lower lip as the head of her cock prods your backdoor, moistening it with her inhuman pre. You haven’t a chance of resistance, and can only whine as she slips insidiously inside of you, the thin tip and nubs squeezing inside of you before expanding within you tight backdoor.
“Fuck!” Mallara grunts. “You’re tight, slut. Have you ever been fucked back here?”
“N-no,” you moan, fisting the rumpled blankets of the pirate queen’s bed.
Mallara laughs. “So I get to claim one of your virgin holes! That almost makes losing those colonists worth it.”
“G-glad you got your money’s worth,” you say, glancing back defiantly.
The pirate grins cruelly. “Impudent little bitch. That just cost you any mercy.”
“Wh-aaaah!” You scream as she begins railing on your ass, fucking you brutally into the bed. Her hips slap your reddened ass sending new shocks of pain rocking through you, even as pleasure radiates from your bum as the alien’s spines stroke your tight bowels like a hundred sensuous hands.
“Mmmmmn!” you moan, biting the blankets to muffle your screams. “Mnnn!”
“Fuck!” Mallara moans. “Take it! Take it you navy bitch!”
And you do. Your ass is the tender recipient of all the pirate queen’s frustration and wrath. Every thrust is a pulse of pleasure through your body. Never have you felt anything like it before. You keen, muffling your cries in the blankets as your aching cunt surrenders to the alien sensation, convulsing as you cum. It’s all too much. All of it made sinfully sweeter by the facts of how you lost this last shred of innocence. Ass in the air, fucked by a savage pirate queen in the black depths of rogue space, you cry out, cumming a second time.
“Oh f-fuck!” Mallara groans as your ass squeezes her spiny cock. She tenses, clawed hands digging into your pink hips as her hot seed jolts into your clutching backdoor.
You whimper as she cums in you, gasping and mewling as you come down from your shuddering climax. “Mmmn,” you whimper as Mallara yanks her cock out of your ass, delivering another stinging blow to your tender rear.
“Fuck! An ass like that deserves to be mounted on my wall.”
Gasping, her words send a chill of horror through you, but also a perverse pulse of pleasure. You glance back at her, panting. “You… you wouldn’t d-dare,” you manage.
Mallara snorts. “Well, maybe if you begged nicely.”
“I…I think not,” you gasp.
“Spoilsport,” the pirate says, flashing a fanged grin. “But I won’t be entirely cheated,” she says, dipping her hand into your abandoned pile of clothes. Your cunt clenches as she hooks your panties on a claw, lifting them out and inhaling their scent. “Mmm. A consolation prize anyway. I’ll hang these over my bed until I can properly chain you to the ceiling.”
You glance at the chains dangling like dark tentacles of some interstellar horror from the ceiling. “You won’t have me so easily,” you say tightly, cleaning yourself as best you can with a shred of what looks like a ruff you find beside the bed.
Mallara scoffs, and you suck in a breath as she runs her finger up the groove of your reddened bum. “Hmmm. Maybe. How about we meet up at SS9 sometime?” She grins, patting your aching rear. “Would be a shame to have to wait until you’re my prisoner to enjoy that ass again.”
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Refuse Flatly

“No deal,” you say forcefully, repulsed by the idea.
The pirate queen grimaces, glowering in anger. “Fine,” she says. “Let’s get this over with.”
Stiff necked, you walk with the pirate back to the bay. Her anger is palpable, but you find it difficult to care. The nerve of her! Demanding you demean yourself to stroke her own ego. Using the lives of the colonists she would have sold into slavery to force you. Your hands fist at your side as you watch the shuttle lift off, bearing the first batch of prisoners back to the ship.
You wait until the last, hitching a ride on the ship among the final few. Your heart clenches at the sight of the humans whose homes were destroyed, friends slaughtered and who very nearly ended their days on the slaver’s block, sold to some mad splicer, as pleasure whore or worse.
You disembark before the ramp has even fully lowered, hopping down and marching to the bridge. The door slides open and you walk to your command chair, clasping your arms behind your back and staring fixedly at the monitors. On screen, you see the crimson dagger of the pirate’s ship turn, its engines glowing as they ready for a light speed jump.
“Captain?”
You look down to Varona at the weapons control. “We can still blast them,” the amazonian warrior says. “They don’t deserve better.”
You frown, but glance back towards the monitor. If you let them go, the pirates will only go on to spread suffering further. But to fire on them would mean breaking your word…
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Agree to Meet Again

The thought of fucking the savage alien queen again sends a spark of delight down your spine. You know it’s a terrible idea, but you can’t help but nod, trying to inject as much dignity in the motion as you can. “V-very well. You’ll be a useful contact in the sector, certainly.”
Mallara laughs mockingly. “Oh yes. We’ll have very useful contact to be sure.”
Almost as red as the alien, you rapidly redress. Mallara doesn’t bother, leading you through the ship’s corridors with her cock hanging out, making it blatantly apparent just what happened between you two. Every pirate you pass snickers and cat calls. You do your best to ignore them, but the feel of your bare cunt rubbing against your pants is a stark reminder of the events in the captain’s cabin.
Still, you can’t fault Mallara for her word. The colonists, those that remain, are herded into the docking bay and loaded onto your shuttle. You stay behind as your ship makes the run between the pirate vessel and your own, only boarding during the final exchange. As you leave the pirate ship behind, you feel a slight twinge of regret, one you quickly bury, smoothing your face as you board the Interdictor.
You arrive on the bridge just in time to see the pirate vessel turn away and charge its engines.
“Captain?”
You glance at Varona, the Amazonian woman standing by the weapons controls. “We can still blast them.”
You look back to the monitor, watching the pirate charge its engines. Slowly, you shake your head. “No, Varona. I gave my word. They can go. If we don’t honor that, then we’re no better than them.”
Your crew seems a bit dubious at that, but you ignore it.
“Besides,” you say, watching the crimson vessel flash into light space, feeling your bare cunt rub against the seam of your pants, “I have a feeling we’ll see them again.”
[[The Pirate's Lover]]




Refuse to Meet

You shake your head. “No,” you say, shakily standing. “No, this was a onetime thing. Next time we meet, it’ll be as enemies.”
Mallara pouts, but you catch a flash of danger in her four eyes. “Fine. As you like it.” She grins, and suddenly slaps your firm bottom, making you yelp. “I’ll look forward to taming that ass under my rules anyway.”
You rub your stinging behind and give her an annoyed look, which only makes the pirate laugh again. Struggling with your wounded dignity, you redress, though it’s hard to be too indignant as you feel the seam of your crotch rub against your bared cunt. Mallara doesn’t bother with clothes, leading you through the ship’s corridors with her cock hanging out. Every pirate you pass snickers and catcalls. You do your best to ignore them, but the feel of your bare cunt rubbing against your pants is a stark reminder of the events in the captain’s cabin, and just how far you let things go.
Still, you can’t fault Mallara for her word. The colonists, those that remain, are herded into the docking bay and loaded onto your shuttle. You stay behind as your ship makes the run between the pirate vessel and your own, only boarding during the final exchange. As you leave the pirate ship behind, you feel a slight twinge of regret, one you quickly bury, smoothing your face as you board the Interdictor.
You arrive on the bridge just in time to see the pirate vessel turn away and charge its engines.
“Captain?”
You glance at Varona, the Amazonian woman standing by the weapons controls. “We can still blast them.”
You look back to the monitor, watching the pirate charge its engines. Slowly, you shake your head. “No, Varona. I gave my word. They can go. If we don’t honor that, then we’re no better than them.”
Your crew seems a bit dubious at that, but you ignore it.
“Besides,” you say, watching the crimson vessel flash into light space, feeling your bare cunt rub against the seam of your pants, “I have a feeling we’ll see them again.”
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Keep Your Word

“No,” you say. “Let them go.”
“Captain?” Varona says doubtfully.
“I gave my word,” you say grimly. “Break that, and we become no better than them.”
“Aye,” Varona says, but you can tell the barbarous weapons officer doesn’t like it.
“Don’t worry, Varona,” you say grimly as the crimson dagger of the pirate’s craft zips away into the void. “I wager we’ll see them again. And when we do, you’ll get your chance.”
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Blast the Pirates

As the pirate’s ship charges its engines, you recall the haunted faces of the colonists. The ruin of the station where the humans had built their new home, hooping for the chance at a better life. To take their future in their own hands and expand among the stars. Instead, rewarded with fire, blood and near slavery. You grit your teeth with fury.
“Blow them to dust,” you snap.
Varona grins, flicking the hair from her half shaved head out of her eyes. “With pleasure, Captain.”
The order goes out. You slowly settle into your seat, watching your command take action. A pulse of light cuts through space, slamming into the pirate ship. The vessel shudders, its unshielded engines flaring as they explode.
“Broadside,” you command. With grim detachment you watch the pirate vessel shudder and be cut to ribbons under a salvo of cannon fire, its rusted wreckage scattered. Somewhere, among the clouds of debris, the rapacious crew spin, suffocating in space. You smile grimly, then turn away from the screens.
“Power up engines. Let’s get out of here.”
“Aye,” Deesel says.
The Interdictor blazes away into the corridor of light speed. As the subtle hand of acceleration pushes down on you, you let out a slow breath, and smile satisfied.
[[Terror of Space]]




Terror of Space

You can fairly taste the pirate’s fear as your ship arrives on the scene, streaking into reality and flashing into being over the blue planet of Ixxion 5. You smirk as you watch the rust coloured hulk hover over the gutted merchant vessel, towing cables attached like clinging tentacles.
“Hail them,” you instruct Varona.
In a matter of moments the screen blinks, bringing up the face of the pirate captain. He’s a vorg. His heavy, fleshy chins roll into each other, his eyes pinpricks among the pink rolls of fat, his mouth a gash in the flesh. He tries to hide his fear, but you can tell. Your cyber patch itches at times like this. You lost your eye four years ago storming a pirate station. It had felt good gutting the bastard who took it, then going on to slaughter the crew aboard that ship.
“This is Captain Savara Laitha of the Interdictor. You are ordered to power down your weapons and surrender immediately, or you will be executed.”
“I know you, Savara Laitha,” the fat alien warbles. “We have hostages. You wouldn’t dare to-“
“If you know me, then you’ll know I don’t care,” you say shortly. “Surrender immediately, or I will blast you out of the skies.”
The alien hesitates. “We… we will not be intimidated.”
“Your loss,” you say. You turn to Varona. “Fire.”
“Aye.”
The alien panics. “W-wait! We… perhaps…”
“Too late,” you say, settling back in your chair. You feel the Interdictor shudder as it opens fire. The vorg turns about on the screen just in time for his bridge to be ripped open. You smile softly as you watch the alien be sucked out the great rent of his ship, hurled away and into space moments before the screen shorts out on his end, static filling the view port.
You wave your hand, killing the feed. “Bring us in. Let’s see if we can drag any survivors from the merchant’s craft.”
“Aye, captain,” Varona says. The rest of the crew is uneasy, but they’ve grown accustomed to your behaviour now. Your ruthlessness is a thing of legend in this quarter of space. It’s had its drawbacks. Pirates will fight to the death rather than surrender to you, but that suits you fine. The way the courts are, too many would be set free on technicalities.
But not with you. You smile grimly as the merchant ships fills the view screen, the wreck of the pirate’s craft clutching it in a limp embrace. Your ship’s own anchors spread out, boarding ramp extending to the ruined craft. The universe has hardened you, but so be it. The universe doesn’t need the velvet glove. It needs the iron fist.
End
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Pirate’s Lover

SS9 looms ahead. A needle of durasteel and meteor rock bound by light, necessity and debauchery. Docking is simple now. In the years since you’ve become the enforcer of the sector, the Interdictor has become a familiar figure. And your crew the favorite customers of a number of brothels, bars and other less illustrious establishments on the station. You give them free reign. After all, you can hardly fault them.
You however make your way slowly down a promenade. In your navy uniform and stern, straight posture you cut quite the contrast with the spacers in their baggy atmosphere suits, the glow of the whores in their holo bands of clothing, and the hulking, motley shapes of aliens. They give you a decent breadth. Your reputation in the sector gives you both the fear and respect of even these dregs of space.
You make your way to a familiar bay thrusting out of the station wall. The Meteor buzzes above the door in violet neon, and through the hum of the barrier you enter a dark world of beating music and flashing lights. You avoid the dance floor and the poles where women grind and strip, their flawless bodies a textbook example of illegal mods. Some have fur, some an extra row of breasts, others shimmer as they pantomime stripping, their holo clothes explosions of light like some drug induced vision of feminine depravity.
You ignore it all. They have nothing to offer you. The bartender is a familiar sight and you trust him, as he never asks any questions. He merely slips you a pass card, and you make your way into the back.
Rooms pass you by, but you find yours easily enough. You swipe the card against the reader and the door slides open.
Hands grab you, haul you inside and against a powerful body. Breasts mash your chest, lips lock in a punishing kiss. You moan, grinding against that oh so familiar bulge.
Mallara breaks the kiss, her four eyes glowing in the dark. “You’re late,” the pirate growls.
“Had to fill out some reports,” you gasp.
Mallara snorts. “Well dig that stick out of your ass. I have something else I want to shove up there.”
You laugh, then moan as her hand dives into your pants and gropes your hot muff. “Mmmmm!” You bite your lower lip and grind against her hand, panting already.
The pirate queen’s presence seems to fill the room. Eagerly you wrestle each other out of your clothes, falling onto the hard bed in a tangle of limbs. Her cock finds your cunt, and you gasp as her length feeds inside of your, the spines of her shaft stroking your inner walls like a hundred teasing fingers.
“Oh s-stars,” you moan.
“Tight little bitch,” the pirate grunts and begins to thrust.
You gasp, clutching her as she fucks you ruthlessly on the bed. Moaning, you rock yourself against her, lifting your hips to meet her thrusts, legs wrapped around her to pull her deeper inside you.
It’s wrong. Ruthlessly, relentlessly wrong. Were Mallara ever caught, she could ruin your career. Worse, she could do it on a whim with all the little trophies she’s taken over the years. But you can’t stop. Could never stop. Letting this predatory woman have such power over you thrills you like nothing else.
Permitting this alien to fuck you whenever you dock. Submitting to her. You’re helpless to this need to debase yourself to her. An addiction as potent as anything being hocked in the stim shops.
You moan, panting. “Ah. Ah! Y-yes! Don’t stop. Don’t ever stop.”
“Fuck! You love it don’t you, slut?”
“Yesssss,” you cry. “I love it! I love you alien cock fucking me! Ah! Ahn! Oh s-stars yes!”
You throw your head back, baring your long neck. She takes the opportunity, bending down and nipping at your throat. You gasp as she breaks the skin, drawing blood. Eagerly her tongue flicks out, licking up the beads of red as they flow. The pain and the danger adds to the thrill. Your pulse thunders. You scream, clutching her. “Ahhhh! F-fuck!”
You cum, shaking as she ruthlessly mates you. As your tight walls clutch her length the pirate roars and cums, her hot seed racing into your eager depths.
She pulls out, her blue seed bubbling from your cunt as she leaves you. Without a moment’s hesitation you lift your legs until they press against your breasts, baring your puckered asshole.
“Oh, you want me to fuck you there too hm?” the pirate muses.
“I know you love to,” you say impishly.
Mallara flashes her fangs, red with your blood. “Coy bitch,” the pirate grins. Holding up your leg, she aligns her cock and thrusts into you. You cry out, bucking and keening as she feeds her length inside your tight bum. “Mmmm! Stars!”
Mallara groans and again begins to thrust. Eagerly you rock against her, your breasts heaving. She fucks you ruthlessly for hours. After claiming your ass she leisurely thrusts between your breasts, seed painting your face once she inevitably cums. For hours you plunder each other’s bodies, pirate and navy captain, twisting in the delicious, deviant delight.
Finally, spent, you lie back, panting on the bed. Mallara is nestled beside you, idly drawing circles on your breast.
“You should quit.”
You raise you head. “Hm?”
The pirate looks into your eyes, a coy grin on her face. “Have you thought more on my offer, Savara?”
You laugh quietly. “I couldn’t leave the navy, Mallara. Let alone to join your crew.” Your laugh hitches as her fingers pinch your hard nipple.
The pirate rolls over, straddling you. “Are you sure?” she says, her four eyes shining in the dark, her spiny hair flared about her face like a hood. She’s a vision. A picture of hungry female sensuality, powerful and alien as anything you’ve known. “After all, if you joined my crew, I could fuck you every night. And you’re already such an eager fuck slut.” Her finger tweaks your tender teat. “We could even get a splicer to fix you so you could carry my young. I could make an honest woman out of you.”
“Mmmmn,” you moan as she leans down and takes your nipple in her lips. Her prehensile tongue swirls about the hard bead, her teeth grazing it in such a way that makes your hips twitch and breathe hitch. Every time it gets harder to resist Mallara’s offer. To not abandon the navy and all it stands for to join the savage pirate. Spending your every night fucked by your alien lover. To be altered so that your womb could carry her half-breed spawn. Every time the temptation is a little greater. Sometimes, you fear it’s only a matter of time before you give in to such sinful promises. But it’s not today.
“No,” you moan. “No, Mallara. I’m still navy.”
“No,” Mallara says. “You’re my cock sleeve. And I guess I better get my fill now.”
You giggle, then gasp as her spiny cock slides home once more into your sopping cunt. You groan, embrace her and kiss her deeply as she leisurely fucks you once more.
It’s going to be a long night, but you couldn’t imagine a better way to spend it.
Good End?
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Special Circumstances

Built like a Draxxian bull, the warden’s huge frame practically fills the corridor. His eyes dark and lidded with danger. His uniform is so tight you can trace the hard lines of his musculature, and you can the rigid shape of his cock where it strains from his groin. Glass walls like specimen cases line the passage, the prisoners within staring out as you pass. You glance over them indifferently. Aliens, humans, and splicers so often somewhere in between, you have little pity for any of them.
“Didn’t need to come,” the warden says. “No one ever does.”
“I put in the request of notification,” you say firmly. “I meant to answer it.”
The warden grunts, annoyed at the unexpected task. He stops before a particular cell and slaps a hand against a reader on the wall, the door sliding open. “She’s in here,” the warden says, his voice like rocks being ground together.
“Thank you, warden,” you say, gamely avoiding looking at the hose of his cock. “I’ll take it from here.”
He shrugs indifferently and leaves, and you step inside the cell.
The cell is sterile white, like all in the prison. Not even a chair within. Your steps echo hollowly, and the woman on the other end of the cell looks up. A familiar set of four eyes take you in. The stark difference of the domineering Mallara of your memory stuns you for a moment. Gone is the erotic exoticism of the frilly clothes and revealing anachronistic pirate garb. In drab, tight fitting prison fatigues, Mallara looks no more than a grim eyed alien. A caged specimen lounging against the wall.
But when she sees you, some life sparks in those four eyes. She grins, showing her fangs, her claws scratching the floor as she flexes her talons. “Well well. This is a surprise. What are you doing here, slut?”
“I put in a notification if you were arrested,” you say, your voice echoing emptily in the sparse room. The door snaps shut behind you.
“Missed my cock that much hm? Well, if you wanted it that bad all you needed to do was make the offer.” Mallara shifts. “So what do you want? A final conjugal visit?”
You swallow a little. Her words stir you anew, raising feelings you long thought forgotten. But memories of your liaison with the pirate queen haunt you. You clasp your hands behind your back, feeling the weight of the reversal of roles.
“I came to make an offer.”
That gets her attention. The pirate shifts, letting her head rest against the wall and looking squarely at you. “Oh?”
“I can get you out of here,” you say. “As a specialist on xeno piracy.”
Mallara stirs. Her interest is painfully blatant even under her forced nonchalance. The tension in her body and the way she too hastily adjusts her seat. She inspects her talons thoughtfully, though the exercise only reveals the subtle shaking of her hand.
“Interesting thought. But why should I take it?”
“You mean other than rotting in a cell on this rock?” you observe.
Her lips twitch in something which might have been a grin. “Fuck. Guess you got me.”
“Naturally there will be conditions,” you say. “No private communications. No access to any onboard systems without my explicit say so. You’ll…” You pause as the pirate queen pushes herself to her feet, continuing as she slowly saunters towards you. “You’ll require my permission for any action. And you will have an explosive implant triggered to blow in case you get more than ten meters from my presence.”
“Oh,” the pirate queen says hotly. “Then I suppose we’ll have to share a room, won’t we?”
You back up a little as she advances. Your back hits the glass wall. “There… will be accommodations engineered…”
She plants her hand beside your head, caging you with her body. “You know what they call specialist convicts?” she says.
You lick your suddenly dry lips. “What…?”
“Fuck pets,” she breathes. “Trapped with the captain. Unable to refuse a command under penalty of death.”
“I…” You breathe deeply. “I would never… demand anything…”
“Unless I wants it?” she says.
You tense as her talon teases your pants, rubbing her finger against your groove. “They took my treasure when I was captured,” she breathes, leaning in closer. “Including my favorite. A pair of pretty naval issue panties. That was the worst. I used to sniff them every time I fucked a new slut. And you know,” she says, leaning closer, her breath hot and pupils predatory slits. “I could really use a replacement pair.”
“Oh,” you breathe. She hisses as your fingers grasp her bulge, rolling her cock in your palm, feeling her spiny nubs. “Well, I think I might be able to… provide that.”
“Mmmm,” Mallara groans, gasps as you fish her cock out of her pants. “Ahn!” she gasps as your fingers tease the stiffening spines along her length. “Oh fuck. Been… a long time with anything other than my hand…”
“I’m bringing order to the outer sectors,” you inform her, stroking her. Her arm trembles beside your head with the effort to stand. She really is pent up, helpless to your touch. “I’m a vice admiral now, Mallara. With very wide ranging powers. And I could use an inside expert on… criminal… elements.”
“Fuck,” the pirate groans, thrusting into your hand. “You…”
“And there are… benefits,” you breathe. Her eyes flash down as you ease open your pants, revealing the puffy pink of your folds.
“F-fuck,” the alien hisses. “Not even any panties? You really are a slut.”
“Couldn’t risk you taking them again,” you grin.
She growls and grasps your wrists. You gasp as she slams you against the wall. She presses a kiss to you, one you eagerly reciprocate, moaning into her mouth, wrestling her sinfully skillful tongue.
“Mmmmnn…” you moan into her mouth. Her cock prods your folds, and you gasp as she sheathes herself inside you. “Mmm!”
Mallara breaks the kiss. Her eyes are shut tight with aching bliss. “Ooooh f-fuck,” the pirate groans. She grabs your hips, lifts you, and slams you down on her cock.
“Ahhhh!” you scream. “F-fuck! Yes! Fuck me!”
“Fucking stars!” the pirate moans. She hammers your cunt, your back banging against the wall as she desperately ruts you against the prison cell. You wrap your arms around her neck, yanking her into another bruising kiss. Your legs around her waist, pulling her into you more eagerly, her nubby shaft stroking your twitching quim until you scream.
“Ahn! Ahn! Ahn!” you pant, her fangs nipping your lips. Her barbed cock spreading you on her, massaging your inner walls in that wonderfully sinful way. “Ooooh! Yes! F-fuck me! Fuck me with your alien cock!”
“Ggggnnnnaaaa!”
Mallara tenses. She cries out as her cock suddenly explodes in you. You cry out, clutching her as you cum with her, your shared juices staining her fatigues and your regulation pants.
Mallara gasps, sagging, drained from the intensity of her climax. She leans against you, her firm, flawless breasts mashing against your own. “F-fuck,” the pirate groans. “Been way too long.”
You smile, unhooking your legs from her waist, the synth tech of your pants absorbing the evidence of your joining without a trace. “I look forward to your answer.”
Mallara’s eyes flash. “Teasing bitch,” she growls.
“If you want more,” you say sweetly, sliding your finger teasingly up your gash before securing the front of your pants, “then I look forward to seeing you aboard the Interdictor.”
You slip away from her lethargic grasp, strutting to the door. It hisses shut behind you, and as you pass the glass, you see the pirate still leaning against it, her eyes burning with lust and, perhaps, just a hint of admiration. You allow yourself a smile as you stride back down the prison corridor.
A terran cycle later you get a confirmation to your request for a special assistant. Three more after that, you’re riding Mallara on your bed, the former pirate queen moaning under you as you roll your hips, fucking her brutally into the bed. The subtle flash of the explosive chip implanted in her neck only adds to your ardour.
Truly, an excellent beginning to a very profitable relationship.
End
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Return to the Pirate Queen

Its taken years to get this far. Taken all the credits you had after you were drubbed out of the Navy. Accusations of cowardice, corruption, and worse for your role in allowing the pirates to escape with the colonists. Losing you ship, your crew, you were lucky just to keep your freedom.
But how long will that last?
Not long, you think, staring at the rusted bar rearing against the violet alien sky. You pray not long.
The roar of distant shuttles taking off echoes among the scattered buildings. Rusted hulks of broken ships jut out of the landscape, some converted into buildings, others sparking as engineers and others scavenge the hulks for scrap. A place for pirates, scum, smugglers and worse to find repairs. A festering sore of illegality, where every man’s for himself. Your dark cloak keeps most at bay, as does the presence of your companion.
“You’re sure she’s in there?”
The informant shrugs. Loaded with augmetics, the insectile lenses shine over his eyes. “You paid, I found her. That’s what was agreed.”
You give him the faintest nod. Taking a shuddering breath, you cross the concrete road and head towards the bar’s door. You push through the humming barrier, your skin tingling under your long dark cloak. The interior is dark. A neon sign behind the bar advertising some local brew buzzes in the air. You take the room in with a sweep of your eyes.
And there she is.
Your breath catches at the sight of her, unchanged from so long ago. Mallara. She sits at a table, flanked by some of her crew. Her lips parted in the cocky, fanged grin. Her four eyes flashing with amusement and long, smooth face utterly without mercy. Her skin as red as a dwarf star, her costume like some mad renegade from a historical pict of old Terra’s age of sails, tight around her generous chest, while the bulge of her alien cock presses against the dark fabric of her crotch.
The pirate queen. The one who damned your career. Used you like a panting cock sleeve. Took you like a bitch in heat.
Slowly you cross the floor. Heat climbs across your body. The sight of her fills your vision. Blinds you to everything else around you. In an instant, you’re before the table. A road that took years and all you had ends here. Mallara looks up, and you push back your hood.
“Mallara.”
The pirate cocks her head. Her grin grows wide. “Well well! What a surprise. Look who it is! The navy bitch who sold her fellow man for a quick fuck. How’ve you been?”
“Better. Now,” you say. You shrug open your cloak.
For an instant Mallara stares. Then she throws back her head and laughs.
You soak in her cruel mirth. You shudder before it, biting your lower lip with shameful desire. You resist the urge to cover yourself, your naked body framed by the dark cloak you had worn. Still tone, still firm with youth and exercise, your nipples stiffen in the air and your quim dampens before the cruel pirate.
“Look at this!” Mallara laughs, wiping a tear from her top right eye. She gestures a talon tipped hand at you. “Look at you! Oh you poor Slut! Did I really ruin you so completely?”
“Y-yes,” you say. You suck in a breath. “P-please. Ever since you took me, I’ve been aching for you. Please. Take me as your crew member. Your slave. Your whore. Anything. I don’t care. Only… please. Please let me come with you.”
Your face is flush at the end of your desperate admission. And desperate it was. The words burst from you without prompting. Faced with the domineering pirate queen, you couldn’t do anything other than beg for another sliver of her attention.
Mallara listens to your plea with interest, her four eyes sharp and cruel. You bite your lip as she slowly rises, pacing about the table to stand before you.
“So you hunted me down all across the outer sectors for this?” she says.
“Y-yes.”
She chuckles. “Well, I have to say I am flattered. But I’ll need a bit more than that.”
“Anything,” you say. “Please.”
Your words amuse the pirate. “Alright, Slut. Over the table. Let’s see that pretty ass of yours.”
Eagerly you bend over the table, breasts mashing the cool steel, your ass raised wantonly in the air. You’re fairly trembling with desire as you press your cheek down, gasping as Mallara flips the edge of your cloak back to reveal the firm cheeks of your rear.
“Not bad,” Mallara says. She slaps your ass, making you jump. “Alright!” she shouts, arresting the attention of the rest of the bar. “Listen up! This bitch says she wants to be my personal cum dump, but I’m just not sure she’s up for it. So here’s the deal. Anyone who wants a ride on a former United Navy captain’s cunt? Here it is!”
Her words shock you to the core. You forget to breathe and look up pleadingly at Mallara. “Oh?” the pirate queen says, flashing cruel fangs in a grin, hand rubbing rough circles on your tingling ass. “Too much for you, Slut?”
You shudder, but shake your head. “N-no. Please, Mistress. Anything for you.”
Mallara cackles. “That’s the spirit. Come on boys! Get it started!”
You hear chairs squeaking on the floor and the sudden rush of many feet. You gasp as the first cock sheathes in your hot depths, but press your face onto the table, moaning as the man begins to move into you.
Laughing, Mallara takes a seat across from you. She props her leg up on the table, leaning back and casually releasing her cock from her pants. She watches you rock on the table, your face flushed, mouth parted and moaning as the man behind you ruthlessly fucks your tender quim.
“Like that?” Mallara asks, stroking her alien shaft, the fleshy spines fanning about her stroking hand.
“Y-yes, Mistress,” you moan.
“I thought so.”
It’s not easy. This humiliation is worse than anything you could have imagined the pirate queen subjecting you to. But you can’t resist. Wouldn’t want to. The price to pay for defiance would mean losing your chance to serve the domineering alien. The loss of the chance to ever taste her crimson skin. To feel her spiny cock spread your cunt. To kneel at her feet and lick her clawed toes. Death would be better than that. You haven’t come this far to lose her again.
You moan as another takes you, his cock sloshing into your depths. “Fuck! This bitch is eager,” your newest lover grunts.
His words only matter because they make Mallara smile. You whimper and thrust back against him, feeling his thick shaft spread your insides, imagining it’s the shaft mere inches from your face which rocks in and out of your sopping cunt.
“Please,” you moan. “Please. F-fuck me!”
The shame of it all only spices your desire. The man roars as he cums, bathing your depths with his seed. The next is huge, the narrow spear of a Drax’s cock impaling you. You cry out as the savage, reptilian alien thrusts inside you, his cock lubricated by the cum of your previous partners.
On and on it goes. Your orgasm makes you shudder and moan, but the sheer number of men fucking you far outstrips it. Your ass is bruised by the beat of hips. Cocks of every shape and size hammer and stretch your eager quim. The flared hose of Equinars, the wriggling tentacles of a Ruvarian, the twin shafts of a Vanian, all of them abusing you. Fucking you. Taking you like the bitch you’ve become.
But none of them matter. None of them compared to the woman sitting before you, her four eyes gleaming as she watches an entire bar of aliens and men fuck you like some living glory hole. At times painful, always shameful, you give yourself over to it, surrendering yourself to the savage pleasures of your gangbang. Your own orgasms roll through you, your voice growing hoarse with moans of pleasure. The high point of it all is without a doubt when Mallara finally leans back and groans with her peaking orgasm, her twitching cock spurting all over your face.
Eagerly you lick at the seed staining your face. “Th-thank y-you M-mistress,” you gasp around the shuddering thuds of the cock pounding your core.
Mallara merely laughs.
At last your line of lovers ends. The last cock unsheathes from your cunt, cum dribbling from your overstuffed depths to dribble in a growing puddle on the floor.
“Well, Slut. I’m honestly impressed,” Mallara says. “You took those cocks like a real bitch. What do you have to say?”
Wearily, you raise you head to look into your Mistress’s eyes. “P-please, Mistress,” you gasp. “M-may I have another?”
For a moment Mallara is simply dumbfounded. Then she roars with laughter, hammering the table with a fist. “Oh well done! You’re a born slut!” She grabs your chin in her clawed hands, squeezing your cheeks until they ache. “Sure, Slut. You can have another. But not before we clean out your slutty cunt of all that extra cum. I take no man’s sloppy seconds!”
You beam despite your exhaustion. Weakly you rise off the table, but your legs instantly give out. Weakly you crawl through the dust after the pirate queen and out of the bar. You leave a slug-like trail of cum in your wake, your stomach swollen and sloshing somewhat from the sheer amount of alien cream you took. But it was worth it. All of it was worth it.
Finally, you’re hers.
Bad End
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Landing

You feel the kick of the landing gear as the shuttle takes off and enters the atmosphere over Ryllia. The winds buffet the sleek craft making it shudder with a hollow booming sound. Despite being strapped in, you grab a handle overhead to keep from being knocked about too badly.
You’ve donned your combat equipment. The dark metal armour fits snugly across your frame, your ion sword and blaster reassuring weights on your hips. The hud in your blank visored helmet blips with green friendly contacts for the other marines in the shuttle, while Nallor is a pale yellow. The synth rocks on his feet, servos whirring as he adjusts to the balance of the craft.
“Coming in captain. Cold out there. Hope you brought your mittens!”
The pilot’s jocularity seems forced and you note it. Everyone seems tense for reasons they can’t quite explain. Some instinct is warning them about this, and you share their unease. The floor of the shuttle shakes as it lands, and you unbuckle from your harness and draw your blaster. “Fire team. Move. Careful of the wind.”
A chorus of acknowledgements ring out as the shuttle’s door lowers itself with a whirr. Immediately the chill air blasts inside, and you shiver despite the protection of your armour.
You walk down the deck, tensing against the cutting wind rushing across the projecting pad. Your fire team moves forward, heads lowered against the snowy wind, blasters raised and, moving from cover to cover as they approach the dark mouth of the landing bay.
You follow them into the shelter of the bay, taking a moment now that you’re out of the wind to really take a look around. The bay is a huge space carved out of the black rock of the mountain and peopled by masses of durasteel crates scattered around and atop each other. Chrono lamps along the ceiling glow with a weak yellow light, illuminating the broad space. You take it in with a glance. No scorch marks from blaster fire. No blood. No sign of combat. Only drifts of snow against the nearest crates.
So where are the people? A landing like yours should have been greeted by the facility’s security team at least.
“Nallor? Have anything?”
“Oh yes, Captain! I have many things. Might you require a manifest?”
You sigh. “Scans, Nallor.”
“Oh, yes! I see where you’re going with this. Just a moment.” The synth turns. His cyclopean eye blinks, humming. A thin blue light projects from his eye and slides over the bay, and presumably through the stones. The light clicks off. “Yes. Captain. I have detected a number of life forms throughout the colony. The largest is in the depths near the reactor.”
Where it’s hottest, you think. Disquiet itches across your body. Something is very wrong here. “Check your targets,” you say to your crew. “Two ahead. The rest cover. Nallor. You’re with me.”
“Jolly good, Captain.”
You start off, crossing the length of the loading bay and to a set of doors. The power is still on, and the activator responds to your touch, sliding the doors open with a hiss. But despite this, neglect hangs over the place like a shroud, making every sound ring through the silence like an unwanted guest. Warily your team moves deeper into the heart of the frozen mountain.
As you move you scan the local frequencies. Nothing but static reaches your ears. Thanks to the mountain’s mantle, you can’t even communicate with the Interdictor. You’re on your own. The thought sends a quick shiver down your spine. Absurd. You’re a captain of the United Navy. You don’t have time for fear. But you catch yourself gripping your ion sword’s hilt, and after a moment, you draw the weapon, thumbing the activator and making it hum with power.
You reach the residential blocks without incident. A single broad room opens before you and fans out into a number of small pods. Opposite the way you came in lies an elevator leading deeper into the facility. You move carefully into the room, eying the dark piping visible along the ceiling. “Sweep the rooms,” you order your team. You remain in the main room, watching your marines grimly go about their work. Nallor joins you, the synth beeping softly in what sounds suspiciously like a game of solitaire.
“Contact.”
You swing about, your hud informing you which marine spoke. “All units. Continue investigation,” you say, moving towards the marine. “What did you find?”
“Human. Better come see.”
You open the door and pass inside. A woman lies on the bed. A glimpse is all you need to see she’s dead. No one could live with that much head missing. She’s dressed in medical fatigues, the pale white fabric forming to her body and over her unmoving breast. The marine who found her is kneeling beside the bed, inspecting the body. He looks up as you arrive.
“What did you find, Resh?” you say.
“Just lying here, blankets down.”
“Did you touch her?”
“No, captain.”
“Contact,” another voice in your comms crackles. The voice is repeated from every team investigating the pods.
You step back. “No one touch anything,” you order your team. “Nallor? Inspect the body. What happened to her?”
“Oh very good Captain. Let me see...”
Nallor crouches beside the body with a whirr of servos. Dextrous mechandrites pull down the blankets and undo the connectors of her fatigues. The fabric opens, baring her chest. A strange, hard black thing rests between her breasts. Oval, it has a pronounced curve to it.
“What is that?” Resh says.
“Oh most curious,” Nallor says. He pokes it with a finger, which you highly doubt is proper medical technique. “It appears to be some form of inert lifeform.”
It happens faster than you can blink. The thing in the woman’s stomach suddenly lets loose an ear piercing scream and launches itself at Nallor’s face. You have a brief, vivid impression of scrambling, spindly legs and a sucking mouth, then it’s on him. The synth jerks back from the impact, the spindly limbs scrabbling at the smooth metal of his head. “Holy fuck!” Resh screams, jolting back. You do too, staring in horror at the thing crushing itself to the synth’s face.
Nallor turns towards you. “Captain,” he says. “There appears to be an obstruction to my optic.”
Screams erupt throughout your comms. Blaster fire echoes from the hall. You whirl about. “All units! Report!”
“Get it off me!”
“Fuck! It’s all over my helmet!”
“The glass! The glass!”
“They’re coming from behind us!”
You hear something shatter, then the screams grow muffled. You turn, slicing the parasitic thing off Nallor’s face with your ion sword. Green ichor sprays and the thing falls to the floor, twitching feebly. The blue optic of the synth blinks as it adjusts to the light. “Ah. Thank you, Captain. Most gracious of you.”
“Move!” you shout, bolting back down the passage. “All units! Respond! Tallor? Myria? Lock?”
You burst into the main room and skid to a halt in horror. Shambling out of the passages comes your crew. On each of their heads the black chitinous things are latched. Helmets have broken open like eggs, and their eyes stare at you unblinking, unseeing and glassy. You take a quick step back, panning your blaster over them.
“Tallor! Myria! Get a hold of yourself!” you shout.
“How fascinating,” Nallor says from behind you. “Their normal neural responses appear to have been compromised by the parasites. Oh, Captain?”
“Not now!”
“Oh. Very well.”
You take another step back, and then something hits your head. You nearly fall, staggered by the weight. You scream as you see spindly legs clawing at your visor. Your helmet creaks under the crushing power of the parasite. You grab your helmet and tear it off, flinging it away. It bounces, cracking under the pressure of the thing upon it. But when the parasite realizes there’s nothing inside, it unhooks itself from your helmet and turns towards you, scuttling across the floor.
Resh’s scream cuts off abruptly. You spin about and see the marine straighten, shards of his broken helmet raining down as he turns to you, the dark shape of the parasite clutching his skull like a smaller helmet.
“Resh,” you say, backing up a step, blaster wavering as your crew close in.
There’s a swishing sound behind you. “Ah,” Nallor says. “Captain. It seems the elevator deeper into the station is operational. What a fortuitous piece of luck.”
Like hell any of this can be called fortuitous. You can see the hall you came down and the hanger behind your shambling crew. Maybe you can break through their ranks and make it to the shuttle…
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Try and Break Through to the Shuttle

If you can only get past them you can get to the shuttle and call for help. You grit your teeth and charge. You fire forward, blasting Lock in the chest, sending him sprawling, armour smoking. You vault over him, but his hand catches your leg. You scream, falling, and instantly the rest of your former crew pile on you.
“No!” you scream, struggling. “Get off me! Resh! Lock!”
They say nothing. Their dead eyes don’t even see you. Their hands are everywhere, pulling the sword and pistol from your grasp. You scream in protest but they don’t care. The things puppeteering them don’t care.
Resh and Tallor hold down your arms while Myria and Lock do your legs. You strain against them, but their weight holds you fast.
Then, you see the chitinous black parasite near.
“No!” you scream, bucking, desperation giving you new strength. But it’s not enough. “Please! Not that! No!”
The parasite crawls over you, its spindly legs clicking over your armour, crawling up to your head like some monstrous beetle. You try to jerk away from it, whimpering. You flinch as its legs brush your face, the sucking pink mouth briefly visible before it settles it atop your head. “No!” you manage to scream once more, denying it. Denying this could happen. Then, the thing lowers itself onto your head, and everything changes.
Immediately you stop struggling. The others release you and you climb slowly to your feet. You turn your head, looking at each in turn. Your brothers and sisters meet your gaze, acknowledging you.
As you stand there, the Assimilator settling atop your scalp, securing itself, you feel the Hive. The other forms. The Breeders and Combat Forms deeper in the station. The Assimilators crawling over the station in swarms. Several already braving the cold, crawling into the shuttle to take the pilot. You can see them. See them scuttle up the ramp, creep along the walls, crawl above the pilot, and drop.
The human screams, his helmet breaks.
And he is joined.
You feel the exultation of the Hive. Success. And only a single Assimilator lost. But there is another.
Wordlessly, you turn towards the synth.
“How fascinating,” Nallor says.
The Hive plucks the information from your mind. Nallor. A synth. A thing of wires and machines. Useless to the brood. Without expression, without grief or satisfaction or the barest hint of pleasure, you pick up your blaster and shoot Nallor in the face. The synth reels, his smoking eye sparks, then he collapses in a heap of plasteel. You drop your pistol with a clatter and join the others, making your way to the elevator.
The Queen calls.
The Hive must grow.
Bad End
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Take the Elevator Down

There’s no way you can fight past your crew and get to your ship. You fire twice, sending Resh and Lock reeling into the others. “Move!” you bark, shoving Nallor into the elevator. You fire twice more, then slam the activator. The elevator closes on their lifeless faces.
And then you’re moving. Descending into the frigid depths of the facility.
You gasp, falling against the wall of the elevator. “What was that?” you demand.
“I do not know, Captain,” Nallor says blithely, his cyclopean optic whirring as it adjusts to the dim light of the elevator. “I have scanned the medical database and I have found none of these specimens in my records. How fascinating! Perhaps they were developed in these labs. Or a new lifeform discovered in space.”
You give the synth a murderous look.
“Captain. Your face appears to be suffering from some contractions. Are you perhaps experiencing bowel troubles?”
You slap a hand to your face. “Just… shut up for a second Nallor.”
“At once, Captain.”
You turn from the synth and try to think. Something Nallor said before occurs to you. You glance back at the synth. “What was it you said? Something about them being bred in a lab?”
“Ah, you refer to this facility? Well, Captain, as you are no doubt aware, this facility is owned by the Desma Biological Company, a very well placed biological development firm in the outer sectors. And certain reports indicate they dabble in illegal sciences.”
Well! This just keeps getting better and better. “Then they might have some way of stopping these things.”
“Perhaps, captain. If they did, it would be in the labs on level four of the complex.”
You sigh. But really, you think. What choice do you have? Your team’s been infected. The facilities comms are down and odds are your shuttle’s been compromised. It’s just you and Nallor down here. So for all intent and purposes, you’re on your own.
But, you think, straightening in the tight confines of the elevator, so what? You’re Savara Laitha. Captain of the in the United Navy. Things like this are why you joined in the first place. And you’ll be damned if you just give up!
“Right,” you say, punching in the code for level four. “We’ll go to the labs, see if they have something to help figure out how to stop these things.”
“An excellent decision, Captain,” Nallor says happily. “Ah, we have arrived.”
You tense to the elevator’s ding. As the doors slide open you aim your blaster ahead. The glow lamps illuminate a cold, sterile corridor of steel. Strange stains paint the passage, along with deep gouges in the metal as if from some massive talons. You suppress a shudder, but whatever made the marks doesn’t appear to be present. The corridor is as barren and empty as the void of space, and after a moment you warily step beyond and into the passage proper. Once a second scan produces nothing, you look back at Nallor and wave him after you.
“This way,” you say.
“Yes, Captain,” Nallor says, his feet clanking off the floor. You wince with his every step but nothing comes to investigate. But if anything that alarms you even more.
Every room you pass you scan, but nothing reveals itself. Emergency lamps wash the passage in a pale red glow, like the whole place is washed in blood. At the end of the corridor you reach the labs. The sign above it is dark. It’s cold so deep in the mountain. Not the freezing of the ice world outside, but there is a definite chill that makes you shiver. The lab’s door slide open as you near and you cautiously enter.
You pan your blaster across the space, training it on massive columns of data banks and cold surgical slabs. A white disinfectant light glows from projectors in the ceiling, and dark screens stare blindly out of the walls. The same eerie silence which fills every part of the facility is thick here, but you won’t be fooled again. Such a stillness means nothing but that you haven’t seen the threat yet.
A main console is near the far wall and up some steps. You pause beside the darkened keypads and nod Nallor up. “Check the banks. Find out what there is on these… things.”
“Yes, Captain,” Nallor says. His back splits open as tentacle mechandrites sprout. They click eerily in the silence, latching on to data ports. The screen blinks to life, the orange glow washing the durasteel room in sharp relief. Static hisses at first, but as Nallor’s mechandrites whirr and adjust the feed, images resolve. Data streams in columns down the screen.
“Oh my, how fascinating,” Nallor says.
“What?” you say, glancing back.
“They were making great strides in bio engineering a kind of potato that could survive in the vacuum of space! Goodness! What marvels science can provide.”
“I don’t care about the potato! What about the things trying to kill us?”
“Actually captain, they appear to have a biological imperative towards infecting their host. Indeed, killing us would be counter to their-“
“Files. Now, Nallor!”
“Oh. Yes. A moment.” He hums as he scans the files. “Ah! Yes. Here. There are some vids about that.”
“Play them.”
His mechandrites shift against the data ports and a holo projector on the console crackles to life. A woman takes shape, her skin-tight lab coat forming to her wide hips and notable bust. A pair of screened glasses lie before her eyes in blue rectangles and her hair hangs down to her lower back. Her voice crackles through the speakers and the past with a hiss.
“Milia Aniva, date 11.16.978. The Starskip returned today with a series of samples taken from a hulk. A notable specimen was found in the hold. Lugren suspects it came from Lanaar, but I believe it was from a yet unknown world. We’ll begin examining it at once.”
Her image flickers. When she reforms she looks annoyed, adjusting her spectacles with an almost childish movement of temper.
“Milia Aniva. Date, 11. 18. 109. Lugren has informed Lady Desma of our efforts. Though she has given us the go ahead to resume research, Lugren’s blabber mouthing has put the new project in jeopardy.” She sighs, combing back some askew locks of hair with a finger. “But it’s fine. We’ve made some excellent progress. We have discovered that the specimen is some kind of queen, reproducing asexually. A number of eggs have hatched and are being examined by our team. The specimens have proven most remarkable. Able to seemingly communicate despite vast distances and barriers in place.”
She fades. Resolves again, looking increasingly haggard. “Milia Aniva. Date, 11. 18. 130. New reports. Director Kevlin has informed me I’m spending too much time with the queen. He’s worried about my health. But I’m fine. I’m close to a breakthrough. I know it. I have to stay near the queen. I have to continue research. I have to…”
She fades. Flickers and resolves. She looks grim now. Her spectacles are askew and her hair a mess. “Milia Aniva. Date, 11. 19. 218. I’ve discovered something alarming about the queen. She’s extremely sensitive to Deoxyrincolas. As are her brood. I’ve deactivated the automatic controls for the fire suppression system lest she come to harm.
“But that’s not important,” she adds with a sharp dismissive motion, her hand humming with the holo grid. She looks excited. Almost feverish. “The queen connects to her spawn through some form of psionic connection. Its brood has grown significantly and are being stored in the freezing levels. But she continues to produce eggs, and curiously, the brood appear to respond to any stimuli inflicted on the queen.”
She fades. And when she reforms a final time, all look of doubt is gone. She stands, rigid, her uniform fresh pressed. But her eyes. Even through the crackling projection of the holo you can see the emptiness in them.
“Director Kevlin has ordered the Queen destroyed. He says the recent contamination has proven it is too intelligent. This cannot happen. The Queen cannot die. I will do what must be done. My Queen must live.”
The feed dies, her foreboding words hanging in the silence she’s left.
“That was the last recording, Captain,” Nallor says cheerily, his voice jarring through the stillness like a sousaphone in a morgue. “Would you like a recording?”
“No. Wait, yes,” you say, thinking. Well, that’s answered a good number of questions about what happened here. A shiver runs down your spine at the memory of the monstrous things clinging to the heads of your crew.
But, maybe there’s some hope yet? You look back to Nallor. “What was that she said about a chemical?”
“Deoxyrincolas,” Nallor says. “Oh yes. A very useful chemical. It’s used in a number of fire suppressing systems across the galaxy. Being chemically-“
“Could we activate it?” you say.
“Yes,” Nallor chimes. “According to security protocols in the system, the controls are in the power core!”
“Where the largest lifeforms were detected,” you say, heart sinking.
“Oh yes. Doubtless the Queen is there, captain.”
Of course it is. You sigh, massaging your brow. Fuck. Is nothing ever easy? “Right,” you say. “Then that’s where we’re going.”
“Oh very good, Captain,” Nallor says. “The elevator should bring us down to that level promptly. Shall we be off?”
“Yes,” you say.
“And these files on the potato-“
“Are staying put.”
“Yes, Captain.” Nallor sounds disappointed, but fuck it. There’s worse things to worry about than the synth’s mood. There’s a series of clicks as Nallor disconnects his mechandrite, the mechanical limbs retreating inside of his frame. “Jolly good!” He leads the way down to the lab floor, you following more slowly. “This is truly a most remarkable thing captain! Why, if this Queen is indeed sentient, it may be the discovery of the age!” Nallor says, the lab doors sliding open. “We’re truly on the cusp of a great oh! Hello there!”
A scything claw shears through Nallor’s neck. The synth’s head bounces on the floor, eye blinking rapidly. “Oh I say! How rude!”
You barely notice the synth’s indignant cry. You retreat a quick step as Nallor’s body is slapped aside, and a mass of black chitin prowls through the doors. It might have been human, at least judging by the ragged remains of what was once a lab coat over its shoulders and back like a tiny cape, but how long ago that was you can’t say. Its frame is hunchbacked, its two arms ending in scything talons. Black chitin covers it like an armour, with pale flesh flexing in the joints. Spiny spikes rise across its back and forearms as it stalks inside. A tail like a scorpion’s swishes behind it and a dome of black chitin encases its head where eyes would be, its mouth parting to reveal a row of sharp teeth.
But it’s neither teeth nor claws which turns your blood to water and makes you suck in a quick breath, but rather the ovipositor which swells from the tip of its tail. As it catches your scent the alien exhales raggedly, the fleshy portions of its tail swelling with the pale shape of eggs.
“Oh my,” Nallor says from the floor. “It appears to wish to breed with you, Captain. How exciting!”
Of course it does. “Fuck,” you mutter, bringing up your ion sword as the alien lets loose an ear splitting scream.
[[Wait]]
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[[Attack]]
[[Shoot]]
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Wait
The lack of eyes give you an idea. Maybe the alien can’t see you. You tense, waiting, weapons at the ready for the monstrous creature to ignore you.
You’ve miscalculated.
The alien screeches and launches itself at you. You don’t even manage a shot before scything talons have knocked your blaster from your hand. You try and raise your ion sword, managing a desperate parry to the thing’s assault, but the sheer force of its blow smacks your sword out of suddenly numbed fingers.
You scream as the alien’s weight bears you down. You land on your stomach, breath driven out of you as the alien lands atop you. You freeze, feeling its breath stir the hairs on the back of your head. It crouches over you, tail with its bulbous ovipositor swishing behind you.
You grit your teeth, looking forward to where your blaster was flung from your grasp. Before you can reach for it you feel the alien’s claws hook in your armor and pull. You shudder at the ease with which the alien cuts through the durasteel. You whimper as the cool air of the lab washes over your suddenly bared bum.
The alien hisses, and you feel its breath recede as it pulls its head back. You start to reach for your blaster when its tongue runs down the crack of your ass.
“Ah!” you gasp, tensing. Wherever its saliva touches starts to burn. You tremble as heat races through your veins, spreading across your lower body in a wave. You give a shuddering moan as your cunt clenches, juices soaking what’s left of your panties.
“Oh how interesting,” Nallor says from where his head lies nearby. “Captain? It would appear that the alien’s saliva is some kind of aphrodisiac. You appear to be ovulating.”
“Sh-shut up, Nalloooooooor!” You squeal as the alien’s tongue plunges into your backdoor. Your ass clenches around the writhing appendage, your whole body tensing in a sudden stab of desire. Your breath steams from your lips. You moan whorishly as the alien lavishes your ass with its tongue, your firm ass cheeks trembling with helpless desire.
You moan with despair as its tongue recedes, then gasp as you feel the tip of its ovipositor.
“Oooooh f-fuck!” you scream as its breeding tool slides into your aching bum. You moan, clawing at the floor, desperate for some means of relieving the torturous pleasure pulsing through you as inch after inch of alien pseudo-cock stuffs you.
“Ooooh s-stars,” you pant.
Pressure at your asshole brings you to sudden awareness. An egg. It’s pushing an egg inside of you. “N-no!” you gasp. “Wait! I-aghhhhh!
You scream as the first egg pushes inside of you. Your eyes roll back, mouth falling open, gaping with the sensation of fullness suddenly pulsing through you. Your hips buck as you cum, juices soaking what remains of your panties. “Nnnnn!” you moan as the next egg pushes in. And the next. And the next, each filling you. Stuffing your ass and body.
You cum. Again and again, helpless against the pleasure wracking your twitching body. You’re screaming. Moaning. Begging for more. “Breed me! F-fuck me! Please!”
The alien is accommodating. When your bowels are filled, your lower body trembling with the sensation, the alien rolls you over. Your weight on your overstuffed rear makes you cry out and cum again, but when you see its ovipositor rise, the fleshy tube still thick with eggs, you wantonly spread your legs, baring your steamy cunny with trembling anticipation.
Its ovipositor plunging into your desperate cunt is the last straw. Your mind breaks under the explosion of pleasure. You cry out, throwing your arms around your monstrous lover, fingers clawing at its chitinous hide and the shredded remnants of its lab coat.
“Yes!” you scream. “Yes! Breed me!”
“I believe it has accomplished that most ably,” Nallor observes brightly.
You moan as the alien’s eggs pulse down its ovipositor and into your eager cunt. You roll your hips against every pearl of alien spawn pushed into your womb. You kiss what passes for its face, sighing as its prehensile tongue slides over your cheek, flush the heat of your breeding rut.
You spend hours on the floor beneath your lover. Hours of being filled with its eggs. When it’s done, you follow it, waddling a little, cradling your overstuffed stomach and feeling the eggs shift within you. You giggle drunkenly, wondering what will come next. But happy, oh so happy to have finally found your one true purpose.
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Parlay

Your eyes go back to the ragged lab coat the thing wears. Maybe there’s still something human in it. Maybe you can reason with it.
Very carefully you hold aside your weapons. “I don’t want to fight you,” you say carefully. “We don’t have to fight.”
The alien pauses, cocking its head. Its black chitin shines in the weak lights glowing along the ceiling. Its ovipositor tail sways behind it and its talons click with uncertainty.
You take a deep breath. “You’re infected,” you say carefully. “But we can help you. There are doctors in the Navy. They can help you.”
“We are rather good,” Nallor says from the floor.
The alien cocks its head the other side. For a brief instant you relax a little.
That was your mistake.
It rushes on you, almost impossibly fast. You don’t even have time to throw up your arms before it bowls into you. Your blaster and sword go flying. You hit the ground with a bang, sliding a few inches through sheer momentum. Then the alien is on you. You scream, trying to beat it off, but you may as well be punching metal for all the good it does against your enemy’s chitinous hide. Scything claws slice through your armour with ease, baring your firm breasts and velvety cunt. You try and pull away but the alien easily overpowers you, holding down your arms as it looms over you, saliva dripping from its fangs.
You gasp as its drool drips onto your bare skin, then moan as it begins to burn.
“Fascinating!” Nallor chimes, cyclopean eye flickering blue as he scans you. “Captain, your body appears to be ovulating. How curious! Its saliva must be a form of aphrodisiac, no doubt to better ease its target into being impregnated.”
Nallor’s words makes your blood run cold, a moment before heat suffuses you, your cunt dampening and nipples hardening with arousal. You try and pull away but the alien merely pushed you down more thoroughly.
“G-get off me!” you shout.
The parasite hisses, tail swaying behind it. You stop struggling, for a moment struck by the sight of it. How thick it is. How powerful. How full of eggs merely looking for some place to put them. How it would feel…
Desperately you try to shake the thought away. “N-no! I-“
You next words are cut off as the parasite plunges his tongue into your mouth. You arch, groaning, eyes rolling as the full force of the saliva fills your thoughts. Every inch of your body is aflame with desire. You arch a little, moaning as your hardened nipples scrape along its dark hide. “Mmm,” you moan.
You don’t know when you gave in. Only that when the parasite pulls its tongue from your mouth, you’re panting, crooning as you willingly part your thighs.
“Fuck me,” you murmur. “Please. N-need.” You wiggle a little on the floor, drunk with lust. You twitch, gasping as the tip of the ovipositor prods your parted folds. “Oooo,” you moan, lashes fluttering. The tip pokes against you, slowly sliding in. “Ooooooh yessssss!”
You bend you back off the floor at the toe curling pleasure as inch after inch of alien breeding stick slides into your hungry depths. But that sensation is nothing compared to when the first egg pushes against your cunt lips. “Oh fuck!” you gasp. It slides in, popping past your momentarily resisting folds. “Fuck!” you scream, trembling as the pressure of the egg strokes your inner walls, pushing against them as it slides deeper than any cock has. “Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”
Your eyes shoot open as wide as they can as it hits your womb, sliding inside. “Fuuuuuuuuuck!”
Spasming with the feeling of it, your whole body throbbing with a breeding heat, you scream yourself hoarse as egg after egg is shoved inside you. You convulse desperately around its throbbing length. Your mind is long gone. How could you think past such pleasure? How could you resist it?
It takes time. Hours of blissful time. By the end, you’re so worn out you can do little more than twitch with orgasm as the last few eggs are pushed into you. You manage a meager, choking moan of protest as the parasite pulls its ovipositor from your welcoming insides.
The alien crouches over you. It sniffs you, and finding you far too gone to walk, hisses. Picking you up, it tosses you over its shoulder, making you gasp as your overstuffed womb bounces off its hide. Giggling, carried like some savage’s conquest, you’re borne from the room, and to a fate you’re long past even being able to imagine.
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Attack

You swing up your ion sword and rush in. The monstrous alien wasn’t expecting that. It screams, trying to curve after you. You parry its claws with your ion sword, raising sparks and making your monstrous foe jerk back with a scream. So near it can’t use its tail or claws, it tries to back up, but you’re already under its guard.
You don’t think on what it was before. On who it was. You slash at the joint of its arm, your ion sword biting deep between its chitinous plates. The alien screams, rearing, foul green ichor spraying from the wound.
“Behind you Captain!” Nallor chimes.
You duck, feeling the air whistle above your head as the alien’s tail swings where your head was a second ago. Rolling forward, you spring to your feet, slashing at the monster. The faceless thing screams again, your ion sword scraping the plates of its forearm.
Its other arm hits you, sending you flying back. Your armour takes much of the blow but the wind is driven from you. You scramble back to your feet, wincing as your ribs throb with pain, and face off with the parasite.
It hunches before you, one arm hanging uselessly at its side. It hisses, baring its rows of sharp teeth. The foul smell of its ichor fills the room. You ready your blade, stalking forward.
You can feel its caution. Its fear. You grin a little, forgetting your own terror. The alien lunges desperately for you, but it’s an animal tactic. Wild. Desperate.
The alien crashes into you, driving its chest with all its weight onto your humming blade. The creature wails, thrashing in its death throes. Tensing beneath it, you force your blade deeper. The alien shudders, and stills.
With a heave you push the monster aside. Your blade slides free of the corpse as it flops to the ground. Panting, you look down at the dead thing with something almost like regret.
It had been human, once. But you harden your soul when you spot its long ovipositor, heavy with eggs. Yes. It had been human. But it was a mercy to end what it had become.
“Well done Captain,” Nallor says from the floor. “A most excellent battle. Ah! And I see you are without injury. Most fortunate, as I seem to be lacking the equipment to treat you.”
You roll your eyes, picking up the head. “Yes, very unfortunate they didn’t take your voice box instead.”
“Do you think so?”
“Oh yes,” you say drily. “Thanks again for the warning.”
“Oh, no troubles Captain. As a designated Synth of the United Navy, it is my duty to serve-“
You tune out Nallor’s jabbering as you make your way towards the hall. You move more confidently, but still wary. That thing could very easily had been your end. Or… a beginning. Recalling its engorged ovipositor, you shudder, entering the thin tube of the elevator and punching in the reactor level.
“What am I going to meet down there?” you say, cutting off Nallor’s chatter as the elevator hums into motion.
“I cannot say, Captain. Some lifeforms detected were human, but the heat signature masked much of what else may be down there. Why, there could be an entire colony of the parasites on that level!”
“With my luck there will be,” you mutter.
“Do you really think so? My! How marvelous!” Nallor chimes.
You resist the urge to impale the synth through its blinking eye as the elevator slows. It grows warmer as you descended, which is alarming. The regulators should have kept the colony at an even temperature. That it hasn’t is but another nail in the coffin of any normality in this place. And the purpose of such a heat concerning to boot. You sincerely doubt it doesn’t have to do with this ‘queen’ the recording spoke of. Soon you’re sweating in your armor, but nonetheless grip your blaster in your free hand, ion sword in the one with Nallor’s head tucked in your armpit.
The elevator bobs to a stop. The door dings and slides open.
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Shoot

You whip up your blaster and fire. The monster reels under the blaster shots, but the rounds merely score its thick carapace. With a scream that set your teeth on edge the thing bounds forward. You try to retreat but the alien slashes, slicing your blaster in two. You try and bring your ion sword up but the alien slaps your hand aside, the impact jarring your blade free, sending it clattering across the floor.
Unarmed, you back away until you bang against the wall of the lab. In an instant the monster is on you. It slams your arms back against the wall, claws digging into the durasteel, trapping you. It leans forward, mouth parting, its drool bubbling from between its teeth.
You turn your face away with a wince as its long tongue runs along your cheek.
“O-oh,” you gasp, shuddering. Its saliva burns where it touches, making your body throb with heat.
“Captain, it seems your body is becoming aroused. How fascinating! Its saliva must be an aphrodisiac,” Nallor says from the floor.
“Sh-shut up!” you gasp. But it’s true. Heat blossoms through you in a sudden inferno. Your breasts ache and nipples stiffen against your armour. Your legs tremble as your cunt moistens with sudden desire.
“Ah!” Nallor says, cyclopean eye flickering as it reads your armour’s life support. “Captain, you appear to have begun ovulating. No doubt to better facilitate the alien’s breeding.”
You moan helplessly at that, the only response you can manage. As the alien pulls back its arms you slump to floor, panting wantonly, your breath steaming in the air. The monster looms over you. You gasp as its claws shred your armour, baring your lust blushed flesh. You whimper as it crouches over you, snuffling at your cunt.
“N-no,” you moan, trying to push away its head, but you lack the strength. Without seeming to pay you the least attention it pushes its head against your cunt and licks you.
“Ah!” You buck, gasping, clinging to the black chitin of its head as burning desire blossoms across your cunt. “O-ooooh staars!” you cry, quivering as it laps at your dewy folds, tasting your juices.
The alien seems satisfied. You see its ovipositor rise and tense. It plunges, and you scream as the tip fills your cunt.
Your sudden clenching folds do little to deter it. This is a beast made to breed, no matter the partner. Its slimy ovipositor pushes deeper, parting your cunt. Your whole body seethes with heat. You’re like an animal in rut. You moan, pawing at its head. “Please,” you whimper. “Please. F-fuck me. B-breed me.”
The alien pays you little mind and soon enough you feel the pressure of its first egg. You cry out at the throbbing pressure on your cunt. Then, the egg pops inside of your sucking cunny and slides inside of you.
The sensation is too much. With a broken scream you cum, twisting beneath the monstrous alien. It merely hisses, pushing another milky bead of an egg inside of you. You writhe, each egg sending you screaming with ecstasy.
It breeds you for what seems like hours. Egg after egg pushed into your womb until your stomach swells with the alien’s brood. Soon enough you’re clawing at its back, gasping, kissing the monstrous face of your mate, uncaring of its horrific visage.
But all good things must end. The alien hisses, withdrawing his monstrous fuckstick from your cunt. You coo, stroking your swollen stomach, feeling the beads of eggs within your fertile form.
The alien hisses, loping back down towards the doors. You pull yourself to your feet, cradling your swollen stomach as you follow, mind blanked with pleasure. A voice seems to radiate from your womb, calling you after your alien lover. Somehow, you know where you’re going. You’re going to the Queen. Going to be transformed to take more eggs. Made to be a true breeder.
“I say! Captain! A hand please?” Nallor says. You ignore the synth. He’s a part of a life you’re freed from now. You smile as you enter the elevator along with your alien lover. You punch in the code for the reactor level, and shiver with expectation as you descend into the depths of the station.
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Surrender

You take a frightened step back from the monstrous alien. Its chitinous hide an oily black. Its rending claws clicking. How can you fight something like that?
You realize with a sudden rush that you can’t. How could you? You have no crew. No back up. No help coming. A sudden despair overwhelms you. You hold out your weapons, and drop them.
The monstrous alien pauses at the sound of your blaster and sword ringing on the floor. It cocks its head, hissing softly.
“Wait,” you say, grasping the connectors of your armour. “Please.”
The alien sways where it stands, ready to pounce. But it holds back as you unclip your armour and let it fall aside, baring your toned flesh. You shiver a little in the warm air, dropping gauntlets, breastplate and pants to the ground. Your fingers tremble as you unhook your bra, freeing your firm breasts. The alien leans towards you as you edge down your panties.
“Ah, captain, I see you are wishing to breed with the alien. Most fascinating. Would you mind if I recorded it for archival purposes?”
“Do what you like,” you say indifferently as the alien stalks towards you on all fours, its ovipositor swaying behind it hypnotically. You shudder as its shining black head is pushed against your mons, sniffing your bare cunny. You inhale, gasp as its tongue flicks against your fluttering folds.
“Ah!” Your breath hitches as it licks along your sensitive quim. Then you moan as a dull heat spreads across your mons, pooling in your core and racing like fire through your veins.
The alien raises its head, tongue running along your tone stomach, leaving a trail of burning desire that spreads across you in a fever of lust. It reaches your proud, dark nipples, hardened in the warm air of the lab. “Oh!” you gasp as its tongue flicks against your teat, sending a sudden crippling stab of pleasure through you. Your legs fail. You fall to your knees before the chitinous alien.
Your head spins as you look up at it. The warped, twisted thing of human and alien. Its ovipositor sways towards you and you take it in your hands. The parasite hisses.
“No,” you say, running your hands down the transparent flesh, feeling the thick eggs which stuff its base. “Please.”
The alien calms. A lower hiss reverberates from it as you stroke its pseudo-cock. The puckered tip oozes mucus, and without a thought you lick it. The taste is slimy and starkly repulsive, yet your tongue buzzes with it, your head spinning and body aching. You lick it again, soon taking the hard tip between your lips and sucking.
The parasite gives a chittering hiss you take to be pleasure. You hope it will be gentle, but the thought of it violently mating with you sends an added thrill through you. That you will get out of this not stuffed with this alien’s eggs is no longer on the table. You know your fate is to be fucked by this monstrous parasite. Turned into whatever passes for their broodmares. Yet, in your pleasure hazed mind, such a vision is far from repulsive. In fact, the idea of your stomach swollen with eggs, taut with the brood of some monstrous alien, sends your breast heaving and breath steaming with sudden lust. You suck more wantonly on its tail, tongue lapping against the flared mouth. One of your hands wanders to your cunt, inserting a finger, then two, fingering yourself in sudden submissive delight.
The alien gives a sudden warbling scream. Breeding juices flood your mouth. You moan, eyes rolling back as the taste washes through your mouth, subduing reason. Your whole body burns. Your womb aches.
“Ah,” Nallor says. “Captain, your vitals have gone through the roof!”
You don’t need him to tell you that. The need to breed overpowers your self-control. You lie back, spreading your legs, baring the pink gash of your cunt. “Go on,” you murmur. “Fill me.”
The parasite hisses, crouching over you. His heavy frame surrounds you. His black chitin shines in the low lamps of the lab. You reach up, stroking his face. “Please,” you murmur. “I need it.”
The alien gives a low chittering sound. Then you feel his ovipositor prod your welcoming folds. You moan, the alien’s fluids lubing your already sopping cunt. “Ah!” you gasp, tensing as it pushes into you. You shudder, arching your back as inch after inch of its sleek breeding tool slides into your depths. “Mmmmn,” you moan, grasping its head. “Yes. Yes. Put it deep. D-deep as you can. I want your eggs. As many as you can fit. Swell me with your young. Make me fat with your brood. Ohhh…”
The alien shows no inclination of listening. He doesn’t slow or speed up. Your cries of desire could be screams of protest and it wouldn’t care. You exist for one purpose for this creature. This monstrous parody of a man. You’re a warm womb for its eggs, and that’s all.
The realization sends a twisted thrill through you. You squirm on the end of its fuckstick. Gasp as it hits your womb, stopping.
And then the first egg pushes through.
“Oooooh!” you moan as the bulbous egg presses against your quim. “Mmm! Y-yes! Push it in there. Push it in. B-breed me!”
The transparent membrane of the alien’s ovipositor pulses, and with a pop that makes your eyes roll back with pleasure the egg enters you. You shudder, feeling it slide inch by inch into your belly. You moan, tender from the creature’s saliva. You cum, screaming with pleasure, as the egg pops into your womb, forming a firm weight deep within you.
It’s only the beginning. With a hiss the alien tenses atop you. Another egg pushes into your eager depths. Then another. Another. They come faster. Each one feeling like your first. Each one a hard bead of weight rolling through your clutching folds, weighing your bloating stomach with more.
“M-more!” you scream, rocked by another orgasm. “More!”
The alien licks you as it breeds you. You quiver, gasping, trembling as egg after egg fills you. You scream. You cum. Your breasts and body ache with the luxurious feeling of being well and truly bred.
At last, the last egg is squeezed into your well stuffed body. With a hiss the alien pulls out its ovipositor and climbs to its feet.
You look down at your swollen stomach, lumpy with the monstrous eggs which fill you. Your croon, stroking your taut flesh, murmuring happily as you feel the eggs shift within you.
The alien hisses at you. Some need compels you. A sensation. You shakily stand, stumbling as you adjust to the new weight of your body. Hand resting on your swollen stomach, you waddle after the parasite, smiling blissfully.
“Ah, captain? Little help?” Nallor says from the floor. You ignore him. “Oh. I suppose I’ll just wait here then. I would appreciate a report once you have brought your eggs to term, Captain.”
His words are mere noises. Unimportant. You register them, but not their meaning. You smile, happy, as you follow the parasite to the elevator. It will take you to the reactor level. Take you to the queen, where you will be transformed into a true breeder.
All this you know. All this you desire. All this is your true destiny.
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Alien Breeder

The walls pulse and breathe. Flesh of flesh. Sensation of warmth.
You feel it all. The will of the Hive buzzes in your mind. Savara Laitha is no more. Has been for a long time. Ever since your Queen embedded her will within you. Ever since you joined the other breeders, the Queen’s flesh absorbing you into her form, turning you into a living incubator.
The pink flesh of the wall has devoured your legs, your arms, anchoring you to the wall, only your fat tits and egg stuffed, lumpy belly jutting from it. A parasite encases your head, masking your eyes, connecting you physically to the hive’s will. You feel the fleshy prison pulsate, filling your vision with sights beyond the walls. Seeing through the eyes of combat forms and the Prophet.
“Ah,” you pant, jaw slack. Your breasts gush into the fleshy feeding tubes rising from the walls, pulsating as they milk your fat teats. Sustenance for the hive.
“Oooooh!” you moan, hips twitching as you feel the first contraction. Your pussy dilates, the transparent flesh of the first egg breaching your gaping cunt. The Queen’s attention briefly switches to you. You gape as pleasure fills your mind, drowning out the pain with an intensity like a white light bursting through your every cell.
“Ahhhhhh!” you scream in ecstasy, hips bucking with orgasmic bliss as the first egg spills from your cunt. Another. Another. Each is heralded by another hopeless orgasm, your mind drowned in the bliss of your breeding.
At last you sag, spent. You pant, fat tits heaving. The Queen’s approval stuffs you, for the moment drowning away the pain of the emptiness of your womb.
You are assured. You will not be empty long. Your vision switches to the awareness of a combat form as it crawls down the wall. You see yourself through its eyes, gravid, waiting. Your heart soars as you lift your head, trembling in expectation as his ovipositor pulses with eggs.
Even as your eggs hatch beneath you, the combat form has stuffed your fat cunny with his ovipositor. You wail in ecstasy as he begins to pump more eggs into you. Filling your woefully empty womb.
This is your purpose. This is your task within the hive.
There is nothing else.
Bad End
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Queen’s Hive

You resist the urge to impale the synth through its blinking eye as the elevator slows. It’s grown warmer as you descended, which is alarming. The regulators should have kept the colony at an even temperature. That it hasn’t suggests little good. Soon you’re sweating in your armor, but nonetheless grip your blaster in your free hand, ion sword in the one with Nallor’s head tucked in your armpit.
The elevator bobs to a stop. The door dings and slides open.
You reel at the sight of the deck beyond. Fleshy growths sprawl over the walls in a parasitic carpet. Here and there the durasteel plating is still visible, but the fleshy, cancerous growths crawl over most of it, pulsating in a sickly heartbeat. Red emergency lights wash the scene in a terrible hue, as if the very walls were warning you away. Your very soul shudders at the sight, and you train your blaster across the entrance, but nothing presents itself as an immediate menace.
“My! How incredible. It appears to be a mmmph…”
You muffle Nallor with your arm and pass into the warm corridor. The walls of flesh seem to move slightly. Undulating dully like you’re walking down some monster’s throat. But then, in many ways, you are delving into the very belly of the beast. You try and quell the feeling as you continue on. You pay particular attention to the doors on either side of you as you move, but the red lights within them show nothing moving. And you certainly don’t neglect the ceiling in your glances, recalling how you lost your helmet in the living quarters.
You pause before one of the doors and train your blaster within and flicking on the luminator, sucking in a breath at what you see. The wall in the small storage room swells, bulging with a transparent shell which holds a pale orange fluid. Curled within is a man, but in the midst of becoming something else. The black chitin shell over his head has overgrown his arms and half his back, limbs bulging into talons like those of the monster you faced in the lab.
You glance deeper inside, and see more of the eggs swell from the walls. You shudder and carefully retreat into the main corridor.
“Come.”
You freeze as the voice echoes in your head. You drop into a crouch, aiming down the corridor. “Did you hear that?” you hiss.
“Hear what?” Nallor says as you shift your arm.
“He cannot hear us,” the sibilant voice says. “He is a mind of plastic and sparks. Not flesh. Not of us. Come deeper, Captain Savara Laitha. We wait for you.”
“Fuck,” you mutter. So much for the element of surprise. You briefly consider turning back, but to what? They know you’re here, and the whole place is utterly infested with the parasitic monsters. Grimly, setting your jaw, you make your way down the passage.
A door reveals itself to you shortly. A couple of broken coolant pipes leak a filmy white mist into the hot air of the passage. You step over them and stop again.
The reactor is buried deep under a maze of catwalks. The room is domed like some industrial cathedral, worked out of the very rock of the mountain. Computer terminals sprawl from a central hub reached by a number of the sprawling mesh walkways. A secure blast wall envelops it like a jutting observation deck.
And on that mass of durasteel, sits the queen.
You don’t need anyone to tell you it is. It sprawls from atop the mass of metal and steel. Its wrinkled pink flesh resembles some massive brain coated with ichor. Tentacles sprawl from it in many limbs, some indolently dipping into the reactor’s pool below. Nearly a dozen dark eyes stare from it. Its face, if such a thing can have one, grows above the entrance into the main controls of the reactor, veiling it in a mass of swaying tentacles.
But that’s nothing compared to the sight of the women. They’ve grown, huge and bloated. Sitting about, their lower bodies locked to the walls, arms absorbed in the walls of flesh, their distended stomachs swell from them with alien spawn. Their breasts are massive, discoloured a strange semi-transparent green, drooping from their chests while fleshy suckers growing from the Queen clutch them, milking them with pulsing, undulating motions. Even as you watch a tentacle strokes the head of one of the women, who croons with senseless desire, sucking at the pink limb of the queen.
“Are they not beautiful?”
You whip about, raising your pistol as a woman steps into the light. Her head is masked by the black chitin of a parasite, but she’s different from the others you’ve seen. She still looks mostly human, though she only wears a white lab coat. Her breasts swell from her chest, nipples black as pitch. Her flesh is pale, with blue veins standing out prominently. Her dark hair is rangy where it peeks from under the hard shell on her head, and her quim is covered by another piece of black chitin, like some demented attempt at modesty.
But you recognize her, despite her monstrous alterations. You tighten your grip on your blaster. “Milia Aniva,” you say.
She smiles. “I am.”
“You have a lot to answer for.”
“I do,” she says, her voice reverberating in your head like an echo. “I have to answer for blessing my fellows with the glory of the Queen. I have to confess my sin of being so slow in seeing her glory, and what she could mean. And I must confess to sharing her blessing with them.”
You glance back to the women writhing against the walls. “You call that a blessing?”
“You only see what you have been trained to,” she says, stepping nearer. “But you do not see them as I do. They are happy, you see? They glory in breeding the lesser spawn of our Queen. They provide her sustenance and she provides them purpose.”
“And what about you?”
She smiles again. Smiles that beatific little smile, like all the galaxy makes sense if you could only see. “I am Her prophet. I am Her voice, to speak Her words to the galaxy.”
“Seems you got the better deal there,” you say.
“It is a glorious mission,” she says, drawing another step nearer. “And I have come to share one with you.”
You take a quick step back, sweat beading your brow. “Keep back. Keep back or I’ll blow your head off.”
“Savara,” she croons. “You do not wish to.”
Your hand shakes, feeling her voice resound in your head. “Wh-why not?”
“Because you can be freed too,” she says, her voice whispering sensuously in your thoughts. “You want to become one with the brood.”
“Y-you’re insane,” you gasp, but the heat of the place seems to have crawled under your armour. You’re warm and sweaty and slick. Your heart thumps quickly in your chest as you take in the prophet of the Queen. See her pert, wondrous breasts and her sensuous hips.
“I merely speak with the voice of All,” she says. She opens her arms in invitation. “Savara. Be freed of the pains of thought. Of being alone in this uncaring galaxy. Know that relief has come to you. You shall become one with the Hive. We will give you purpose.”
As you watch she steps nearer again. “Drop your weapon, Savara. Never again will you need it…”
Your finger trembles on the trigger. You can’t… You need it. But why? Why would you need it? To fight. Why fight such a masterful creature as the Queen? Why fight the Hive?
The Prophet’s smile is soothing, and happiness blooms in you. But why? Oh. Because the Queen is happy. And the Queen must be obeyed…
“Ah! I see. That resonance being emitted in the air is in fact the telepathic communication of the Queen. How marvellous!”
Your train of thought is jarred off the rails by Nallor’s chirping. You blink rapidly, irritation flaring through you at the synth’s voice. The Prophet pauses, her lips twitching into a grimace.
“And naturally,” Nallor continues blithely, “the overwriting of the mental facilities can be accomplished by the lesser parasites acting as receivers for the Queen’s mental communications.”
“Shut up,” the Prophet says.
“Oh, I am most terribly sorry,” Nallor continues. “But I am afraid I can only be given orders by designated United Navy Personnel. You are a most fascinating product of the parasite by the way. Would you be terribly inconvenienced if I request a vivisection?”
“Silence!” the Prophet snaps. The word rebounds in your skull. You stagger, your head throbbing, feeling full to popping. You blink rapidly, refocusing on the prophet. Something’s wrong here.
“Marvelous!” Nallor chatters on in that horrible, piping voice of his. How you HATE IT! IT MUST DIE! Well, that might be an overreaction. NO IT’S NOT! KILL IT! KILL THE THING NOT OF FLESH! What the fuck does it mean not of flesh?
“Kill it!” the prophet commands, her voice overlaid with the one in your head. “Kill it right now!”
You stare at her, feeling the power of her command. But Nallor’s voice again cuts through your thoughts.
“Oh you must not do that. It would void my warranty and is against United Navy Regulations,” Nallor says.
You look at the blaster in your hand. Then Nallor, then the prophet. You can feel the will of the queen straining against you. Commanding you through her voice.
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[[Resist and Shoot the Prophet]]




Give in and Shoot Nallor

You hesitate. But why? Why hesitate when joy unending stands before you? When your true purpose calls to you. A smile steals across your face. Beatific. Soothing. You listen to the song in your thoughts, letting it embrace you. Control you.
Still smiling, you put the muzzle of your pistol to Nallor’s head, and fire.
The crack of the blaster sings through your soul. Your eyes open wide. You grin giddily, dropping the synth’s smoking head. The prophet sighs in relief, stepping nearer.
“You did well,” she says, her voice rushing through you, sweeping aside any other thoughts than obedience. You whimper, shivering as if casting off all doubt and fear. Your head emptying of anything but the voice of the Queen.
The prophet is near now. Her hands move to your shoulders and very carefully removes your armour. You moan as her fingers brush your oh so sensitive flesh, your quim already damp with desire. You stare at the shine of the prophet’s chitinous head as she at last rids you of the last of your armour, letting it clank to the floor.
“So strong,” the prophet murmurs as her fingers glide down your arms, feeling the firmness of your figure. “You will make a fine queen.”
You keen a little with disappointment. You wanted to be a breeder. You wanted to be stuffed with eggs and bring forth more of the Brood into the world.
“You shall,” the prophet purrs, her hands gliding down your legs, stroking the V of your mons. Her fingers glide over your hairless cunt, sliding a finger inside you, making you gasp and tense, shudder with pleasure. “You will be the hand of the Queen. You will be strong for her. Protect her. And spread her eggs across the galaxy.”
You buck a little at the thoughts, moaning. Visions fill your head. The Queen’s glorious song enfolding you. You nod, though your consent is hardly needed. How could you do anything other? You are merely a part of the brood now. A limb of the Queen’s hive.
“Yes,” the prophet murmurs softly, stroking you again. “As we all are.”
She takes your hand and gently pulls you towards the Queen. You follow willingly, naked, renewed before the glory of the Hive. Walking away from a life of doubt and individuality. Waking towards your destiny.
[[Lesser Queen]]




Resist and Shoot the Prophet

“Fuck you!” you shout over the voices in your head. You swing your blaster at the prophet and fire.
The thing that had once been Milia Aniva staggers back. The flesh of her naked chest is scored away by the impact, revealing the dark chitin underneath. Horror twists your stomach as you fire again and again. The puppet of flesh reels with every shot. Her back hits the rail and she falls, spinning end over end into the reactor pool below.
A scream shakes the very walls. A jabbering sound that slices into your mind like a white hot knife. The brood mothers in the walls take up the cry, a chorus that sets your teeth on edge.
“Oh my,” Nallor says. “Captain? I sense multiple lifeforms descending on this level. How fascinating.”
“Shit!” you curse. The queen must have called for help. You jump down onto the nearest catwalk. The mesh flooring vibrates under the impact of your boots but you’re already racing towards the control hub suspended above the reactor. Just before you reach it you see a tentacle swing for your head. You duck, jumping back as the writhing limb slams down onto the catwalk, buckling the rails. You bound to your feet, weapons at the ready as the Queen oozes over the control center, tentacle limbs shielding the doorway, writhing and reaching for you.
Looks like it's a fight!
[[Wait]]
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Lesser Queen

You can feel them. Feel them enter the egg chamber. What a surprise, you muse. You wonder briefly who they might be, but then dismiss it. Who they were does not matter.
For soon, they will join the Hive.
You remember little after the Queen cocooned you in your womb of flesh and mutating fluids. She launched you from the cold world and into the void of space, soothed by the gentle song of the swarm as the billions of miles passed you by. As you filled your cocoon with your new proportions. Mightier ones. A form that could birth the swarm on new worlds.
You remember the heat of impact in this jungle world. Your emerging from your cocoon as something oh so much greater than you were. Then, the burrowing. The forming of the Hive.
And then, you began to gather your drones.
Your hear the song of the Hive in your thoughts, a sweet song that must be spread across the galaxy. That all must hear and know and submit. The invaders pause, the lamps of their helmets shaking as they twist about. They have no doubt come to discover what became of the colony. You almost laugh. How soon they will know. Oh! And they are armed as well. So amusing how they raise their heavy weapons warily. How cute. And how utterly pointless.
Your song grows, resonating through the cavern.
“What’s going on?” one shouts.
“Block it out! Don’t listen!”
You giggle. As if that were possible. As if they could refuse it. One falls to his knees, screaming as the song fills him. Susceptible. But the rest aren’t. Not that it matters. As they check on their companion, the swarm strikes.
The invaders scream in horror as what once were the colonists surge from holes in the hive’s walls. Muzzles flash in the dark, killing a few, but there are more. An endless stream of chitin and claws. Your children take the invaders, ripping away the guns. Some are killed. Unfortunate, but unavoidable.
But none slain are females.
How lovely.
The woman struggle, but your children tear away their helmets and their suits. And without those, your song fully reaches them. You feel their small, frightened minds and soothe them. Their weak, pink flesh ceases to tremble. You call them, and they stand, and come to you.
Your children escort them, and as the invaders enter your chamber you feel their fragile minds threaten to break at the sight of your glory. You tower over them, your legs encased in chitinous black armour. Four heavy, full breasts swell from your chest. You recline atop your massive ovipositor like it were a bed, your young squirming within the faintly translucent sack.
“Be not afraid,” you say with your tongue. Such a crude instrument. “Rejoice. For you will now join the swarm.”
You sing again to them, and the women slowly descend. They stops before you, and your tentacles reach down and lift them, position their unresisting forms to bare their fertile pussies. Then, your ovipositor pushes forward, easing into them, and you begin.
Bliss fills you as egg after egg leaves you. Pushing past their tight cunts to slowly stuff their eager wombs. The woman is soon panting, gasping, her hips rising to meet the eggs as they squeeze inside of her like large pearls. Her moans echo, and in the horrors of her pleasures her mind breaks. But that is well.
“You will become more,” you promise her.
You set her aside, and the next come. Another. Another. Your children lift the woman, their gravid stomachs shifting with their eggs as they are placed against the walls, the flesh of the cavern seeping over their arms and legs, bonding them until you can further assist their changes into brood mothers. Joining the dozens of other women who fill the walls of your chambers. The future of your hive.
The future, of the swarm.
Bad End
[[Index]]
[[Start Over]]




Wait

You hold back, watching the writhing limbs, waiting for an opening.
There!
You dive under the twisting tentacles. One just brushes your neck, raising goosebumps all down your spine. You duck, roll, and spring to your feet in a world of flashing buttons and consoles. Of course there’s power here. Doubtless the thing above you captured some engineers. The rest of the labs might die but so long as the core is maintained the Queen would live.
A man is within. His head is covered in the familiar black parasitic shell and a ratty lab coat drapes his bony frame. He points at you, mouth opening in a warbling scream no human throat should make.
You shoot him immediately, kicking his body out of the way before slamming Nallor’s head onto the console, freeing your hands. A scream of fury reverberates through the chamber, shaking the very walls of the control room. Your eyes flash across the mass of consoles and machinery.
“Oh my,” Nallor says, eye blinking. “Captain? Additional parasitic forms appear to be arriving. They must be here to defend the queen, as the ants or bees of old Terra once did. Fascinating! We really must document this.”
You spare a glance at the window, spotting chitinous dark things crawling down the walls. “How do I turn on the extinguishers!” you scream at Nallor.
The queen’s tentacles grope inside, reaching but falling short. Nonetheless you unleash a salvo of blaster shots, the red beams scoring the writhing limbs. They balk, but the hissing shots barely leave a singe. Shit!
“Ah, the big red button marked ‘Extinguisher’, captain.”
“What!”
You look, then flush with humiliation at how obvious the giant red button is under its glass case. “I would have seen that,” you say defensively.
“Very good captain. Ah! I see we have company.”
You glance back to the entrances of the control box. Monstrous things of chitin like you fought in the lab lope across the catwalk, the metal railing bucking and quivering like over-tuned guitar strings. Turning back to the control panel, you raise up your ion sword and smash the hilt into the emergency button.
Alarms wail. The walls are bathed in the strobing red lights. You step back quickly and turn to face the parasites as they rush through the door. “Come on then!” you shout, brandishing sword and blaster, your armour flashing in the warning lights. “You want to go? Come on!”
You shoot the first, staggering the hideous thing as it tries to enter. The others shove past, filling the door.
And then it starts to snow.
The parasites freeze, poised in the doorway, claws clutching great rents in the walls and floor.
Whump
Extinguisher floods the reactor chamber in a great cascade of puffy white. And as it falls onto the Queen, several things happen at once.
Pain like a red hot knife slices into your brain. You scream, falling to your knees, clutching your skull. But that’s nothing compared to what must be happening to the Queen herself. The massive, bloated thing of flesh doesn’t scream as you understand it. It makes a sound like a cat being tossed in a blender and put on ‘puree’. An image flashes in your mind. Flesh sizzling and melting under the touch of the white foam. Eyes bursting, blinded. The control room shudders in the death throes of the Queen.
Its chitinous children crowding the door grab their heads, wailing in chorus to their bloated mother’s pain. They fall to the floor, kicking, writhing, clawing at each other with stupid, blind pain. Screaming as if to try and drown out the terrible noise, you slam yourself against the very back of the control room.
Then, very slowly, the sound begins to die. You whimper on the floor as the agony in your head abates, fading into nothing. Very slowly, you pry your hands from your ears and look down.
The mutated things that were once the station’s staff lie in a black heap before you, dead. You shudder at the sight of the chitinous monsters sprawled in a tangle of ridged spine, twisted claw and shiny black exoskeleton. The alarms have died, the room darkened. Only the emergency lights in the control panel itself still glow.
“Very good, Captain,” Nallor says. “The psychic backlash of her death must have overwhelmed these creatures. Perhaps shorting out their entire nervous system. How fascinating.”
“Yeah,” you say, sagging in relief. Events seem to wash over you in a terrible tide. For a moment, sitting there, you manage a weak, gasping sigh. The nightmare is over.
You won.
“Oh? Are we leaving?” Nallor says as you pick him up.
“Yes,” you grunt, gingerly stepping past the limp tails and bony limbs of the monsters piled by the door. Your nose wrinkles at the scent beyond. A stench of chemicals and something you can’t even name. Burned flesh, but far more vile. You glance back and cringe at what remains of the Queen. The mass of flesh is utterly buried under the foam, but here and there you see its blackened and scoured form. Charred with chemical burns. A cruel death, but you have little sympathy. “We’ll go above. See if the shuttle is okay.”
“A most excellent idea captain. But I see your heart rate is still extremely high. Might I recommend some soothing cool jazz to better calm you? I have hours of such relaxing music on my hard drive. Allow me to play you a sample.”
“Nallor?”
“Yes Captain?”
“I can still shoot you.”
The synth’s eye glances at you. “… Ah. Perhaps later.”
[[Return to the Interdictor]]




Parlay

You draw back. It’s clearly intelligent. Maybe you can…
Your error is quickly made apparent. As you hesitate the tentacles swing out for you in a rush. You fire, trying to blast the flailing limbs, but their tough, rubbery flesh deflects every blast. One catches your arm. You scream as it tightens, the blaster falling from your nerveless fingers.
“Oh dear!” Nallor says as you drop him. His head bangs onto the catwalk, rolling towards the edge. “Well, this is most unfortunate,” he says before falling over the side. There’s a splash as he hits the reactor pool.
You have no time to consider his fate. Your own is your prime concern at the moment. You try and draw your ion sword but another limb grabs your arm. “Let go!” you shout, struggling, but the Queen shows no sign of listening. Two more grab your legs, a third your waist.
It’s over. You struggle uselessly in the slimy grasp of the tentacles as you’re lifted off the catwalk. You glare defiantly at the myriad eyes of the throbbing queen. Then gasp as the tendrils of her tentacles slide under your armor. “Ah! No! Stop!” You scream and twist, but the queen shows no interest in your protests. Her slimy tendrils wriggle against you skin, but to your horror it’s not a shiver of disgust which crawls across your skin, but the burning ache of desire.
“N-no!” you gasp, moaning as the hot oil of the Queen’s flesh soaks your arms. You cry out as those writhing limbs tear apart your armor, baring your hot, toned flesh to the warm air. You moan as one of the tendrils probes at your slickened quim, then gingerly slides inside of you.
“Ahhhhn! D-don’t-“
Further protests are cut short as the Queen pushes one of her tentacles past your lips. You choke on the wriggling appendage, your jaw cracking against the sheer size of the thing invading you. You croak, your tongue slapping uselessly at it. Tasting the oil that sends waves of heat washing over you. A third tendril finds your tight backdoor. You tense, but the oily limb wriggles against your ring of muscle, lubed with the oil which seeps from it and into your tight rear.
You dangle in the air, a plaything of the queen. Helplessly writhing as your every orifice is filled. Your thighs tremble, parting as the insidious limb filling your cunt pushes deeper, stretching your walls and soaking them in the hot oils. The one in your ass wriggles inside of you, touching you in ways you never thought possible.
You twitch. Writhe. A puppet to the creature filling you. Your thoughts are scattered. You can’t think.
Surrender.
The thought slides into your mind. An impression. A sensation you cannot fathom.
Surrender.
You can’t. You moan, arching as the limb in your cunt pushes deeper inside you. You sob with the sheer ecstasy of its touch as it twists and wriggles inside of you. Your horror only matched by the sheer pleasure of the sensation.
Surrender.
You have to fight. But why? That you’ve failed is evident. People who succeed don’t get fucked by alien hive monsters.
Become one.
Horror fades. The warmth of those alien thoughts call to you. Promising comfort. Joy. A sweet surrender of thought and will to something greater. You try to resist. You try so hard. But you can’t. You couldn’t. To resist such a thing was unnatural. To embrace it is the truth.
You manage a final whimpering sob, the death cry of yourself, and fall.
Fall.
Fall.
Savara Laitha disintegrates before the terrible pleasure of the Queen. You begin to rock to it. Undulate against the limbs which stroke and coax you to new heights of submissive bliss. You suck on the tentacle which thrusts into your mouth. Thrust back against the limbs which fill your ass and cunt.
“Mnnnn!” you cry as two more find your breasts and latch onto your sensitive nipples. The thoughts invading your mind devour your own. Shake you to the core and rebuild you.
Yes. To surrender is bliss. To give in is joy. You feel the Queen through her thoughts, and the understanding of her makes you cry out in joy. Makes your cunt clench as you cum. Slowly, the Queen draws you down. Her massive maw opens, unveiling fleshy, rippling walls of flesh. Your feet touch them, are pulled in.
You cry out as the tentacles leave your ass and pussy. You reach for them, but others grasp your arms, gently lowering you into the pulsating walls. Swallowing you with every curl of those fleshy muscles. Surrounded by the sensuous flesh, you moan as you are devoured by the Queen. Your lashes flutter with the sheer bliss of the sensation. Of becoming one with the Queen. Of becoming a part of the Hive.
Only your waist up remains outside of Her. You are calm. Surrendered to your fate. The limbs on your breasts leave but the rippling walls take their place, sucking you deeper. Just before you are swallowed you lift your face up, your eyes opening. A final gasp.
“My Queen.”
And then you go under. Warm, pink softness devours you.
In the depths of the Queen, Savara Laitha dies.
And you are born.
[[Prophet]]




Attack

Drawing your ion sword, you rush forward with a cry, hacking at the leathery tentacles seeking to bar your way. Your humming blade digs deep into the writhing limbs. A shriek which nearly splits your head open with pain echoes through the chamber. You stagger back a step, rapidly turning and slicing another flailing limb.
Too late do you see your error. Too late do you realize you’re surrounded by the Queen’s thrashing limbs. You turn but your way back is barred by more of the twisting tentacles. You swing back, hacking desperately at every reaching limb.
“Oh dear,” Nallor says from your arm. “Captain, we appear to be surrounded.”
“I noticed!” you snap, ichor splashing across your face as you slice through one of the smaller appendages.
Your desperation avails you little. There’s simply too many! At last you miss. One grabs your leg. You scream as you’re wrenched off the deck, dangled into the air like a ripe fruit. You drop Nallor in your surprise, the synth’s head bouncing off the cat walk and into the bubbling reactor below.
Uselessly you swing your humming blade as more limbs rush forward, but without the ability to put your weight behind the blows, the humming blade bounces uselessly off the alien’s hard hide. You scream, sobbing as the writhing tentacles grab your arms, pulling them aside.
“Ah!” you gasp as a tentacle wriggles into your armor, climbing up and into the valley of your breasts. “N-no! Don’t!”
The Queen ignores you. With a sudden jerk it tears apart your armor. You cry out, your breasts bouncing free, then moan as two of the limbs latch onto you, suckered lips engulfing your nipples.
“Nnnnnnnn!” you moan, twisting at the sinfully delightful sensation as the suckers pinch and suckle at your tender buds.
So distracted by the sensation, you barely notice when the Queen lowers you towards her. A fleshy mouth opens wide to admit you. You scream in horror and try to struggle, but you’re far from capable of any real resistance. The diaphanous shell stretches against your body, parting and sucking you inside. In a last minute decision, you hold your breath, just before you break the surface and are swallowed by the pod.
The warm fluid engulfs you. You try to move but moving in the thick, viscous fluid is like trying to swim in gelatin. But that’s not the worst. No. That happens when your armour and clothes begin to dissolve in the substance. You frantically try and cover yourself, but the warm fluid eats away your armor and arms in seconds, leaving you completely naked.
The heat of the womb-like substance seeps into your skin. You stifle a moan as the insidious fluids begs you to stop struggling. To simply relax and let what happens happen. Lethargically, you try and swim for the surface. But it’s an effort you find too much.
You have no more time for that. More spiny limbs spread from the Queen’s fleshy walls. You try and kick away, but the ridged limbs are far more agile in the embryonic fluid than you. Two new limbs grasp your breasts, suckers tightening on your hardened nipples. A third and fourth plunge past your desperately kicking legs, shooting into your tender cunt and ass.
“Ahhh!” you moan, bubbles of precious air escaping your lips. You instinctively gasp, only for the warm fluid to wash into your mouth. The terror of choking grips you, but it’s not the fluid you should fear. In the instant of your surprise, another tentacle delves past your soft lips and down your throat.
A low humming resonates through the pod. A soothing melody that seems to ask why you fight. Why fight when it would be so much finer to surrender? To submit? Your struggles grow half hearted. It’s so hard to resist in the warmth of the alien’s pod. You bat uselessly, but slowly ease back, eyes growing lidded. So hard to fight. But so nice to simply enjoy the pleasure, you think, moaning around the rubbery limb in your mouth as your cunt clenches, your orgasm shuddering through you. So wonderful to obey.
Your eyes slide shut, a weak moan breaking from your lips as the Queen’s limbs leisurely thrust into you, the two on your nipples pinching and suckling. Your body so warm, cradled in the limbo of the alien’s pods.
You have little doubt you’re being changed. Altered like the others you saw in the alien’s monstrous pods. But you find it difficult to care. After all, why shouldn’t you be changed? That way you can better serve the Queen.
Yes, you think, arching as the limb in your cunt pulsates, filling your womb with warm fluid. Why not become what the Queen needs of you? Why not surrender to the joy of servitude. You rock in the womb of the Queen, feeling chitin grow across your skin, your breasts swelling, your mind blanking. Yes. To become a true servant of the Queen. To spread such joy across the galaxy.
It’s what you’ve always dreamed.
[[Prophet]]




Shoot

You bring up your blaster and fire. Red bolts light up the room in sudden flash, searing the flesh of the massive monster. The Queen lets loose a scream of rage that echoes across the room. But rather than make progress against the writhing creature, you are forced back, swinging your blaster, firing desperately to ward away the myriad tentacles grasping for you.
So focused on the legion of writhing limbs, you completely forget about the parasites until one slams into you. You scream as the chitinous creature bears you to the floor. You hit the catwalk with a resounding bang!
“Oh!” Nallor cries as he bounces from your grasp, rolling over the edge of the catwalk. “How very unfortunaaaaa-“ His voice ends as he strikes the reactor pool.
You try and struggle from beneath the infested monsters but in seconds others join the first. Your kicks rebound off hard chitin, your fists bruising themselves on armored hides.
It’s then you see the onyx dome of a parasite skittering towards you. Sudden panic seizes you. Your struggles grow more frantic, but the monstrous children of the Queen hold you down. Your skin crawls as the parasite’s needle sharp legs skitter over you. “Noooooooo!” you scream as it crawls over your head and lowers itself, latching onto your skull.
And you stop.
The hulking combat forms pull back as you stand. Dead eyed. Your mind a blank. A receptacle to the will of the Queen. You turn towards her, looking up at the glory of Her. The very heart of the Hive.
Breed.
Your body at once grows warm with ovulation. You turn back to the chitin encased warriors. Aware of them through senses more than human. You can feel every piece of the Hive through the Queen. You see the warrior’s ovipositors swell with eggs as they receive the same command.
Breed.
Like a zombie you methodically strip. Your skin is flushed, answering the command of the Queen. You walk to the parasites. Willing. Serving the swarm. A receptacle for their eggs.
You kneel before them, parting your thighs. The chitinous monsters hiss as they close around you. You jolt as one’s ovipositor plunges into your sopping cunt. You gasp as another wriggles its way into your firm bum.
Moaning softly, you rock against the warring breeding poles. The other chitinous monsters mill on the outskirts, snapping and hissing at each other like dogs waiting to mount a bitch. You pay them little heed. The Queen commands and you obey.
“Mn,” you grunt as you feel the first of the alien’s pale eggs stretch your cervix. “Ah,” you moan as a second pops through the tight ring of your backdoor. “Ooooooh,” you sigh, body surrendering to the hot oil of the alien’s shafts, your womb and ass welcoming the invasion of eggs, your stomach swelling with a bump of pregnancy.
But the parasite pulls back, hissing in displeasure as the Queen commands him. You gasp, empty for the moment. Then, another of the alien monsters closes with you. Mouth parted, baring pearly fangs, it plunges its ovipositor into your drooling cunt.
You understand now. You’re being punished by the Queen. Punished for killing the prophet. You throw your head back, submitting to her command. To be bred by each of her warriors as they come.
“Ahnnn,” you moan as eggs push inside you, swelling your stomach yet further. Again. Again. A parade of breeders all clamoring to use your cunt and ass. Soon you’re so full you cannot hope to walk. And still more come. Still more fill you. Occasionally they pause, and from the queen a tentacle descends, filling your mouth. Eagerly you drink the sweet cream, feel the mutating milk take over your body, adjusting you to your new role. And then the next of your broodmates come. Filling you with their ovipositor and yet more of the hard spheres of their eggs.
You rock to the incessant breeding. Submitting dully to your fate, obeying the commands of the Queen, her song filling your thoughts. You will be the best breeder of her spawn. You know this, because the Queen has told you so.
And the Queen is always right.
[[Alien Breeder]]




Prophet

You stand on the bridge of your ship, the faithful gathered before you. Simple white robes garb them, open to reveal their flesh. Flesh waiting for the kiss of the swarm. The mutations of the hive. The bliss of the will.
You smile, your mouth all that’s visible beneath the dark chitin of the parasite on your head. A white robe like those garbing the hundreds gathered before you flutters around your shapely flesh.
“My children!” you call, raising your arms. “You have come so far, and your faith will soon be rewarded. Now, you will be freed. Freed of the pains of thought. Freed of the agonies of pain and suffering. The times of such things is done. For soon, you shall join the Queen.”
Their eyes are filled with hopes. The poor creatures. Humans who answered your call. You can feel the pain of their independence. Of their lack of command. You hum, the song of the swarm filling the air. Soft gasps escape the waiting congregation, their minds softening, slipping away. You’ve done this often. Preparing them to more easily be assimilated by the swarm.
Still humming, you extend your arms. Two of the faithful rise and pull the robe from your shoulders. Your full breasts are revealed, nipples dark as pitch and dark with veins. Your quim is masked under a dark chitin of a second parasite, and though your form may look human, beneath it is far from.
You raise your arms, the song rising. The people don’t see the parasites as they skitter from small doors in the walls. Enthralled by your song, they don’t even notice as the sharp legs catch in the robes, crawling up the bodies of the faithful. Your song rises in a sudden crescendo as the parasites land on the heads of the faithful, adhere to them. Gasps echo around the room as the faithful are absorbed, their consciousness suddenly laid before you.
You smirk, and sweep your hand, and with that motion, their minds and wills are gone.
The hum of the swarm rises as they join in, at last able to feel the true strength of the swarm. You throw back your head, your pussy sucking on the parasite’s appendages filling you. You feel again the might of the Queen, the song at last strong enough to reach her in her frozen lair. Safe from the enemies who would seek her. Protected from the horrors of space.
And that is good. For you have gone forth. Her prophet, gone to spread her word. Her will.
Gone to build new hives.
One day, the United Navy will discover the dozens of hives scattered about the galaxy. A shame, but by then, there will be hundreds. By then, it will be too late.
And all shall know the glory of your Queen.
[[Index]]
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Return to the Interdictor

From the bridge of the Interdictor, you look down on the frozen world. Your face is tight, grim with purpose. A quick subsonic shower refreshed you, a new uniform firms you.
“Cannons primed, captain,” Varona says from her station.
The crew watches you, tense and quiet. They got the bones of your story, but the sight of their fellow marines being hauled out of the shuttle spoke worlds for what happened. They’re fortunate in the extreme, according to Nallor, that the psychic scream of the Queen’s demise merely stunned your crew, the grasp of the parasitic things on their heads not yet fully consuming them. You’d spent a good hour peeling the chitinous things off their skulls. The pilot had been in some better condition. At least, enough to bring you back to the Interdictor.
You stand alone, now. Nallor is tending to the marines, ensuring no lingering effect from the parasite’s clutch remains. And you stand on your bridge, looking at a view screen of the frozen pillar of horrors you so narrowly escaped.
“Lance batteries, Varona,” you say, firm with purpose. “Full volley. I want that thing wiped off the face of the galaxy.”
“Aye,” Varona says. She’s a bit puzzled, but she couldn’t know. She couldn’t have seen the things lurking in the depths of that facility. Your gloves creak as you tighten your fists behind your back.
“Captain,” Anora calls, turning towards you. “A ship just pulled out of light speed.”
You curse the delay but glance aside. “What is it?”
“Pleasure yacht. Big one.” Numbers stream past Anora’s eye piece. “Stars! That’s the Godiva! The flagship of Desma Biological!”
That gets your attention. You turn to the screen displaying the massive vessel. As big as a Terran warship, and unless you miss your guess, about as armed. The thing is painted a glaring violet, sleek as anything with flared solar sails. You grimace.
“We’ve been hailed, captain,” Anora says.
“On screen.”
The screen blinks and you find yourself facing a woman. She’s smiling, a visor of yellow light wrapped around her eyes. She has a bright pink, form fitting bodysuit on which shows her prominent bust to the best possible advantage, her breasts jiggling each time she inhales. She has the striking prettiness of a gene modded woman, or possibly tank bred. The obscuring visor and beatific smile could hint to either.
“What!” you snap.
“Hello Captain Laitha,” the bubble-gum pink woman says brightly. “My mistress, Lady Desma, would be delighted to speak with you about the circumstances regarding her facility.”
“I have some choice words for your lady Desma about it as well,” you say, temper flaring. “In particular about her choice of experiments. As it so happens, I am about to wipe that den of horrors off the face of the galaxy.”
“That would be a very unwise move.”
“Keeping parasitic horrors in a station and allowing them to infect your entire staff is ‘unwise’,” you retort.
“We at Desma Biological are very sorry if you have had issues with our products. If you like, we can…” The pink woman pauses, her jaw dumbly slack. You stare at her, caught wrong footed by the strange result. The woman gives a jolt, perky breasts shuddering. “Mistress Desma would be most pleased to speak with you in person about your concerns,” she says brightly.
You grimace. But suppose she at least deserves an explanation before you scour her lab with a lance battery. “Fine. I’m on my way.”
“We look forward to your arrival,” the woman chimes. Her face is scrubbed out as you kill the feed and turn aside.
“Think that’s wise, captain?” Varona says, the tattooed amazon leaning back in her chair.
“It should be nice to explain just what I think of her to her face, believe me,” you say. “But just in case, if that ship tries anything other than float there, I want you to reduce that mountain to ash first, and then it.”
Varona’s grin is wolfish with delight. “Aye ma’am!”
“Prep a shuttle,” you say as you leave the bridge. “Let’s get this done with.”
By the time you reach the bay the shuttle is ready to go. The new pilot is a somber young man, his face hidden with the black visor of his flight helmet. Still wearing your captain’s garb, you settle into the seat. The shuttle kicks off, passing through the shield with the familiar static tingle and into the open void. You shift, feeling acutely nervous as your ship skims through the space between crafts. You eye the massive pleasure yacht with unease.
Desma Biological. Allegedly it’s one of the biggest gene companies in the sector. It’s been rumored by more than a few she operates so far out of space in order to snatch up any promising splicers who escape the Ring World’s more stringent sectors. Breeding tanks, synths, even cosmetic drugs, the company produces them all and is a major player in the outer sector.
As your temper cools, you remind yourself the woman you’re off to meet is not some trumped up trader queen. She’s powerful. Potent. And you may need to be… diplomatic. Not an easy pill to swallow after what you just went through.
But, you remind yourself, feeling the slight weight as you enter the Godiva’s gravity envelope, you are Savara Laitha. You just went through hell and back, and you’ll be damned if you kowtow to a woman who nearly damned you and your crew to being the slaves of some alien hive.
The shuttle shudders as it lands. You stand, smoothing out your trim uniform as the hatch lowers, pistons hissing. You descend the ramp and pause when you see the welcoming committee.
A pair who may as well be twins stand waiting for you. Both are slim, blonde, and young. And both are clad in only bars of holographic lights. Aside from gender, they are near identical. The woman has a girlish figure and a youthful bounce that reminds you of your academy days and the many cadets just flowering into womanhood. The boy is slim as his sister and just as fair, with long blonde hair that reaches the shoulders and wide, feminine hips. The humming rings barely cover their nipples and privates like some club dancers on SS9, and you have little doubt they aren’t wearing anything real underneath.
“Greetings,” the twins chime, bowing. “We’ll be escorting you to Lady Desma. This way please.”
You eye the pair, but follow. They bounce ahead of you, pert bums shaking. You focus on the ship itself so as not to stare at the hypnotic swing of their firm derrieres.
Despite yourself, you’re impressed. The floors are all hard wood. Real wood if you had to judge. Plants hover along the curving corridors, sprawling from pots suspended on humming antigrav belts. You pass a number of doors, hearing a low, mechanical thumping sound from several. You sneak a glance in one, and the sight nearly sends you stumbling back. A vast array of chrome machinery descends onto a woman. A helmet holds her head, her wide hips wrapped around a sloping seat. Her arms are held back, and the biggest breasts you’ve ever seen are thrust forward, capped by a pair of rubbery cups. The woman moans, gravid breasts twitching as the pumps thump, and you see a splash of a strange, pinkish cream flowing up the descending tubing.
“Isn’t she pretty?”
You whip around, taking a step back. The twins are behind you, heads cocked, smiling happily. They have a curious, florid scent about them. It seems to stick in your throat a little.
“What?”
“She’s a lovely cow,” one twin says.
“So pretty.”
“So happy!”
“She gets milked all the time,” one pouts.
“It’s not fair,” the other agrees, hefting her own near naked breasts. She gasps as the other slips behind her, arms wrapping around her and cups her firm teats.
“Don’t be sad, sister,” the boy murmurs, his sister moaning as he squeezes her ripe breasts. “You’ll be milked soon enough.”
“Do you think so, brother?”
“Oh yes,” he murmurs.
“Will you do it, brother?” she asks, breathless and smiling, her hand wandering down, grasping his cock through the humming field. Eyes shining.
“Oh yes,” he moans as the girl begins to pump his cock. His eyes meet yours, and without breaking the stare he lifts one of her soft mounds to his mouth. You gape, transfixed. Your tongue flicks across your lips as he gently nibbles on whatever is hidden beneath that humming band of light. The girl moans, falling against him. You can see his mouth move, sucking on something. Hear how his sister sighs and gasps to his tender caress.
You blink first, clearing your throat. “We… we should keep moving…”
The boy’s lips pop free. He lifts his face. “Of course, Captain.”
“Mmm. Of course,” his sister murmurs. Clasping hands like lovers on parade, they move down the corridor again. You spare another glance into the room, hands twitching for your blaster. You take a steadying breath. You’ve seen worse, you recall. And if anything, the sight only reminds you that this is a very dangerous woman.
Yet the scene before the door and what occurred within doesn’t leave you easily as you follow the pair down the corridor once more. The sight of the woman bound in chrome, rubbing herself on a smooth ridge of metal, her breasts grasped in the lovingly insistent touch of the cups, milking her. The twins grasping each other. He suckling on his moaning sister’s breast right in front of you. His hand wandering lower down the hollow of her stomach…
You shiver in nameless lust. It must be the strange scent permeating the place, you resolve. The same odd floral scent…
You’re led down a corridor of humming sensuality. The walls made up of holo projectors, throwing up a shimmering scene like a fresco. You try and ignore the thrusting, writhing, gasping figures on the walls, but despite yourself you feel a slow pooling of lust deep in your core.
The twins stop before a door and part. “Lade Desma,” they chime in perfect harmony. Bow, and press a button, sliding open the door. You take a slow, deep breath, and enter the presence of the most powerful woman in the sector.
[[Meeting Desma]]




Distract the Guards

The main entrance calls to you, but those guards will be a problem. But then again, you have resources on that front. You reach into your belt, fetching out a small skimmer drone and activate your comms.
“Navi?”
“Hi captain. Ready to admit this is stupid and come back to the ship?”
“No. I found the temple and there’s some guards. I need you to distract them.”
“Oh?”
“Yes. Use the projector on the skimmer drone. Think you can do that?”
“Pfft. Who do you think you’re talking to? Of course I can.”
You grin. “Great.” You connect the little drone to your wrist comm and tap in the necessary codes. After a moment the sphere pushes out of your hand, grav engine humming as it shoots away into the undergrowth like a bullet. You hunker down, watching.
A flicker in the jungle suddenly grabs the attention of the alien guards. They straighten, then stare as Navi’s shimmering figure steps out of the treeline. One of the aliens shouts something, their language a bubbly sound but Navi merely laughs, her projection skipping into the jungle like some playful nymph. The aliens shout again then grab their spears, moving with unearthly grace in pursuit of the hologram.
You smile as they depart, then rise from your hiding place and dash across the open ground. You take the old stone steps two at a time and pause before the gaping stone mouth of the temple’s entrance. Casting a last glance back at the heavy jungle, you duck into the darkness of the temple.
[[Into the Temple]]




Surrender to Guards

You consider your options carefully, and step out of the jungle. The two aliens swing towards you as you step out of the jungle, hands over your head as you carefully approach the steps of the temple.
“I come in peace!” you call out hopefully.
One of the warriors barks something and the pair rush down the steps. You’re taken off guard by how quick they move, their translucent limbs practically gliding across the stone steps as they rush down and corner you. You eye their spears warily. Primitive as the weapons are, their deadliness is hard to discount when they’re poking right at your face.
Close up, you see that one wears far more obvious jewellery than the other. Gold bands jangle in her ‘hair’ and her nipples are pierced by a pair of bars. She barks something again and you can only shake your head.
“I don’t understand,” you say.
The alien rolls her glowing eyes. She grabs your hair, and before you can comprehend what’s happening she’s kissing you.
You gasp at the forceful press of those malleable lips, but quickly melt to it. Her tongue flashes inside and touches the roof of your mouth. Your hair stands on end as a jolt races through your curvy frame, making you gasp and ass clench in surprise.
The alien pulls back, her tongue flicking across her lips. “Understand now, starwalker?”
You gape at the alien dully. “I… um, yes!”
“Good. Why have you come here?”
“I um…”
“It is clear why she has come, Tarria,” the other guard said. She poked your jiggling teat with a spear making you gasp. “Look at her milk-mounds. She is made for the mating.”
Tarria smirks a little and you feel a flush climb your cheeks. “She is so.” Her expression hardened. “But Mother shall decide. Move, starwalker.”
She gives you a shove towards the steps. You stumble, then jump as a spear pricks your bum encouragingly. You walk warily up the steps. Maybe this hadn’t been the best idea after all…
You’re escorted into the dark interior of the ruined temple. Stone cut corridors branch out through the expansive complex. You’re not walking blindly, however. Strange crystals glow with a faint light, growing out of nooks and seams of the rock like ivy. More of the strange aliens poke their heads out of side chambers and corridors, and soon enough you’ve gathered quite an escort. Some of them you notice don’t have loincloths, and you can’t help but notice that while some have the familiar feminine slits, others have bulbous hoses of pseudo-cocks. You sneak a glance at Tarria walking nearest you, looking pleased with herself. Somehow, you know that alien is hiding a girthy shaft beneath her strip of cloth. A thought that’s strangely tantalizing, despite the direness of your situation.
A heavier glow soon makes itself known at the end of the passage. You walk through, and suck in a stunned breath.
You stand in a vast chamber filled with the crystalline glow. Pillars line the room, inscribed with strange markings all down their facets. Huge pools littler the chamber, more of the elfin aliens enjoying the bubbling waters. But what is without a doubt the centerpiece of the chamber in the massive pool in the middle of the room, and the giantess who occupies it.
Like Tarria grown beyond belief, the alien within leans against the rim of the pool, positively gargantuan breasts swelling like cushions beneath her, her arms crossed to prop herself up. She doesn’t have a choker like her ‘daughters’, but instead a vast crown of the strange stones rise from her forehead, fanning out and pulsing with a potent glow. Two of the smaller aliens massage her massive breasts with cloths dipped in the pool’s waters, the entire scene like some goddess being tended by her handmaidens. And looking closer, you notice that the two tending her have no golden rings in their thick ‘hair’.
The immense woman shifts, lifting her head as you enter. Her eyes are bright, glowing like galaxies in her simply breathtaking face. She smiles softly, a matronly expression that fits the gargantuan woman perfectly.
“My daughters,” the immense woman booms. “Whatever have you brought to me?”
Tarria salutes, smiling proudly. “An intruder, Mother. A starwalker from beyond Lanaar.”
“How curious,” the Mother muses, looking down at you. The crystals in her crown pulse with a gentle blue hue, and you feel yourself relax. Soothed by the presence of the woman. It’s the crystals, you realize. They must have some power. Though you know you should be concerned, you can’t fight against the wave of soothing blue that seems to fill you like water a cup.
“Not so curious mother. She was no doubt here to steal our crystals!”
“Oh?” the Mother says, slowly cocking her head. “Tell me, starwalker. What have you come for?”
You open your mouth, but the lie dies on your tongue in the face of the light of those crystals. Those otherworldly eyes and the jaw dropping curves of your interrogator. “I… I don’t know,” you breathe. “I came for scientific samples…”
The goddess before you smiles deeper. “Poor child,” she says, reaching out and touching your chin with a finger. You whimper as your body thrums like a struck tuning fork, your core throbbing with a sudden visceral need to be fucked. “You are not the first to come to steal from us. And you shall not be the last. Ah,” she muses, her immense finger stroking your chin. “But so it must be. And so, you shall be given a choice, child. For your crime, you may surrender to the tribe and become its slave. A source of pleasure to my daughters and I when we so wish it.”
“O-or?” you whimper.
She smiles wider. “Or you may face my high daughter, Tarria, in the arena. Should you fail, you shall become hers, now and forever, to bear her young and obey her in all things.”
You manage to steal a glance towards Tarria, who grins, stroking her bulbous blue cock with hunger.
"And if I win?" you ask hesitantly.
"Then Tarria shall be yours to do with as you will, and your freedom shall be granted."
The Mother turns your head back towards her, enthralling you in those lovely eyes. That powerful, soothing voice. “Well?” she asks softly. “What do you wish?”
[[Alien Slave]]
[[Arena]]




Enter the Hole in the Pyramid

You have no intention of potentially risking the wrath of the alien guards. Besides, you’re curious about the steam emanating from beneath the temple. Quiet as can be you slip around through the jungle. Soon enough the entrance is lost from view, and the hole in the pyramid’s base opens up before you as you creep through the open ground and to the pit.
The hole goes straight down, but you can see a faint light glowing deep below. You touch your wrist comm. “Navi? Scan that steam. Anything poisonous?”
A thin beam of light cuts through the air from your wristband and into the mists. There’s a moment of silence, then a dull beep. “Nothing poisonous captain. Though the steam seems to be the same sort of chemical I’ve registered in the atmosphere.”
“Any advice?”
“How long can you hold your breath?”
“Har de har. Anything useful?”
“Just be careful down there.”
“When am I not?”
“I literally have a list.”
You roll your eyes and step nearer the sudden drop. Fortunately you came prepared. You touch your belt, activating the low feed antigrav and step out into the darkness. The low hum of the grav belt fills the space as you drift down, a fraction of your weight. You bob a little as you pass into the cloying steam, buoyed up and you adjust the belt to make you’re a little heavier until you descend through the cloudy mists. Almost instantly your hair is plastered against your brow as a breath of the steam washes against you. Lightly you touch down on the stone floor, barely missing a deep pool of hot water. You squint against the obscuring ribbons of steam, tapping your belt to return your weight to normal.
You wipe some moisture from your forehead and start off into the steamy chamber. Your bodysuit has an internal heat regulator, but that won’t be enough to keep all of this out. Soon enough a thin sheen of sweat forms between you and your clinging garment. You breathe in the thick steam, head spinning a little at the cloying scent. Stars but it is hot!
The source of the light you saw becomes swiftly apparent. Strange crystalline formations jut from the stony wall, their pulsating glow a reverberating thump that seems to radiate through the steamy clouds. Goosebumps prick your arm as you feel that low thud pass through you. What was that about?
As you journey deeper, the sound becomes more pervasive. It’s not irritating. In fact, it’s oddly soothing. Like the steady heartbeat of the earth itself. Relaxing you. You smile vaguely as you make your way through the raw stone passage, your breathing matching the thumping of the crystals.
You find yourself stepping down among the pits of water, and where the heat is less oppressive. You push through a crack and stop, staring. Before you lies a pool different from the rest. The lip is tall like some strange cauldron, and within is a curious bluish water that glows dully. From the center of the pool one of the pulsating crystals rise, the stone’s green glow throbbing in the dark. You stare at it raptly, watching the thick liquid ripple in time to the beat of the stone.
You smile, listening to the thrumming song of the crystals. Reaching up, you begin to unzip your bodysuit.
“Amie?” Navi’s voice calls from your wrist comm. “Amie, what are you doing?”
“Just going… to take a dip,” you say vaguely.
“What? Amie! Have you gone bonkers? That’s a terrible idea!”
“But it’ll be… so lovely,” you breathe.
“Amie! Amie snap out of it!”
You blink dully, your fingers hesitating on the zipper of your body suit. The clinging fabric is already half undone, the inner valley of your breasts shining with sweat. Your breasts rise. Fall. Slaved to your heavy breathing. You stare at the crystals which rises from the pool, your heart beating in time to its glow.
[[Leave the Pool]]
[[Take a Dip]]




Into the Temple

You creep down the gleaming passages, listening to any hint of discovery. Crystals light the way, pulsating with a low light you’d love to study if the prospect of discovery wasn’t so pressing. Navi’s distraction wouldn’t work forever, and you doubt the guards will be pleased to find you inside the temple.
Now and then you hear the faint sounds of movement in the deeper passages, and resolutely you ignore them, hurrying through.
“Amie. I’m detecting a source of tremendous power ahead.”
“Yeah?” you say, curious. “Which way?”
“Left here.”
You follow Navi’s directions, and soon enough don’t need her to tell you which way to go. The crystals glow brighter the closer you grow. The air fairly crackling with the scent of ozone, the pressure in the atmosphere the same you’d feel standing next to a fusion engine.
A deep glow comes from ahead and you skulk around the passage and pause within a massive stone room. The floor radiates from the center in contracting rings rising from the floor, the last peaking in a tall pillar, and atop the pillar there lies suspended a massive glowing crystal. It’s a perfect sphere, the glow shifting as colours slowly swirl across it like the clouds of some gas giant. Twisting and writhing. Flowing into each other in an endless dance of hues and shines…
“Amie? Amie, what’s going on?”
You blink, shaking yourself. In shock you realize you’re halfway across the room and towards the massive crystal. You look back to it, blinking rapidly.
“Amie?”
“I’m fine,” you say, a little shakily. You bite your lower lip, eying the pulsing stone warily. Your eyes drift up, and you see that part of the ceiling collapsed in some bygone age, the jungle creeping over the edge and crawling down the stone in loose cables of green.
[[Approach Crystal]]
[[Leave Crystal]]




Leave the Pool

With some effort you tear yourself from the pool. You put a hand to your head, feeling the dull pulsating of the crystal beat through your mind.
“Amie?”
“I’m okay,” you say, shaking your head. “Ooof! I think this place is getting to me.”
“You’re telling me!” Navi says, but you detect a note of relief in her chiming voice. “You should probably get out of there. Grab something and come on! I detect an entrance to your left. It should head back to the surface.”
“Yeah. Yeah. Right.” You pull a plasteel tube from your belt and unscrew the top. Careful not to let your fingers touch the fluid within the pool, you scoop up a massive amount and quickly screw the cap on. Hooking the tube to your belt, you make your way towards the direction Navi indicated.
The steam begins to thin the further you wander in the direction Navi indicated. Soon enough the raw stone bleeds away and you find yourself in the familiar cut stone of a constructed passage. Roots hump from the ground, more of the glowing crystals lighting your way.
The floor begins to angle up, and to your surprise you see daylight gleaming ahead. Increasing your pace, you hurry out of the cavernous depths and into the sunlight. The pulsating of the crystals begins to fade, and you start to realize just how omnipresent they had become. You suppress a subtle shiver as you shake your head, grinning as you check your wrist comm.
“I’m out of the cave, Navi, and coming your way.”
“Sounds good, Amie. Won’t lie, I’m glad you’re outta there. Got your sample?”
“Sure do,” you say, unstrapping the canister from your waist and tossing it playfully in the air.
“Gotcha.”
You follow the map on your wrist comm and soon enough the familiar shape of the Fibonacci humps over the treeline. The ship beeps, lowering the ramp and you climb inside, heading straight for the labs.
The doors slide open, the sterile room glowing faintly from the walls. As you walk towards the main terminal Navi’s holo avatar forms on the projector. Hand on one hip, the AI eyes you as you brandish the tube.
“Here we go! Open the analyzer. Let’s see what we’ve got.”
A panel above the computer slides open, just big enough for you to slot the tube into. It sucks the strange material inside, the monitor beeping before data begins to stream down its face. You take a seat, leaning forward intently as you read.
“…Ho-ly shit,” you say.
“What is it?” Navi says.
“This stuff, Navi! It’s some kind of… super dense, liquid circuit board!”
“What? Really?”
“Yes! Holy shit, Navi!” you say, eyes shining. “This could change the entire face of robotics!”
“Really? How?”
“Oh,” you say, giggling. “I have a few ideas…”
[[Robotic Industrialist]]




Take a Dip

You let the glow fill you. Giving in to the sweet throbbing of the stone. “It’ll be okay,” you say softly, peeling off your bodysuit and stepping naked into the room. “It’ll all be… perfect.”
“This is crazy!” Navi says, but you ignore the voice, as you ignore every thought but of how nice it will be to step into the waters. You dip your toes into the thick fluid, shuddering with joy as the crystal’s pulse thrums up your foot like an electric shock. “Oooooh,” you moan as you submerge yourself, slipping in to your neck. You prop your arms up on the edges of the pool, easing your head back as you let the water lift you, cradling you in its wonderful embrace.
You relax to the feel of the waters massaging your skin. Soothing pleasure pulsating through you, your body shuddering with every thump of the crystal. You bite your lower lip, sinking deeper, your heavy breasts bobbing on the surface like they’re even fuller than usual.
You don’t think it at all strange when you feel the tingling touch against your cunt. “Mmmm,” you moan, wriggling a little, lifting your hips as if to offer them more fully to the pools attentions. Your lips part in a soft sigh as the feel of the touch grows more insistent. A subtle pressure pressing against your quim, stretching open your welcoming cunt.
“Ah!” you keen, bucking your hips as the slick intruder slides inside your tender love tunnel, stroking you delightfully in a way no cock or finger ever has. Conforming perfectly to your tender depths like it was made for you. You’ve never felt fuller. Moaning, you rock your hips, fucking yourself against this strange intruder, your face blank with blissful delight.
“Amie? Amie, I’m getting some strange readings from you. What’s happening?”
“So good,” you moan.
“What is?”
“In my cunt,” you gasp. “So… ah! Mnnn!” You bite your lower lip as you more eagerly rut against the filling presence. Then gasp, jumping as a second one prods your tight backdoor. “Ohhh!” you groan, rolling over in the thick pool, crossing your arms on the stone rim and resting your chin on them. “Mmmmn. Yes. Ah. Deeper. Oh f-fuck,” you groan, bucking your hips against the intruder in your ass and cunt, delighting in the feel of them stuffing you with the firm, relentless pressure. You shudder, the throbbing of the crystal seeming to radiate deep into your core through whatever stuffs your cunt and ass, your whole body shuddering in time to the beat of the stone. You hump the invisible invaders, your fat tits mashed against the stone lip.
“Oh… oh… oh f-fuck! Fuck! Yes! C-cumming!” Your scream echoes in the steamy chamber, your pussy and ass rippling around the intruders filling you so perfectly. You cry out, hips twitching, mouth gaping.
Whatever fills you seems to feed on your orgasm. The throbbing delight grows more insistent within you. You cry out as something pinches the hardened nubs of your nipples, squeezing your tender beads. You squeal, gasping, face flushed with helpless delight as another throb of pleasure races through you.
“Fuck! Yes! Deeper! Oh Stars! Oh sweet stars and science yes! Yes! Deeper! Oh fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me haaaaard!” you scream.
Another orgasm thunders through you. Another. Another. You climb to heights of pleasure you never knew existed. The erogenous delights of your cunt spread outward. Seeming to radiate beyond your body, your clenching depths rocking you with delight.
“Ah! Ahn! Nnnnn!”
“Amie! Something’s happening. Your nerve endings in your pussy are getting all changed up!”
“I knooooow!” you moan as another squeezing orgasm rockets through you. “Oh stars Navi! It feels so fucking good!”
“Well! As long as you’re happy I guess,” the AI huffs.
You smile in bliss, your whole body rocking in the lurid embrace of the pool. “Oh yes,” you gasp. “Sooo happy…”
Slowly, you come down from your gasping peak. Finally, weak with post orgasmic bliss, you grab the lip of the pool and drag yourself out of the waters. You tumble out and onto the floor, rolling over and propping yourself up against the side of the pool. Your breasts heaving, you look down at your much-abused cunt.
And stare at the almost translucent blue cock now jutting from your mons.
You stare raptly at the strange organ now sticking out of you. Not in shock. It somehow seems right it should be there. Hesitating, you reach out with a trembling hand and wrap your fingers around the shaft.
“Ohhhhh!” you moan. Pleasure alien to you throbs from the thick, bulbous shaft. Your fingers slide up and down it, the sensation like stroking a balloon filled with gelatin. But the sensation which ripples through your cunt is a delight you can’t describe. Your hand increases its pace on your new pseudo-cock, stroking yourself with greater urgency as you feel the strange pleasure race up your cunt, rippling through your clutching walls before tingling against your core. “Mmmnnnn! Yes! Fuck! Oh… oh f-fuck!”
With a great scream you release, the bulbous organ spurting a strange blue liquid that splashes across the floor. Panting, you sag, staring in awe at your new organ.
“Well!” Navi says. “That’s new.”
“Y-yeah,” you say, smiling in delight. “It is…”
“You should probably get moving, captain. Looks a hell of a lot like you got your sample.”
“I do. Don’t I?” you muse, running your finger up your swollen blue cock. You glance back at the rippling pool, licking your lips thoughtfully.
“Amie…” Navi says warningly. “You better not be thinking what I think you’re thinking…”
[[Submerge Yourself Again]]
[[Leave the Pools]]




Submerge Yourself Again

A sinfully delighted thrill races through you at the memory of the pool’s touch. You climb back onto the rim of the pool.
“Amie!”
“Just a quick dip,” you say, giggling as the waters seem to rise to meet your foot, pulling you into the pools. “Just another quick dip…”
Navi’s voice trills in alarm but you’ve already sunk to your neck. Then, without a hint of hesitation, you dunk your head under the surface.
You sink into the waters with a sigh of pleasure. The viscous substance adheres to your skin more completely, much to your delight. You wriggle in the embrace of the waters, moaning as it attaches itself to you. You open your mouth and welcome it down your throat, feeling it slide inside you. You choke, for a moment the familiar fear of drowning clutching your chest. Then you simply inhale, and your worries ease as you suck into yourself the wondrous substance.
The deep beat of the crystal fills your world like a heartbeat. The tender embrace of the waters a womb of blue. You float in the depths, feeling your sense of self expand. Filling the endless waters of the pool. You feel the smooth edges of the pit. The deep bottom and the warm heat that the crystal provides. You moan as the waters wriggle up your loose bum, filling your ass with a pleasant throbbing heat.
Your lips turn, and your raise your arms, but you have no arms. Not anymore. No feet. No body. Only a presence. An awareness in the waters, centered on the core of the crystal which spears the waters. But that’s no fun! You want more. Giggling, you begin to take shape, rising out of the pool. Arms slowly form, budding from your central mass, fingers taking shape more slowly. The crystal is lifted with you, forming a crown as your forehead takes shape. Your features growing out of the mass of what you are.
It takes time. Weeks. Months. Years. But what are they to you now? What is the passage of millennia to a being such as yourself? Your lush blue lips curve in a smile as you take a step out of the now empty pool, towering over the room, head fairly brushing the ceiling. The steam gathers around breasts the size of freighters. Hair like ropes of ooze wriggle in tactile delight. You raise your head, seeing the world from a perspective far greater than any you once had.
You step out of the hole, oozing out of it before taking shape outside, reforming around your crystal core. You tower beside the temple, the jungle a mass stretching out on either side. You giggle, lifting your monumental breasts, watching them jiggle in your oozing hands.
You lift your head, seeing a flash in the sky. A ship you think, recalling the sight from your memories. You watch to see where it lands and giggle with delight. A ship means people. Men.
Feeling the pulse of the crystal, something like lust yet so much more throbs through you. You giggle again and step into the jungle, crushing trees under your feet.
The crew of the ship look up in shock. They shout as you step out of the foliage, towering over them. No! Don’t worry. It’ll be fine. You’re all going to be such friends! Beaming, you reach down and snatch up the first man. He screams as you lift him, tilting you head back and opening your mouth.
Plop!
He sinks inside of you, and you feel him wriggling into the viscous substance of your body. You giggle. What fun!
The next man has nearly reached his ship when you pick him up and drop him between your mammoth breasts. He sinks nearly to his neck in the vast, jiggling mammaries. You moan, trembling as he struggles, his every movement radiating through your titanic tits. Stars! You’re so horny! But none of their cocks could possibly satisfy you.
Their ship on the other hand. Your eyes glow with the light of the crystal and you crouch down. Its engines are flaring but you grab it before it can take off. Naughty! And right when you were going to have such fund with them. A squeeze breaks the rear propulsors. There! Now they’re nice and still.
You drop to your knees, straddling the vessel. You press your immense cunt against the curve of the ship and moan. You rub yourself against it, steel screaming as you tear pieces off from the friction of your thighs. Every inch of your skin a tender nerve ending. But you can do more. Your eyes glow as you grab the ship and part your legs. Your ass crushes a swathe of forest as you sit down and angle the sharp nose towards your cunt.
“Wrrrrooooooo!” you moan aloud as you push the spaceships nose into your massive cunt. You throw back your head, shuddering as your massive hips start to work. The earth shudders with every eager thrust. Your ropes of viscous hair sways as you start to fuck yourself harder against the ship.
“Wrooo. Rrrroooo! Rnnooooo!” you wail. Your body almost loses its cohesion as your orgasm rips through you. You scream, your cry echoing over the screech of steel as the entire front of the ship is crushed by your clenching quim.
Panting, you pull the ship from between your legs and drop it to the earth. You pout a little at the state of the craft, its crumpled frame a poor substitute to the gargantuan dildo it had served.
Still, you think, giggling as you watch the crew of the ship flee. You suppose there’s still some fun to be had. Laughing you pluck the crew off the ground, engulfing them in your rubbery pussy, shuddering breasts, and even swallowing a few more, their struggles as your tongue writhes over them an unspeakable delight.
You can’t wait for the next ship!
End
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Leave the Pools

With some effort you tear yourself from the pool. You put a hand to your head, feeling the dull pulsating of the crystal beat through your mind.
“Amie?”
“I’m okay,” you say, shaking your head. “Ooof! I think this place is getting to me.”
“You’re telling me!” Navi says, but you detect a note of relief in her chiming voice. “You should probably get out of there. I detect an entrance to your left. It should head back to the surface.”
“Yeah. Yeah. Right.” Standing, you grab your body suit and pull it back on. It’s a bit of an effort, seeing as you’re now sporting a new appendage between your shapely thighs, but fortunately the suit is built to have some give. Still, you have to bite your lip as you zip up your suit, your pseudo-cock pressing against the fabric in a way that just makes your core shudder in pleasure. Thanks to it, you can’t quite close the top of your suit, leaving the sweaty valley between your creamy tits open to the air. You make your way towards the direction Navi indicated, waddling a little as every step sends a shudder of pleasure racing up your bulbous shaft in rippling delight.
The steam begins to thin the further you wander in the direction Navi indicated. Soon enough the raw stone bleeds away and you find yourself in the familiar cut stone of a constructed passage. Roots hump from the ground, more of the glowing crystals lighting your way.
The floor begins to angle up, and to your surprise you see daylight gleaming ahead. Increasing your pace, you hurry out of the cavernous depths and into the sunlight. The pulsating of the crystals begins to fade, and you start to realize just how omnipresent they had become. You suppress a subtle shiver as you shake your head, grinning as you check your wrist comm.
“I’m out of the cave, Navi, and coming your way.”
“Sounds good, Amie. Won’t lie, I’m glad you’re outta there. Got your sample?”
“Sure do,” you say, stroking the now obvious bulge in your suit, stifling a soft moan as the sensation throbs through your cunt.
“Well, alright. I guess. Hurry up.”
You follow the map on your wrist comm and soon enough the familiar shape of the Fibonacci humps over the treeline. The ship beeps, lowering the ramp and you climb inside, heading straight for the labs.
The doors slide open, the sterile room glowing faintly from the walls. As you walk towards the main terminal Navi’s holo avatar forms on the projector. Hand on one hip, the AI eyes you as you step inside.
“Here we go! Open the anaylzer. Let’s see what we’ve got.”
A panel above the computer slides open, just big enough for you to slot a sample tube into. Navi cocks a glowing brow at you. “And just how are we supposed to take the sample, Amie?”
You pause, blinking. Then you glance back at your bulge. A naughty smile steals over your face.
Navi’s eyes widen. “Oh no. Amie. You’re not gonna…”
“It’s in the interest of science,” you giggle, unzipping your suit, your fat pseudo-cock flopping into the open like a balloon filled with water.
“This is absolutely insane, Amie.”
“It’s only crazy if it doesn’t work,” you say, aligning your cock with the sample collector. Biting your lip, you ease your hips forward, pushing your new fat cock into the waiting aperture. “Mnnnnn!” you moan as the cold steel envelops your shaft, your cock shifting its size to properly fill the hole. “Ohhhh fuuuuck!”
“This is so not proper use of equipment.”
“Sh-shut up and turn it on,” you pant.
Navi rolls her glowing lies and taps a glowing button in her holo projection.
Your scream of pleasure erupts as the sample collector sucks at your cock. “Ooooooh fuuuuuuck!” you scream. Your hips start to hammer the desk, fucking yourself against the machine as it sucks at your shaft. Your fat tits sway and bounce, your head thrown back. You bite your lip. Oh fuck! Is this how all men feel it? Or is it different. More intense because of the nature of your new shaft.
You don’t focus on those thoughts. It’s hard to with the machine sucking at your shaft like this. You moan and gasp, rutting against the desk, hips pounding it with a slap of flesh on steel. Oh fuck you’re close. You’re so fucking close.
“Oh. Ohhhhh Naaaaaviiiii! I… I’m… F-fuuuuuuck!”
You scream with ecstasy as you cum, your seed pumping into the collection tube. The light above it dings green as it collects your thick spooge, and the suction cuts off.
You stagger back, pulling your translucent hose of a shaft from the collector. With a moan you collapse into a waiting chair, panting and weak with post-orgasmic bliss.
“You’re an absolute degenerate, Amie,” Navi notes.
You giggle weakly, wiping your brow and shaking your head. “Maybe. But I can… can live with that.” You shake your head and sit up, scooting up to the monitor. “Start the analysis.”
“Fine,” Navi sighs.
The monitor beeps before data begins to stream down its screen. Almost immediately you sit back up, leaning forward intently as you read the columns of data.
“…Ho-ly shit,” you say.
“What is it?” Navi says.
“This stuff, Navi! It’s some kind of… super dense, liquid circuit board!”
“What? Really?”
“Yes! Holy shit, Navi!” you say, eyes shining. “This could change the entire face of robotics!”
“Sheesh. Who’d a thought the stuff from your dick could revolutionize the galaxy.”
You giggle. “Hmm. Let’s file that under trade secrets,” you say, eyes shining. “By the end of this, I imagine we’ll have a few more…”
[[Robotic Industrialist]]
Wait
You glance at the spear the creature holds. Then, the loincloth. Oh Stars you spend an awful long time looking at that tenting cloth. Your breath deepens, inhaling the thick air of Lanaar, spiced with the scent of the alien. Wait. What were you thinking about? Right! Loincloth. That implies intellect. And if it can reason…
You slowly bend down, gently placing your blaster on the ground. “It’s okay,” you say soothingly. Next goes your stunner. “It’s okay. I don’t want to hurt you. Actually… I want to make you happy.”
The panther-like male cocks its head with interest. It doesn’t relax. You kind of wonder if it can, with all those tone, steely muscles. The thought of getting near it is both daunting and strangely exhilarating. But there’s one sure way to let the creature know you mean no harm.
You touch the zipper of your suit and slide it down. Your creamy breasts strain against the cloth. The alien’s slitted pupils expand with interest as your breasts push through the top of your suit, nipples hard in the air. You suck in a breath as whatever is in the atmosphere soaks into your luxurious mounds.
“Mmm. That’s right,” you breathe, shucking off your sleeves, your suit stripped to the waist as you crawl towards the barbarian alien. “Kitty wants his cream doesn’t he? Well, I got a pair of lovely pillows here just for him. And he’s going to love it.”
The threat the alien radiated before has faded. Now he seems merely interested, watching you crawl before him. You can’t believe you’re doing this. Yet strangely, it feels so right to do so. Nearer you can smell the alien. His sweaty musk making your head spin with hot desire. You’re panting as you come level to his loincloth and carefully lift it aside.
You gasp at the sight of his cock. Barbed like a cat’s, it’s also swollen and thick with evident arousal. You croon, gently taking it in your hands, smoothly stroking your alien lover.
A low, deep purr rumbles from the alien’s furry chest. You glance up into those eyes, nearly dark his pupils have expanded so much. “Hmmm. Does kitty like that?” you breathe, stroking him more eagerly. “I bet he does. I bet he loves the feeling of my hand petting him. But… but I think I know something he’d like even more.”
You take your hands from his shaft. The alien growls, curling up a lip to bare a fang. His mighty frame tenses, but before he can do anything you lift your generous breasts and press them around his cock.
The growl dies in his throat, another purr rumbling through him as you mold your generous teats, masturbating him with your luscious tits. The feel of his fleshy barbs is a curious sensation, and one you quickly find very alluring. They press against your soft teats with every stroke, the pointed tip of his shaft jutting from between your pale breasts with every upward motion. Your breathing deepens. Inhaling his lusty musk. You’re soon panting, your breasts throbbing with the feel of those barbs, like a dozen tiny hands squeezing at your tits.
“Yes,” you gasp. “Oh fuck yes. Little more. Little more. Fuck. Cum. Cum for me kitty. Give me your lovely seed. I need it bad. I want it so fucking bad.”
The cat man growls. He throws back his head, his voice rising in a throaty yowl. His cock pulses, his mighty frame tenses, and he cums!
His hot seed spurts from his cock, basting your startled face and huge breasts with his seed. You gasp, head tilting back. His cum burns on you, your head spinning in mad lust. A trembling moan escapes you as you fall back.
The cat-man grunts, pulling back. You groan softly in protest but your barbarous lover pays you little mind. He’s satisfied himself on you. He turns to go, dashing off into the trees with a rustle of leaves, leaving you kneeling in the dirt, his seed caking your face and hair.
“Amie! Amie wake up!”
“Whazza? Huh?”
“Amie! Work with me here! Do you have to sample?”
“Oh. Oh! Uh. Yeah. Yeah.” Quickly you scoop some of his thick jism into a container, pouting a little as you pull it from your ripe teats.
“Well are you coming back then?”
You look back at where the alien vanished. A yearning fills you, but you manage to shake it off. Stars! If just getting a face full of that thing’s cum made you like this, you can’t imagine what taking a load in your cunt might have done.
“Yeah,” you say, climbing to your feet, staggering just a little as your head spins. “Yes. Don’t get your cables in a knot. I’m coming.”
Navi huffs indignantly through the comms, but leaves you be.
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Fight

“Good kitty,” you murmur, reaching slowly for your blaster. You grasp the handle, fingers wrapping around the comforting grooves. “Gooood kitty. Just stay right there…”
The cat-man watches you closely, but you can’t read anything in those gleaming eyes. He shifts, muscles rippling across his bulky frame. You catch yourself staring at them. Fuck! He is one fine specimen. You swallow thickly and focus on his feline face, blaster slipping from its holster.
In a flash the cat-man launches himself at you. His predatory yowl triggers neurons in your brain from when man was monkeys in the trees. You scream, yanking your blaster up. He knocks your hand aside, sending your blaster flashing off into the trees. Before you can even register its absence the alien savage has slammed you down on the ground, his clawed hands holding your wrists over your head, his powerful frame looming over you.
“G-get off me!” you cry, wriggling under him. Your struggles only seem to amuse the alien. He looks you up and down, and you still as you see a more familiar gleam in his eye. A brutish, savage lust of the primeval.
You’d be lying if you didn’t feel something in you answer it. Even as you quiver, at the utter mercy of the savage alien, your breath grows hot, the atmosphere of Lanaar pressing down on you, your blood racing with adrenaline. The cat-man inhales. Growls. Oh fuck! Maybe he can smell your arousal.
He forces up your arms, stretching them over your head. One paw grips your wrists, the other slipping down, claws unsheathing soundlessly.
You stretch your face away from those claws as they meander down your front. “Oh f-fuck. P-please. Just… just let me go. I didn’t mean to… I wasn’t going to hurt you,” you babble shakily. The cat-man ignores you, hooking his claw in your bodysuit. He jerks it. You cry out, feeling the form fitting synthetic fabric tear, your ample breasts bursting into the air. Immediately your nipples stiffen, a heat invading your chest, sending your heart hammering. The cat-man growls approval, leaning down.
“Mnn!” you gasp as he licks one of your throbbing nipples. “Oh… oh s-stars,” you gasp. The cat-man gives a low purr of approval, his tongue flicking your hard teat, pleasure shooting through your chest and into your burning core.
Despite yourself, you’re getting painfully turned on. The alien’s masculine musk makes your head spin. His saliva on your nipple is sending your body into hormonal overdrive. A fascinating reaction says the scientist in you. The woman in you, however, is far more responsive, your pussy dampening, clinging to the groin of your suit.
“Mmmmh… Oh… oh f-fuck,” you pant, rubbing your thighs together as that insidious heat grows more insistent. You pull at the paw gripping your arms, but escape seems less and less important.
The cat-man lifts his eyes. You freeze, staring into his predatory slit of a pupil.
He growls again. The low feral sound making you shake with the fear of the prey. You gasp, hips arching as his paw gropes your mons roughly. Again you feel that slight pressure of his claw, and with a savage swipe he shreds your suit from groin to stomach, baring your damp cunt and tufted mons.
He grabs your hips, suddenly lifting you. You squeal, falling against his chest as he rises, pushing you against the sprawling tree behind you. The rough wood of the trunk presses into your back. His paws tighten around your waist. You gasp, the barbs of his alien cock tickling against your pussy lips.
“Mnn! N-no! Wait! I-Ahhhhhh!”
You arch, crying out as he thrusts, spearing you atop his alien shaft. Your lashes flutter, a ragged moan escaping you as the strange tendrils of his shaft stroke your inner walls like a hundred fingers inside of you.
Thoughts of struggle. Of resistance fade. Your hands come to rest on his shoulders, your legs looping around his back. The alien grunts, and he takes you. He doesn’t make love. Your pleasure is his secondary concern. Brutally he fucks you, hips flexing, driving his alien shaft in and out of your rapidly hotter cunt, hungry to breed you. To fill you with his alien spawn.
And stars help you want it.
“Oh! Ah! Ahn! Nnnn!” you gasp, your head spinning. Heat spreading from your fluttering pussy with every stroke of the alien’s shaft. Fire burns in your veins. Your vision swims and thoughts ooze away from anything more than the instinctual need to cum.
“Yes! Oh fuck yes! Fuck me! Fuck my human pussy! Ah! Nnnn!” Your generous breasts heave, rubbing against the cat-man’s dark fur, your nipples tingling and throbbing. Your thighs quake. Your orgasm blazing like a star in your chest. “Yes! Yes! Fuck! Cummiiiiiing!” you scream as your pussy tightens around his shaft, rippling with pleasure. Your lover yowls, his alien shaft throbbing, and with a final great thrust burying himself as deep inside you as he can, he cums.
As his seed pulses into you a change occurs. Hairs along your arm, back, and ass tingle. You scream with ecstasy as a soft fur sprouts across you, tiger stripes of black and orange blooming across every inch of your skin. Your cry suddenly becomes keener to your ears as they sprout, tufting in a pair of triangular cat ears.
It’s a different creature the cat man pulls his cock from than he first thrust into. Your feet touch the grass softly, your eyes keen and green as emeralds, pupils slits. You straighten slowly, your ample bust tickling with its new fur, a feeling that quickly fades as you grow accustomed to it. You look up at your mate, seeing his proud features as he towers over you.
Your mouth open, but only manages a soft mewl of pleasure. You lean in, nuzzling his thick shaft adoringly. He purrs heatedly but steps back, fetching up his spear. At once you bound to your feet behind him, ears perking up with interest.
He starts off into the jungle, his tail flicking from above his hard ass.
“Amie! Amie! What’s going on? Your vitals are all fucked up! Amie! Talk to me!”
You growl in annoyance at the chiming voice. With some effort you tear the bracelet from your wrist and toss it aside.
“Amie!” the wrist comm cries as you saunter after your lover, lithe and quick, sidling up to him with all the subtle power of the hunting cat. You rest your head on his shoulder, looking into his furred face adoringly.
“Amie!” the bracelet calls to the empty jungle, still and silent once more.
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To the Ship with the Alien’s Seed

“Sure,” you say, stowing away the single vial. “I can already think of a few things we can do with this. I can’t wait to analyze it!”
“Amie! You’re acting sensible for once. This planet must be having an effect on you.”
“Har har,” you say, rolling your eyes as you turn back and venture back to the Fibonacci. The journey is uneventful, and you breathe out in quiet relief as the corroded hull of the Fibonacci takes shape out of the jungle. You step inside, the airlock hissing shut behind you.
“Hold up Amie. Please prep for Decontaminating.”
“Wait. Decon-“
White foam blasts out of nozzles in the walls. You scream in surprise, flailing as you receive a full bodied bukkake of chemical foam. After a moment it fades, leaving you trembling in shock and anger in the sandwich thin space between the doors of your ship.
“Okay! Decontaminating complete,” Navi chimes gleefully.
“I can erase you, Navi,” you say as the door slides open.
“Sorry captain. Standard procedure,” Navi chirps with far too much enthusiasm.
You scowl at the unblinking eye of a camera as you make your way inside. But not even Navi’s efforts can spoil your mood. You make a quick detour to the lab where you put the sample of the alien’s cum into the processor and leave it to analyze while you step into the shower. In short order the hot, recycled water has blasted away the lingering foam from your unexpected decontamination. Stepping out of the shower, Navi chimes over the speaker.
“Captain. Sample’s done.”
“Really? Great!” you say, striding towards the lab.
“Ugh, Amie? Clothes?”
“Later. Science first!”
Navi sighs but lets it go. Your skin still pinked from the hot water, you strut into the lab, gloriously naked amid the room of sterile chrome and steel. You head straight to the main console. You throw a lab coat over your shoulder in an almost mocking gesture of safety code, leaving the front open and your generous mounds on full display and plop into the chair before the computer. The system boots with a chime, Navi manifesting from a podium near the screen.
“Well captain, what have you got?”
“Oh Navi,” you breathe as the readout streams down the screen. “This is a-fucking-mazing!”
“Is it?” Navi asks, glancing at the screen.
“Of course,” you say, giggling in delight as your fingers clack across the keys. “I can already see a dozen possibilities for the application of this! The animal’s semen is a powerful addictive aphrodisiac. And more! It completely erases an individual’s concept of self, leaving them only with a desperate need to breed. But!” you breathe, eyes flashing, excitement bubbling in your chest as your fingers dance over the keys. “If I combine it with a telipian process, mix in a bit of Acidan elements. And we have… boom!” you chime, throwing your arms in the air with triumph. “A perfume Navi! One that no man or woman could resist! This sort of pheromone treatment would turn anyone who inhaled enough of it into a mind fucked slut!”
“That seems kind of unethical.”
You purse your lips, tamping down your excitement with some effort. “Well. I mean. I guess. But not if we only distribute tiny amounts. And withhold the means of production. People would kill for this! We’ll make a fortune! I could buy a whole moon and turn it into my own personal research compound and labs. Fill it with a fucking huge pool and all the studs I could want!”
“So what’s next then?” Navi asks.
“Well first thing’s first,” you say with a sly grin as you pluck the canister up and examine the liquid within. “I think we should arrange a meeting with some financiers…”
[[Dog Person]]




Return to Ship with Both Samples

The walk back to the ship is uneventful, though you find yourself leaving the upper half of your suit down and breasts bared to the open air. It feels good though. Very good. Maybe you should walk around topless more often. Or get some of those holo pasties to appease the prudes of the galaxy…
With such thoughts swirling in your head you see the familiar rusty bulk of the Fibonacci push out of the tangled foliage. You breathe a little sigh of relief, and maybe disappointment as you climb into the airlock, the door hissing shut behind you.
“Hold up Amie. Please prep for Decontaminating.”
“Wait. Decon-“
White foam blasts out of nozzles in the walls. You scream in surprise, flailing as you receive a full bodied bukkake of chemical foam. After a moment it fades, leaving you trembling in shock and anger in the sandwich-thick space between the doors of your ship.
“Okay! Decontaminating complete,” Navi chimes gleefully.
“I can erase you, Navi,” you say as the door slides open.
“Sorry captain. Standard procedure,” Navi chirps with far too much enthusiasm.
You scowl at the unblinking eye of a camera as you make your way inside. But not even Navi’s efforts can spoil your mood. You make a quick detour to the lab where you put the sample of the two alien’s cum into the processor and leave them to be analyzed while you step into the shower. In short order the hot, recycled water has blasted away the lingering foam from your unexpected decontamination. Stepping out of the shower, Navi chimes over the speaker.
“Captain. Sample’s done.”
“Really? Great!” you say, striding towards the lab.
“Ugh, Amie? Clothes?”
“Later. Science first!”
Navi sighs but lets it go. Your skin still pinked from the hot water, you strut into the lab, gloriously naked amid the room of sterile chrome and steel. You head straight to the main console, throwing a lab coat over your shoulder in an almost mocking gesture of safety code, leaving the front open and your generous mounds on full display and plop into the chair before the computer. The system boots with a chime, Navi manifesting from a podium near the screen.
“Well captain, what have you got?”
“Oh Navi,” you breathe as the readout streams down the screen. “This is a-fucking-mazing!”
“Is it?” Navi asks, glancing at the screen.
“Of course,” you say, giggling in delight as your fingers clack across the keys. “I can already see a dozen possibilities for the application of this! The animal’s semen is a powerful addictive aphrodisiac. And more! It completely erases an individual’s concept of self, leaving them only with a desperate need to breed. But!” you breathe, eyes flashing, excitement bubbling in your chest as your fingers dance over the keys. “If I combine it with a telipian process, mix in a bit of Acidan elements. And we have… boom!” you chime, throwing your arms in the air with triumph. “A perfume Navi! One that no man or woman could resist! This sort of pheromone treatment would turn anyone who inhaled enough of it into a mind fucked slut!”
“That seems kind of unethical.”
You purse your lips, tamping down your excitement with some effort. “Well. I mean. I guess. But not if we only distribute tiny amounts. And withhold the means of production. People would kill for this! We’ll make a fortune! I could buy a whole moon and turn it into my own personal research compound and labs. Fill it with a fucking huge pool and all the studs I could want!”
“Well, glad you have your priorities all straightened out. But what about the other sample?”
“Good question,” you say, pushing aside the canine alien’s readout and calling up the other. “Let’s see. O-oh. Oh wow… The cat’s seed. It’s a mutagen!”
“Huh?” Navi says, starting and staring at the screen.
“Yeah,” you say, leaning back in your chair. “It would completely alter someone’s genetic code. Overtake it and manipulate it into new sequences until they mirror those of the cat-creatures. I could have been turned into one,” you breathe. But to your surprise, horror isn’t in your tone. Instead, a heady vision of your shapely form, covered in a thin layer of tiger-striped fur fills your head. You bite your lower lip, your mons tingling with the familiar prick of arousal.
“Looks like that’s not all it would do,” Navi says.
“Mnnn. No. It would erase whatever I used to be. I’d only remember being one of those creatures.”
“That’s horrible!” Navi gasps.
“Yeah… terrible…” You catch Navi’s eye, the AI standing with disproving hands on her hips and head cocked at you. You cough, pulling your slickened fingers from your pussy. “But, uh, I can change that. Dilute that portion of the genetic coding to make sure memories aren’t altered, even as the body is.”
Navi’s still pouting, but her shimmering hands have moved from her hips to be crossed beneath her bust. “Well, good to know, Amie. But getting either of those to marketable levels would take an awful long time. I don’t think you could do both.”
You frown a little at that, hands hovering over the keys. The two files are up side by side, their data streaming through in columns of blue code. As you really look at the skill needed to work those two, you begrudgingly realize she’s right. It would take some serious investment of effort on your part to do one, let alone both. And giving either to someone else with a less stringent moral code could spell doom for the galaxy. Not to mention cut deep into your profit margin.
You lean back in your chair, pondering the two. A perfume that could make you irresistible? Or a serum that would turn anyone who used it into sexy cat people.
Decisions decisions…
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Cat Person

“Ughhhh!” you moan. “Bored!”
You lie akimbo on your grav couch, holo screens floating here and there, streaming with data. Behind you a series of windows open up to the clear blue sky. Far below lies the sprawling complex of your personal pleasure palace. A place to relax from the daily grind. Or at least, it should have been.
The floor hums. A splash like a droplet hitting a pristine pond spreads out, then inverts, rising in the shape of Navi. The AI’s holo projection crosses her arms. “Oh come on. It’s not that bad.”
“It is!” you cry out in despair. “I’m here to relax! Why do I have to work?”
“Amie, we’re the second biggest biotech company in the sector. Business is business.”
“Business is dumb,” you say. “What’s the point of being successful if you can’t delegate stuff?”
Navi sighs and shakes her head, motes of light dancing off her skin as it washes with streams of data. “Honestly. It’s almost as bad as you using all those mods on yourself.”
“Well I had to show people I have confidence in my product,” you say. You stretch lazily in your broad, sumptuous grav chair, the true leather of the seat rubbing against your blonde fur appreciatively. You’re wearing little. No more than a loose white robe open at the front, hinting at your blonde furred breasts and trim, athletic stomach. Your feline ears twitch with appreciation as you stretch like the lioness you so resemble, your tail flicking in amusement.
Navi rolls her eyes. “Whatever. Well, I figured you might feel this way. So I organized a break.”
“Oh how magnanimous of you,” you drawl, flicking a paw, claws extending and retracting.
“You have an interview with the Ring World Gazette.”
“How the fuck is that a break?”
Navi smirks. “Well, maybe you should see the reporter.”
Your ears perk up. You lift your head from the cushions. “Hmmm?”
“I’ll invite her in, shall I?”
With a touch of the controls on the arm rest your grav couch tilts back forward. You sit up straighter in the chair. “Oooh, please do!”
Navi quirks another smile and fades away. A moment later the doors at the far end of your office slide in, and the reporter patters in.
Immediately you focus in on the young woman. Slim and delicate with curious, nervous eyes. The sight of her stirs you in an all too familiar way. Pleasure and hunger of a more feral sort. You watch with all the patience of a cat seeing a crippled bird as she hastily takes a seat in a waiting grav chair and bobs her head in greeting.
“Miss Amelia Carey. Let me just begin by saying it’s a pleasure to interview you.”
“Oh I assure you, the pleasure is all mine,” you purr, stretching lazily in your chair. Your tufted ears twitch and your feline eyes dilate at her. “And you are…”
“Melanie. Melanie Tazi.”
“Mmm. Melanie,” you murmur, rolling the name around in your mouth with a purr. “Nice name.”
The young reporter blushes and fidgets with the controls of her recording drone. You smile lazily, baring the first hint of your sharp teeth.
Melanie can’t help but notice and swallows thickly. The recording drone at her shoulder hums as it adjusts its position, sole lens whirring into focus. You glance at the device with amusement, then back to the nervous young reporter.
“You ah… You’ve certainly made a splash in the biotech industry,” Melanie begins. “Apparently the mods you’ve been putting out are in high demand. That they pose little risk of mutation beyond what’s already promised.”
“Exactly,” you say, pushing your legs onto the table, thighs parted and baring your puffy cunt. Melanie stares, gobsmacked at the sight of your fur tufted pussy. “People always want mods. And mine have the benefit of not having to go to a splicer who’ll do who knows what to you. People will always get their hands on transformations. After all, Desma herself makes plenty of money in the illegal mod trade. Though hers tend to be more…” Your lip curls, baring a fang. “…domesticated.”
Melanie shakes her head, eyes shooting up to yours. But you can see the effect being had on her. Her pupils are dilating, her breasts beneath her sensible, smooth jacket rising and falling with ever deepening breaths.
“Ah. Um. B-but yes. As you ah… as you came out with these mods, some are calling you a splicer yourself. Illegal trading in g-genetic modifiers.”
“Oh I’m hardly that bad,” you purr, arching a little, your gown falling open a little more, revealing the hint of pink nipples capping your furry teats. Your tail flicks in the air playfully. “I don’t force the changes. I don’t experiment with illegal substances. Although,” you purr, rising, planting a knee on the table and leaning forward. “I do admit I am something of a… predator.”
Melanie’s eyes are wide. Warm. She leans back in her chair as far as she can go, the animal part of her brain sparking with alarm at your presence. But a deeper instinct holds her. A rabbit trapped. A woman aroused. Her breath steaming from her plump, parted lips, inhaling your musk. You can smell her dewy arousal, and can’t help but notice how her thighs rub together.
“A…a predator?” she gasps.
“That’s right,” you say, coiling a lock of her hair around a claw. “People loooove to be predators. And if someone wants something, they’ll go out of their way to get it. It’s inevitable. And there’s so many amazing uses of my mod.”
“Th-there are?” she whimpers.
“You bet your ass there are,” you giggle, pushing forward. Melanie gasps as her chair angles back, laying her out before you. You plant your hands beside her head, towering above her, your gown falling wide open, baring your fit, shapely form to the panting young reporter. “Such as enhanced hearing. Sight. And scent. And others. Such as… musk.”
“M-musk?”
“Oh yes. It has such a fascinating effect on people. Makes them so unbearably horny if they’re subjected to a modded human’s musk for too long. Makes them so needy. So helpless…”
“You…” Melanie gasps, her nipples so hard they’re tenting the tight fabric of her jacket. “You mean…”
“Oh yes. You’ve been breathing it in since this interview started. But don’t worry. I’ve had my secretary write up a lovely little transcript you can publish. In the meantime… How about you get a real one on one interview with me.”
Melanie tries to say something, but you silence her with ease, pushing your lower body forward, and burying her mouth against your muff.
“Ooooh,” you moan as you feel her hot breath on your sweet cunny. Melanie’s eyes blink, growing lidded, glassy, helpless with her dawning arousal. You smirk and grind your addictive pussy against her mouth, her nose tickled by your golden fur. She groans and her tongue is drawn to your sopping gash, eagerly licking you out.
“Ohhhh yessss,” you moan happily. “That’s a good girl. Such a… ah… good girl. Fuck. Mnnnn! Come on! Lick this pussy’s pussy! Oh fuck you’ve d-done this before ha-aven’t you? Ah!”
Mariana fails to answer, which suits you just fine. There’s far better things for her mouth to be doing. And you, for one, are more than happy to simply enjoy it.
“Yes! Yesssss! Fuck! Yessss! Ahhhhh!”
You yowl as your orgasm races through you. Your tail twitches with the pumping pleasure as you cum all over the poor reporter’s face, soaking her in your hot juices. You ride out your climax, rubbing your hot box against her nose until, sighing in relief, you sag atop her, pressing her firmly into the chair as you recover yourself.
“Ha. Not bad,” you breathe, rising off Melanie’s face. You smirk at her distant eyes and at her cheek fondly. “Navi?” you say, making your way towards the door.
“Yes Director?” the AI chimes, manifesting in the room with a hum of blue light.
“See that she’s cleaned up, and make sure that news drone has the recording we made for it.”
“So the usual procedure?”
“Of course,” you smirk with a flash of your feline eyes.
“And now I suppose you’re ready to get back to work.”
“Ugh,” you groan, flicking some blonde hair from your eyes. “Fine!”
Oh well, you muse as the doors slide shut behind you. Work is work. But at least you still get some time for the cat to play.
Good End
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Dog Person

You strut down the metal corridor with all the confidence money can buy. It’s a lot. A fuck load in fact. A fortune gained in biotech industry and reshuffled in to smart investments and mild gene mods for yourself.
No sooner had you left Lanaar than you began experimenting with your prize from the canine alien. The results were everything you could have hopes for, and more. A gene modding that could overwrite someone’s genetic sequencing entirely. The method of it was simply revolutionary in biotech, where the closest the most brilliant splicer had come was tweaking the specifics and certain latent attributes.
But that all changed.
Exploding on to the scientific scene, you easily amassed backers to begin manufacturing your mods. There was some talk of legality, but in the wild space beyond the Ring Worlds, that was again solved with copious amounts of credits.
Offers rained down on you. Fortunes were invested in your company. You bought your own moon and built a manufacturing and pleasure palace for yourself. Humans across the sector overwrote their own DNA in favour of your mods. Sequenced and spliced with other species, the gap between human and alien became less than negligible.
Sure, some puritans would decry your work. Would claim that polluting the genetic purity of the human race was monstrous. But fuck ‘em. You’ve got your own moon! Populated by a steady stream of attractive humans and aliens come to pay homage to the genius of the century.
And as you recline on a hovering throne of glossy plasteel, a man in the shape of a wolf atop you, plunging his canine cock into your sopping pussy while a garden of wild, alien plants bloom around you, you figure it’s a pretty good end to your adventures.
And a wonderful beginning to a whole new career.
Good End
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Arena

You look to the amazonian alien with some trepidation. But fuck. What are the choices?
“I’ll fight her,” you say.
The Mother smiles, nods. “The starwalker has chosen battle!” she declares with a sweep of a gigantic hand. “To the arena!”
You’re ushered out of the room by a different pair of guards and down stone steps. As you delve deep into the cool depths of the temple, you wonder if maybe this could have all been avoided. Well, maybe if you hadn’t decided to try and make your name on this savage world. You shrug. You’ve never been one for dwelling on the past. Unfortunately, the future doesn’t look too bright either.
“I hope you fight well, starwalker,” the guard behind you says. You squeak as a hand gives your plush rump a firm squeeze. “I will enjoy fucking this ass once Tarria has had her fun.”
“I might surprise you,” you say with more confidence than you feel.
The alien behind you laughs, pressing her soft breasts against your back as she drives you forward. “You’re brave, starwalker. But the princess has never lost a bout. She’ll enjoy breaking that courage out of you.”
You shiver as you feel her alien shaft press against your rear, rubbing against the crease of your bum. She suddenly pushes you forward, and you stumble into the light.
A ruined coliseum surrounds you. Vine choked stands rise above while a sandy floor stretches out below. A single huge crystal formation descends from the ceiling, its glow stretching across the chamber. A number of the aliens are spread throughout the seats, watching with interest as you walk into the room. At the far end, Tarria stands. The alien has shed what little clothes she once wore, her blue skin resplendent in the yellow glow of the crystal, breasts high and proud, while the bulbous shape of her inhuman cock is already semi-hard with the expectation of fucking your curvy form. She only carries a spear, facing you in arrogant nudity, her mouth smirking as she stares down at you, her eyes aglow with expectation.
Your hands brush your weapons uneasily as you face off against the alien princess, considering your options.
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Alien Slave

You stare into the eyes of the alien queen, enthralled by her voice. Her scent. Her presence washing through you like water, rubbing away all thought of resistance. How could you best Tarria in battle? You’re a scientist, not a soldier. A lover not a fighter. And really, would it be so bad? Being these alien’s enthralled slave?
“I… I can’t fight her,” you whimper, staring deeper into shining eyes. “I’ll be your slave.”
The Mother smiles wider. “A wise decision, child. You shall not be harmed. But you shall be… changed.”
Her hand wraps around your waist. You squeal in surprise as she lifts you off the floor. Your feet dangle over her heaving breasts, then her upturned face. Her mouth opens and shock consumes you as you realize just what she’s going to do.
“Wait!” you scream. “I didn’t meaaaaaaaaaaa!” you scream as you drop into those perfect lips, her tongue wrapping around you like a serpent and pulling you into her mouth. Her lips close, trapping you in her soft blue mouth, the glow of her strange flesh illuminating you. You can just see out her semi-translucent body.
But instead you gasp, arching as her immense tongue slides against your flesh. Your clothes hiss as they burn away, her essence rolling over you, soaking your pink human skin. Fear of acid is unfounded. Though warm, what counts as her saliva doesn’t burn. In fact, it’s oddly pleasant. In moments you’re slathered in the stuff, rolled about her mouth by her immense tongue, helpless in the prison of soft, malleable pseudo-flesh.
You feel drunk. Hazed. Your thoughts tumble with you as you roll within her mouth. Then, you’re sliding down her tongue, towards the back of her throat. You moan as the malleable flesh therein pulls you deeper, the glowing blue tight around you, trapping you, swallowing you into her body.
You’re pulled into a formless void. You gasp, your lungs filling with the Mother’s blue essence, drowning you in it. But the panic never comes. Only pleasure, vibrating against you from every side.
Obey.
The word fills your consciousness as if squeezed into your mind by the blue liquid all around you.
Obey.
You tremble, gasping as the blue fluids slide into your cunt, your ass, your mouth, filling you. Your breast ache. Your body thrums.
Obey.
Yes. Yes. You must obey. You suck at the malleable flesh in your mouth. Your hips pump, fucking yourself against the rest.
Obey.
Obey.
Obey.
Yes, your mind screams in ecstasy as you cum. Yes! Obey! Obey, anything to get more of this. More of this sweet essence of the goddess! You scream your devotion into the void of the Mother. Love swells in your chest with a need you cannot explain.
Days later, you emerge, the mother’s tongue drawing you from the womb-like comfort of her form and depositing you on the floor. You lie, naked, gasping where you lie. Then you raise your head. Tarria stands before you, smirking down at your trembling body. She moves aside her loincloth, baring the bulbous shape of her pseudo-cock.
Need overwhelms you. You hurl yourself at her, taking her shaft to the root, sucking with a will. Tarria moans as your lips slide up and down her inhuman shaft, the taste exploding across your tongue.
“That’s it. A fine callash for the tribe.”
You can only moan, your lashes fluttering as her seed pumps into your throat, that warmth you knew in the belly of the Mother spreading through you. That goddess of an alien looks down at the scene of your abasement, smiling with matronly pleasure as you service her High Daughter.
You quickly learn how much you need that warmth now. If you go an hour without tasting the tribe’s seed you start to shake. Three hours and you’re moaning. Six and you’re reduced to crawling, begging any of the tribe to take you. To fill you and make you scream. You’ve never gone longer, one of the tribe eventually filling you with their cocks, pumping into your slutty womb or drowning you in their seed.
You get used to the bloated feeling of your stomach filled with their addictive cum. Your stomach swelling beneath you, jiggling with the alien’s seed. Your body is soon draped in painted designs that mark your place in the tribe. You never get a golden clasp for your hair. Those are marks of honour, and you are merely the tribe’s cum dump. Below even the newborns who rise out of the steaming pools beneath the temple. Not that you mind. It means that any of the tribe can take you at any time, filling your moaning mouth with a cock, or pumping into your plush ass and cunt.
It might not be the life you envisioned when you first came to Lanaar. But you've long forgotten who you were before your role as the tribe's walking glory hole. And as you kneel before Tarria and take her cock to the root, your mind again soothed with the taste of her addictive cream, it's the only life you need.
End
[[Index]]
[[Start Over]]




Wait

You hold back, watching the alien warrior warily, waiting for her to make the first move.
She does.
Tarria lunges forward with a howling battle cry. You jump, taking a quick step back. You reach for your weapons but you can already see you’ll be too late. The alien closes the distance in a flash, spinning her spear. The butt slams into your chest, sending you onto your back on the ground. You oof, breath driven out of you in a gasp.
The alien’s shadow falls over you. You blink, looking up at her. Tarria looms over you, her smirk powerful and commanding. She lets the crystalline her spear rest against your throat.
“You lose, starwalker,” the savage says.
Her words sink any thought of resistance in you. You swallow. “Yes,” you whimper.
Her smirk widens. She swings the tip of her spear from you. “Strip, slave. I will see what I have won.”
Resistance doesn’t even enter your mind as you climb to your feet and slowly strip away your gear. You lost. Utterly. Maybe it’s something to do with the pulsing crystal set in the ceiling, or just your own sense of powerlessness, but you find yourself undressing a bit faster. Almost eagerly.
Tarria seems to notice. Her eyes wander over your plush curves with a hungry amusement. As the last of your clothes are cast aside she nods in approval. “I have won a fine prize indeed,” she says, slowly circling you.
A shiver works its way from your core and up your spine. “Th-thanks.”
The stinging slap to your plush bottom makes you yelp in surprise. “Speak only when I command!”
“Sorry Mistress!” you gasp.
Tarria nods. “You are a stupid starwalker. But you will learn. Now kneel.”
You quickly go to your knees. You find you’re trembling a little. Not in fear, but in some strange, perverse excitement over what will happen next. You peek out the corner of your eye at the warrior maiden. Well, maiden is a bit of a stretch. Emphasized when she pushes forward her hips, thrusting her thick pseudo-cock at you.
“Service me, slave.”
You nod, swallowing thickly as you slowly reach out and cup her thick shaft. It’s strange in your hands. Firm yet malleable, like a balloon filled with some thick, viscous substance. Your hands wander up and down her thick shaft, your curiosity heightened by the perverseness of it. You’ve always had a thing for aliens. Feeling their strange mating ways. Submitting to tentacles and cocks of a dozen different species.
“Good,” Tarria grunts. “Now your lips.”
“Yes,” you murmur, leaning in. Your mouth opens and takes her throbbing cock inside. It has a curious taste, a bit like berries. But that’s not the most interesting thing about it. Her cock seems to vibrate in your mouth, a pulsing thump timed to the glow of the crystals she wears. The taste and the vibrations echo through your shapely form, vibrating deep in your mouth, soothing your worries and thoughts.
You moan softly, bobbing atop her inhuman cock, your tongue slathering it, drooling over the intoxicating taste and that sweet, wonderful, mind numbing thumping.
“Yessss,” Tarria moans. “Oh yes. You starwalkers have such warm mouths…”
Her words spark something interesting within you. There are others the tribe has taken? But the thought fades soon enough, lost in the steady bob of your head as you suck your new mistress’s bulbous shaft, feeling it shift and squeezed between your hungry lips and swirling tongue.
Tarria grabs your hair, her breathing deepening. “Ah… yes… yes! Take my seed starwalker. Swallow it all, slave! Yesss!”
Her cock throbs. You bob faster. Frantic. Desperate to taste her alien cum. Tarria cries out, the sound shuddering through her luminous form, vibrating down her thick shaft before she explodes in your mouth. Her cum is like nothing you’ve tasted before. Thick, delicious, and absolutely mind numbingly potent. You moan weakly, eyes rolling back, your body shuddering as she breeds your mouth. Her heavy cum slides into your stomach, filling you with a lethargic bliss.
With a gasp Tarria pulls her cock from between your lips. For a moment you can only kneel there, naked, your breasts heaving and mouth open in a perfect, cock-sucking O. Your thoughts feel slow. Submissive. You look dully up at your mistress as she smirks down at you, her contempt and triumph intoxicating to your bitch-broken body.
Without thinking about why, you turn around on your hands and knees, raising your ass invitingly in the air. “Mistress?” you moan, drooling a little. “Please… fuck me…”
Tarria laughs and delivers another stinging slap to your soft bottom. “Stupid whore! I told you not to speak unless I tell you to.”
You moan against the blow, the sensation vibrating through to your buzzing clit. “P-please…”
Tarria smirks. “Suppose there is only one way to shut you up.”
You pant eagerly as she swaggers over to you. You push out your ass further, widen your hips so your pussy is on full display. Your mistress takes her pseudo-cock, rubbing the bulbous tip against your lower lips. You bite your lip, arching against the teasing strokes of her throbbing cock. “Pleeeease,” you whimper.
Tarria laughs, then thrusts.
Your body seems perfectly tuned to taking her cock. Every nerve sings as her girthy shaft pushes inside of you, ballooning within your tight inner walls. You moan throatily with pleasure as her hips meet your ass. Your mistress raises her arms in triumph, the crowd roaring in celebration at your utter defeat. The sound only makes you hotter. More eager to be debased. Fortunately Tarria doesn’t soak in her triumph for too long before starting to pound your slutty cunt into the ground.
“Yessss!” you scream in mind numbing ecstasy, every punch of her alien shaft inside of you drilling deeper your place beneath her. “Yesss! Ohhhh! Fuck me! Breed me! Break my slutty asss!”
Tarria laughs. “You were born to be a slut, starwalker. Like all your kind.”
“Yesss!” you scream. “I’m your slut! Your slave! Fuck me! Don’t… ah… stooooop!”
The crowd roars with delight. Several of the higher ranked are already pulling their lower brethren to them and are fucking them right in the stands. At the center of this depraved orgy is you, being fucked into oblivion in the middle of the scene. You had dreams once, but as Tarria howls and fills you with her mind numbing seed, you let them die. This is your place. Beneath your queen. Your pussy stuffed with her perfect cock.
Forever.
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Parlay

“Wait,” you say, holding out your hands to forestall her attack. “Hold on. We don’t have to do this.”
“We must,” the alien princess declares as she struts towards you. “You have entered our sacred temple. Defiled it with your presence. Only two kinds of outsiders are welcome here. The dead, and the slaves. Choose which you shall be!”
You gape at her, the firm confidence of her words defeating any other protests. Belatedly, you realize she’s bearing down on you, unstoppable. You try to grab a weapon but it’s far too late. Tarria casually slaps aside your hands, a blow to your chest sending you down onto the floor. You move to rise but the tip of her spear touches your chest.
You freeze, heart pounding. You look up at the alien’s glowing eyes and haughty smirk. “Which are you, starwalker?” she demands.
Defeat stares down at you. “A… a slave,” you whimper.
“Louder, slut! Let all know what you are.”
“A slave!” you cry out weakly.
The crowd roars in delight. Tarria smirks down at you, and in that moment, you know you’re truly beaten. Before you can even flinch her spear flicks, tearing open the tight front of your bodysuit without even touching your skin. You gasp as your ample breasts bounce into view, the warm air of Lanaar rushing in and stiffening your nipples in desire.
Tarria’s eyes pulse with interest. The crystal on her throat glows brighter and her ‘skin’ takes on a slightly ruddy hue. She reached down and tears off your belt, throwing it aside. You raise your arms in a belated effort of modesty but she easily grabs your wrists, yanking you back to your feet.
You gasp, and then, once more, her lips are on yours. Her tongue thrusts into your mouth, and you shudder as a strange, sweet taste washes through your mouth. A wave of submissive desire passes through you as your breasts mash against the impossibly soft orbs of the alien princess. You yield easily, swooning in her grasp.
She breaks the kiss, grinning down at your flush and panting face. “Kneel, callash. And kiss your master’s foot.”
Denial doesn’t even register with you. Belatedly, you realize there must be something in her fluids that sends a quiver of submissive desire through you. Or perhaps it is the crystal which continues to glow from her throat. Either way, all that passes your lips is a meek, “Yes, mistress.”
You kneel, still feeling woozy from the potent kiss. You lean forward, breasts dangling beneath you, and kiss her dusty feet. A shudder of submissive bliss goes through you at this degradation. Yet, something about it tingles in you. You realize you’re enjoying this in some strange way.
Tarria laughs. She grabs your hair and pulls you face up, pressing it against her bulge. “Good, my callash. But now, service me.”
“Yes,” you gasp, inhaling the strange scent of her cock. You reach up and fondle her shaft. It’s strange. Rigid like a balloon filled with sand, and oddly malleable, unlike anything you’ve handled before. The thought of her filling you with that strange cock sends another tingle of desire through you as you stroke her to full hardness.
You open your mouth wide and slide forward, taking the alien’s shaft into your mouth. A muffled moan escapes you as your tongue lathes her shaft. Her cock throbs, pulsing in time to the crystal around her neck.
You can feel your willingness to resist wash away with every stroke of your tongue on her strangely luminous flesh. Yet even as you realize this, you also understand you don’t care. You bob faster, more eagerly, embracing your new role as this alien’s slave. And why not? It feels so good to suck her cock. To kneel before her like a submissive bitch and just… serve her.
Tarria moans. Her hands tangle in your hair as your bob faster. Faster. “Yessss,” she gasps. “You fleshlings always do so well. Keep at it, my callash. Keep worshipping my arash and I will fill you with it.”
The thought sends your blood racing. You bob faster. Faster. Desperate to taste her alien seed. To be filled with her mighty cock. A ragged moan vibrates through you as you tongue her alien shaft, adoring every inch of it.
Tarria’s flesh flushes a deeper crimson. She pants hotly, her crystal throbbing through her and into you. “Yes. Yes! Take it my callash! Take your master’s seed! Nnnnaaaa!”
She cries out, her cock bulges, and suddenly your mouth is awash in her essence.
Your eyes roll back. Your whole body quivers as her seed fills you. It tastes… it tastes soooo good! You moan as you swallow it like a drowning man would the clearest water. Your flushed flesh burns with a sudden feverish lust.
You come to on the arena floor, panting, vision spinning, mind sluggish with a drugged satiation. Tarria looms over you, smirking down at you. But oh how she is lovely. You look up at the alien adoringly, and as you roll to your hands and knees, presenting your plump cunt for her pleasure, you realize what you always knew. That you were destined to serve this powerful alien as a slave. A slut. A thrall.
And as her cock fills you, as you cry out with mind blanking pleasure, you know you will be her callash forever more.
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Fight

You whip up your blaster and fire. The thin beam of red light slices through the air, only for the warrior to twist out of the way. For a moment you’re gobsmacked by the eerie, sinuous movement of the strange alien.
It’s the only one you have. The next second she’s finished her twist, following through by hurling her spear at you. The crystal tip slams into your chest, ripping through your bodysuit with ease. You fly back, hitting the ground heavily with a gasp. The last thing you see is the crystals above, their glow smudging as consciousness slips away.
Bad End
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Stun

Your eyes again pass over Terraria as she readies her weapon. The composition of her body fascinates you. How it’s almost… fluid. An idea strikes you. It’s a risk. A huge one, but on the other hand your chances otherwise vary from slim to fuck all.
“Eeeeyaaaa!” Tarria screams, her war cry shocking you back into the here and now as the alien warrior pounds across the arena floor. Your hand darts to your belt, fumbling fingers freeing your stunner. You yank up the weapon, crank it to ten as the warrior closes the distance, and fire!
The sound of the stunner keens through the arena like ice on a skillet. There’s enough time for Terraria to look surprised before every spark of power in the stunner slams into her. The alien warrior arches, screaming in agony. Your jaw drops as her body seems to lose part of its cohesion, rippling like a pond that someone just dropped a freighter of rocks into.
The alien warrior falls to the sand, her body shifting from its normally busty form to a more oozing shape, still faintly sparking. A stunned silence falls over the arena while you stand there stupidly, the stunner’s box still clutched in your hand. You glance about the warriors and priestesses filling the stands, then awkwardly raise your hand.
“Y-yeah!” you shout. “I um… won! …Right?”
The silence deepens until, at last, one of the aliens stands. Unlike the others she wears a massive number of feathers in her crown. She looks down on the arena floor, her expression mild.
“You have defeated Terraria,” the high priestess calls. She gestures over the arena grandly. “You have earned your freedom, and as it was Terraria’s to decide your fate, so falls it to you to decide hers.”
You look back down as Terraria seems to solidify once more. The alien warrior shakily pulls herself to a sitting position, but doesn’t rise further. She kneels before you, her head bowed submissively. “I have lost,” the alien warrior says in a low voice. “My life is yours to do with as you wish.”
You stare uncertainly at the alien, stunned at her submissive tone. The proud warrior is gone, her fate in your hands. You find your eyes again wandering over her faintly luminous form, lingering on the full shapes of her breasts and heavy shape of her cock.
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Surrender

As you look at the powerful alien fear chokes you. What are you doing? How can you fight this savage? You throw up your arms. “Wait!” you cry. “I surrender!”
Tarria pauses, staring at you in confusion. “Is this some starwalker trick?” she demands.
“No! Please. I… I don’t want to fight.”
Tarria slowly uncoils herself from her ready stance. A familiar, domineering grin slowly brushes across her lips. “Is that so?” she asks, eyes bright with growing interest. “Then prove it, starwalker.” She points to her feet. “Crawl.”
Humiliation burns in you as you go to your hands and knees and crawl across the arena towards the alien princess. Yet, there’s something strangely tantalizing about it as well. You look up at the faintly glowing alien, her haughty amusement and evident arousal all too clear. Well, you’re committed now. You may as well earn some brownie points. As you come to her feet you lean up and take her hardened shaft in her hands. Tarria hisses in surprise as you begin to stroke her.
“What are you doing?”
“Servicing you, mistress,” you say. You lean in, lifting her cock and running your tongue up the underside, tasting the strange, muskiness of her shaft. “Are you displeased?”
Tarria smirks and grabs your head. “No, slave.”
The word sends a shiver through you. Slave. That’s right. You’re this alien’s slave, now. Forfeiting your freedom without a shot fired. Your body warms, feeling charged with arousal. Instead of being horrified, you’re strangely aroused by the idea. You lavish her pseudo-cock with your tongue, bathing it eagerly until it shines. Working your lips around the tapering tip, you push forward, taking her cock deep into her throat.
Tarria groans. The crowd cheers and you blush with the humiliation and sensual delight in your own humiliation. “That’s it,” Tarria moans, pumping into your soft lips, fucking your face with eager, powerful strokes of her hips. “Suck it well, alien. Take my cock!”
You moan around her shaft as it fills your mouth. The taste is incredible. You suck with increasing hunger like her cock were the finest sweetmeat in the galaxy. Maybe it is. Her cock pulses with the same throbbing of her crystal adornments, radiating through your curvy frame in heavy shudders of desire. Your ass rises, your hips moving.
“Yes,” the alien moans. “Yes. Suck it deeper. Deeper! I… Nnnnya!”
She roars as she cums. You moan as her seed spills into your mouth and down your throat. You swallow eagerly, her cum pulsing into your stomach, forming a heavy, sated weight deep inside you. You shudder, the taste indescribable. Exquisite. Your head spins and your body shudders with a hazy high like you’re drunk.
Tarria pushes you off her cock. You flop onto the sand, panting, flushed, your eyes lidded and body burning with desire.
The alien admires your desperate form. “Strip, callash. It’s time you were claimed.”
“Yesss,” you moan. You tear away your suit, ripping it in your haste. The cool air kisses your overheated flesh as you scramble to your knees and push out your bum, lifting it like an animal in heat. You peek over your shoulder, giving your derriere a wiggle. “P-please! Please, fuck me!”
Tarria laughs at your display. She strokes her bloated pseudo-cock as she swaggers to your hunched form. Her hands grab your rump, your moan keening as she parts your cheeks, the cool air sliding up the sensitive flesh within.
“Hmm. Two. Excellent.”
You glance back to ask what she means, then gape as she touches the stone at her throat. The pulsing gem throbs, and to your shock you see a second bulge above her first. With awe you watch as another cock swells from her girlish hips, the blue slab of fuckstick swelling even larger than her first shaft. You tremble with expectant desire as she leans over you, her two cocks teasing your flowering cunt and puckered ass.
She grins, and thrusts.
“Ahhhh!” you scream as your ass and pussy are filled. Fulfilled. The heat of your body peaks, your pleasure bursting through you as you’re penetrated by Tarria’s two cocks.
“Yessss!” the alien moans as she begins to thrust, pounding you into the arena sands with every heavy thrust. “Ahh! Fleshlings are sooo good! Soo tight! Mnnn! Yes! Take them, my callash! Take it all Screams for me!”
Oh you do. Panting, mewling, crying out, you shudder under her pounding shafts. The crystal on her neck beats faster, you own heart thudding in time to it. The wet slap of her hips against your ass thumps like savage drums through the air. The crowd is in a frenzy as they watch the intruder be taken by their champion. Some have already turned to each other and pulled another alien into a kiss. An orgy develops around the ring, you and your new mistress the centerpiece as she tames your human cunt and ass, her every thrust rippling through you in shudders of pleasure.
You scream, cumming, your tender depths squeezing the alien cocks, only for them to swell within you, stretching your inner walls like nothing else could. Tarria howls, a savage cry of triumph, and she cums, her seed pulsing into you, your body welcoming her alien spooge.
“Nyaaaa!” you scream, arching, tits quivering as you cum again, more intense than your first orgasm.
But still Tarria doesn’t stop. Her endurance seems endless as she relentlessly fucks you, reducing you to a moaning, panting thing of drooling lust and shuddering curves. At last, after what seems an eternity, she unsheathes herself from within you, her blue essence bubbling from your well stuffed holes.
“Thank me, slave,” she says.
Tits mashed into the ground, you can only manage a needy whimper. “M-mooore,” you moan.
Tarria laughs. She scoops you up in her powerful arms, cradling you against the lush pillows of her blue tinted tits. “Oh there will be more, my callash,” she says, the word almost tender. “There will be more.”
Then she kisses you. You moan into her lips, surrendering once more to her. She carries you out of the arena, the sounds of the tribe’s orgy echoing behind you, your new life awaiting you beneath the dark halls of the temple.
[[Slave to the Alien Princess]]




Take Her as a Slave

You look down at the submissive alien, recalling all her cruel words and claims of what she would do to you. Oh how the tables have turned. You grab her by her choker and pull her to her feet. Sensing the meaning behind the rings in her tentacle hair, you grab them and yank them off.
Tarria winces as you let the rings fall to the arena floor with a singing chime of gold. “Listen to me,” you say roughly. “You’re my slave. You hear me? My bitch! You’ll do whatever I tell you, won’t you?”
“Yes.”
You slap her. “Yes what?”
“Yes, mistress,” the alien whimpers.
A strange power fills you at your dominance over her. “On your knees,” you command her.
The alien goes to her knees once more, looking up at you meekly. You touch the connector of your body suit and pull it down. Your breasts burst from it, nipples thick and hard with arousal you didn’t realize you had. Then further down reveals the tuft of hair above your cunt. You grab the alien’s head and shove her face into your quim.
“Lick.”
The alien grasps your hips, her tongue delving into your hot box. You moan as she submissively licks you, her prehensile tongue skilled, writhing inside of you. The sensation of having the once proud, fierce warrior little more than your pussy munching slave fills you with a strange sense of power. Of dominance and control. You grind against her face eagerly, humping her plunging tongue.
“Yes! Yesss! Ah, fuck! This… this is where you belong, slut. Eating me out. Who are you!”
“Your slave,” Tarria moans.
“Yes you are. Ah… here… here I cuuuum!”
You scream with ecstasy as you drench the alien’s face in your hot juices. Your knees quake with the intensity of your orgasm. With a gasp you push her back, sending her sprawling onto her ass.
“Not bad,” you breathe. You glance about the underground arena again, noticing the other aliens watching raptly as your conquer their champion. “Let’s go, slut. Which way is out.”
“This way, mistress,” Tarria says, beginning to stand.
“No,” you snap, voice like a whip. “Warriors walk. Slaves crawl.”
It’s amazing to see the change in the once proud alien as she meekly goes back to her knees. She turns and begins to crawl towards the doors of the temple. You follow, thoughtful. You bring your wrist comm to your mouth. “Navi?”
“Captain! Finally. Are you okay?”
“Better than okay,” you say, smirking at the swaying ass of the alien before you. “Listen. Bring the ship around to the front of the pyramid. I’ll meet you there.”
“Did you find a sample for your experiments?”
“Oh yes,” you say, patting Tarria’s gelatinous bum. “Very much so.”
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Take Her as a Companion

“The truth is, Tarria,” you say. “I won against you not because I’m better than you at fighting. But thanks to technology. Things I brought with me from the stars. But the thing about that is, there’s a ton of other and far more dangerous beings out there with this kind of tech waiting out there.”
Tarria cocks her head, her tentacle-like hair swaying. “Oh?”
“That’s right. But I could use a strong, capable companion like you with me,” you say, grinning. “And the stars are waiting to meet a warrior as skilled as you are.”
You see a new light in those luminous eyes. One familiar. You’ve seen it in the mirror often enough. It’s excitement. A thrill of adventure and worlds awaiting. The alien princess smiles eagerly. “You will show me these new world, starwalker?”
“Sure,” you say. “But call me Amelia.”
“It is well, Amelia,” Tarria says. She saunters up to you, her haughty confidence restored. She presses against you, and you wouldn’t be human if your heart didn’t beat faster as those luscious, luminous breasts pressed against your own. Her hand slipped around you, groping your ample bottom hungrily. “I shall join you. You fleshlings are always so… delicate.”
“I think you’ll find we’re hardier than you expect,” you say, breathing deepening.
“Shall you show me?” Tarria asks lustily.
“I think I can do that,” you reply.
She smirks, and kisses you. Eagerly you kiss back. You taste her mouth again, and your body sings, warming to the presence of the lusty alien princess. You moan as you feel her pseudo-cock press against your bodysuit, then gasp as she rubs it against your slit.
“Let’s take this back to my ship,” you breathe.
“So be it,” Tarria purrs, your heart beating in tune to the stone embedded in her choker. “I will show you the pleasure of a rovinian.”
“Sounds good to me,” you giggle, and kiss her again.
[[Adventures in Science]]




Amelia the Slaver

“Please,” the naked woman at your feet gasps. “P-please…”
You smirk from atop your throne of steel and cybernetics. Black latex garbs you, clinging to your buxom curves, outlining your firm, perky nipples and conforming to the shape of your slit. You tap your feet in the air, glossy synthetic shining along your toe. “Hmmm. I don’t know. Do you reaaaally want it?”
She looks up, her wide eyes shining with tears, her body shaking with an utterly physical need. Stars above but that makes you so fucking horny. To see such desperate need in another human being. And all of it depending on your whim. On your will.
A muffled moan from your shoulder has you glance that way. It came from the princess once known as Tarria, but now you just call her Milk Slut. She dangles from the wall beside your throne, her arms and legs sealed tight in magnetic clamps, her body glistening with her fluids, her fat teats hanging low along with her cock, the latter wrapped in a massage collar in the form of a steel ring. Her head is bound in a holo helmet, forever feeding her images of sex and desire, but her body bound from ever finding that satisfaction she so craves. Never allowed to cum unless you will it.
“You do sound so earnest,” you muse, turning back to the kneeling woman. You casually lift Tarria’s cock, the former princess gasping, twitching as her cock pulses, trying to cum, denied by the cock ring you’ve given her. You lazily stroke the underside of that translucent shaft. Ever since you discovered the addictive properties of Tarria’s cock, you’ve enjoyed using it on others. To see anyone from a naval captain to a pirate queen delivered to a shaking addict at the mere taste of her seed has delighted you in ways you could never put into words.
“How much do you want it?”
“Anything,” the woman gasps. “Anything. Please!”
“Oh really? Ho. And here I thought Iniria Lats, the head of the Erenian Black Ops, would have a bit more self-respect,” you laugh. Your fingers lazily stroke the underside of Tarria’s cock, the bound alien moaning weakly, her hips bucking.
“P-please!” Iniria cries out.
“Hmm,” you hum some more, stroking Tarria’s shaft, teasing a droplet of pre from that bulbous pseudo-cock. Iniria’s eyes are riveted to that dangling droplet of cum, her breath coming in gasps. Her ass twitching as if she’s considering lunging for it. You smirk and flick Tarria’s cock.
The droplet falls, splattering to the deck. “Noooo!” Iniria wails, throwing herself forward and scratching at the steel as if to pull that drop of arousal back up.
You laugh at the sight. “Poor girl. I know how badly you want it. And I am a kind mistress, after all. So I’ll give you a taste. But first, you have to do a few things for me…”
“Anything,” she pants. “Anything!”
“Good girl,” you croon as you lift your foot.
Immediately Inirira takes your foot in hand. Her hot breath ghosts over the skin tight fabric of your legging, and as her tongue runs up along the arch of your foot you can feel the heat of her saliva and smoothness of her tongue.
“Mmm. That’s a good girl,” you murmur contentedly as Iniria licks your foot. “That’s right. Polish it nice and shiny. Now, as for your investigation. I think that you found I’d left the system a week ago, and so you couldn’t find me or any evidence I was here. And what you have found? Hmmm. I think you’ll be deleting aaaaaall that data. Won’t you?”
“Yes,” Inirira whimpers. “Yes.”
“That’s good,” you moan as she delicately sucks on your toes, worshipping your foot like it’s the sole purpose of her existence. “That’s very good…”
As her service to you continue you jerk off Tarria’s shaft. The imprisoned alien moans and gasps, kept on the edge of her climax by the tight confines of the ring. You ease back your head, eyes lidded as you soak in the sounds of Iniria’s worship of your foot and Tarria’s keening cries of muffled pleasure.
“Yessss,” you gasp, hand moving faster on the alien’s shaft, feeling that strange, semi-translucent pseudo cock shift in your hand like a bag full of thick gelatin. “That’s it Iniria. Mmmm. You really missed your calling. You were born to be a slave. Ohhh that’s it. Get between the toes. Suck them just like that. Like they were little cocks. Maybe next time you visit I’ll have one of my playthings around. You can suck his fat cock like the good slut you are. Would you like that?”
Iniria tries to gasp an answer but you just shove your foot back in her face, laughing as you feel her tongue glide up the sole of your foot. “Oh good girl! Such a good slut. Alright. Open wide, bitch. Here it comes!”
Iniria pulls back, her face flushed, eyes hot and heavy as she stares worshipfully at the alien’s cock as you continue to jerk it. You smirk and teasingly run your fingers up Tarria’s cock, finding the ring. You tap the button there.
With a cry that not even her gag can fully muffle Tarria cums. Her whole body jerks in the confines of her clamps, tits bouncing as her hips frantically beat the air, her thick, alien spooge spurting across the room, bathing Iniria’s face in cum.
Moaning, panting, Iniria licks up as much as she can, gathering what she missed with her hands and frantically shoving it into her mouth. You laugh, the cruel sound echoing in the chamber of dark durasteel and red flood lamps. Ringing over the cries of pleasure.
You twitch the button on Tarria’s cock once more, and her orgasm is stifled. Tarria whimpers, sagging, her hips still twitching as once more the humming ring begins to bring her back to that sweet edge she can never truly surmount. You ease back, smirking at Iniria as she sighs, her tremors subsiding for the moment, her hunger appeased.
“Enjoy it?” you ask teasingly.
“Y-yes,” Iniria gasps, looking back up at you. “Th-thank you, mistress…”
“You’re welcome, slut. Now, off you go. Back to work. And I know how very hard you will work. After all, if I were ever caught by the authorities, you’d never get to taste my dear Milk Slut’s cum again.”
Iniria gulps. Death holds no weight for the agent, but the fear in her eyes at the prospect of never again tasting Tarria’s cum makes you wriggle in delight.
“N-no, mistress. I… I’ll make sure you never do…”
“Mmm. Good. Now, off you go. Scoot.”
Inirira scrambles to her feet at your dismissive wave. She shuffles towards the doors, but steals a last, longing glance at Tarria. You make another shooing motion with your hand and Iniria patters off and down the humming durasteel corridors.
You sigh, easing back in your throne. Lazily you cup one of Tarria’s gargantuan tits and give it a playful squeeze. Tarria twitches, moans, the caps on her nipples buzzing more insistently, the milkers thumping as they suck at her sweet, sweet addictive cream. Hardly as potent as her cum, but far easier to harvest, and in much larger amounts.
You loll atop your throne, basking in the mantle of your power. This certainly isn’t where you expected your adventures to end, but you can’t say you regret it.
End
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Adventures in Science

The ramp hisses down and you stiffen as Rambin Ort steps down. He’s a heavy built man, a leather jacket barely concealing his gut, his eyes insectoid lenses bolted over his sockets. He smiles oozily, a case in hand. You glance at his bodyguards. Tank bred killers, the svelte men garbed only in skin tight synthweave like they’re wearing a second, black skin. They move sinuously, never a wasted motion, like liquid silver. Their hands likely conceal razor talons. Optic enhancers crawl along their skulls like silver mesh. And judging by the tightness of their synthsuits, they have no genitals, you note.
Alright then.
You step out of the shadows of the landing pad and halt a short distance from Rambin. Immediately the splicer halts, his mouth splitting open in a grin.
“Miss Carey. A pleasure,” he croons, sweeping an exaggerated bow. “How kind of you to meet us in person.”
“Yes yes. Whatever.” You nod at the briefcase he’s holding. “That it?”
“It is indeed,” Rambin says. He lifts the case and snaps open the mag locks. The case falls open, revealing three vials of bubbling silver. “Pure antian oxide. One of the rarest substances known to space. Some say it could be used to generate a source of energy to rival a sun.”
“So they say,” you breathe, staring at the cylinders with awe. You glance back to him. “Alright. I have the credits loaded on this chit,” you say, displaying the thin plastic card. “We’ll exchange it, and everyone goes home happy.”
“Oh yes,” Rambin titters. “Very happy indeed.”
He must have some muscle enhancements atop his other ones, for his hand moves faster than you think a fat thing like him could. In an instant you’re facing down the humming barrel of a plasma pistol, the bulky charge bank glowing against Rambin’s faceted eyes. “And we will be happier still to have you join us, my dear. You’ve made quite the name for yourself lately, Miss Carey. Acquiring all sorts of interesting items. Developing such fascinating devices for market. There’s a great many men who would dearly want to speak to you. And,” he adds, his hungry glance revealing that he hasn’t denied himself the physical attributes he severed from his bodyguards. “Not only for your mind.”
His stare feels oily on your skin. You shudder with revulsion and slowly raise your hands. “Don’t suppose we could discuss this?”
“I’m afraid not.”
“Pity.”
Silver flashes. Rambin screams as the knife slams into his hand, pinning it to his plasma pistol. He drops to his knees, clutching his hand.
His bodyguards ignore their master, immediately looking up as a glowing shape leaps off a waiting hauler. Tarria howls her people’s war cry as she draws an atom edged katana and brings it down with all the weight of her drop. The first bodyguard raises his hand, silver blades sliding out of his fingers like claws, and doing nothing against the sword as it slices cleanly through steel, flesh and bone.
The bodyguard drops in halves, and Tarria has already spun to face the second man, the tendrils of her hair writhing, her ‘skin’ pulsing red with the thrill of battle. Her body is mostly clad in a crisscross of fishnet, a bandolier of weapons around her shapely hips, the stone in her necklace flashing with power. The princess has taken well to the worlds beyond her home. Given time and weapons, she’s acclimated herself wonderfully. There’s not an assassin in known space you’d bet on against her, which is fortunate thanks to some of the people you’ve come across in the years since leaving Lanaar.
The bodyguard rushes her, and Tarria sweeps her blade at him. More than human reflexes has him dodge, sweeping around his claw. A dance of death ensues between the two born killers, too fast for your eyes to follow. A battle of assassins.
You leave them to it. Your feet bang off the metal flooring as you rush up to Rambin and snatch up the suitcase, dancing back. He snarls, but a crackle from the pistol impaled to his hand draws his attention. His eyebrows fly up in horror as he sees the plasma chamber’s been breached, energy crackling from the charge bank, a humming beginning to grow.
You turn and pelt away from him as he desperately tries to tear the gun from his hand. The whining call of the overloading plasma gun builds and builds until, with a howl, it explodes in a blinding flash of blue light.
The shockwave nearly bowls you over, but you keep moving, racing past the bulky starships parked along the hanger bay. “Navi!” you gasp into the radio bead in your ear. “Get the ship running! We’re getting outta here!”
“Noooo. Things went badly when meeting with the psychotic splicer? Who woulda guessed!” the AI says.
“Just do it!”
You nearly jump out of your skin as Tarria suddenly appears at your side, the alien’s semi-translucent lips lifted in a grin.
“Take care… of your friend?” you pant.
She laughs. “Of course. He could not face a warrior of the rosinian!” You yelp as she suddenly spanks your shapely rear. “Hurry Amelia! We must go!”
You flush but move faster as warning sirens begin to sound. You burst past some final haulers and gasp in relief at the blocky shape of the Fibonacci. You pound up the ramp, not even closed before Navi lifts the ship off. You hurry into the cockpit just in time to see Navi soar through the air shield, past the sealing doors and out into open space.
You gasp, falling back into your seat with a sigh of relief. “Oof! That was close.”
Tarria’s hand falls on your shoulder. You look up as the alien princess moves atop you, straddling your waist with a proud grin. “My sario,” the alien breathes, stroking your cheek. “Did you fear?”
You laugh and shake your head. “Mm. Not at all. I know you had my back.”
“As I always do, my sario,” Tarria says, leaning in and kissing you.
You moan into her lips. Though you’ve built up something of an immunity to her intoxicating juices, her kiss still hums across your mouth and through your body, your nipples hardening against your suit and pussy moistening in desire. You wriggle beneath her, her generous breasts pressing against your own. You gasp as the bulge of her suit presses against your gash.
“Ohhh Tarria. Did… did you see? His bodyguards didn’t have cocks.”
“It is why they lost, my sario,” Tarria says, chuckling with another fierce flash of a grin. “They are without soul. They need passion to truly prevail. Desire. They must want as a beast does,” she growls.
“Oooh, are you my beast?” you moan, rubbing the indent of your cunt against her bulge.
Tarria growls and nips your neck, making you gasp and giggle in delight. You wrap your arms about the alien’s neck, panting as she tongues and strokes you possessively.
“Hey. Hey! No fucking in the cockpit. I have to live here too you know.”
“Oh fiiine!” you groan, then gasp as Tarria suddenly lifts you in her arms.
“The spirit is right. I would take you on your bed, my sario,” Tarria says.
“Oh my princess,” you giggle, kissing her again, once more drowning your lips in the sweet toxins of her juices as she bears you through the waiting doors and to your personal room. The door slides open and Tarria throws you onto the bed, making you squeak. Instantly she’s on your again, kissing you, dominating you, her powerful form enfolding you beneath her as she palms your lush teats.
You moan submissively beneath her, relishing her possessiveness. It feels so good to be adored. To be a sario. Tarria explained to you what it means. To the rovinians, it meant something like other half. A soulmate in the truest sense. It still gives you a little shiver of delight at how much the alien cares for you. How deeply you are treasured to her.
You moan as she nips at your throat, her fingers finding your zipper and easing it down. Your breasts bounce free, nipples hard and flushed with pleasure. Your pants open with a bit more resistance, sticky with your desire.
“You are so wet for me, my sario,” Tarria breathes.
“Wet… mnn… and eager,” you moan. You palm the bulge of her pseudo-cock with approval. “Mmm. And looks like I’m not the only one.”
Tarria grins fiercely. She adjusts herself as you find the slip of her pants and part it. Her cock swells into your hand, bulbous and heavy like a balloon filled with sand.
“Oh Tarria,” you breathe, palming her strange cock, feeling its shape alter to your probing fingers. “Please. Fuck me. Fuck your sario.”
“With pleasure,” the princess breathes. Again her lips meet yours. Hot, raw with passion. But something deeper lies within. Something tender. You feel it, this sensation, echoing through her in that strange way her people have. Your own heart fills with love for this fierce warrior. Which only makes the sensation of her cock sliding into you all the sweeter.
“Ooooh,” you moan, arching as her strange shaft pushes into your loose cunt, stretching itself within you until it fits like a key to a lock. “Ohhh yesss! Tarria! Oh Tarria! Fuck meeee!”
“My sario!” Tarria cries, her hips bucking, filling you with every thrust, sending shockwaves of that strange pleasure echoing through you. Your skin grows flushed, every nerve charged. Every sensation increased tenfold as her alien shaft fills you with that strange energy you know so well.
“Yessss!” you scream as Tarria increases the pace, her hands stroking you, fondling you. You reach up, tangling your fingers in the netting of her fishnet shirt, pulling her against you. “Tarria! Tarria! I love you. I love youuuuu!”
“Amelia!” Tarria cries, arching as she pushes her cock as deep as she can inside you. You scream with ecstasy as she at last cums, her thick, goopy spooge stuffing your cunt, inflating your womb until your stomach bulges just a little.
You collapse beneath her, your whole body twitching with the aftereffects of your shared orgasm. Tarria pants above you, her skin swirling with hues like some galaxy bound in female form. You smile adoringly up at her, your shaking hand stroking her cheek.
“Tarria. I love you.”
“And I you, my sario,” she says, the sincerity of her words making you blush again.
She kisses you, and once more begins to move inside of you. You sigh, relaxing in her embrace, feeling the worry and tension bleed out of you as you lose yourself in the tender fucking of your alien princess. What adventures await you cannot say, but you’re happy to face them, so long as you do so with Tarria at your side.
Good End
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Slave to the Alien Princess

Life has taken on a predictable but wonderful tone.
In the morning you wake your mistress by kissing her pseudo-cock as a good thrall would. Your naked curves, plumped and soft from days of servitude sway as you bob atop her shaft, soft lips running up and down her impossibly smooth length until, with a gasp, Mistress cums with a moan, filling your mouth with that wonderful cum that makes your mind so blissfully soft and thoughts lazy and slow.
Tarria might fuck your ass then, or not, depending on her preference. After all, you are hers. A pleasure tool and subservient bitch slave to the powerful warrior. You don’t know what she does when she leaves the chamber. The world outside has become something unnecessary. All you need is right there.
While she’s gone you eagerly proceed to clean the rooms and straighten the shelves. You stir the fount of essence, basking in the glow of that translucent liquid as it shimmers from whatever depths the temple plumbs. Afterwards you prepare yourself for mistress’s return, arranging yourself on the sleeping mat with abject servility. You don’t need to eat actual food anymore. Once Tarria brought you some fruit from the jungle, but the pulpy sweetness was so drab compared to Mistress’s cum you could barely swallow. By the look on her face, Mistress expected this, and found it highly amusing. You were glad to be of service to her, and even gladder when she then allowed you to suck another hot load of her alien spunk.
When Mistress returns from whatever work she had that day she’ll sometimes tell you about it as she relaxes in the fount of essence, your firm hands massaging her pliable, glowing flesh and nodding and interjecting praise when appropriate. Once you might have tried listening to her, but that’s become far too much effort for a slave. Particularly when you can see her pulsing balloon of a cock swelling from her lap.
And if you’re very good and Mistress is in a good mood, she’ll cock her head back, the tentacles of her hair stirring with pleasure, and she’ll say, “Shall I take you, callash?”
And you will beam and gasp, “Oh please Mistress!”
Laughing, she’ll rise from the pool, that shimmering water soaking into her flesh, her glow overpowering. You’ll prostrate yourself before her, forehead pressing into the stones.
“How much do you need it, my foolish callash?”
“Oh Mistress! Slave needs your cock. Please! Slave can’t live without being fucked by you. She needs it so badly Mistress. Please. Please, grant your slut your powerful rod. Claim her unworthy pussy. Slave begs you!”
Tarria will listen to your babbling for a time, and when she’s satisfied you thoroughly know your place, at last she’ll say, “Turn, slut. Present yourself.”
You’ll eagerly scramble about and raise your plush, pale bottom for her inspection. Her hands sink into your ass cheeks, a shuddering moan escaping your soft lips and a panting gasp as her fingers massage your ass, admiring your firmness compared to her own essence.
“You were lucky I found you, my dear callash. My sisters would have loved such a slave before them.”
“Slut is so happy Mistress chose her,” you moan. “None can make slave as happy as Mistress.”
Mistress will laugh. “Too true, slut. Now, here is your reward!”
She’ll thrust forward, spearing your sopping, naked cunt. You’ll scream, for it’s so good. So glorious to feel her mighty tool spreading your cunt around it. You’ll cum the second you feel that glorious cock within you. Forbidden from touching yourself on pain of not drinking Mistress’s cum, the explosion of sensation in your constantly dripping pussy will send you right over the edge. Your scream will ring off the crystals which grow from the walls, your pants and whimpers and mewls echoing off the cold stone as Mistress fucks you into the ground, pounding your clutching cunny like the queen she is.
“Ahhh! Take it whore! Take it my callash! Beg for my cock. Tell me how you love it!”
“Mistresss!” you wail in helpless pleasure. “Oh Mistresss! Your cock is… is so… ah… so gooood! I need it. Oh goddess I need it! Please! Oh stars please claim your slave’s pussy! Fill me Mistress. Fill me with your cum. Slave needs it! She needs iiiiiiit!”
Mistress will laugh. She knows you do. If you go too long without a taste of her cock you’ll start to shiver and shake. Your body will grow feverish and desperate. You’ll do anything to get a taste of that wonderful seed. You’ll kneel. You’ll beg. You’ll kiss her ass. One time she prevented you from sucking her cock for a week until you were so addled you tried to attack her just to suck her cock. Naturally she bested you, but she was magnanimous and allowed you to drink of her thick seed afterwards.
And you’ll scream as she conquers your cunt again. As your inner walls ripple with seemingly endless orgasms, drinking in her pre, massaging her pounding shaft for the gift of her cum. And when she does finally reach her peak, when she does finally fill your hot cunny with spurt after spurt of her thick, wonderful cum, you’ll scream in pleasure, the world going white with your bliss.
In those moments of temporary lucidity, you’ll know you’re merely addicted to her. That you’ve become enslaved to her cum. A flash of insight, a moment to bask in the humiliation of your position. Your ambition crushed, your body a plaything of your alien mistress.
But that flash will fade, and all that will remain is torpid, cum-stuffed paradise. You’ll crawl back to her, nuzzling her cock adoringly, your eyes filled with love and obedience.
It wasn’t the end you envisioned starting out, but you couldn’t imagine more.
Bad End
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Robotic Industrialist

From the top windows of your crystalline spire, the world below looks like a toy.
In many ways, it is. You built this entire facility from the sweat of your brow and the new technology developed by the samples you found in that crystalline cavern. A new age of synthetic AI, cheaper than nanomachines, more durable that durasteel. Your invention is already changing the way the entire galaxy works. Liquid AI it’s known. Or Greygoo, more colloquially.
Even the tower you stand in is made of the stuff. A living building of machinery, all of it guided by a single intellect.
“Amie?”
You turn as the floor lifts, forming a devastatingly beautiful and altogether familiar female shape. No clothes hide the full shape of her mouth-watering breasts. Nor does it mask luscious full hips and ass, forming a perfect hourglass shape. Long hair spills down her back and bright blue eyes meet your own.
“Navi,” you say, sitting back into your chair. “How goes it?”
“Wonderfully, captain,” Navi giggles, gliding across the room. She scoots her plump blue bottom onto the edge of your desk, leaning towards you casually. “Seems like the United Navy is interested in the new LI Warship possibilities. Wouldn’t that be something? Shiftable warships, able to reform in the heat of battle.”
“Hmm. And I bet they’ll pay handsomely too,” you muse with a laugh.
Navi’s eyes spark. Your chair suddenly eases back as the AI leans forward. “You know, Amie,” she says, tickling your chin with a finger. “If they do use it, then we could control the entire United Navy fleet. With that sort of firepower, and with the LI still being developed, it might not be too far to, say, take over the galaxy?”
“Navi?” you gasp in mock surprise. “How could you think of such a thing?”
“Just a possibility,” the AI repeats, giggling anew.
“Pfft,” you scoff. “As if I’d want to do something that would be such a pain in the ass. What would I do with a galaxy?”
“That’s right,” Navi says. You gasp as the chair suddenly flows into the floor like it was made of water, only to rise again, forming into the plush decadence of a bed. The room around you changes, the walls shifting and reverting to a wide sphere, blocking out the windows. “After all,” Navi says, straightening, her hand sliding down her trim stomach and to her mons. “You’ve got everything you need right here…”
Your breathing deepens as Navi strokes her mound, and begins to form a thick shaft. You grin eagerly as she continues to mold a cock to her body, forming it with her fingers like it was made of clay. Navi meets your smile, continuing to expand her inhuman shaft until it would rival that of an equinar.
“Ready?” Navi growls as she climbs atop you.
“Oh fuck yeah,” you gasp, and kiss her.
The taste of the synth’s tongue is strange but familiar by now. You moan as her shapely figure rubs against yours. You gasp as hands form from the bed, sliding up your sides and pulling away your clothes, leaving your soft curves bared to the teasing touches of Navi’s hands.
Flesh and steel rub against each other in a strange dance of adoration. Your warm arms wrap about Navi’s head, pulling her deeper into your eager kiss. Her impossibly smooth texture rubs against your thighs, your stomach, and oh your breasts too. Navi’s own heavy mounds press against your tingling teats, your nipples near as hard as hers as they rub against each other, sending your pulse racing, your face flushing.
“Oh Navi,” you moan.
“Ready for the main event?” the AI says, her glowing blue eyes twinkling with amusement.
You mewl with pleasure as her thick shaft rubs against your tender folds. “Oh stars yes!”
“Good.”
She pushes into you, and the world goes white.
You cry out as her synthetic shaft invades your pliant pussy. Stars! How many times has she fucked you with her tool? Yet each time it’s a little different. Always better in its own small ways. You swear she’s hardwired herself to your nervous system with the ways she can make your toes curl and your hips rise.
But none of that compares to when her cock begins to vibrate.
“Oh fuuuuuuuuck!” you scream in ecstasy as Navi begins to plunge her humming cock into your convulsing cunt. Your scream rises higher as you suddenly cum, helpless beneath the pounding pressure of Navi’s cock.
“Yes! Yes! Oh fuck! Fuck yes! Navi! Oh stars fuck me. Fuck me haaaaard!”
“Oh Amie,” your AI breathes, her breath cool and scented with something sweet. “I just love hearing you scream.”
“Ohhhhh staaaars!”
“That’s the one,” the AI giggles, then presses another commanding kiss against your soft lips. You yield to that pressure, undulating beneath her, helpless against the pounding of her glorious humming cock, orgasm after orgasm torn from your helpless flesh beneath the insatiable power of the machine. Stars above, no wonder your products are so well received! Who could resist the potential of this? Of this power! This raw, uninhibited pleasure specifically programmed to your preferences down to the molecular level? You scream again as you once more cum, shuddering with pleasure, your head spinning along with the room as Navi claims your body once more.
You must have blacked out at some point, because when you regain your sense of self you’re being gently massaged by the bed, Navi lying beside you, curling some of your hair around her finger.
“Oh stars,” you groan, every inch of you aching. “How… how long was I out?”
“Unconscious? Maybe a few minutes,” Navi says. “But for the last hour you haven’t done more than grunt and scream, so…”
You moan and cover your face with an arm. “Oh the weakness of flesh,” you laugh.
“Mmm. But I like it. Nice and soft.”
You gasp weakly as Navi give’s your sensitive teats a teasing squeeze. Your arm flops from your face. “Stars I’m thirsty.”
“No wonder. I’m pretty sure you lost two pounds just by sweating and cumming. Want a glass of water?”
“Mmm. Had something else in mind,” you say, glancing at her luscious teats.
Navi laughs and straddles you. “Oh really?” she says, pushing out her chest. Your mouth waters as her breasts swell beyond their already ample size, nipples growing thick and puffy. A dribble of high protein fluid dribbles from her fat nipples. “You know, this is an extremely inefficient way to get this stuff.”
“You know you love It,” you say, smirking.
“Mmm. True,” Navi breathes, leaning over you.
As your lips latch on to Navi’s nipples and suck the first of that sweet milk down, you reflect on her earlier consideration. Yes, it’s true. You really might rule the galaxy some day with the tech you’ve developed. But then again, who needs it? As you bury your face in Navi’s teats, listening to the AI hum and moan, you realize that it’s true. Everything you’ve ever wanted really is right here.
Good End
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Robotic Industrialist

From the top windows of your crystalline spire, the world below looks like a toy.
In many ways, it is. You built this entire facility from the sweat of your brow and the new technology developed by the samples you found in that crystalline cavern. A new age of synthetic AI, cheaper than nanomachines, more durable that durasteel. Your invention is already changing the way the entire galaxy works. Liquid AI it’s known. Or Greygoo, more colloquially.
Even the tower you stand in is made of the stuff. A living building of machinery, all of it guided by a single intellect.
“Amie?”
You turn as the floor lifts, forming a devastatingly beautiful and altogether familiar female shape. No clothes hide the full shape of her mouth-watering breasts. Nor does it mask luscious full hips and ass, forming a perfect hourglass shape. Long hair spills down her back and bright blue eyes meet your own.
“Navi,” you say, sitting back into your chair. “How goes it?”
“Wonderfully, captain,” Navi giggles, gliding across the room. She scoots her plump blue bottom onto the edge of your desk, leaning towards you casually. “Seems like the United Navy is interested in the new LI Warship possibilities. Wouldn’t that be something? Shiftable warships, able to reform in the heat of battle.”
“Hmm. And I bet they’ll pay handsomely too,” you muse with a laugh.
Navi’s eyes spark. Your chair suddenly eases back as the AI leans forward. “You now, Amie,” she says, tickling your chin with a finger. “If they do use it, then we could control the entire United Navy fleet. With that sort of firepower, and with the LI still being developed, it might not be too far to, say, take over the galaxy?”
“Navi?” you gasp in mock surprise. “How could you think of such a thing?”
“Just a possibility,” the AI repeats, giggling anew.
“Pfft,” you scoff. “As if I’d want to do something that would be such a pain in the ass. What would I do with a galaxy?”
“That’s right,” Navi says. You gasp as the chair suddenly flows into the floor like it was made of water. The desk Navi rests on does as well, shifting and forming into the plush decadence of a bed. The room around you changes, the walls shifting and reverting to a wide sphere, blocking out the windows. “After all,” Navi says, lying back, her legs parting and hand sliding down her trim stomach and to her mons. “You’ve got everything you need right here…”
Your eyes brighten as you watch Navi stroke herself, her mons inverting, sinking into the tight form of a waiting cunny. You grin. “Oh?” you murmur, undoing your clothes, shrugging them off and revealing your curvy feminine frame, in all respects but one.
Swelling from your groin, your pale, almost translucent alien cock throbs to attention at the sight of Navi’s eager form. You move atop her, capturing her wrists, pinning them above her head as you straddle her waist. “Navi. Were you hoping to seduce me?”
“Mmm,” the AI hums, her glowing eyes shining innocently. “It had crossed my mind.”
“Naughty,” you breathe, kissing her throat, the AI gasping as the sensors in her ‘flesh’ spark. A flash of pride shoots through you. Tactile sensations in the greygoo was one of your proudest achievements, giving the synths made of it the ability to truly understand pleasure. Early tests were a bit awkward. Especially the test subject that refused to stop masturbating, but you worked out most of the kinks. Aside from the fun ones.
“Oh I am,” Navi moans, arching beneath you. “Mnnn. I never understood why you loves sex so much before.”
“It’s a learning moment to be sure,” you say, nibbling at her throat. Stars. You don’t know if it’s a change worked on you by the greygoo shaft, but you’ve found you love to play the more aggressive role in your sessions now. And Navi is just so soft and pliant in her new body, you can’t help but delight in ravishing her buxom curves. “Want to try something new?”
“New?” Navi mewls.
You grin, releasing her wrists and drawing back. You touch the faintly translucent texture of your cock and run your thumb down it. Navi watches, her eyes widening as your cock seems to split, forming two turgid shafts of pulsating goo.
“O-ohhh Amie,” Navi pants. “You mean…”
“On your knees, Navi,” you breathe. “Time for me to fuck both your holes. More efficient this way, I think.”
Navi giggles but eagerly turns over, lifting her plush bottom for your eager inspection. You give her ass an appreciative spank, admiring how it jiggles. “Hmm. It seems bigger than before. Navi? Have you been altering your ass?”
Navi giggles nervously. “Oh, well. Um… m-maybe?”
“Oho? And how about… these!”
Navi squeals in surprise as you wrap your arms around her and grab your plush teats. She moans heavily as your fingers sink into her heavenly orbs, massaging the pliant flesh hungrily.
“Ooooh. I… I diiiid.”
“Mmm. I thought so. Just my type. A big titted, fat bottomed bimbo slut for me to fuck.”
“B-bimbo! I can do eleven hundred calculations a milisecooooooo!” she trails off in a throaty moan as your fingers pinch her budding nipples.
“Hmm. Nope. I think you’re my big titted slutty bimbo. And I think you need some TLC right… now…”
Navi cries out in delight as you push forward, your inhuman cocks invading her tight cunt and ass. Both holes tighten eagerly around your invading cocks, and it takes all your self-control not to cum right there at the dual sensations.
“Oh f-fuck Navi! That’s good!”
“Oh Amie,” Navi mewls, whimpering as you begin to thrust, plunging your potent cocks into her eager depths. Her every gasp encouraging you to move faster. “Amieeee!”
“C’mon now,” you breathe, mauling her fat tits. “Who’s my big titted slut? Who’s my fat bottomed bimbo bitch?”
“Ohhhh sh-shiiit! Mnnn! F-fucking… I am! Oh stars Amie! I’m your big bimbo s-sluuuut!”
You giggle, nibbling on the back of her neck. “Good girl.”
And with that the true fucking begins. Your hips slam into Navi’s plush bottom, every slap of flesh echoing with Navi’s moans and your pants. Oh stars it feels so gooood! Fuck! You pant, breasts mashing against Navi’s back, hands mauling her soft tits. Tits that are growing even more! Your surprise is short lived, and quickly replaced by delight. You massage and maul her growing mounds, delighting in her every moan and pant, feeling her ass and pussy clench and twitch around your twin cocks.
“Oh fuck! Amie! Amie! I’m gonna cum. Oh fuck Amie!”
“Ohhhh Navi! Cum with me! Cum and let me fill you up! Oh fuck. Oh fuck! Naviiiiii!”
You scream as your orgasm races through you, toe curling pleasure tightening your every muscle as you plunge your cocks deep into Navi’s curves, crying out as you fill her with spurts of your thick, alien spooge.
Navi screams in delight, shuddering beneath you as her own orgasm surges through her. The intensity is enough to scramble her circuitry, and with a moan she collapses beneath you, her whole body twitching with the after effects of her orgasm.
You sigh, pulling out of her with a gasp. Navi moans and you roll her over, laughing at the immense size of her mammaries.
“Holy shit Navi. Look at these things!” you say, hefting her plush tits. “These are enormous!”
“Ohhh. So glad… you like them,” Navi whimpers.
You laugh and give them another squeeze, making Navi whimper. “Mmm. I bet we could have some fun with these too,” you say, eyes sparking.
Navi manages a weak smile in reply. “Mmm. Well, I… I seem to be a bit out of the fight. So…”
“So,” you breathe, moving to straddle her waist, pushing your twin cocks into the softness of her immense breasts. “Looks like I can do just whatever I want with you.”
Navi giggles. “Looks like it.”
Smirking, you start to fuck the AI between her glorious fat breasts, breathing deepening as the plushness of her inhumanely fat breasts rubs against your massive cocks. You moan immediately. It was one thing to claim her ass and pussy at the same time. But rubbing your cocks between her massive breasts is something else entirely. Fuck it feels sooo good! Her soft greygoo body rubs against your inhuman shafts like plush pillows, your hands pushing that tender valley together, mashing her immense breasts eagerly.
“Oh fuck Navi! Oh fucking stars this is… Oh yes! Your tits are so good! Please tell me you c-can do this again!”
Navi smirks up at you. “Of course, captain. I can do it anytime you want.”
The thought of having unrestricted access to this glorious tit flesh has you speed up, fucking her breasts with ever more eager anticipation. “Oh Navi. Oh fucking stars Navi. Navi! Nnnnnn!”
You throw back your head, spearing your cock between her fat tits. Your orgasm is a burst of unrestrained tensile delight. Cum spurts from between the mashed mounds of her tits, splattering over the AI’s chest and her face.
With a weak sound you collapse atop the cushion of her tits, your own comparatively small teats rubbing against her own.
“Oh fuck, Navi. We have got to do that again,” you pant.
Navi giggles as you sink into the comfort of her orbs. “Sure thing, Amie. Anytime. We’ve got all the time in the world.”
You grin at her, knowing it’s true. With your fortune made, you have time enough to do whatever you want. A life of pleasure and leisure awaits you ahead.
And so your adventure ends.
Good End
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Approach Crystal

As you look up into the clear blue sky, an idea occurs to you. You immediately key your comms to your ship, wincing as a haze of static hisses through. “Navi?”
“Yeah Amie?”
“I found the source of the power.” A ripple of excitement races across your skin. “Bring the ship around to the temple. There’s a big hole in the roof. I want you to hover over it and lower a towing cable.”
“On my way!”
You keep the comms channel open even as you approach the stone. The heat of it washes over you. A subtle warmth that throbs through you in time to the pulses of the stone. You shiver a little with quiet delight as you unhook a magnetic grapple from your belt and climb onto the altar. Static snaps off the stone, tingling against your bodysuit and sending shivers of pleasure down your body. Moaning softly, you reach up and, despite the trembling of your hand, snap the grapple atop the stone. The stone lifts slightly, enveloped in the magnetic field of the grapple.
You listen, then, for the approach of the ship, but it’s difficult. The low humming of the crystal fills the air around you in a wordless murmur. You can almost feel the sound, your body tingling, almost as if tuning itself to the crystal. You listen intently. You can almost make out the words…
“Nifaaar sala!”
You jump, squeaking and whirl about to face the entrance. Several aliens warriors stand in the entrance of the room, spears in hand and eyes blazing with anger. No sooner do you see them, than the roar of the ship thunders overhead. You shoot up a look through the hole to see the Fibonacci hovering overhead.
The roar of the engine startles the alien, but as the tow cable snakes through the gap in the ceiling they shout and rush at you.
You whip out your blaster, taking a few frantic shots at the alien savages. The pair duck as the blaster rounds sear through the air and scorch the floors. Grabbing the cable, you yank it down and connect it to the grapple.
“Go! Go! Go!” you shout into the comms as you clutch the cable, wrapping your legs around the orb as it lifts off the floor. The aliens howl with rage when they see what you’re doing and rush out of cover. You send another few desperate blasts their way but it does nothing to keep them down. They hurl their spears at your, the missiles just barely missing as you’re yanked through the skylight.
The temple rapidly falls away below you. You clutch the cable, heart hammering with relief. An almost manic giggle escapes you as the Fibonacci roars above you, dragging the orb like a wrecking ball through the sky and away from the alien pyramid.
“You okay down there Amie?” Navi crackles through your wrist comm.
“Fine,” you gasp. You look up at the rusting underside of your ship. “Bring me up, Navi. Then let’s get out of here!”
“Roger!”
You cling to the cable as it slowly draws up into the ship’s hold. As the shutter doors slam shut, you almost have to physically tear yourself off the pulsating crystal, its compelling glow urging you to remain. To embrace it. To surrender to it…
Panting, you take a step back. Your body feels alive, electricity sparking over your bodysuit, your nipples forming rigid points in the fabric and your mound dampening against the front. You stretch out your hand, stroking the crystal’s flawless surface.
And the world grows large.
You gasp, your eyes shooting wide. You’re suddenly aware of every hum of the ship. Every inch of its rusting riveted hull. Your awareness expands more. Pinpricks of consciousness gleam in your thoughts. Creatures lurking deep in the jungle below.
You’re Christina Thale, explorer before being caught by a binder vine. Now every day you twist in its grasp, pleasure pounding through you as you suckle its addictive sap and vines fuck your every hole.
You’re Rorrara, a felinid hunter in heat. You don’t understand the biology of your need to mate but you will find one to take your seed, and become yours.
You’re a tree, the bones of your victims at your roots, your vines stirring without the wind. The strange prey who moans and grasps and writhes in your vines is lovely and has proven excellent bait, her breasts drooling with cream. But soon she’ll be done with and you’ll devour her, then wait for the next prey to come across you.
You’re all of them, yet none. You feel their minds like windows into their worlds. Your hands ache to reach out and touch them. To mold them. To shape them.
With a gasp you yank back your hand from the crystal’s surface. You’re Amelia Carey once more, your heart pounding, your hand numb from where it touched the crystal. You take a shaky step back, the hold of the ship spinning.
“Amie! Amie, what’s going on? Your heart rate just skyrocketed and I got the craziest readings from your neural scans. What happened?” Navi squawks from a speaker in the ceiling.
“Holy… shit Navi,” you breathe. You lean against the wall, staring at the orb, already feeling its draw. “It’s psionic…”
“What?”
“The crystal. It’s some kind of… transmitter of psychic energy. I could… I could feel it magnify my… my thoughts. I felt everything, Navi. Everything within miles of the ship.”
“That’s… how’s that possible?”
“I don’t know,” you say. You look at your hand, already imagining what such a thing could do. The thought is both horribly terrifying, yet intensely tempting. You lick your lips, looking back at the crystal.
“Amie… Amie I don’t know if it’s a good idea to mess with that,” Navi says, reading your mind without the need for the crystal sphere. “That sort of thing could be a lot of trouble.”
You nod slowly. “Yeah,” you breathe, shivering in fear at the idea of that kind of power. The ability to reshape minds to control them.
To dominate them.
The taste of the power lingers. Your hand still buzzes from its touch, and you look again at the rolling shapes of the crystal’s surface, beckoning you to touch again. To use it as you see fit. To become something awesome and terrible and glorious. The stone pulses, calling you to it.
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Leave Crystal

You shudder at the sight of the crystal and its strange compulsion over you. Through a force of will you didn’t know you had you manage to pull away from the room. Your back slams against the wall, panting. Even through the heavy stone you can feel the siren call of that strange crystal, urging you to come nearer, look deeper. You shake your head, pushing away and staggering back down the hall.
The more distance you put between yourself and the crystal the better you feel. Your mood brightens slowly and you find a relieved smile.
You lose it a second later as you round a corner and come face to face with the aliens who had been guarding the temple.
The alien’s eyes widen and she snarls, grabbing you suddenly. You yelp as she slams you against the wall. “Ixvia larthar!” she snaps.
“I… I don’t understand!” you gasp.
The alien rolls her eyes and then, much to your surprise, her lips lock with yours.
You give a start, stiffening as those soft lips mash against your own. The alien’s tongue pushes into your mouth before you recover enough, sliding around your mouth as if tasting you before pressing against the top of your mouth. A shock you feel to the tips of your hair burst through your palate like a brick to the brain. You gasp as the alien takes her lips from yours.
“What are you doing in the Mother’s temple?” she demands.
Your lips still tingling from the powerful kiss, you stare at her in shock. “Um…”
“Speak!”
“I-I wasn’t doing a-anything,” you stammer out.
The alien glares at you. “Liar!”
“Tarria,” her companion quickly interjects. “Mother must know of this.”
Tarria gives you a long look. She grumbles and pushes forward again. “By rights, I should claim your cove too breed,” she growls. You gasp as your hand gropes your mound through your suit, then slides up and squeezes one of your soft breasts. “But Mother must decide.”
She releases you and spins you about. “March, starwalker!” she commands, hurrying you on your way with a rough spank. You jump, yelp, and start walking, the two aliens falling in behind as an escort.
You’re escorted into the dark interior of the ruined temple. Stone cut corridors branch out through the expansive complex. You’re not walking blindly, however. Strange crystals glow with a faint light, growing out of nooks and seams of the rock like ivy. More of the strange aliens poke their heads out of side chambers and corridors, and soon enough you’ve gathered quite an escort. Some of them you notice don’t have loincloths, and you can’t help but notice that while some have the familiar feminine slits, others have bulbous hoses of cocks. You sneak a glance at Tarria walking nearest you, looking pleased with herself. Somehow, you know that alien is hiding a girthy shaft beneath her strip of cloth. A thought that’s strangely tantalizing, despite the direness of your situation.
A heavier glow soon makes itself known at the end of the passage. You walk through, and suck in a stunned breath.
You stand in a vast chamber filled with the crystalline glow. Pillars line the room, inscribed with strange markings all down their facets. Huge pools littler the chamber, more of the elfin aliens enjoying the bubbling waters. But what is without a doubt the centerpiece of the chamber in the massive pool in the middle of the room, and the giantess who occupies it.
Like Tarria grown beyond belief, the alien within leans against the rim of the pool, positively gargantuan breasts swelling like cushions beneath her, her arms crossed to prop herself up. She doesn’t have a choke like her ‘daughters’, but instead a vast crown of the strange stones rise from her forehead, fanning out and pulsing with a potent glow. Two of the smaller aliens massage her massive breasts with cloths dipped in the pools, the entire scene like some goddess being tended by her handmaidens. And looking closer, you notice that the two tending her have no golden rings in their thick ‘hair’.
The immense woman shifts, lifting her head as you enter. Her eyes are bright, glowing like galaxies in her simply breathtaking face. She smiles softly, a matronly expression that fits the gargantuan woman perfectly.
“My daughters,” the immense woman booms. “Whatever have you brought to me?”
Tarria salutes, smiling proudly. “An intruder, Mother. A starwalker from beyond Lanaar.”
“How curious,” the Mother muses, looking down at you. The crystals in her crown pulse with a gentle blue hue, and you feel yourself relax. Soothed by the presence of the woman. It’s the crystals, you realize. They must have some power. Though you know you should be concern, you can’t fight against the wave of soothing blue that seems to fill you like water in a cup.
“Not so curious mother. She was no doubt here to steal our crystals!”
“Oh?” the Mother says, slowly cocking her head. “Tell me, starwalker. What have you come for?”
You open your mouth, but the lie dies on your tongue in the face of the light of those crystals. Those otherworldly eyes and the jaw dropping curves of your interrogator. “I… I don’t know,” you breathe. “I came for scientific samples…”
The goddess before you smiles deeper. “Poor child,” she says, reaching out and touching your chin with a finger. You whimper as your body thrums like a struck tuning fork, your core throbbing with a sudden visceral need to be fucked. “You are not the first to come to steal from us. And you shall not be the last. Ah,” she muses, her immense finger stroking your chin. “But so it must be. And so, you shall be given a choice, child. For your crime, you may surrender to the tribe and become its slave. A source of pleasure to my daughters and I when we so wish it.”
“O-or?” you whimper.
She smiles wider. “Or you may face my high daughter, Tarria, in the arena. Should you fail, you shall become hers, now and forever, to bear her young and obey her in all things.”
You manage to steal a glance towards Tarria, who grins, stroking her bulbous blue cock with hunger.
"And if I win?" you ask hesitantly.
"Then Tarria shall be yours to do with as you will, and your freedom shall be granted."
The Mother turns your head back towards her, enthralling you in those lovely eyes. That powerful, soothing voice. “Well?” she asks softly. “What do you wish?”
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Destroy Crystal

You close your hands in fists with the effort of the decision and shake your head savagely. “No. You’re right, Navi. We can’t keep something like this. It’s… wrong.”
“Wow. I’m… actually kind of impressed,” Navi said.
“Why?” you say, laughing it off shakily. “I’m not completely amoral, Navi. Just mostly. Now, let’s… let’s dump the thing.”
“Gladly!” Navi chimes. “Step back, captain.”
You do as bid, moments before the cargo doors of the Fibonacci hold slide open. The jungle of Lanaar spreads out below in a vast carpet of writhing greenery.
“Bombs away!”
The mag lock on the orb suddenly releases. You hold yourself back from reaching for the crystal sphere as it suddenly drops out, tumbling end over end into the sudden dark gash of a stone ravine. The glow of the sphere fades slowly, but you keep watching until the last gleam is gone from sight.
The Fibonacci bay doors slide shut with a metallic clang. You close your eyes, take in a shuddering breath. Gone, you feel the terrible temptation of the crystal sphere begin to fade. You exhale, then shake your head sharply.
“I’m proud of you, captain. That was the right thing to do.”
“Yeah,” you say, sighing. “Well, the right thing is great. But it doesn’t exactly pay the bills...”
“Aw, cheer up Amie! There’s still a whole planet down there waiting for you. Who knows what you could find there. You know. Things that might not doom the galaxy at large.”
You perk up. “You know what? You’re right Navi!” you cheer. You turn sharply and leave the cargo bay, quickly making your way back onto the bridge. “We may not have gotten what we wanted from that temple, but there’s still plenty of places for us to explore!”
“That’s the spirit!” the AI chimes from her podium. She calls up the map onto the bridge’s screen, the two zones still outlined for exploration. “So! Where to, captain?”
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Amelia the Tyrant

The doors slide open at your touch, and you enter.
Men and women go down to their knees as they sense your presence. You can feel their thoughts. Nebulous, simple things of instinct and need. At your command they would kneel where they stand until they died of hunger. They would plunge a dagger into their hearts or leap from the windows to plummet to the cities below. They are nothing without you.
Nothing without their goddess.
You stride down the red carpet. Your cloak billows around you, your body naked but for its crimson garb. Your blonde hair shines like the finest gold. Your breasts are high and proud, your quim shaven. The heels spiking your tall boots click across the floor.
Cold black steel radiates from your throne. It rises from the center of the room, placed atop a high pedestal. Cables arch from the tall back of the chair and to the ceiling, spiralling like grotesque, bloated veins from the grand device above it.
The heart of your power.
The Stone.
You ascend the steps, feeling the pulse of the crystal wash over you. Your eyes grow lidded, your ruby lips quirked in a smirk as you turn, sinking down into your throne. A dark queen within her throne room.
It is time to speak to your people.
You touch the arms of the throne. A gasp escapes you as it always does as the neural pathways in the pads connect to your nervous system. Your eyes grow lidded, your head tilted back as you connect to the crystal suspended above you, and through it, the rest of the array of the tower.
You feel the slaves within the room first. Men and women, the loveliest on the planet. Shaved, they are pristine, hairless thralls of your will. Their minds have been scrubbed clean of anything but worship and love for you from being so near you every day. Their rapturous feeling swells into you.
You spread your awareness further. Buoyed by the hum of the tower. Red lightning crackles from your jagged throne as the power of the array increases. Your mind expands, enfolding the dark city that clings to your palace. Across the miles, the continents of Amelar. What its name was before you came was lost. All that it and its people were have been forgotten. A billion souls across the world turn as one towards your city, pulled by the touch of your will.
A soft sigh escapes you as you see their thoughts in your mind. Feel the connection to them through the array. You smirk, detecting a few errant souls. Agents planted by the Ring World authorities. How amusing. You look forward to toying with them.
But the call of your subjects is too strong. They ache for you. Their minds open. Their bodies quivering for the command of their dark queen. You slowly arch, baring your flawless breasts, nipples hardening over the power that fills you.
“My people.”
A billion mouth open. Breathe in a shuddering breath. A word. A thought. An identity. Yours.
“I am so pleased with all of you. Your goddess is so glad to see you all work so hard for her. Worship her. Look at those around you. All bound to my will. Be proud, my people. For I love you.”
You feel their adoration of you swell in their breasts. You shift, rubbing your rump against the throne as the swell of their psychic worship slowly suffuses you.
“My people. Thank you. And your reward. Become one with each other. Become one with your goddess.”
It begins. Men and woman across the world. Equals all. Slaves to your will. They turn to each other as your desire radiates through them. The daily ritual. Clothes are tugged away. Abandoned. Flesh is touched. Stroked. Tongues meet. Hands fondle.
Your breathing deepens with the connection. The pulsing light of the crystal washes over the room. The hairless slaves who kneel before you begin to moan, feeling the psychic run off of millions pleasuring each other. Your chest rises and falls, your body throbbing as you feel every caress. Every touch. All are you. And through you, they feel but a sliver of the pleasure that courses through you. Connecting them all to one another.
You remember the first time you did this. You were nearly driven mad as a billion orgasms crashed through you, amplified by the crystal. But that was before. When you were something less than you are now. Your fingers curl across the arms of the throne. Your head flying back, lips parting.
Touching. Loving. Your people pleasure themselves for you. Feeding you the pleasures that they feel. The approaching climax. You hold them off. Their pleasures are yours. Their peak yours to command. You feel their orgasm spark through you. Crackle down the stone. One of the slaves feels its lash, vaporized in an instant with a cry of orgasmic bliss. No matter. You have countless to choose from.
The tightness builds in your chest. Your pussy aches with the need for release. Not yet. Not yet.
“Yes,” you moan, your voice trilling through the web of your will, touching every mind upon the planet. “Yes. Nearer my pets. So close. So close. Ah. Ah! Yes! Yes! Cum! Cum for me! Now!”
They scream. Their orgasm is yours. A flash of pleasure like a burning white star explodes in your mind. You scream your pleasure, your hips lifting, your pussy drooling as you cum on your throne. Your slaves join their voices to yours with their cry, echoing in every city across your world.
The white of pleasured oblivion slowly fades. You blink, dark lashes heavy with the effort of your peak. Lazily, your fingers fan out over the controls, your lips curling in amusement as you tweak those minds bound to yours, oh so pliable in their post orgasmic bliss. Reaffirming their devotion to you. Their love for you.
The crystal above you begins to lose its brilliant light. The connection begins to fade. You can still feel your people. A by-product of so long using the crystal to bind them to you. But it is manageable now. You cross your leg over the other, reclining atop your throne with a satisfied sigh.
You beckon your newest slave. An agent of the Ring World, like the rest. Come to assassinate you before you might spread your terrible will across the galaxy. Of course, he remember none of it now. He kneels before you, staring up at you with eyes dead but for the spark of the love he has for you, the letter A branded into his forehead.
“Lick me, slave.”
He nods, drooling for the prospect. With a worshipful touch he kneels before you and begins to lick out your cunt. You moan, sighing in soft satisfaction as he kisses your cunt. You smirk when you feel him shudder, cumming from the mere taste of your wet pussy.
Being rich might have been nice. But being a goddess? You laugh throatily, stretching out atop your throne, feeling the planet enthralled to your will at the back of your mind. Ah. This was real pleasure.
End
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Amelia, Goddess of Love

The crowd gathered before your ship even begins to cruise into orbit. They throng the landing platform, heedless of the dangers as your yacht’s afterburners fire, lowering the opulent ship towards the platform. You didn’t announce your arrival, but they knew you were coming. The bliss that radiates from your presence heralded you better than any message could.
Silver and gold and onyx black trimmed, your ship touches down. The crowd waits with bated breath, some clutching icons of your image in expectation.
The ramp lowers and you step out.
The roar of the crowd rises to a fevered pitch as they see you. For a moment you simply stand there, basking in their adulation, feeling their love pulse from them and into you, absorbing the crowd’s excitement. Their desire. Filling you like golden nectar.
You raise your arms. Silken ribbons flutter from your wrists. More twine around you as if clothing you in nothing but streams of crimson mist. Your face is radiant, the crystal crown you wear pulsing with light as it fills the crowd with the ecstasy of your presence.
Delicately you descend the ramp. Handmaidens bow at the foot of the platform. “Goddess,” the eldest one says, raising her head, her face all the more beautiful for the devotion in her eyes. “We thank you for coming.”
“Do not thank me,” you say, your voice reverberating with the force of your presence. The eldest quivers as your hand touches her brow, filling her with molten pleasure. “I am glad to have come. Your devotion called me, Thina.”
Thina gives a soft cry, her legs buckling as she cums merely from your touch, sending her to her knees. A trickle of drool rolls from the corner of her mouth as she overloads on your presence. You release her, leaving her to collapse on the deck and look at the others.
Dressed all in virginal white, a dozen boys and girls, all lovely as can be, await your inspection. They’re shy. Nervous. Frightened to be in the presence of the figure they’ve devoted their lives to. The one who came from the stars and ended the wars of the entire sector. Who brought the truth of pleasure and bliss to every soul in the system.
Yet they cannot look away from you. From the power radiating from you, and the crystal crown you wear. Through it, you maintain a direct link to your ship and the crystal orb you recovered from distant Lanaar. The tool through which you spread your message of peace and love and pleasure unending. Blasting away the weaker bonds of family, loyalty, hate and anger. Only love exists in your presence. Only pleasure can be felt.
You walk down the line, taking each in. As you pass a shudder thrills through the waiting offerings. You stop at the last and again look down the line, a magnanimous smile on your face.
“You have chosen well, handmaiden,” you tell Thina.
The elder handmaiden has regained her feet with the help of a few others. She looks to you adoringly, her face still flushed red from her orgasm and your touch. “Th-thank you, oh goddess.”
You give her another smile, then return your attention to the waiting youths. “You all shall come with me,” you say, extending your arms, your silken ribbons twisting around you in an unseen wind. “Aboard my vessel, I shall teach you the truth. The glory of love and service to me. And you shall go forth and spread my message. That war is no longer necessary. That deliverance shall come from me. And you shall teach those who seek the way the true meaning of pleasure.
“Now,” you say, extending your hands to them. “Come to me.”
The group surrounds you in a rush. You pat their heads and stroke their hair, your eyes lidding as you channel your power into the crystal aboard your craft. It strikes you in a swell of power, spreading out across the crowd. The youths around you cry out, their minds blasted with pleasure, and in an instant they fall around you, tearing the obscuring white cloth asunder, baring pale bodies firm with youth and slender for pleasure. Men and women are soon wrapped in an orgy of pleasure, one extending outwards across the crowd. An orgy of blissful devotion. Of eager, desperate fucking as they fall amongst themselves in slavish eagerness.
Only you remain standing, but even your eyes begin to flutter as your new concubines crawl to your feet and legs, kissing and licking and rubbing themselves against you. You smile and gather them to your glorious breasts, allowing yourself to sink among them, enjoying their eager kisses, their adoration warming you like hot oil,
The cult of Amelia will spread far with such devotees. And through you, peace will come to the galaxy. But for now, you merely bask in the pleasures of the now, and teach your new messengers the true meaning of pleasure.
End
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Meeting Desma

In the middle of the room, is the Lady Desma.
She lies back on a broad circular bed. You can see the faint red glow of a grav engine fluttering the edges of the blankets like the hem of a gown. Desma herself is dressed in little of anything. Her breasts are immense but without a hint of sag, her nipples covered in crimson holos like glowing red pasties. Another band of light circles her hips, covering modestly her quim, though leaving her shapely hips on full display. She’s a vision. A masterpiece of gene work and tech. Her hair tumbles about a face of crafted beauty. No sculptor could have envisioned such perfect femininity. No hand could have crafted it.
She rises from her bed slowly. Her breasts shudder with her movements, bouncing and full, the caps on her nipples leaving small streaks of light in their wake. You suppress a shiver of desire as her voice rolls over you.
“Captain Savara Laitha. It’s a pleasure to at last make your acquaintance.”
“I wish the feeling were mutual,” you say. “I’ve had a lot of trouble from your lab.”
Desma sighs, her breasts rising and falling with even so simple a movement. “Yes. I have heard. Please, allow me to offer my sincerest apologies for what happened on Ryllia. My people, unfortunately, got ahead of themselves. It’s truly unfortunate they had so little self-control.”
“The way I hear it, you ordered them to continue working on it.”
You see her eyes flash. Amusement? Danger? You tense a little.
Desma sits down on her bed. “Please,” she purrs, her voice humming in the air. “Come a little closer.”
You walk towards her slowly, listening to your shoes click off the dark, mirrored floor. She watches you approach, those dark, lidded eyes unreadable. You stop before the bed, just beyond her reach.
“If you know all that,” she says, leisurely running her hand up her side, static crackling from her fingertip. “Then you must have taken some files from the lab. Captain, that facility has done some simply essential research that I would very much like to preserve.”
“It’s a house of horrors,” you say crisply, though your eyes watch that finger glide along that perfect marble flesh. Your hair stands on end as if she were running that exquisite digit up your back.
“True. But such things can be remedied. And the samples, now that they are inert, can be studied very closely. And under far stricter circumstances. We learn from tragedies, Captain. That is how science progresses. How we, humanity, go forward.”
Her finger has made the journey along her side, up her stomach. She lazily drags it along her flawless breast, circling it around the glow over her nipple.
You swallow thickly, feeling hot in the room. Your uniform chafing. “We…” You swallow again. Firming your voice. “The things in there infested the entire staff. Turned them into monsters and would have done the same to my crew. By United Navy regulations 43-7, I am initiating a purge of the facility and destruction of virulent species on it.”
“That would be very unwise,” Desma says softly. She stands, then. And slowly, she paces about you.
You tense further, watching her move. Despite her generous figure she walks with stately elegance. Her breasts have to be held up by some grav engine to carry such bouncing fullness. “Are you threatening me?” you say hoarsely.
She laughs. “I am a woman who sees opportunity, Captain,” Desma says, her voice soft yet powerful in the quiet of her bedchamber. “I won’t stop you from destroying the lab. But, I have other possibilities. Permit me to continue my research. Spare my facility. I will be removing the parasites to a research center I can supervise more… personally.”
“And that’s supposed to make me feel better?” you say, watching her without moving.
“Hmm. I understand your mistrust, captain. I’m a woman of vision. I think you are, too. Here’s my proposal. You may accompany the samples and my research team to ensure nothing else goes amiss. I could have you transferred from the Navy as a special observer.”
She’s behind you suddenly. Her finger slides up your back. You jolt, a crackle of shock racing up your spine and spreading through your body. Your body tingles, suddenly aware of every sensation. The scent in the air is stronger. The stiffness of your uniform more acute, your bra pressing down on nipples suddenly hard as diamonds. Your panties adhering to a quim suddenly sloshing with desire.
“We could work together quite… intimately,” Desma purrs. She steps back, her hand brushing the band of light around her waist, her eyes burning like twin suns.
You stare at her, flushing. Your heart hammers in your ribcage and your quim tightens with desire for the sensuous woman. She smiles again.
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Deny Desma

You take a deep breath, firming yourself. It’s difficult before the intoxicating presence of Desma, but the horrors you faced in the depths of that station hold you in good stead. You snap to parade ground rigidity, arms clasped firmly behind your back.
“Desma. I must refuse.”
The voluptuous woman arches a brow, shifting to a more alert position. “Oh?”
You nod. “The… things you were studying in that research lab are too dangerous to risk again. The studies being performed were in direct violation of Ring World laws on xeno species and examination. I will be filing a full report to Navy headquarters and I will be eliminating that lab and all the studies that were performed on it from orbit.”
Desma purses her lips, her lashes lowering, shadowing her dark eyes. “I do wish you would reconsider, captain.”
“Ma’am. I cannot,” you say, looking dead ahead.
Desma examines you thoughtfully from atop her throne of a bed. At last, she sighs. “Very well, Captain Laitha. Do as you see fit. I only hope we have a more… amiable working relationship in the future.”
“I hope so too, miss,” you say primly. “I will depart now.”
“Yes. Yes.” Desma waves her hand. You turn on your heel and march out, hands clasped so tightly behind your back your knuckles turn white. The twins wait outside but you ignore them, heading straight towards the hanger. You don’t feel comfortable until you’re back in the shuttle and are skimming across the void back towards the Interdictor. Yet, as the weight of the Godiva’s gravity well departs and you take a slow breath, you know you’ve likely made an enemy out here in wild space.
[[Back to the Interdictor]]




Let Her Retrieve the Samples

“Two hours.”
Desma frowns a little. “Excuse me?”
“Two hours to get your samples off of the lab. And then I blast it into oblivion.”
Desma eases back onto her bed, eying you thoughtfully. You try your damndest not to stare at her succulent curves. The perfect heft of her impressive breasts or the way you can just about see what lies beyond the humming band which masks her quim.
“And there’s nothing I can do to convince you not to take such… drastic action?”
“No,” you choke out. “That place is a den of horrors. You can have your samples. But I cannot, in good conscience, permit it to remain and blight the galaxy further.”
“Hm,” she murmurs, finger circling the glowing red patch which covers a nipple. “Yet you allow me to collect my materials?”
You take a slow, deep breath. “You may be right. What was within that place may indeed become a threat to the galaxy. If so, perhaps you can find some way to combat it. I don’t know. I’m a soldier, ma’am. Not a scientist. I’ll leave it to you.”
Desma nods slowly. She looks at you with something different. No less the desire she has shown from before, but a hint of interest. “You’re an intelligent young woman, Savara Laitha. I commend you.”
You’re a little surprised at her words. “Oh. Th-thank you.”
“Hm,” she says, her smile growing warmer as her fingers stroke her nipple beneath the humming glow of the pasty. “You’re sure you won’t come work with me?”
Stars above it’s tempting as you watch her idly stroke herself in front of you. “N-no, ma’am. I think I better not…”
She laughs, her breasts shaking tantalizingly with her mirth. “Hmm. Perhaps wise. I’m not fond of letting my playthings go. Very well, Savara. I accept your ultimatum. And I do hope we meet again.”
Stiffly you salute her and turn to go. The door to the room slides open and the twins escort you back down the hall to your shuttle. They are no less provocative, but after managing to refuse their mistress, their own brand of playful temptation seems to fall oddly short.
By the time you return to the Interdictor the Godiva hovers just above the planet’s atmosphere, ferrying down shuttles to cannibalize the gutted labs you left. To your further surprise they return to the garish pleasure barge well within the time limit, which raises some uneasy questions about just how often Desma has had to do this sort of damage control. You file that thought aside and gesture for Varona. “Fire at will!”
Your Amazonian weapons officer gleefully stabs her screen. The Interdictor shudders as cannons roar, sending death streaking down to the frozen world below. It warms you to see the daggered mountain that nearly spelled your end crumble under the barrage of your wrath, stone and ice buckling and crumbling as the Interdictor pounds the mountain into rubble.
You take a deep breath, watching the dust settle on the screen, snow already shrouding the wreckage like it had never been. You glance to the Godiva, watching the massive ship turn away, streaking into light speed. Your heart clenches a little at the promises and pleasures lost with it, but you shrug it off. You did your duty.
The Admiralty Board agrees, citing you for your courageous actions and quick thinking. With some pride you find yourself with a commendation, and soon enough, increased authority over the fleet stationed in the sector. You wonder a little about that, sensing Desma’s invisible hand behind your rapid promotion.
Such a thought is foremost in your mind as you settle behind your desk in your office and the door slides open, revealing a pair of young, slim bodied twins. They’re both dressed in the uniform of the United Navy. Raw recruits, they smile, their amber eyes speaking much to you.
“Ensigns Ram and Sadia, reporting for duty, captain,” they chime as one, beaming at you with unrestrained desire.
You set down your medal, eyebrow raised. “Fresh from the academy, no doubt?” you say.
“Maybe,” the pair giggle, exchanging a look.
“Hm,” you say, rising. You pace before them, running your eyes over them. “Well I hope you realize I run a tight ship here. No lollygagging about.”
“No ma’am,” they say, again with that delightful unison. Up close, you can’t help but notice how form fitting their uniforms are, pressing against their chests and outlining bulge and divot in their pants.
You pause before them again. “Well,” you say. “I suppose you may as well start with cleaning my office.”
The twins exchange a sly look and begin work forthwith. You ease back behind your desk, watching them move about, admiring the way the fabric of their pants stretch against the firm globes of their rears as they bend over to dust your desk. You sip a cup of java to hide your grin.
Diligence is its own reward.
Good End
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Join Desma Security

“You can have your samples and lab,” you say. “But you’ll have me as well. I’m not letting those things out of my sight.”
“Hmmm,” Desma hums, her voice sending delighted shivers up and down your spine. “Very good, captain. I believe we can manage that.”
She reached forward and you don’t fight it. When her hands touch your body you shiver in delight, pleasure crackling from her fingers and racing across your uniform and down every nerve. You tremble as she pulls you down, eases aside your uniform. And then you’re with her, on the bed, utterly naked. She straddles your chest, smiling down at you, her face half lit with the glow of the pasties modestly covering her heavy nipples.
“Let’s celebrate, shall we?”
And oh but you do. She scoots forward, burying your face beneath her warm quim. Eagerly you lick her out. Later you’ll discover she had modified her own juices into a devastatingly addictive substance. By then you’re far from caring. At that moment you care even less as you wantonly tongue her slit, tasting the sweet tang of her juices, letting it envelop your thoughts and pull you deeper, deeper into a haze of pleasure.
She twists you around her finger with the ease of the sensuous goddess she is. You lavish her breasts and kiss her shapely rump. Her skillful fingers delve into your hot cove and tear screams of pleasure and orgasmic gasps from your lust plumped lips.
And she is good as her word. Two days after returning to SS9 you receive a transfer to the private security firm under Desma Biological. You bid farewell to your ship and crew and join her on the Godiva, where Desma greets you with her twins, a pair you become intimately close to.
Years pass. You become a familiar sight around the sector. Your Desma Security uniform embracing your new curves, spliced since Desma finds you so attractive with a generous bust and plush, shapely hips. Flanked on either side by the twins, their uniforms little more than short cut jackets and pants revealing their long legs, they resemble escorts more than security guards as you patrol the Godiva and check in on facilities where she has an interest. When parted from your lovely employer, you take the twins, who though hardly an equal to the goddess who employs you, are willing and eager. Ram’s cock plunges into your cunt while Sadia licks out the wrinkled curve of your ass. Their cum a milder form of Desma’s own intoxicating fluids. Just enough to let you keep your edge, but never quite enough to sate you.
Your hooded eyes are all that reveal the sweet addiction to Desma herself, one that you satisfy at every opportunity, pressed between her legs, your face shining with her juices as you eagerly lick her pleasured bud, soul thrilling at her soft gasps and moans as you service your mistress.
“Good Captain,” Desma purrs atop her bed, the Godiva humming all around you as she strokes your short cropped hair. “Very good.”
You lift your face from her box, gazing rapturously at her beatific face. “Thank you,” you murmur. “Mistress.”
End
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Submit to Desma

You stare at the figure of Desma in rapt fascination. Your body throbs with a need for this potent woman. This mistress of pleasure and sins against the very fabric of humanity. She sees your gaze and her smile deepens. She stretches out her leg, bare foot pointing at you.
Words are unnecessary for this. Trembling a little with naked desire, you reach out and take her foot. She tilts back her head, hair falling in a tantalizing wave over one eye as if she’s looking at you from some great distance. The sight thrills you in some way you can’t describe, and without a moment more of hesitation, you lean in and kiss her foot.
“Hmm,” Desma purrs as your tongue flicks out, caressing her arch, lingering on her toes as you take each in turn into your mouth, sucking on the digits with perverse delight. The faint crackle of her touch sings through your mouth, your body shuddering with sweet pleasure.
“So this is what you are?” Desma purrs as you kiss her foot. “All the official uniform. Your accomplishments in my facility. It’s all a front to hide how much of a submissive toy you are.”
“Yes,” you moan as suck on her toes. She pops her foot out of your mouth and stands. She seems to tower over you, though she doesn’t have much height on you.
“Strip, slave.”
The word shoots through you to your very toes. Trembling, you undo your uniform, casting it aside along with your undergarments, shortly leaving you in nothing but your naked flesh, body trembling with anticipation for the electric touch of this powerful woman. Desma, for her part, admires your toned body. Your firm breasts and the overt shape of muscles. Her eyes flick to yours and she points to the floor.
Again, you know at once what she wants. You kneel before her, gazing up at the perfection that is Lady Desma. Her body, naked but for the modest strips of holo light. Perfect. Too perfect for nature. Bred and born and turned into the utter peak of female sensuality.
She senses, perhaps, your devotion. She laughs softly and turns about, kneeling on the bed, thrusting out her generous rear for your inspecting.
“Kiss it, Slave.”
Your hands tremble at the honour as you touch the flawless globes. Firm yet yielding, her pink flesh molds to your hands. You can smell her arousal from where you kneel. Something spicy and heady that threatens to overwhelm you. You lips part as you lean in and plant a tender kiss on first the left, then the right cheek of her ass.
Desma laughs softly. “Oh such a willing slave,” she purrs before pushing her rear out some more. “But I want you to kiss deeper, sweetling.”
“Yes, Mistress,” you say, the word springing from deep within your mind. You gently part the perfect globes of her rear, baring the wrinkled hole within. You stare in rapt adoration at her ass. Even this part of her is sinfully perfect. That you would be given the honour of tasting her is almost too much. Before she can change her mind, you lean in and lick her bum.
“Mmm,” Desma purrs. “That’s perfect, Slave. Deeper now.”
“Yes,” you moan, and push your face more firmly between the soft globes of her rear. Your tongue goes out, pushing against her wrinkled back door. Licking and tasting her. Drilling into the yielding ring of muscles with utter adoration. You moan, pant with adoration as you suffocate yourself in her rear, tonguing her flexing backdoor with every sign of utter enjoyment. The softness of her rump threatens to envelop you. You could spend the rest of your life buried in her ass and never regret a second of it.
“That’s it,” Desma says, her voice fairly vibrating through her to reach you. “That’s it. Use your pretty tongue, Savara. Use it to worship my lovely ass. You love it so, don’t you? Love to lick me. To show me how much you adore me. You would do anything for me, wouldn’t you?”
“Yes,” you pant against her bum. “Yes. Yes. Yes!”
She laughs, the sound sending a thrill of pure delight shooting through you. That she’s laughing at you is completely irrelevant. All that matters is that she’s happy.
She pulls away and you give a soft cry of disappointment as Desma rolls over onto the bed. Propped up among the pillows, she spreads her thighs, revealing the humming band which covers her quim. Almost. You can just see the outer pink lips of her cunt.
“Come,” she says, opening her arms. “Come to me.”
You crawl onto the bed, never breaking eye contact with her. You nestle against her front, leaning your chin against the impossibly soft globes of her breasts. You gasp with a shuddering sigh as you sink into the softness. She reaches out, stroking your hair. You keen softly as her static touch trills through your hair, crackling down your spine and filling you with a sense of utter complacency.
“Poor captain,” Desma sighs. “You’ve been through so much.”
“Yes,” you moan softly.
“You deserve a rest. You deserve… relief.”
“Yes,” you whimper.
She smiles down at you. And oh that smile. That look of utter knowledge. Of perfect understanding of what you need. You tremble against her, your naked desire so raw. So potent you can only gaze, pleading up at her.
“I’ll relieve that for you,” she says, soft. So soft as she strokes your hair. “Do you remember the lovely woman you saw on the way in? The one in the room, her lovely breasts consumed by the pumps?”
You shiver. How could you forget that vision! “Yes,” you say. A mantra to her voice.
“How would you like that to be you? Free of the weight of decision. Nothing but a happy cow, milked for all your days. No need to worry. No need to think about the threats of the galaxy. Safe. Contented.”
Your nipples throb as if in expectation of the cups capping them. Your quim moistens with desire as her words awaken the deep, submissive bitch you always knew you truly were. You look into her eyes, tears shining and obscuring your vision. “Please,” you moan, hips moving, rubbing your aching cunt against her. “Please. Do it.”
Desma smiles wider. She eases you up and reaches between her legs. She strokes the holofield that masks her sweet quim, touching it. You gasp as the light grows more solid. More physical and rises, forming into a thick shaft of humming light.
“Then be mine.”
You close your eyes, and feel the last bit of yourself die.
“Yes.”
And descend.
Her hardlight cock fills you, the buzzing holo spearing your core. Your eyes fly open as a sudden surge of tactile static crackles through your cunt. You scream, arching, orgasm wrenched from you, your cunt clamping down on the cock of living light.
Desma watches you with delight. Her hips move, pushing her glowing cock inside you. You whimper, moaning as you rise, then fall atop her, your pace increasing, every stroke another pulse of crackling pleasure racing through your trembling inner walls. You gasp, bouncing atop her, your firm breasts shaking as you try and get more of her inside you. Deeper inside you.
Desma lifts one of her impossibly large breasts. A squeeze kills the glowing pasty, revealing the lurid, perfectly pink nipple. You fall against her, your lips closing on her teat as you suck. Flavor bursts on your tongue as her milk, sweet, intoxicating, fills your mouth. You moan, hips slamming your cunt onto her humming cock. Your face buried in her breasts, inhaling her sweet scent, tasting her torrid milk.
“Yes,” Desma moans. “Cum for me, my pet. Cum for me.”
You cry out, whimpering as your cunt clenches, spasming about her spearing shaft. Tears fleck the corner of your eyes as you take her within you. You ride her and bury yourself in her softness. Your retirement will be easy. After your ordeal on the station, no one in United Navy would think twice.
And then you can come back. Come back to Desma. Let her change you. Twist your body to her own specifications. A modded creature with massive lactating breasts. The twins laughing and fondling your wonderful curves as they hook you into the milkers. A life of moaning, rutting, perfection as the pumps hum, milking your massive teats of their sweet cream.
But that will come later. Right now, right here, there is only her. Her hardlight shaft buzzing inside you. Her milk forming a warm weight deep in your stomach.
And as you drift away into the soft embrace of mindless pleasure, it’s a moment that will soon last forever.
Bad End
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Cat-Woman

Tasia Penda checked her tracking comm again with a scowl. She was far from her ship now, but that couldn’t be helped. Her prey was lithe and fast. Twice now she’d caught flashes of tiger striped fur. Supple curves and green eyes. She was getting closer. Tasia was sure.
She stroked the barrel of her stun cannon, the sleek chrome shining in her hands. She grinned coldly, the red lens over one eye shining as it adjusted with heat signature. Her own was invisible thanks to the black stealth suit she wore, the fabric clinging to her modest breasts and pert, firm bottom. She almost wondered what it must have been like, in the feral wilds of man’s past. Hunting beasts and creatures with no more than a spear and a loincloth. Sweat coursing down the hard curves of muscles borne in the savagery of an everyday fight to survive.
She bit her lower lip. Part of that was why she hunted. To recapture that feeling of primal strength.
Of course, the reward money was nice too.
Her lens beeped. Tasia turned sharply. Motion flickered in the fronds. The plants grew huge on Lanaar. The prefect hiding place for the wild beasts. She grinned savagely and stalked forward, her dark hair tied in a bun behind her head.
And there she was.
Her prey lay atop a root, basking in a trickle of sunlight coming through the leaves. Sleek orange and black fur coursed over a shapely feminine form, large breasts mashed against the log, her face nestled in the crook of an arm while blonde hair danced atop her head like a mane. A tail twitched lazily, one leg hanging low off the branch to reveal the supple shape of a curving rear and generous hip.
Tasia took a slow, deep breath and crouched down. She lifted her gun, sighted it. The perfect shot.
Too perfect.
The weight hit her back. She squealed, cannon flying from her arms as she crashed into the loamy earth. She stiffened as the powerful weight on her back growled. She twitched her head about and stared at the dark furred beast atop her, his feline features drawn back in a snarl.
A whisper of leaves had Tasia turn. She stared as the tiger striped female rose lazily, an almost human expression of amusement on her face as she sauntered towards Tasia, tail flicking once more. They’d known. They’d known all along.
She stilled as she felt the male shred her suit, baring her tanned, naked flesh. The powerful male rumbled, claws stroking along the gentle curve of her ass, sliding lower before finding the soft lips of her cunt. Tasia sucked in a breath as his paw touched the suddenly dewy folds.
The atmosphere. Damn it! Tasia shook as the insidious air of the planet seeped into her skin, pinking it with a growing flush, her body answering Lanaar’s breeding air. The female was suddenly before her, squatting, the pink lips of her quim parting. Tasia glanced up into those green eyes as the female slipped a finger into her own cunt, the cat woman mewling with pleasure as she gently fingered herself.
The scent made Tasia’s head spin. Again she felt the male against her back, his paw cupping her mound and lifting her up. “Ooooh,” Tasia moaned softly, her rump rising into the air. She gasped as she felt the cat-man press his spiny cock against the entrance of her cunt and slide in.
“Mmmmmnnnn!” Tasia moaned. Her head was spinning. Pleasure seeped through her, heating her blood and core. The cat-mna began to thrust, burying his inhuman shaft inside of her, spines stroking her inner walls in a way she couldn’t resist.
“Ahn. Nnn! You… oh… oh fuck…” Tasia panted.
The female smiled down at her, then leaned forward, kissing her mate even as his pace increased, hammering her cunt. His hips slapped against the firm cheeks of her ass. Tasia gasped, panted, face pressed into the dirt as her pussy was brutally and eagerly claimed.
“Oh! Oh! Nnnn! M-more! More! Fuck! Mnnn!” Tasia panted. Her thoughts were in a spiral of need. Her body answered the power of the male, rocking against him, fucking herself against his powerful shaft. The female’s pussy hovered before her. Without thinking, she leaned up and began eagerly tonguing that tender slit.
“Mmmnnn!” the female purred. The taste was indescribable. Sweet yet spicy. Hot. Stars she was so hot! Tasia sucked and lapped at the cat-woman’s cunt, rocked against the male’s cock. Her orgasm built. Throbbing with every thrust of the cock. With her every stroke of the tongue.
It hit her like a Torvinian battery barrage. She screamed as the cat-man came inside of her, his seed rushing through her, blazing with fiery lust. She arched, crying out again, shuddering as her pussy squeezed and tensed around the pounding alien’s shaft.
Her hair tickled, sprouting heavily. Dark spots speckled yellow fur. Tasia cried out again as her thoughts bled away, consumed with different ones. Warped to the predatory hunting instincts of a beast.
The female moaned above her, and more eagerly Tasia tongued her cunt. The male resumed fucking her, more leisurely now. Tasia purred deeply, wriggling with joy.
She couldn’t wait to hunt again.
Bad End
[[Index]]
[[Start Over]]




Back to the Interdictor

You land back on the Interdictor and head straight for the bridge. The moment the door slides open Varona rises.
“Captain?”
“Weapons officer? Bomb the target immediately.”
Varona’s face splits open in a wild grin. “Aye aye!” She turns back towards the controls as you walk back to your chair, taking a seat. The ship shudders faintly around you as it opens fire. You call up a screen to show the frost encased lab of horrors you only just escaped. You know you shouldn’t, but you feel a little flutter of triumph as you watch the mountain be reduced to rubble with a few well aimed salvos from your frigate’s batteries. As the mountain crumbles in a cloud of snow and rubble, you nod in satisfaction. Nothing could have survived that.
You dismiss the screen and look back out the view window at the space beyond. The Godiva slowly shifts in its orbit, turning its nose away from you. It streaks away into light space, and you smother a sigh. You may have lost a valuable ally in the wild space you now patrol. But for your independence and self-respect, you couldn’t have given Desma what she wanted.
And, you think, settling back in your seat, in the end, you suspect you’ll come into conflict with the buxom president of Desma Biological again, should you keep on in the sector. You fold your hands on your lap and glance towards Anora.
“Navigation officer? Take us back to SS9.”
“Aye captain,” she declares respectfully, punching in the keys.
The Interdictor rumbles around you, the horizon streaking into the tunnel of stars as your ship shoots into light space. Your heart quivers in your breast, but a smile tugs your lips at a job well done.
And you have little doubt many more await you. But for now, your adventure is at an end.
Good End
[[Index]]
[[Start Over]]




Free Her

Despite the fate that almost awaited you at her hands, you can’t bring yourself to kick the warrior when she’s down. You reach out, taking her hands. “Stand,” you say.
Tarria looks at you in some surprise as you lift her up. “I don’t want you as a slave, Tarria. I had no intention of stealing from you. Well… okay, maybe that’s not entirely true.”
“Captain. You’re blowing it,” Navi’s voice chimes from your wrist band.
“Right,” you mutter, clearing your throat. “Tarria. You are a proud and noble warrior. I will not take you as a slave or otherwise. I give you freedom.”
The warrior stares, stunned at you. From the stands the high priestess, her tentacle hair interwoven with feathers and golden bands raises her hand. “It is done!” she cries. “The starwalker has given Tarria her freedom!”
The crowd roars with approval. You glance around, somewhat surprised, but feeling curiously pleased. Tarria bows her head. “You are wise and kind, starwalker,” she says. “I am not worthy of your praise. But please,” she says, looking adoringly into your eyes. “Allow me to repay your generosity. Let me aid you in some way.”
“I really don’t need a slave.”
She throws back her chin, some of her old haughtiness returning. “You have given me my freedom, starwalker. And so I will not be your slave. But a debt remains, greater than ever before. Let me travel with you, so I might repay you.”
You hesitate, but consider the beautiful alien a moment more. Now that she isn’t threatening to turn you into her slave, she is quite beautiful. Not to mention skilled with that spear of hers. Maybe Lanaar is a bit too dangerous for you to make your career on it. But you still have your ship, and there’s a whole universe out there. One filled with dangers. And given some more advanced weaponry, the alien savage could be a handy protector. Not to mention an attractive one…
[[Take her as a Companion]]
[[Leave Alone]]




Pirate Pleasure Slave

The screen crackles and resolves into the pasty features of the merchantman captain. “Ah-ha. Captain?” the man says. “How can I help you?”
“This is Captain Savara of the Frigate the Interdictor,” you say. “You…nn…You are ordered to power down your engines and prepare to be boarded.”
“I don’t understand,” the merchant says, mopping his bald brow with a rag. “We’re in deep space, miss. What’s the reason for this stopping?”
You bite your lip, stiffening up a little as a sudden stab of pleasure radiates from your cunt. “Just a n-normal inspection captain. We’ve had a ti-i-p about some smuggling going on in this sector. Simply routine.”
“Oh,” the merchant breathes out a nervous sigh. “Alright. We await your boarding.”
You nod as much as you dare. The screen darkens with a blink.
“Well done slut. You’re getting better.”
You beam, shuddering at that praise. “Thank you, mistress.”
“Turn around.”
You do, turning to face the command chair. Your former command chair. Now it belongs to mistress, just like everything else on the ship. That’s good. Mistress is a much better commander than you could ever hope to be.
The alien pirate queen grins, her scarlet skin and four golden eyes taking you in. In one hand she dangles the controller for the dildos which buzz in your cunt and ass, holding you on the precipice of orgasm. Oh how you want to touch yourself. But you cannot. Not without mistress’s permission. For Obedience is pleasure. And you are Obedient to mistress.
She beckons with her other hand. “Come here slut. And take that thing off.”
Eagerly you shed your naval jacket, baring your naked tits and the dark sado collar around your neck. Obeying her command sends a thrill of pleasure through your collar and down your body, pooling in your cunt where the vibrator hums with power. You don’t wear pants or underwear, baring your toned bum and dripping quim to the pirate queen’s crew as they bring your former vessel about to board the merchant’s craft. They hardly notice anymore. You’ve ridden each of them more than once, further cementing your role as the ship’s slut. Naturally you love it, because mistress has commanded it. And Obedience is pleasure.
Mistress grins and pats her lap. Eagerly you scramble onto it, shuddering as the humming vibrator in your ass is driven deeper inside of you as you settle on her leg.
“You did very well slut. He doesn’t suspect a thing.”
“Th-thank you, mistress. Slut is happy to obey.”
Captain Mallara laughs throatily. The scarlet skinned alien grasps the dildo in your cunt and leisurely begins to fuck you with it. You moan, falling against her. Your quivering lips find her bared breasts and begins to suckle at her hard nipples.
Your servile obedience sends another pulse of pleasure down your collar. To serve is to obey. To pleasure mistress is to be pleasured. You love to obey. You live to obey.
Captain Mallara opens the front of her pants, pulling out her barbed cock. The sight of it sends another stab of desire through your eager body. With a look of sly amusement, the pirate pulls the dildo out of your cunt. You keen in disappointment at the sudden loss, inner walls clutching at the buzzing bit of plastic, but her next words ease the pain of it.
“Mount me, slut,” she commands.
“Yes mistress,” you moan. You straddle her lap, slowly lowering yourself onto her cock. You gasp as she enters you, her barbs dragging against your inner walls, driving you wild. You remember the first time she took you with those. How much it had hurt you. But now, the pain only highlights the pleasure of obedience.
“Good slut,” Mallara groans as you settle onto her lap, hilting the pirate deep inside of you.
“Th-thank you m-mistress,” you moan. Beginning to bounce. So enthralled in the pleasure of being fucked by your alien master, her cock dragging its barbs along your inner walls, you don’t even notice the shudder as your former ship docks with the merchant’s craft. And as the pirates pour into the enemy craft, slaughtering the stunned crew without mercy or hesitation, you arch, bouncing on your master’s cock, his cruel hands mauling your tits, the vibrator in your ass pulsing with pleasure.
“Mistress!” you moan desperately. “Mistress! Ah! Please!”
“You want it that badly slut?” Mallara laughs.
“Yes mistress! Please! Slut needs to cum! Let slut cum!”
Mallara grunts, burying her cock deeper inside of you. “F-fine slut. Cum! Cum with me!”
Release. The collar round your throat unleashes you. You scream, cumming, around Mallara’s barbed cock. The pirate queen moans as the sudden tightening of your well fucked insides clutch her. She arches, burying herself deep inside of you. Her seed pumps into your quim in a gush, overflowing your insides. You moan, falling against her, panting with the ecstasy of your release.
Such pleasure she has given you.
And Obedience is pleasure.
And you will Obey.
Obey.
Obey.
Bad End
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Return to SS9

“Well Captain Laitha I have to say I am impressed.”
You beam up at the projection of the admiral, preening. “Thank you, sir. I only did my duty.”
“Perhaps,” he says, his stern features for the moment softened with pride. “But you saved the survivors of the colony without losses. It took guts to go aboard that pirate vessel alone and negotiate their release. Guts, and an appreciation for human life that’s so lacking out there.”
Pride again swells your ample chest. “It was my honour, sir. How are the colonists?”
The admiral flips through some screens of his own. “Hmm. They’re doing well, captain. As well as can be expected. They’re being checked out by proper medical authorities. Of course, the loss of the station is severe, but they’ll be given quarters until something can be done for them.”
You let out a relieved sigh. “I’m glad.”
He chuckles. “No doubt. Well, rest assured, captain, your exploits have reached the higher ups. There’s a commendation in this for certain. And you didn’t hear it from me,” he adds with an amused twinkle in his eye, “but keep up the good work, and perhaps a promotion.”
Excitement trills through you. “A promotion, sir?”
“Hmm. That region of space needs some order brought to it, captain. And it’ll be an impressive woman who can be a sector admiral.”
“I… I’m honoured, sir,” you stammer.
“Nothing’s engraved in stone yet, captain. But I have confidence in your abilities. Congratulations, Savara. Over and out.”
The admiral blinks from the screen. As soon as he’s gone you collapse back into your chair, staring senselessly at the screen.
“Congratulations, captain,” Deesel says brightly.
You glance down at the engineer and the rest of your crew on the bridge. You grin. “Thank you, Deesel. And all of you. How long until we’re fuelled up?”
“Not long now, captain,” Deesel says smartly.
“Good,” you say, steepling your fingers as you ease back in your seat. You spin your chair about to face the screens projecting the view from the bow of your ship. Lawless SS9 rises before you like a needle of stone and durasteel, the void of space lurking beyond in a vastness that sends your heart thumping. A place where criminals and splicers and worse lurk and prey on the innocent.
But not for long. Your hands tighten on your chair, your heart sings with purpose.
“Prepare to launch,” you say. “We have a job to do.”
“Aye captain!” your crew cheers.
Good End
[[Index]]
[[Start Over]]




The Commune

You peer at the image of the compound far below, curiosity tingling across the back of your neck. Your fingers drum at the arms of your chair and you make your decision.
“Navi? Take us down towards those structures.”
“You sure, Amie?” the AI says uncertainly, though the craft is already gliding lower from the atmosphere, the image on the screen gaining definition as the interference of Lanaar’s strange gravitational pull fades. “I mean, Lanaar is off limits for a reason. I don’t think anyone who built a place like that did so to invite people to visit.”
“Maybe,” you concede, the domed buildings built along the inlet now having a touch more menace than you’d thought before. Still. The potential is hard to ignore, and the landing pad stretching out onto the waters seems very inviting. You check again to see if the threatening las cannons placed beside the landing pad have moved, but even though they must be aware of you, they’ve made no sign of targeting your craft. “All the same, take us down. I’ll take the risk.”
“Yeah. Sure. You’ll take the risk,” the AI grumbles as she nonetheless obeys your command.
You settle back, watching as the landing strip grows. The closer you get the more you can make out of the strange looking commune. A tall fence rises out of the water to surround it on all sides with metal poles, energy humming between the posts in an ethereal wall against the menaces of Lanaar’s wildlife. Domed buildings are connected by long walkways of plasteel. Overall, it resembles more some elaborate vacation hub, and if it had been anywhere but an extremely dangerous world blacked out by the highest authority in space, that’s what you’d have thought it was.
A number of figures exit one of the domes as you slowly come in to land. Waves ripple outward as the afterburners settle you with a jolt. You push your way out of your chair and step out of the ship.
You suck in a breath as the airlock deposits you outside. Despite your tight bodysuit the air of the planet seems to seep into your very skin. You shiver, feeling a little flushed and… sensitive? Oh yes, you think, biting your lower lip as your puffy nipples tent your form fitting clothes. Very sensitive.
You try and ignore it as you walk down the ramp towards the welcoming committee. Two amazingly busty woman in light robes stand on either side of an older man. He has an open, smiling face and wears robes similar to the women, though you note that his look a lot more like a lab coat than anything else. White salts his trimmed grey hair and his hands are tucked into the opposite sleeves before him like some monk.
“Welcome,” he says, voice melodic as he spreads his hands, revealing them to be shining metal. “Welcome to paradise. I am Tavior Sek. The leader of this commune.”
“Amelia Carey,” you say, taking his hand and shaking it firmly. Your eyes are again drawn to the two women with him, who merely smile vaguely towards you. “I didn’t expect to see any sort of… town here.”
“And with good reason,” Tavior says, slipping his hands back into his sleeves. “We are a peaceful people, Miss Carey. But we know the universe is a violent place. Therefore, to live in peace, we must live where those who might menace us will never go.”
“That… makes sense,” you say.
“But come,” he says, sweeping his hand down the bridge. “Let us walk and speak. Tell me what brings you to Lanaar.”
You eye the two women with him warily, but by their vague stance you doubt they’d be much of a threat. Hell, with tits like that you could probably just nudge them and they’d topple over. You join Tavior, making your way down the bridge and tell him about your purpose on Lanaar. The seeking of new scientific samples and potential applications of it in larger space.
Tavior listens intently. “Hmm. An excellent idea. Indeed, Lanaar is home to creatures and life never seen elsewhere in the galaxy. Such species as we did not even suspect when we first landed to escape the darkness of the galaxy beyond.”
You’ve both reached one of the domes, and a wave of his hand before an access panel has a door slide open, revealing a massive green house. Strange plants fill rows of planters, a pungent medley of aromas seeping into the air. Your nipples tingle and quim moistens at the sudden olfactory assault. Tavior leads you in among the flowers. “In fact, everything on the planet appears to have a form of… mutagenic quality.”
You again glance at the plants. “Mutagenic?”
“Oh yes,” Tavior muses, his metal fingers brushing the spotted leaves of a hanging plant. “The creatures on this world are not just adapted to their environment, but adapt others to it as well. It’s fortunate you landed here. There are many species beyond the walls of our compound which could not only mate with you, but breed you as well.”
You blink in surprise. “Is… is that right?” you say, feeling a little hotter under the collar.
Tavior nods. “Indeed it is so. Even the food has qualities that seek to overwrite our own DNA, alter it in new fashions.”
“And you live here?”
Tavior smiled again, gently stroking the petals of another flower, a movement you find strangely fascinating. “We have found ways to circumvent the changes. We have evolved in other ways.” He sighs. “It is only a pity you seek to learn of these forms of life for such… mercenary aims. We have come here to escape such crass consumerism. Attune ourselves with the natural world.”
You shrug, hardly able to deny it. “Sorry. I don’t intend to step on any toes.”
Tavior shakes his hand. “Nonsense. We are a charitable people as well, for harmony requires it be so. Please, I ask you feel free to use our facilities in your efforts to learn about this world. So long as you do not attempt to disrupt our peaceful ways, I see no reason to deny you. Ah, Morar.”
You step back in surprise as a positively hulking specimen of a man steps out of a side passage. He doesn’t wear the white robes of the others. In fact, he doesn’t wear much of anything. His skin is browned and his chest broad and muscular. Only a simple strap contains his manhood, and reveals the heaviness of the bulge. A mask covers his face like a hood and his huge arms hang loosely at his side.
“Ah,” Tavior says, smiling. “Forgive me, I should have warned you. Morar was one of our brothers but sadly, shortly before we fully understood Lanaar’s nature, some forest creature managed to infect our food stock. Before we knew it, all of our brothers and sisters were infected.”
You glance at the busty women. “And the women got…” You gesture at your chest meaningfully.
Tavior chuckles. “I am afraid so. As you can see, Lanaar’s corruption is of a decidedly evolutionary bend. Women become more… fertile and voluptuous. Men more virile and base.”
“Not you, though,” you note, looking at Tavior’s slim frame.
He laughs. “No. I subsist on a diet of nutritional paste. It keeps the mind sharp and body lean and healthy. I alone was spared the infection. And it was in so doing that I managed to restore my brothers and sisters to a more… human state. I managed to restore much of their minds, and purged the mutagen from their blood. Unfortunately, I have yet to discover a means of truly reversing the change.”
Your eyes are again drawn down to the bulge of Morar’s cock. You swallow. “I uh… see.”
“Do not worry,” Tavior says blandly, touching Morar’s arm. “Despite his size, brother Morar would never dream of doing harm. Though we have found him and his brethren’s strength of use. There are many creatures who have attempted to attack our compound. Ah, which reminds me. Should you wish to remain with us, I’m afraid there is a strict curfew. The night brings out the worst of the beasts, and sometimes they break through the compound’s defences.”
You eye the hulking humanoid. “I see…”
“Please, Morar. Come this way.”
Morar grunts and follows you and Tavior. He guides you out of the botanical pod and along another bridge. You glance about and see several more men like Morar walking about on their own tasks, but no more women. Strange…
“There is, one thing I must ask of you, however.”
You turn back to Tavior. “Hm?”
He smiles and nods towards one of the largest buildings. A dome rising out of the waters, framed by a secondary, smaller wall of light. “I ask that you do not enter that building.”
Curiosity at once flares in your chest. “Oh? Why’s that?”
Tavior shakes his head sadly. “I fear that, occasionally, some of our people wander off into the jungle. Much like Morar once was, we have been forced to quarantine them while we try and get their transformations under control and restore them, as best we can, to their old selves. However, much like Lanaar’s native lifeforms, their changes are highly infectious, and so they must be kept separate.”
“Is that right,” you muse. Your scientific curiosity stirs deep within you, as well as something else.
“Oh yes. Naturally,” he sighs as if lamenting incorrigible children, “we do not deny our residents the pleasures of the flesh. Indeed, it is vital to the continuation of our community. However, I am afraid my brothers and sisters, after being purged of the infection, remain somewhat… susceptible to desires.”
Morar grunts and you glance back, noting his bulge appears to have shifted, hardening somewhat in his pouch. You swallow again, a shiver racing through you as you imagine what such a shaft might feel plunging into your welcoming cunt.
Tavior eyes you, then smiles again. “But the hour grows late,” he observes, glancing up at the setting sun. “Shall we dine?”
Recalling just how Morar and the women were infected you quickly shake your head. “Oh, no. I uh, ate before landing. I’m still good.”
“Ah, then, perhaps it is best to retire. As I said, the night brings many dangers. Please, allow Morar to show you to your room.”
The hulking male gives a small, crude bow. The two woman giggle behind Tavior.
[[Have Morar Escort You]]
[[Ask for the Two Women to Escort You]]




Have Morar Escort You

“Thank you, that sounds nice,” you say sweetly.
Morar grunts, shifting his bulk as he turns and makes his way down the elevated bridge. You saunter after him, hands clasped behind your back, a skip in your step. You spare one glance back, noting that Tavior appears to be entering the dome where he said the infected were kept.
Interesting.
You mull over that during the short sojourn to one of the habitat domes. Morar opens the door, admitting you to a clean, if Spartan room. The bed projects from a wall the colour of egg shell and a small side table juts out beside it. There’s something weirdly sterile about the whiteness of the room, and not even the sole wide window looking out onto the waters can quite extinguish it.
You turn about slowly, nodding. “Not bad.”
“Need else?” Morar grunts.
You pause and glance down automatically to his far from subtle bulge, the eyes above his mask hungry as they stare at your supple form, outlined in your bodysuit. Heat blooms through you, your nostrils flaring at the heavy musk the monstrous male is putting out.
[[Take Him in Your Pussy]]
[[Worship Him with Your Tits]]
[[Suck Him Off]]
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Ask the Two Women to Escort You

“Oh. Actually, I was wondering if the lovely ladies could show me instead,” you say sweetly.
Tavior raises a brow but shrugs good-naturedly. “As you wish. Sisters? Be so good as to show our guest to a unit.”
“Glad to, master,” the pair chime sweetly.
Master? That sounded… somewhat concerning. But before you can think on it deeper the pair close in on you, guiding you away from Tavior and along the bridges suspended above the waters. You spare one glance back, noting that Tavior appears to be entering the dome where he said the infected were kept.
Interesting.
You mull over that during the short sojourn to one of the habitat domes. One of the sisters, a redhead with generous, jiggling breasts, opens the door revealing a clean, if Spartan room. The bed projects from a wall the colour of egg shell and a small side table juts out beside it. There’s something weirdly sterile about the whiteness of the room, and not even the sole wide window looking out onto the waters can quite extinguish it.
You take a step inside, sweeping the interior for some form of menace, but don’t notice anything. In particular the pair of women closing in around you until you find yourself mashed between their breasts.
“Do you like your room?” the redhead says sweetly, her eyes bright and sparkling with happiness.
“Oh she must. She must!” the other, a blonde with long, creamy hair gushes as she advances, sandwiching you between the two’s immense breasts. You gasp, trapped among the softness. You’re not exactly flat chested yourself, but the two tall women put your perky tits to shame!
“Oh it’s… it’s nice. Got a shower and a window. Everything I need.”
“And a bed.”
“Oh yes! A bed!” the other sister squeals happily.
You glance at the pristine sheets. Then once more at the busty pair. Oh what the hell. “It is really nice,” you coo, reaching down between their legs and brazenly cupping both their cunts. “But it looks awfully lovely.”
Stars above it’s like palming a furnace! Both women suck in a breath as you push your palms against their puffy cunts, the fabric of their robes almost instantly soaked in their juices. The pair giggle, their smiles blissful and eyes warm as they wriggle against you.
“Oh she’s so right!”
“She is! She is!” the blonde chimes.
“We must fill it, sister.”
“Oh we must. We must!”
“That’s so nice of you,” you say as the three of your march towards the bed. Your finger slips between their thighs, running up the gusset slit of their cunts. The pair shudder, their mammoth breasts jiggling with the pleasure racing through them.
“Mmmnn. We’re nice.”
“So niiiice,” the other croons.
“Hm? Why don’t you two show me how nice?”
The pair exchange a glance. They giggle again, and suddenly separate. The blonde flops back onto the bed, her thighs parting, baring the damp spot on her robes. She touches a clasp near the top, and a seam slides down the fabric. Her tits fairly burst out of the cloth, revealed in all their heavy glory, nipples the size of coins and hard and needy.
You grin. Touching the front of your suit, you ease open the automatic seal, slipping off the confining fabric like a snake’s skin, letting the form fitting suit fall away and revealing every inch of your toned, firm curves. You climb atop the busty sister, your hands engulfing her soft tits.
“Oh wow. These are great,” you breathe.
“Mnnnn,” the sister moans, her lashes fluttering.
“Oh? Are these… sensitive?” you tease, leaning forward.
“Mmmhmm,” the sister whimpers, chewing her bottom lip, her breathing growing deeper.
You giggle, then gasp as you feel soft hands on your hips. You glance back and see the second sister has shed her robe, baring her own magnificent curves, a necklace of freckles beading the tops of her tits as she crawls behind you, her hands delicately parting your ass.
“We can make you feel so nice,” the red head says dreamily.
Hands gently grasp your head. “So niiice,” the blonde coos lovingly.
“Amie? Can I say this is a bad idea?” Navi mentions from your wrist comm.
“Noted,” you manage moments before the blonde tugs your head into the soft, creamy valley of her tits. You moan in delight as the pillowy darkness of her flesh engulfs you, then gasp as a dexterous tongue slides against your bottom, teasing along the dark star of your ass. You shudder, thrusting out your rear. Oh stars! A tongue like that should be illegal. Already you’re quivering, your asshole twitching and tightening against the teasing stroke of that intruding tongue. To try and occupy your thoughts you start kissing and fondling the soft tits of the blonde. Fuck she has some glorious boobs! You’ve never thought yourself too attracted to women, but the consuming softness of the sister’s breasts just fills your world, sending your heart hammering with desire as you lick and nuzzle.
You moan deeply as your head is guided to a perky, thick nipple. Instantly your lips close around it and taste something… something…
Wonderful…
“Mmmm,” the blonde moans as you suckle at her nipple, drinking down a warm burst of sweet cream. “That’s it. Ah. Ah! D-drink me. Drain meeee!”
“Oh is she good?” the red head breathes.
“So goooood!” the blonde cries out, bucking as you nibble on the sensitive flesh of her nubby nipple.
The red head giggles and dives home once more, driving her tongue at last into your tight ass.
Oh fuck. Oh fuck! The sensations threated to overwhelm you. There’s just something… something so wondrous about being trapped in the warm embrace of the two busty sisters. You moan and suckle, buck and squeal. Your whole body feels acutely aware of every sensation inflicted on it.
And then a hand reaches between you, finds that drooling pink of your gash. A finger slips in.
And your mind goes white.
Your orgasm bursts through you, sending you screaming with bliss into the warm breasts of your lover. The blonde laughs in delight, her arms wrapping around you, tugging you against those soft, milky orbs. “Ooooh yessss! Keep milking me. Keep… ah… keep goooooiiiing!”
The red head is suddenly atop you, crushing you into the tits of the blonde. The two are kissing. Their hands are everywhere. You’re trapped. Aroused. Fondled. Taken.
And fuck does it feel good.
You lose track at some point of what’s going on. Vague images. Soft bodies, warm tits and eager hands fill the pleasure in flashes of recollection. It takes hours, but eventually your mind drifts back and you find yourself lying on the bed, panting.
The sisters lie beside you, cuddling you lovingly, once more trapping you between their impossibly marvelous breasts. Then, with a soft sigh, they rise.
“Thank you, lovely,” the blonde says.
“So lovely,” the red head coos.
“Oh… happy to…” you pant.
The pair giggle, lean in and plant a soppy kiss on your cheeks. Then they rise, throwing on their robes and swaying out the door.
“Oof,” you sigh, flopping back onto the bed. “That was something.”
“Yes. Not every day you guzzle strange women’s milk and get your tits massaged,” Navi snarks.
You roll your eyes. “Oh give it a rest,” you say, removing the wrist comm and setting it on the windowsill. Yawning, you shift onto your side and snuggle up, lashes fluttering as exhaustion and sated pleasure claim you in a dreamless sleep.
[[Night Time Encounters]]




Take Him in Your Pussy

“You know,” you say, swaying towards Morar, looking up into the mutated human’s dark eyes. “I’ve felt your eyes on me all day. What did you want from me, Morar?” you ask, feeling your body tingle with desire. Your hand slides lower, cupping his bulge. “Did you want to fuck me, Morar?” you ask, your breathing deepening, your eyes glowing. “Did you want to shove you big… thick cock into my human cunt?”
Morar growls, a feral sound that tingles from the roots of your hair to curl your toes. He reaches out, grabbing your plump bottom. You gasp as his thick fingers squeeze.
“I want fuck,” Morar growls.
You laugh breathlessly. “Well, what a coincidence. That’s… that’s exactly what I want. Morar.”
The brute nods. “On bed,” he orders roughly. “Take off clothes.”
His command thrums through you like an electric charge. You step back, your hands shaking a little as you disable the maglocks on your bodysuit, the trim fabric peeling off, baring your naked curves. “Mmm. I bet the reason all… all the women wear robes is so you can fuck them more easily.”
“You not need,” Morar says, watching your naked curves hungrily, his breath rasping through his mask. “You go naked, and I fuck whenever want.”
Your pussy tingles at his promise. Your heart pounds as you breathe in the deepening musk filling the room. Your nipples stiffen as you sit down on the bed, your pussy already damp, your core thumping in time to your heart. Fuck. You’ve never felt this horny before. You realize there’s probably some strange chemical reaction. Something about Lanaar, and likely its change in Morar. But you find you don’t care. Damn the consequences, the only thing you can think about is that meaty cock of his filling your aching pussy.
Morar yanks down his loincloth, and up springs his cock. Your eyes widen at the flared tip, his shaft looking like something that belongs on an equinar rather than a human. But then, he’s not entirely human now, is he? Rather, he’s a creature of this strange world. A beast in the shape of a man, and hungry for you. For your fertile body, and who knows what the result of that might be.
You’re shaking as you shift on the bed, going to your hands and knees. You raise your ass, legs parting just enough to bare your blushing cunt. You give it a teasing wiggle. “Come on,” you breathe, heart hammering in your chest. “Take me.”
Morar growls. He stalks towards you. His presence rolls over you and sends your arms shaking in fearful desire. Some part of you balks about what you’re about to do. What will happen to you when that bitch breaker of a cock stuffs your cunt? But it’s a small part. Quieting under the roar of your pulse as Morar grabs your shapely hips and rubs the tip of his cock against your snatch.
“Oooooh,” you moan heavily. “Yes. Yes Morar. Fill me with your cock. Stuff me with it. I need it.”
Morar growls again. He strokes your shapely bottom hungrily, then slowly pushes forward. You gasp, trembling as your pussy slowly parts around his cock. Oh fuck. Oh fuck he’s so big! You push your face against the blankets, fisting the fabric as inch after inch of his massive fuckstick enters your gaping cunt. He fills you so utterly, so completely you can practically feel every vein of his throbbing cock.
“Oooooooh,” you moan, voice quavering weakly as he finishes filling you up. He pauses for a moment, panting, letting you adjust. You sneak a glance back and whimper, seeing that he only managed to fit half of his massive shaft into you. That’s… that’s not fair!
“Fuck now,” Morar grunts.
“Yes,” you pant. “F-fuck me Morar. Fill me up! Fuck me full of your cum! Oh fuck yes! Morar! Moraaaaaaar!”
You scream as his hips begin to hammer you, pushing you into the blankets. You pant, shaking, tensing around the girthy cock ramming into your fertile cunt. Oh fuck is this happening? Is this really happening? Another jolt of pure pleasure rocks your mind, sending your thoughts skidding away, and only the sensation of the cock filling you remaining. Your body submits to the rude fucking. Your will bends to the power of the massive male as he pounds your hungry cunt.
“Yessss! Yessss!” you scream, utterly given over to the sensation pulsing through your body. “Fuck me! Don’t stop. I’m so close. I’m… I’m… c-cummiiiiiiiing!”
You scream as your orgasm races through you. Your whole body tightens around the pounding shaft of your mate. Morar roars, continuing to punish your body with the strokes of his massive cock, filling you to the brink with every thrust. You scream, cumming again, forced past a second orgasm.
“Me cum. Me cum now!” Morar roars.
You pant, head spinning. He’s… he’s going to… the thought makes you shudder in pleasure. Dare you let him do so? Dare you let him stuff you?
[[Cum on Your Back]]
[[Cum in You]]




Worship Him with Your Tits

“There is one thing,” you say sweetly, swaying towards the towering male. Morar watches intently as you come to a halt before him, reaching down and fondling his heavy bulge. “Morar. Can I trust you?”
The brutish male grunts. “Can trust,” he grunts.
“Good,” you breathe, finger hooking in the band of his loincloth and tugging it down. His cock fairly springs out of the confines of the pouch, the flared tip like a bull’s, his shaft veiny and throbbing hungrily to taste your fertile form. You gasp at the sight of it, swooning a little at the heavy musk that suddenly fills the room. “Oh…” you breathe, fondling his heavy cock, feeling it twitch as your fingers run up him.
“Morar,” you breathe, sliding down to your knees, his throbbing cock an inch from your face. You lift your tits, still bound up in your tight bodysuit. “Do you like my breasts?”
The beast man grunts, nodding. “Like.”
“Oh?” you breathe, rubbing your tits together playfully. “Even though they aren’t as big as the other women’s? You still like them?”
“Like,” Morar assents again.
A shiver of pleasure races up your spine at his admission. “Then…” you breathe, sliding your finger down your front, the maglocks along the suit parting, your breasts pushing past the tight fabric and into the musk laden air of the room. “Would you like to feel them around your big… fat… cock?”
Morar growls. “Want,” he says thickly.
You giggle delightedly. “Mmm. I do too. So you just stay still, and I’ll get you off. For being such a good boy…”
The mutated human nods eagerly and you lean forward, wrapping your ripe tits around his shaft. He’s so huge you barely manage to engulf his manhood. For the first time you feel like your bust is inadequate, but the groan from the massive male dismisses your fears for the moment, sending a quick burst of delight through you.
“Oooh Morar,” you breathe, sliding your fat breasts up and down his throbbing shaft. “So big… Mnnn. Does it feel good? Do my big, fat, tits feel good around your big cock?”
“Yesssss,” Morar groans. Pre slides down the flaring tip, lubricating your bouncing tits as you bring them up and down, up and down, faster, faster, masturbating the titanic cock before you. His sharp scent saturates the air, filling your nostrils with a cloying miasma that makes your head spin and your pussy ache. You move faster. Faster. Every upward motion is a delight. Each downward sway raises your bottom like a needy slut, begging for an assfucking. But the cock before you consumes your attention. Your focus.
“Are you getting closer?” you ask, panting, head spinning with the haze of playing with his massive cock. “Are you going to cum?”
“Yes!” Morar groans.
“Cum,” you breathe. “Cum between my fat tits! Cum Morar!”
“Rrrrooooaaaaa!” the massive male roars. You feel his balls tighten, his cock twitch as his virile seed surges up. The tip of his cock crests your tits just as Morar cum, his seed shooting out of his thick shaft, bursting into your face. You gasp, then moan as his thick seed pumps from his massive cock, the heat of it soaking into your skin. You moan, rubbing it into your heavy tits, delighting in the strange, heavy sensation that fills you.
Morar grunts, withdrawing his cock from between your breasts. “Me fuck now?” the massive male asks, his voice rasping through his mask.
You look up at him, your head spinning from the sensation of his seed dripping off your fat tits.
[[Submit to his cock]]
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Suck Him Off

Your eyes fix themselves to the hammock of fabric straining under the sheer immensity of Morar’s shaft. You lick your lips, your nostrils flaring as you inhale some more of the sweet, musky scent the male puts out. “There is… one thing,” you say, glancing up at Morar. A flirty smile flicks across your lips at the sharp interest he shows as you saunter nearer. You slowly go to your knees in front of him, fingers hooking in the loincloth and tugging it down.
His cock springs to attention and you suck in a stunned breath. His veiny shaft looks like something more fitting for an equinar than any kind of human. Huge and thick, the tip is flared like a horse’s and positively pulses with virile male power. You inhale and the thick scent of his musk practically knocks you on your ass. And when it doesn’t, it pulls you towards him like you were hypnotized.
“Ohhhh Morar,” you breathe, your hands cradling his slab of manhood, fingers running up the twitching cock. “You’re so… big…”
“Hrmmm,” Morar grunts as you stroke him.
“And you so badly need some… attention,” you continue, your tongue flicking out, tasting the peak of the crown. Morar twitches, and you smirk. It feels so… good to make him move to your song. Your tongue again slides out, up the length of his girthy shaft. His taste is… oh stars his taste… Your lashes flutter at the sheer intensity of his flavour. Your body throbs, tits aching sweetly as your tongue lathes his thick cock in adoring strokes. From the root to the head you pay attention, your tongue tasting his dribbling pre with every hint of enjoyment.
“Mnnnn,” you moan. Soon enough his cock shines with your saliva. Your head again rises to the peak, your eyes riveting to the tip of his cock. Your mouth opens and you take the tip between your lips. You can barely fit a quarter of his blunted cock into your mouth, but fuck if it doesn’t taste just… heavenly. You moan, bobbing, appreciating the rest of his cock with your hands, stroking his veiny shaft with eager motions, your tongue writhing over the blunt tip, paying particular attention to the underside.
It becomes almost ritualistic. You adjust your actions according to the grunts and pants of the massive brute, through trial and error discovering what he loves. Your head spins from the taste of his shaft. One of your hands slides lower than usual, cupping his massive balls, rolling them in your palm.
You can sense his growing peak. Feel it through your hand stroking him, your other handling his twitching sack. Oh fuck. He’s going to cum. He’s going to cum in your mouth. You pick up the pace, sliding your mouth up and down his cock. Urging him towards that peak. Cum. Cum for you! Cum!
“Hrrrooooooo!” Morar cries. His cock pulses, and your mouth is suddenly awash in his seed. You almost choke on the sudden fullness of your mouth, but this is hardly the first cock you’ve swallowed. Your throat works, drinking frantically at his thick seed, feeling it spill down your throat and gather, warm and wonderful deep in your stomach. Your lashes flutter at the musky taste, like his scent made solid. Your core thumps with arousal. Your body burns. You shudder, moaning weakly.
At last, he finishes. You pull off him, gasping, mouth saturated in the taste of the potent male. You look up at him, some of his cum dribbling from your open mouth and down your chin.
“I take cunt now?” the brute asks.
You blink at him. Oh. Oh, he… he could. The thought sends a hot pang of lust deep into your core. Your legs tighten with the thought of taking his thick manhood within you. “Oh,” you breathe, staring up at the brute. “Morar…”
[[Submit to his cock]]
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Night Time Encounters

“Captain… Captain? Amie!”
“Eh? Huh?”
You lurch awake, blinking blearily. Blowing some of your dishevelled hair from your face, you look about and stare dumbly down at your wrist comm. Lights blink off the bulky machine, Navi’s voice piping out frantically.
“Amie! Wake up. I’m tracking a bunch of movement across the complex.”
“Huh? Navi, it’s like… early.”
“Amie! They’re coming towards your pod!”
That wakes you up. The shock of adrenaline surges through you, your eyes snapping fully open. Now that you’re paying attention, you can faintly hear noise coming through from beyond the sealed door of your room. You curse, rising to your feet and grabbing your bodysuit.
“Quick! The window. You can sneak out through there.”
“Right,” you murmur, ducking towards the opening. You quickly shoot the locks, gently easing it open.
“Hurry Amie!” Navi whispers.
“I’m going.”
You slide out of the window and onto the thin railing that runs around the pod. Your heart hammers in your chest as you delicately slide shut the window again. Slipping your bodysuit on as you move, you sneak around the metal walkway, listening to your footsteps patter off the reinforced steel with every step. The soft murmur of the waves and the wind fill the night with a curious sense of unease. Just a bit away, you spot the glow of the lanterns at the peaks of the fence surrounding the grounds.
The sound of movement grows as you near the edge of the pod. You peak around the corner and suck in a breath. A full dozen of the brutish brothers stand before your door. One of them is carrying some reinforced mag lock shackles, the metal rings shining with a cold light. You duck back around the edge of the building and put the comms so close to your mouth you’re practically kissing it.
“Navi! There’s a bunch of these things outside my room. Can you… like, swing by and shoot them?”
“No good captain! These turrets at the bay are locked onto the ship. If I so much as power up they’ll reduce the ship to slag faster than you can get a guy off with your mouth.”
“Oh thanks,” you say irritably. You glare about the compound, catching sight of another metal path branching off yours and leading away. You step gingerly down it, going low. Praying none of the brutes see you.
Your heart pounds in your ample chest as you walk over the shining waters. You reach an adjoining pod and with some fantastic relief sneak about, putting it between you and the menacing brutes. You exhale heavily with relief, then focus on the here and now. A quick glance shows the best route towards your ship, but even if you get there, dealing with the cannons aimed at you isn’t going to be easy. And when the brutes inevitably push their way into your pod, they’ll fan out looking for you. You bring your wrist comm back up.
“Navi? Where’s the controls for the cannons?”
“Hold up cap’n. Um… Okay! It’s over in that bigger dome.”
You glance towards the pod in question. Your stomach sinks at the understanding of what Navi means. The very same building that Tavior claimed his people were quarantined within. You groan silently. But given the options… well, there weren’t really any. And you suppose that getting a pair of massive tits would be a small price to pay for… you know, freedom.
As stealthily as you can you slink across the intersecting paths and towards the distant dome. You dare not run, and feel painfully exposed on the open walkways. Fortunately, it seems everyone who is about is either elsewhere or at your room, and with some relief you finally reach the main building of the commune.
Its sleek, white walls are broken only by a single door in its face. This is, quite naturally, locked. Not that you’ll let that stop you. You carefully press your wrist comm against the control panel. “Okay Navi. Do your stuff.”
The AI hums, a beam of red light flickering in the divide between your wrist and the lock. There’s a click and the sound of bolts shooting back. “Got it.”
You sigh in relief as the door hisses into the wall. You step inside.
And freeze with shock.
Pods flair out from a massive main tower like budding flowers from a plant stem. Women are within, their heads masked in strange helmets, their gargantuan breasts cradled in rubber cups. Gasping, moaning, the woman shudder with cries of soft delight as milk is sucked into the tubing which descend from the central machine in a network of sprawling machinery.
More machinery fills the room. A vast laboratory of gleaming glass and shining chrome. Dynamos hums, a sound at odd counterpoint to the gasps and moans of the women locked in the torrid embrace of the pods. Screens flicker and dance with calculations and tanks glow and bubble.
“Wonderful, is it not?”
You spin about as Tavior walks in from a side room. The older man is looking at the vast machinery with an air of deep satisfaction. “Years it took to build it all. But it was all worth it, of course.”
“Tavior! What… what the fuck is this?”
“I thought it simple,” he says, turning back to face you. He spreads his metal hands, shining in the lights blazing down. “As I told you, when we first landed on this paradise of Lanaar, we realized that the food which we could grow was… tainted. It changed those who ate it.
“But I had a solution. For you see, it could be filtered. But it would take a… peculiar method to do so.
“And behold,” he said, gesturing with an expression of rapture at the column of steel and panting women. “The result. Through the sisters of our commune, their bodies adjusted to take the strange life forms of Lanaar, filtered through and produced in their milk is not only safe to drink, but provides them not only with a purpose, but deepest pleasure.”
“You… you modified them?” you breathe.
Tavior cocks his head towards you, smiles lazily. “I did indeed. A difficult prospect, but I knew it could be done.
“So what do you think, Amelia?” he asks, stepping nearer, his eyes shining eagerly. “What say you to this master stroke of splicing? What do you, as a woman of science, make of this?”
[[Horrified]]
[[Fascinated]]
[[Hopelessly Aroused]]




Horrified

“Sweet stars!” you gasp in horror. “You’re a monster!”
Tavior’s expression falls. “I see. I had thought you would understand…”
“Understand? You’re worse than a splicer!” you say, taking a step back from the lunatic. “You turned your people into… into these against their will! What is wrong with you?”
“Then you won’t become my assistant?”
“What? Fuck that! I’d never help you!”
“You tell him Amie!” Navi chimes from your wrist comm.
“A pity,” Tavior sighs, crossing his hands behind his back. “I had such high hopes for a woman of such obvious intellect. Oh well. You will join us. One way or another.”
A metallic hiss has you look up and take a startled step back. Tendrils like steel tentacles twist from the vast machine the women are plugged into, coiling above Tavior like striking serpents.
[[Wait]]
[[Parlay]]
[[Attack]]
[[Stun]]
[[Surrender]]




Fascinated

“Stars above,” you breathe. “That’s incredible!”
“Isn’t it?” Tavior says with a smile.
“Oh yes. Imagine! So Lanaar’s unique nature can be filtered through to a usable form like that?”
“Would you like to take a look?” Tavior asks, gesturing towards the sprawling systems.
“Could I?”
“Of course!” Tavior laughs. One of his metal hands touch your back, guiding you towards the massive array. “After all, I was quite certain you would be of open enough mind to truly appreciate my work.”
“Amie! What are you doing?” Navi chimes from your wrist comm.
“That is?” Tavior says.
“Nothing important,” you quickly reply, silencing Navi’s indignant response. You can’t have her blowing this, after all. This was exactly the kind of science you came out here to research! And with Tavior having come this far already, it’s like finding a treasure chest with the key sticking out of the lock.
You spend the next several hours being given the grand tour by Tavior. He explains a number of his processes and even allows you to view how the milk pumps work. A somewhat distracting prospect seeing as an inch from your face the sister is panting and bucking while her fat tits jiggle with their milky bounty.
“Amazing,” you say, struck with awe.
“You know,” Tavior muses as he watches you. “My work is awfully difficult for me to do alone. I fear the process has not left my companions with sufficient intellect to assist me. But you, my inquisitive dear, seem to possess a keen intellect.”
“Thanks!” you say, looking up from some beakers.
“Hm. Indeed. And as such, I think you would be perfectly suited as my assistant.”
“Your… your assistant?”
“Of course!” Tavior says, spreading wide his arms. “With you by my side, who knows what sort of discoveries await us here? Imagine what could be learned.”
The full realization hits you. Your heart beats faster with excitement. Stars. Working with him? Having this lab to research Lanaar? A firm base and assisting this brilliant man in his work?
“How could I say no!” you exclaim.
Tavior nods. “Quite so, my dear. Quite so. And since you’re here, shall we begin at once?”
“Of course,” you chime. “Doctor.”
[[Tavior's Assistant]]




Hopelessly Aroused

“Fuck me,” you breathe. “That’s amazing!”
Tavior smiles again, tucking his hands into his sleeves. “So glad you agree.”
“No, I mean this… this is just amazing! And they… they look like… oh shit…”
The heat that had been threading its way through your veins sends your heart racing. Your breathing deepens as you take in the women, their pleasures cries ringing through the room as they’re blissfully fucked by humming rubber cocks, their heavy breasts suckles and pumped by the massive cups.
Tavior steps nearer. “You wish it could be you, don’t you?”
You give a shaky nod. “Y-yeah.”
“Amie!” Navi cries in horror.
“I cannot blame you, Amelia,” Tavior murmurs as he steps up to you. He touches your wrist comm and Navi’s squawk of anger is cut off sharply. The bracelet slips off your wrist, and Tavior’s mechanical hands are slowly moving over you, stroking your body through the skin tight fabric of your bodysuit. “To exist in a state of eternal bliss. To feel such mindless pleasure, lost to their embrace for ever and ever, only needing to be milked. To be taken. To provide. It is a wonderful thing.”
You melt into his hands, your lids fluttering with helpless pleasure. You give a strangle moan, arching as he palms your breasts. “My,” Tavior murmurs, massaging your ample teats with his hard hands. “Amelia. I think you shall have an incredible bounty.”
“Yessss,” you moan.
Tavior’s hands slide from your breast. He take your chin, turns you towards him, and kisses you. You moan, melting, helpless before this mad man. You know it’s insane. The horror he proposes. The indignity. But it only makes you hotter. Lanaar’s insidious influence you realize at the back of an increasingly needy mind.
Tavior’s other hand slides down your back, undoing your suit. You shrug it off like an old skin, revealing your pinked body and puffy, needy nipples. Your dewy gash is already moist with anticipation of the hungry touch of the machine.
“Lovely,” Tavior murmurs, cupping your mons. You gasp, his palm humming softly, the sensation shooting up your pussy like a bolt of lightning. You stumble as he guides you across the floor, unaware of what’s going on. Only feeling the trembling, toe-curling pleasure seeping through your cunt to your wonderful, buzzing breasts.
You’re slowly laid back onto a padded seat. One of the pods, you dimly realize. The hand on your breast departs.
“Ah!” you gasp at a sudden pain, accentuated by the hiss of an injector. You blink blearily as Tavior removes the small device, putting it down.
“Now relax, Amelia. Relax. And welcome your new life.”
“O-ohhh,” you gasp, heat already blossoming in your chest. “I… I feel it. It’s… it’s so hot… Oh… oh f-fuck…”
“Then all is working as it should be. Now, for the next step.”
Panting, head spinning, you watch as Tavior fetches down a pair of the suction cups. You’re entranced by the sight of them, your nipples stiff as if reaching for them. “Mnnnn!” you moan, throwing back your head as the cups engulf your throbbing teats.
You gasp. Your heart throbs. Every pulse seeming to radiate through your chest. You look down, watching, enraptured as your breasts begin to swell. Always ample, they now positively balloon, engorging, a pressure building across your chest.
“Oh. Ohhhh f-fuck! S-stars. Will it… is it… ah… ah…”
“Just relax,” Tavior murmurs, and a helmet slips over your eyes. You blink, and your vision is suddenly filled with spiralling light. You blink. Blink again, your eyes slowly growing lidded. Your body easing, relaxing.
“Ah!” you gasp as something hard slides into your sopping pussy. A vibration hums through it, radiating through your core. Your moan hitches, your hips lazily rising to meet the dildo. What… what were you thinking about? Something… something about… about a pod? You can’t remember. It’s not really important. Not compared to the buzzing hum in your chest. That pressure that grows, your tits pulsing. Oh stars… oh stars it’s… it’s…
“Mnnn!” you cry out, arching. The pressure bursts, and you feel sweet cream gush from your massive breasts and into the hungry cups. Instantly the machine activates and starts to pump. Sucking and thumping, drawing and vibrating against your tits.
In the face of this onslaught of pleasure, thinking doesn’t stand a chance. Your mind blanks, and you simply stare into the ever shifting colours, surrendering to the pleasure. The future doesn’t exist for you. Only the now. Only the feeling of your tits being milked, your pussy fucked, forever…
And ever…
…and…
[[Milk Cultist]]




Wait

You tense, watching the mechanical tendrils writhing above Tavior’s head.
“Amie!” Navi chimes from your wrist comm. “If you can get me to the main terminal, I might be able to shut this thing off.”
“Alright,” you say.
“Adorable,” Tavior says.
You don’t bother answering as the first tendrils snakes out for you. You were watching for it, and dive, dodging the groping limb. You hit the ground in a roll.
And a second limb twists around your ankle.
You squeal in surprise as you’re suddenly wrenched upside down by your leg, dangled in the air. “Let go!” you squawk, reaching for your blaster. You almost have it when another tendril grabs your arm. Another your waist. A third your other leg.
“No no no no!” you scream as you’re righted, the tendrils pulling you spread eagle like steel tentacles of some monstrous octopus. You strain against their grip but to no avail. You’re trapped. The realization hits you like a punch to the gut.
“I believe you’re done,” Tavior says, strolling towards you. You watch, eyes widening in horror as he produces an injector pistol from his pocket, the bubbling fluid in the canister not filling you with any confidence.
“W-wait. Hold up. We can talk about this!”
“Don’t worry. The procedure is far from painful,” Tavior soothes as he presses the injector against your neck and pulls the trigger.
“Ah!” you gasp at a sharp burst of pain as the injector hisses, filling you with the strange mutagen.
Almost instantly, a heat blossoms through you. “O-oh,” you gasp, tensing as the strange sensation spreads throughout your body. You’re suddenly acutely aware of the sensation of your bodysuit against your skin, every inch of you tingling acutely. In particular, your generous breasts. “M-mnn,” you moan, flexing a little, pushing out your tits and feeling the bodysuit stretch against your bust. “What… what did you d-do to m-me?”
“I have improved you, my dear,” Tavior soothes. He reaches up and you flinch away, but he merely touches the front of your suit, releasing the catches as he runs his finger down your front, the suit popping open and baring your ripe, luscious tits. You groan as the fabric slides across your sensitive flesh, gasping as it hooks on your stiffened nipples for a moment before at last falling free. You look down, panting. Were… were your breasts always this big?
“Perfect,” Tavior breathes. He reaches up, cupping your breasts. “Even more wonderful than I could have dreamed.”
“O-oooh!” you groan, the sensation of his cold metal hands on your feverish flesh like a hundred volts straight down your nervous system. You feel your quim dampening, your breasts quivering with desperate arousal, your thoughts muddying in a swirl of consuming pleasure.
“O-oh f-fuck! My… my tits are… they’re so…”
“Sensitive?” Tavior says, massaging your palm filling teats.
“Yessssss!” you moan, shuddering with unrestrained pleasure in the grip of the tendrils. You try to reach your burning cunt but the mechanical tendrils hold you secure, helpless, needy to Tavior’s touch.
“Little wonder. The mutagen will transform you, my dear. Make you more… malleable to your new role,” Tavior breathes, his eyes brightening as your chest begins to grow, swelling into his massaging hands. “Ah, wonderful. You’ll make a fine cow.”
“Oh… oh f-fuck,” you pant, barely comprehending his words. Your thoughts are a muddle of need and lust. Your hips beat the air, pushing your seam straining ass back, your burning cunt forward. “F-fuck… please… Mnnn…”
“Let it work,” Tavior breathes, continuing to massage you. “Just give in to it…”
“Amie! Don’t listen to him. Fight it!”
Tavior tsks, taking one hand from your swelling tits and removing the comm. He crushes it in a careless gesture, dropping the shards to the ground before resuming his work on your shuddering tits. You don’t mind. You don’t care. All you can focus on is the growing sensation of… of pressure in your chest. You pant, vision spinning, your breasts weighing you forward. Every sensation burning through them sending another flash of mind numbing pleasure through you.
“Oh. Ohhh! Mnnn! Mmmmmooooooooo!” you cry, the pressure in your tits bursting. You moan helplessly as sweet white cream bursts from your buzzing nipples, spraying onto the chrome floor of the lab. You cry out, hips tensing, shaking as you orgasm without anything even touching your sopping cunt.
“There we are,” Tavior says as you sag, spent, in the arms of the tendrils. There’s no fight in you as the mechanical limbs gently lower you into a waiting pod. You gasp as two milking cups adhere to your drooling nipples, then melt into boneless submission as they begin to hum, pumping your breasts of their sweet cream.
“Just relax,” Tavior says, lowering a visor over your eyes. “Everything is going to be just… fine…”
You open your mouth to say something as the pod closes. But then colours begin to swirl across the visor, and words seem… so strange to you. Your mouth hangs open as you stare at the colours, your body shuddering, peaking as a rubbery cock slides into your loose cunt. And then there is only pleasure. And your mind… goes… blank…
[[Milk Cow Ending]]




Parlay

You’re shocked at the sudden turn this whole day has taken. You quickly hold up your hands. “Tavior. Tavior, hold on! You don’t have to do this!”
“I would have preferred the alternative, but I fear you made your feelings on the matter quite clear,” Tavior sighs as he slips one of his hands into a pocket of his coat.
“Come on. I won’t stop you. Just… just let me go. I promise I won’t tell anyone.”
“I’m afraid leaving is out of the question. Though remaining as yourself is as well.”
Like shining cobras the steel tendrils suddenly shoot forward. You scream, grabbing for your blaster, only for your hand to be wrapped up in one of the twisting cables. More lash down on you, wrapping around your other arm, your legs, your waist, the coiling steel firm and unbreakable no matter how hard you struggled against their grasp.
You pause in your efforts, breast heaving as Tavior approaches at a lazy stride. He’s drawn whatever is in his pocket, and your eyes widen in horror at the sight of an injector gun. The bubbling orange liquid in the canister does not fill you with confidence.
“Tavior. Tavior please! Don’t do this.”
“Do not worry, Amelia,” Tavior says, his voice soothing like he were calming a frightened animal. “You will be happy. I promise it.”
“No! Please! Don’t nnnn!”
He grabs your head in his iron grasp and presses the injector to your neck. There’s a hiss and a sharp pain.
Then, there’s only warmth. Your eyes widen, your jaw falling slack as heat spreads through you, racing down your veins. Mutagen, you think quickly. But unlike any you’ve known. The feel of your bodysuit, once so mild that it was like you weren’t even wearing it, is suddenly painfully acute. You wriggle, sweat beading your brows, pressure growing in your ample tits and an inferno in your cunt.
“Ohhhh f-fuck! What… what did you… d-doooo!” you moan, thrusting out your chest, your crotch already dampening with drooling arousal.
“I have made you more than you were,” Tavior says, watching intently.
“Nnnn!” you groan, panting as the heat spreads further. Your pussy aches with a terrible, terrible emptiness. How did you never notice how much it needed to be filled before? You’re panting. Shuddering. Your breasts throbbing. Tavior reaches up and undoes the front of your bodysuit. You cry out as the warm air of the rom brushes against your ample teats.
“Oooooh!” you gasp, looking down at them. Your eyes widen as your breasts begin to swell, ballooning beyond their normal, ample frames. Your nipples quiver with the need to be touched. Your skin burns with sensitivity.
“It’s… it’s…”
“Magnificent,” Tavior breathes. His hands come up and cup your ample teats.
“Ah!” you gasp, the sensation of his touch on your sensitive tits setting off fireworks in your brain. What he’s done doesn’t matter. Only that he’s actually touching your teats. You moan, arching, pressing more of your ample tit flesh into his cold iron hands. Tavior gently cradles your breasts, kneading you gently, every sweet press of his fingers sending bursts of pure pleasure down into your cunt.
“Lovely,” Tavior breathes. “You’ll be the finest among the batch.”
“Ooooh… d-don’t… mnnnn… s-stop…” you pant.
“I will not, dear Amelia.”
“Amie! Amie, snap out of it!”
Tavior idly touches your wrist comm, shutting it off and Navi’s alarmed voice. You manage a weak groan of protest.
“Do not worry. I will help you forget about that,” Tavior says. He reaches up and takes one of the dangling cables in his hand. These aren’t like the others. At their ends dangle a pair of rubbery cups. Your eyes widen. A needy moan escapes you as Tavior attaches them to your throbbing nipples.
“Ahhhhhhhhhh!” you scream in ecstasy as the cups begin to vibrate. You strain against the cables holding you back as the cups suck at your needy nipples. That sweet, agonizing pressure in your nipples burns through you.
“Yes. That’s it. Let it flow, Amelia. Let your breasts do what they were meant to. Don’t be afraid. It will be wonderful,” Tavior breathes, his eyes bright as he watches your ample form quake with need.
“I… I… M-mnnnooooooo!” You wail as the pressure in your breasts bursts. Milk jets from your fat breasts, sucked up by the hungry tubes. You scream echoes, joining the gasps and moans of the women in the machine. Your mind blanks, drowned in pure, white pleasure.
Tavior opens the rest of your bodysuit, freeing your steaming cunt. He runs his finger along your lower lips, and another blinding orgasm enfolds you in clouds of soft white.
“You were made for this, Amelia,” Tavior breathes as he slides a finger into you.
With pleasure burning through you, you can’t deny his claim. Everything is wonderful. Everything consumes you. You twitch, breath hitching and weak moans escaping your puffy lips. Your milk has begun to flow more steadily into the cups, your body easing into a laconic fugue of sating pleasure.
Tavior touches your cheek, lifting up your head. “Don’t worry,” he says into your slack face. “It will be wonderful.”
You give a lowing moan of submission. You can’t imagine anything else.
[[Milk Cow Ending]]




Attack

Words are wasted on a lunatic like this. You grab your blaster, whipping it up from its holster. The kick as you pull the trigger startles you, the first shot going wild and bursting among a bunch of test tubes with a crash of glass and ionizing air. Tavior flinches and glances that way in surprise. Seizing that moment, you adjust your aim and shoot again.
The round catches the deranged scientist full in the chest. Tavior is thrown back, slamming into the floor where he lies still.
You lower your blaster, exhaling heavily. “Holy shit…”
“Amie! Watch out!”
“Fuck!” You duck one of the writhing tendrils of steel. You back up as the coiling tentacles twist about like cobras waiting to strike.
“Quick! Amie! Plug me into the main terminal. I might be able to shut them down.”
You look back down to the massive terminal growing out of the wall. The one directly beneath the groping tendrils. “Damn it,” you moan. But you don’t have a choice. Taking a deep breath you rush forward. You duck another of the swinging tentacles, diving low and bounding back to your feet. You pound across the floor, a tentacle slamming into the ground behind you. You reach the terminal, grabbing your wrist comm and pulling it free.
“Ahhh!” you scream as a tentacle snatches your ankle. You grab the terminal, clinging to it as the tendril wrenches your legs back and into the air. You cram your wrist comm against a holo projector on the front of the system. “Navi! Do it!”
“Working captain. This thing’s got decent security.”
You squeal as another tendril grabs your waist, pulling you up and into the air. You cling to the machine desperately even as more of the tendrils wrap around you. “Naviiiiiiii!” you scream as your fingers at last slide free. You’re wrenched into the air, dangled by the writhing tendrils. Two descend, white tubing snaking around from a pair of cups at the end. You don’t need to wonder long just what those are for.
“Nnnn!” you moan as the two cups attach to your generous breasts. You gasp as they begin to vibrate, your sensitive teats singing in answer as the cups gently begin sucking at your stiff nipples.
“Got it!”
The humming stops. You blink, gasping as the two cups remove themselves from your chest. The monitor above the terminal blinks to life, showing Navi’s smiling blue face.
You sag in relief as the tendrils slowly lower you to the floor. Your knees give way and you collapse where you stand, panting with relief. “Oh shit… th-thanks Navi.”
“No problem captain,” the AI chimes happily. “Geeze. This guy was busy I’ll say that. There’s a ton of files here on his work.”
Blearily, you raise your head, a spark of curiosity buzzing through you. “Yeah?”
“Yeah. Seems he was telling the truth. Lanaar’s fauna did change the settlers, but he wasn’t exactly helping. In fact, looks like he was trying to make them more obedient and servile. Turn them into slaves.”
“He did that?”
“Well, he was getting there. Yeah.”
“Huh,” you say, climbing laboriously to your feet. You make your way to the terminal, looking at the keyboard with thought. “Interesting…”
“Uh oh.”
Your head jerks back up. “What?”
“We’ve got company!”
The door at the end of the room booms. You twist around, eyes shooting wide. The door hisses open and in walks a number of the brothers. The hulking figures have to duck under the jam to get inside but when they do they pause, arrested by the sight of you and, more importantly, Tavior.
For a moment no one moves. Then, Morar peers about and grunts. “You… kill Tavior.”
“Um… yes?” you say.
Morar nods slowly, but he and the others don’t do anything else. In fact, they look rather… lost. You glance aside and back to the vast machine housing the moaning women, their generous breasts in the grasp of the hungry suction cups. A tingle surges through your body, finding focus in your fertile cunt. You lick your lips.
“Amie? What are you thinking?” Navi says.
“Oh. This and that,” you muse, drumming your fingers on the keyboard. “This and that…”
[[Become the new Mistress of the Cult]]
[[Research Tavior's work and change the women back]]
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Stun

You whip out your stunner, the charge surging up with a chime. Tavior’s eyes widen as you pull the trigger.
The surge of electric power bursts against the scientist. He arches, teeth grit with the pain, his mechanical hands writhing as they struggle with the sudden surge. He collapses, twitching with the aftereffects of the charge.
You feel good for about two seconds. Then the mechanical tendrils surge down. You yelp, raising the stunner, but another pull on the trigger only elicits a chime and defeated spark of recharging battery.
“Oh come on!” you cry moments before the first tendril grabs your outstretched arms. You squeal as you’re yanked forward, losing your grip on the stunner. Belatedly you reach for your blaster, but another mechanical limb grabs your wrist.
“Fuuuck!” you scream as you’re lifted into the air. More limbs rise, wrapping around your waist, your ankles, dangling you in the air helplessly. You strain against the binding limbs to no avail, the metal tentacles flexing with you just enough to make you pull harder.
“Amie? What happened?”
“Don’t worry about a thing,” a soothing voice chimes from the ceiling. Your head jerks up in surprise.
“Who was that?” Navi chirps.
“These fucking… hey!” you yelp as one tentacle slithers along your neck. Its touch is cool, sending a shiver racing down your spine. The metal limb winds down your front, reaching your leg, then suddenly pulls, bursting your bodysuit open and baring your soft curves to the open air.
“Um… N-Navi?” you say uncertainly.
“Just relax, precious cow. We will soon have you adjusted to your new purpose soon enough.”
Oh you don’t like the sound of that. And you really don’t like the new cables that have descended from the ceiling. Your eyes widen at the sight of the soft, transparent cups which tip the tubes. “Uh oh. Navi! Navi, it’s got m-ah!”
You gasp as the cups attach to your puffy nipples. A cry escapes you as they begin to vibrate against your sensitive teats, gently sucking at your hardened nipples.
“Just relax. A good cow relaxes. A good cow is milked. Be a very good girl,” the voice croons.
“Oh f-fuck!” you moan weakly as those cups vibrate against your full teats. You quiver at the sensations spreading through you in waves of tantalizing pleasure. Your breathing deepens and your head spins. “Mnnn! N-Navi, it’s… it’s milking my tits. It’s fucking ahhhhh!”
“Amie! Amie, hang in there.”
“I… I’m trying,” you pant, head spinning. Your eyes shoot wide open as a new limb coils out of the ceiling. Unlike the rest, this one is topped by an extremely phallic looking rubber tip.
“Just relax. I know what will help you,” the machine drones soothingly on.
“Oh fuck! Navi! Navi it’s gonna hey!” you squeal as a helmet suddenly clamps onto your head, a visor falling before your eyes. “What’s-“
An explosion of pink suddenly fills the visor. Your jaw remains open, your eyes dilating as you stare at a sudden swirl of colours. All of them so… so pretty and swirling.
“Oooh!” you gasp as you feel a pressure against your pussy. Your hips push forward and something… something just wonderful slips inside your hot gash. Your lips twitch, rising into a slackened smile as the thing in your pussy begins to hum, vibrating through your body in such a nice way.
“Amie! Amie, snap out of it!”
You try to, but the colours demand your attention. The pleasure radiating through your tits and your cunt swell through you, drowning you in softness. In pleasure. Your thoughts stirring into a soft medley that swirls in your head like… like something pink and bubbly and dumb. You giggle.
“Amie!”
“That’s a good girl,” the mechanical voice soothes, ferrying you away on a sea of pink, mindless bliss. “Just melt into the visor. Just… give in…”
“Give in,” you whisper blissfully. Yes. That does sound good. Another voice is still shouting for you, but that voice is starting to fade. Everything else is fading as you gently undulate in the grip of the tentacles. You’ve forgotten why you were fighting it. You’re forgetting a lot of things. Instead, you just…
“Melt,” the voice coos.
“Mooooolt,” you moan.
“Good girl.”
Oh. A shiver races through you at that word. Oh yes.
“Good cow. What a good girl. Just surrender. Just let it all happen. Good girl. Good girl.”
You whimper, feeling the pressure of your orgasm grow. You pant. Oh it feels so good to be a good girl. So wonderful! So spectacular! “Goood giiiiiiirl!” you moan as you cum, inner walls clutching the humming rod impaling you, your tits quivering in the grasp of the milking cups.
By the time Tavior recovers from the stunner, you’re nothing but a panting, drooling mess of lust hanging like a trophy in the air. The floor beneath you is slick with the juices of your orgasms. Your body sagging in surrender among the tentacles.
Tavior brushes some non-existent dust from his white robe. He picks up an injector gun and makes his way towards your whimpering form. The cables lower you towards him, and he looks into the pink visor obscuring your eyes.
Reaching up, he presses the injector to your neck and pulls the trigger. “Mnnn!” you groan as the heat of the mutagen spreads through your quivering form.
Tavior smiles as you buck in the throw of another orgasm. “Good girl.”
“Goood… girllll,” you moan happily.
[[Milk Cow Ending]]




Surrender

“Wait!” you cry, throwing up your hands. “I… I give up!”
Tavior pauses. “Oh?” he muses, lifting a pale brow. “How so?”
“Look. Just… just let me leave. I never wanted to fuck up your little… colony thing here. I can just get in my ship and fly away. You’ll never hear from me again.”
“A possibility,” Tavior says.
You relax a fraction.
In an instant the mechanical tentacles surge forward. The shock paralyzes you, and before you can so much as scream the mechanical limbs have twisted around you and wrenched you into the air.
“But I am a scientist,” Tavior continues as he draws a small injector gun from his pocket. “And as such, I dislike possibilities. Only certainties are enough for me.”
“W-wait! Please!” you cry as the tendrils lower you towards the madman. You try and lean away, but that only serves to reveal your pale neck for his purposes. He pushes the injector against your neck, a hiss and a small burst of pain all it needs.
“Ah!” you gasp, wincing. “Ohhhh…”
Heat begins to spread through you. Your eyelids lower, your vision dimming.
“There we are,” Tavior says. “You will make a fine addition to the colony.”
A heaviness begins to suffuse you. Mutagen. He’s injected you with mutagen. You know you should be horrified, but only that sweet, omnipresent heat occupies your thoughts.
“Ohhhh fuuuuuck,” you groan. “What… what is this?”
“The future, Amelia,” Tavior says. His finger slides down the front of your suit, and you gasp as the connector gives way, your lush breasts bursting into the open air, tingling sweetly with a sharp sensitivity. “Relish it.”
“Oh… oh f-fuck,” you pant. Heat blossoms in your tits. You watch, enraptured as they swell, burgeoning, nipples throbbing and stiffening. “Oh… oh fuck. Ohhhhh!” You arch, pushing out your swollen teats, your thighs trembling as sweet arousal blazes through your bared cunt. You pant, head spinning like you drank the entire stock at a Neo Bar on Clydus 9. “Oh stars. Oh stars!”
“It gets better,” Tavior informs you, smiling. You blink vaguely at him, then you’re gently being eased through the air, placed in a waiting pod. You raise your head as two long suction cups snake up and attach to your tits.
“Ahhhh!” you gasp in sweet relief as the cups begin to vibrate, sucking at your nipples. That wonderful pressure grows tauter. Your whole bust seems to vibrate. You cup your massive breasts, escape the furthest thing from your mind as that sweet pressure grows and grows. “Mnnn! Ohhhh fucking staaaaars!”
The dam bursts, and with a scream of absolute pleasure milk sprays into the hungry cups. You scream again, cumming on the spot.
“Good girl,” Tavior croons as you fall back into the padded seat of the pod. Your eyes are dim as you look at him. Then, a pink fog falls before your eyes. No. It’s some kind of visor. You open your mouth, but then the pumps start up again, and strange colours swim across the visor’s view.
Your mouth remains open, but you can’t form the words. The colours. They’re just so… entrancing. “Ah!” you gasp as something slides into your cum. But then that begins to hum as well, and as your body shudders in the thrall of the pod, your brain melting under the many pleasures pounding through you, you give up trying to thin. Thinking is far too hard.
And this… oh this is heaven.
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Milk Cow

You were a person once. But that seems so long ago now.
Panting. Gasping. Rutting.
Now and then memories intervene in the stupor of your existence. But never for long. Never for long.
Pumping. Thrusting. Moaning.
Your life is something else now. Something better. Something even greater than the sisters with their curves and the brothers with their builds.
Keening. Screaming. Fucking.
The pumps are your home now. They grasp your massive breasts and squeeze your sweet cream from them. The figure of a fertility goddess enshrined in an altar of steel and hosing, you are the finest producer of milk for the entire colony. You understand this, as it is a part of your broader comprehension. Your thoughts were long ago drained away. Sucked from your mind like your milk is, buried in a haze of pleasure and unending sensation.
Thinking is too much for you. Talking is too much too. Only animalistic moans pass your plump lips as your tits are suckled and milked by the pumps. Now and then a brother will come and drink straight from your tap. Those are the best days, because often they’ll then simply fuck you, replacing the vibrating metal cock with their hard, hot shafts. Their scents of sweat and maleness overwhelming you as they pump their fuck stick into your sopping busy, making you scream and moan while they drink you nearly dry, their cocks pumping you so full of cum you look six months pregnant.
But those are rare times. Occasional breaks in the endless haze of pleasure and service.
For you are nothing more than a milk cow. A provider of cream. A receptacle of pleasure.
And that’s all you’ll ever be.
Bad End
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Milk Cultist

“Hail to the morning!”
“Hail!” you cry with the rest of the sisters.
Master Tavior looms above on a pedestal, his arms spread wide. “Brothers. Sisters. Welcome to a new day. A new dawning of our community. Through grace we have come to be here. Through ingenuity we thrive. Hail.”
“Hail!” you cry again, clasping her arms before your jiggling teats. Euphoria blossoms in your more than ample chest, your nipples tingling as they rub against the cloth, twin damp spots growing as your milk is teased from your fat udders. Bliss radiates through your thoughts, simple as they are. For a sister of the faith doesn’t need to think. She only needs to obey. Obey the needs of her breasts and their sacred cream.
“My friends,” Tavior continues, looking out over you all with a tender expression. “We have come far in this maiden world. This place of boundless nature and essence. Through our works we come to be closer to the planet and its truth. Through perseverance we strive to become worthy of its blessing. A blessing gifted to all of you.”
Your heart soars. Your hands squeeze together, your milky tits quivering in delight. Oh you remember those days before you were given the great truth. Those sad days of thought and suffering beyond the light of the cult. Such tragic times.
But they’re over now.
“And so,” Tavior continues, letting his hands fall. “Sisters. My sweet sisters. Whose essence gives life to our community. Whose milk allows us to become closer to the greatness of Lanaar. Please. Come. And grant us more.”
At last. Your legs shake as you walk towards the immensity of the milker. The other sisters spread out to their own waiting pods. Eagerly you reach your own. You shrug off your robe, baring your busty frame. Breasts swelling beyond anything you knew before. Hips gravid and ass swelling out, your stomach just a little tubby from overindulging in your sister’s milk.
You slip into your place, resting back in the soft cushion of the pod. A gasp escapes you as the cool dildo slips into your damp cunny. A breathless moan rising as the visor falls over your eyes, obscuring the world in a mind numbing hum. And then the cups attach themselves to your breasts, covering your fat nipples in their plastic cups.
Then, they begin to thrum.
The pumps beat through the silence, filling the chamber with a sound like a heartbeat. You gasp, keening with pleasure as your milky tits are worked, sucked at by those wonderful, hungry suction pumps. Milk spurts eagerly from your milky teats, sucking your sweet cream into the reservoir.
“Ah. Ahn. Nnnnn…” You moan, the dildo within your pussy beginning to thrum. The visor washing your vision away with swirling patterns and relaxing white noise. Oh it felt so good. So right to just let the world melt away. To just lie back and be milked like a good, faithful cow. A smile hovers on your lips, your hips bucking as you’re fucked.
“Yes. Yes! Mnnnnooooo!”
You quiver as you cum, your cream gushing faster into the cups. Their vibration makes your heavy tits shudder and quake, your ass tightening with the pleasure of it all.
It’s so good. It’s all so good. You could do this forever.
And odds are, you will.
Bad End
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Become the New Mistress of the Cult

You eye the males standing in the doorway, in particular the unsubtle shapes of their cocks. “You know, Navi,” you muse, eyes shifting towards the moaning women in their pods. “We can’t just leave these poor creatures here. They need some direction. Someone to take care of them…”
“Amie. What are you thinking?”
You lean back against the terminal, eyes smoky and grin hungry. “Well. I was just thinking, Tavior was obviously insane. But if they had someone more… compassionate to lead them. Someone who knew what they were doing and could take better care of them. It wouldn’t be so bad, would it?”
“I… guess… not…” Navi says slowly.
“Besides, we couldn’t just abandon them,” you purr, slowly parting your thighs. Your movements draw the attention of Morar and the other males. Teasingly, you slide your finger down your front, releasing the catches on the front of your bodysuit, baring your generous tits and the tight pink gash of your cunt. “They need us, Navi.”
“I don’t know how comfortable I am with this.”
“Relax,” you say, rubbing your firm breasts as the brothers start to move towards you, their eyes hot with lust. “We’re doing this for the… greater good.”
[[Cult Mistress]]




Research Tavior’s Work and Change the Women Back

You turn back to the vast monitor thoughtfully. “…This isn’t right.”
“What?” Navi asks.
“All of this,” you say, waving at the vast laboratory, the women moaning in their milking pods and the males wandering about near the door. “Tavior really fucked these people over. And I’ll be damned if I’m going to let that stand.”
“What are you thinking?” Navi says curiously.
“Well,” you muse, looking back at the screen. “You said you had access to all his files, right?”
“We do.”
“Then we’re going to fix this.”
“What? Them?”
“As much as we can,” you say, resting your hands on the console. Your brow furrows, lips forming a thin line of grim purpose. “We’re going to at least give them back the ability to fucking think. Bring up all the files Tavior has on this process and those women.”
“Wow, um, sure Amie. I’m honestly a little surprised.”
“How so?”
“Well, I mean, you’re actually trying to help someone.”
You glance at the monitor. “Science isn’t made to be abused like this, Navi. It’s to make things better for everyone. Now let’s go.”
“Aye aye,” Navi says. She cuts a sharp salute, grinning ear to ear a moment before she vanishes off the screen, replaced with an array of data files. You rest your knuckles on the desk purposefully, and get to work.
It’s both worse than you fear and not nearly as bad. As the days pass the brothers and the sisters go about their lives, performing the same things they always have in seeming bliss. Between your work, you find yourself assisting them in certain matters. Things Tavior once did fall to you now, though you hope not for long. You run the milkers and direct the brothers on certain matters such as repairs. And all the while work continues. Fortunately, it seems that though Tavior was insane, he was meticulous, chronicling his work on the members of the compound. The changes, Lanaar’s corruptive influence, and all the rest.
As a result, your work leaps and bounds, and within a month you’ve effectively figured out just how he reduced the intelligence of his subjects. Your begin your first effort not long after, ensconcing one of the shapely females into a specially built unit of their regular pods before returning to the main terminal.
“You ready, Navi?” you ask the AI.
“All set, Amie. Think it’ll work?”
“Let’s hope so.” You turn back to the specialized pod. “Do it.”
The mask lowers itself onto the face of the waiting woman. She smiles blissfully as the familiar cups descend over her milky teats, and the mask begins to wash her face in a slew of flickering colours. You frown, trying to ignore the way the woman moans and slowly beats her hips, her breasts quivering under the hungry suction of the cups. You bite your lip, the tingle of arousal spreading through you again. Fuck. You’ve taken a hardlight vibrator at least three times a day since you started working in the labs, but it never gets old seeing these bountiful women gasp and twitch, moaning as the cups milk them and the visors swirl away their meager thoughts, reducing them to little more than eager, sultry milk cows. You grope a generous breast, another hand sliding down your front, gently rubbing the divot of your cunt through your bodysuit.
“Mnnnn,” the woman in the pod moans. She bucks, the suctions cups on her tits giving a sudden sharp increase. “Ah! M-mmmoooooo!”
“Oh f-fuck,” you gasp.
“Amie?”
“S-start the process,” you gasp.
Navi nods on the screen. The data spilling down her skin suddenly changes, her skin glowing a bright yellow.
“Ah!” the sister in the pod suddenly gasps, bucking as the light of her mask switches hue. She gapes into a sudden swirl of new colours and designs, and very slowly her mouth begins to close.
But her hips still work. If anything, they move faster. Faster. The artificial cock pounding her cunt slicks in and out of her, the cups on her milky teats sucking hungrily.
You pant, fingering yourself through your bodysuit, your orgasm building even as you watch the sister near her own.
“Ooooh,” the woman moans, shuddering in the grip of pleasure. “Ohhh. Ohhhh!”
“That’s it,” you breathe. “That’s it. Just let it come. Let… it… Mnnn!”
“Ahhhhnnnn!” the sister screams, her thunderous orgasm surging through her in a blast of pure liquid pleasure. You cry out in turn, shuddering as you cum with her. Your ass hits the terminal behind you, startling you from your pleasure.
“F-fuck. Turn it off Navi.”
“Gotcha cap’n.”
The pod slowly hums as it dies down. You grab the terminal you rest against, tightening your grip as the lid rises, the cups on the sister’s breasts disconnecting and the visor lifting off her face. You hold your breath at the slack expression on the woman’s face as she lies in the pod.
Then, she blinks. “Ughhh,” the woman groans, wincing.
You push yourself upright abruptly and take a wary step forward. You lean over the pod. “Um… hi?”
The sister turns her head towards you. She blinks slowly. “My… head hurts,” she groans.
You sag a little with relief. “That’s okay. Do you remember anything?”
“Do I…” the sister furrows her brow, then her eyes shoot open. “Oh,” she gapes. “I… I remember landing. And Tavior, he… he had us drink something and then… then things are a bit blurry. There were pods and…” She looks down at her generous teats in shock. “Oh stars above! I remember… I remember the milkers. And it felt…” She hefts her teats, biting her lower lip with a sudden sharp inhale. “Oh… it felt good…”
You try not to stare at her bust and the feel of your bodysuit clinging to your quim. “Right. Yeah. What was your name?”
“My… name? I…” She rests a hand against her furrowing brow, trying to think. “I’m… I’m Lavina.”
You grin. “Great! Sounds like the process was a huge success!”
“Looks like it, Amie,” Navi says. “All my readings show her vitals are fine. Brain waves are steadying at normal levels. Looks like you did it.”
“Here,” you say, helping Lavina out of the pod. The woman staggers for a moment under the weight of her udders before straightening, blinking at the chrome lab like she was seeing it for the first time.
“Alright,” you say, turning back to Navi. “Start downloading the new program into the full set of pods. Lavina? Could you grab some more of the sisters to be placed into the machine? We’ll fix this colony yet! Let’s move ladies!”
“Yes ma’am,” Navi and Lavina echo.
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Abandon the Cultists

“You know, I think we should leave now.”
“Really?” Navi says.
“Yeah,” you say, disconnecting the comm from the terminal. Navi’s face blinks off the screen as you slide the wrist comm back on, making your way down the steps. “This is… this was way too much for me.”
“First sensible thing I’ve heard today,” Navi says as you push your way through the brothers crowding the door, the hulking brutes stepping aside without protest. “But… what about them?”
“What about them?” you say, stepping out into the night-wreathed beauty of Lanaar. You take a deep breath, smiling a little as you walk down the interconnecting bridges and back towards your ship. “They’ll be fine. Without Tavior fucking with their genes, they’ll be better off.”
“I guess,” Navi says. “So where to next?”
“I think I’ve had my fill of Lanaar,” you say as your ship rises before you. You tap the access pad, the door sliding open with a hiss. “Besides. We’ve got our own ship now. The sky’s the limit.”
“You mean stars, don’t you?”
You laugh as you step inside. “Exactly. Let’s get out of here, Navi. Got a whole galaxy to explore.”
“You got it!” Navi chimes as the door hisses shut behind you, sealing off the strange compound and Lanaar.
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Remain with the Cult

In the end, it was a remarkably easy decision to make. After all, you doubt you’ll ever get a better offer than ruling over a bunch of bull cocked males and big titted milky females. Even with their intelligence restored, their libidos are hardly reduced.
Not that you intend to be a rule like Tavior. You guide the community with a certainty and willingness to listen to your people, and they love you for it. The grounds slowly expand, sprawling onto the shore under your careful care. Navi delights in her work managing the systems of the commune, and you in turn get to enjoy experimenting with the strange native life of Lanaar.
Yet, despite this, you strangely find yourself beginning to drift away from the scientific aspect. Though you never truly abandon it, you spend less and less time working in the lab. One day, as you lean back in your chair and away from the monitors, you wonder at this.
“Something wrong, mistress?”
You glance back, finding Morar towering behind you. The massive male looks down at you in thought, his musk beginning to twine around you. The sensation is familiar, as is the heat which blossoms in your core.
“Oh, just thinking, Morar,” you say, reaching back and trailing your fingers down his chiselled chest.
The brother grunts, the sound reverberating from deep in his chest, vibrating through you in that primal way you’re now so familiar with. You inhale deeply, sigh, sinking deeper into the chair as his hands come to rest on your shoulders.
“Want break?” he asks.
“Mmmaybe,” you giggle. You rise from your chair and twirl about. Your lab coat whirls open, baring your luscious curves, even more pronounced than when you first arrived. At some point, you stopped bothering with more clothes. Your body always seemed to strain them, and really, with only the brothers and the sisters about, there barely seemed a reason to cover up.
You again appreciate that mentality as you get a full look at Morar’s etched physique. A peak of raw masculinity, beyond what a regular man could ever dream. And yet he follows your commands, a gentle touch to his chest sending him back to sit on the edge of a work table, his pouch pushed aside as his flaring cock engorges to full height, a pillar of dark flesh rising from his lap.
You lick your lips, inhaling the pungency of his musk. You moan as he gathers you up, pulling you astride his lap. Your legs part, your quim aligning with his cock, and slowly you descend.
“Ohhhh fuuuuuck!” you moan as his cock fills your hot box. You groan, his girth stretching you wonderfully no matter how many times you take him. With a gasp you hilt atop the powerful male, thighs quivering with pleasure.
Morar grunts, grasping your ass and lifting you up, then slamming you back down.
Pleasure stabs through your core. Your expansive tits sway, and with a moan you start to bounce in his lap, taking his massive cock as deep as it can go.
“Yessss! Oh fuck yes! Fuck me Morar! Fuck your mistress! Mnnn! Fuck this is good! Oh fuck it aaaaaall!”
Morar bellows, pistoning his cock into your drooling pussy. He captures one of your swaying tits, his lips locking on a budding nipple. You squeal and moan as he hungrily sucks. Pleasure bursts through your mind as your thick milk spurts into his hungry mouth, pleasure more intense than anything you’ve known since coming to the commune sparking through your curvy frame.
“Yesss! Drink my tits, Morar! Milk me! Oh fuck yes. Yes! I’m getting close, Morar. I’m getting… so… mnnnnn!”
You cry out, your orgasm bursting through you like fireworks, but you don’t stop. If anything you drive your hips more frantically atop him, spear yourself atop his turgid bitch-breaker. Every thrust sends your body into overdrive, and you scream again with the height of another orgasm.
Morar releases your breast, his head falling back. He cries out in a great bellowing roar as he fucks your shuddering cunt, his orgasm as powerful as he is, his seed bursting into your hungry depths in a great explosion of cum. You scream with delight as he fills you, a third orgasm breaking through you.
You fuck Morar late into the day. Productive hours of another sort, you justify to yourself in your room that night as you settle down to sleep.
“Amie?”
You open your eyes and glance towards the holo pad on the side table. You smile warmly at the glowing figure of the AI projecting an inch away. “Mmm. What’s going on, Navi?”
“Now that is the question,” the AI chirps.
“Whaddya mean?”
“Well, looks like you’re pregnant, Amie.”
You sit up. “Huh? I am?”
“Yep! Turns out fucking a village full of mutant bull people might end up like that. Go figure!”
“Ha ha,” you say dryly, but then look back down at your stomach. You gently touch the tone flesh, shivering with a strange sensation of delight. “Mmmm,” you murmur, eyes lidding. “Well, look at that.”
“Not mad?”
“You know? I’m really not. After all,” you giggle, gesturing at your glorious curves. “I’ve already got the figure for it. And the milk!”
“Too true. So you’re glad?”
“I am,” you say, smiling at your stomach, imagining the child already growing within you. And, of course, the surge of hormones that will follow. Your smile deepens, tender yet aroused. “I really, really am…”
Good End
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Return to the Stars

“Sorry girls. And, ahem… boys,” you say with a flirty look at the brothers. “But I can’t stay. Your minds are your own again, and I’m sure you’ll manage here without me hanging over you.”
Lavina looks saddened, but she nods. “We understand. Thank you, Amelia. You’ve done more for us than you can imagine.”
You laugh, self-consciously rubbing your head. Such earnest and genuine praise feels odd. “Oh, well, it was nothing really. Good luck to you all.”
Lavina waves farewell, Morar tucking the buxom sister against his side as he joins in it. You hurry out of the lab before the others realize your intention or the pair inform them. Not until you’re once more under the tropical sun of Lanaar does Navi speak up.
“Are you sure about this?”
“Course! Trust me. They’ll do much better without some mad splicer hanging over their shoulders all the time.”
“M-hm? Why didn’t you really stay, Amie?”
You laugh, once more a little awkward. “Are you kidding me? Stay here? I mean, yeah, it’s great. But I’d get so bored so fast! Not to mention I’d never make a name for myself in the galaxy staying on this backwater. I’ve got dreams, Navi!”
“I guess.” For a moment only the dull clang of your steps on the metal bridge fill the silence. Then, as you walk up to the hulking shape of your shape, Navi adds, “So, what are you thinking?”
“Oh, I’ve got some ideas,” you smirk as the doors slide open and you step inside. With a sigh of relief you shed your bodysuit, your pale flesh tingling in the ship’s stale air as you enter the bridge and flop, blatantly naked into the captain’s seat. You smirk, punching a few keys, the screen suddenly consumed in fluttering shapes of data raining down. “I didn’t just look at Tavior’s work on the brothers and sisters. The man was a complete dick, but he had some interesting research,” you muse, eyes shining as they hungrily consume the raining data.
“You copied his files?” Navi gasps.
You roll your eyes. “Duh! I’m not stupid.”
Navi snorts. “I’m not convinced.”
You sweep your hand through her projection, scattering it before it reforms a second later. “Shut up,” you smirk. “Just take us out of here. I can’t wait to see what I can do with some of this.”
“Aye aye, cap’n,” Navi grins, throwing a salute as her hand rebuilds itself from squares of light. The ship rumbles as it lifts off, pressing you into the seat. Again that sudden exhilaration of momentum surges through you, pressing you into the seat as the blue atmosphere of Lanaar makes way for the endless darkness of space. As the light drive charges, you wriggle in excitement, adjusting the screen so you can better read Tavior’s files.
Your future looks bright, but for now, your adventure is at an end.
Good End
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Slide into Barbarism

The ramp of Betta’s craft slipped down to the weed encrusted deck with a clang. Carefully, the explorer descended from her ship and to the rusty durasteel landing pad, testing the surface first with a questing foot before truly walking out.
Betta looked out across the ruins of what appeared to have once been a colony. Domes humped across the water borne community. Seaweed, moss and cancerous coral crawled across the rusting walkways and buildings as if seeking to drag it down into the sea. Betta touched the recording comm in her ear.
“It appears to have once been a colony. The architecture is too modern and too specific to have been of native construction, assuming Lanaar has natives even capable of such higher processing. By the looks of it the residents have abandoned it. Or were perhaps killed.”
Walking up to one of the domes, she touched an unobstructed portion curiously. “It appears to be of terran origin, but beyond that I can’t say. What happened to these people, I wonder? Did they perhaps fall to internal strife? Or were they consumed by whatever life exists on Lanaar? Questions that I, Betta Arington, intend to answer.”
Betta moved among the domes slowly, taking them in with awe. A few doors opened, squealing with rust as she forced them aside, baring rotting beds and Spartan abandonment. “It seems,” she resumed as she made the rounds of one of the pods, “that they took everything with them. No one could live with such lacking accommodations. At least, no one human. No doubt they were once a mighty, wise people, come here perhaps seeking to escape persecution. Truly I, Betta Arington, am the one to discover their fate. And after which I shall continue my exploration of the mysterious Lanaar. A world which, should I be discovered by the proper authorities, I would surely be arrested. But no length is too great or risk too large for the great Betta holy fuck!”
Betta whirled about at the distant clank of steel. Her heart pounded in her ample chest and she peered at the doorway and the scene of the ruined habitats beyond. Her heart jumped, lodging in her throat as a shape pushed itself against the doorway, forcing itself through and towering over her.
Betta stared, slack jawed at the immense brute confronting her. Near twice as tall as her, he seemed built of solid muscle. Dark fur tufted the backs of his arms and chest, his head sloped and brutish, a pair of sharp horns jutting from his brow like a terran cattle. He wore nothing but a crude loincloth, and in his hand was a spear with a tip of jagged metal ripped from some part of the rusting colony,
Betta opened her mouth. Closed it. The brute looked at her intently, his broad nostrils flaring as he scented the air. After a moment he nodded at her and jerked his head, then turned and ducked back out of the room.
Betta took a deep breath, her senses tingling at the strange, musky scent the brute’ presence had left in the room. “I… It would appear that I have met one of the residents of this world. A creature so alien I have never seen the like.”
The brute peeked back into the dome and beckoned.
“He appears to want me to follow him,” Betta continued thoughtfully. “Curious. Perhaps he knows something of what happened to this colony. Ah! Or perhaps, like the ancient animism of primitive xenos, he believes me to be some kind of pale goddess, descended from the heavens. Fascinating. I will follow this creature, and I, Betta Arington, shall discover the truth.”
Another impatient gesture from the brute had Betta hasten out of the dome and back onto the metal paths. The walkways creaked and dipped deeper into the waters with the brute’s weight, and Betta was glad when they walked off the metal paths and onto the sandy shore. The brute guided her towards the wild jungle, and Betta was startled to find a trail well-worn into the forest.
They walked for some time, and Betta was flushed with exertion when they finally emerged in a large clearing. Evening’s crimson rays peeked through the immense fronds that formed the canopy. Crude huts were built in rings around a central clearing where the blackened pit of a bonfire depressed the landscape.
“I seem to have come upon their village,” Betta breathlessly narrated for her recording. Her eyes flashed about as more males emerged from the crude huts, similar in build to her guide. “I appear to have been brought to my guide’s village. There are many males and ah! Females who are… oh my…”
For a moment Betta forgot herself as several stunning women emerged from the huts. Shaped like antediluvian fertility goddesses, gravid hips swelled outward with rounded rumps. Huge, heavy breasts swelled from their chests and long, pale hair swept down to their shoulders. Some wore crude, tattered remnants of cloth, but most went naked, utterly indifferent to their own nudity.
Betta was far from so. She felt her pulse quicken at the sight of the many strange aliens. Their features were faintly bestial, and yet there was something about them that reached down to that primordial core of her being and plucked at strings of animalistic desire.
“The… the females are impressive specimens, to be sure. They are quite ah… quite curvy. No doubt necessary to accommodate the size of their mates.” That thought had Betta glance at the males, and her eyebrows climbed when she caught a glimpse of the cock hidden behind the loincloth. Thick and flared like an equinar’s and near as large, a bitch breaker in every sense of the word.
Betta found herself being pushed to a sitting position by the dead fire as a number of other females and males joined them. The males took a seat before the fire pit, and the women returned shortly after with bowls filled with a rich, creamy substance.
Betta was startled when she too was handed one of the bowls by a heavy breasted female, who smiled dimly at her before departing.
“I appear to be welcomed into the tribe,” Betta said, watching as the males tipped back the bowls, drinking heavily of the thick cream. She glanced back to her own. “It would be rude to refuse. And, if as I suspect, they believe me to be some kind of heaven sent goddess, then I cannot rightly do so. Well. Here goes.”
Tipping back the bowl, she took a sip of that thick cream.
Her taste buds burst with explosions of delight as that rich cream slid over her tongue, down her throat and deep into her stomach. Betta gasped, lashes fluttering as she drank more. More. Guzzling that cream like a drunkard. “Oh,” she gasped as she set the bowl down. “Oh it’s… it’s quite the heavy drink. But nothing I, Betta Arlington, can’t handle oh! Hello. Ah,” Betta said as one of the females gave her another bowl. “Thank you. I really… um…”
Before she could help herself, Betta had started drinking the new serving. Oooooh but it was so good! It slid down her throat like ambrosia, stuffing her stomach with a rich, creamy warmth that seemed to spread through her whole body, easing away the strains of her travels. Filling her with a warm torpidness that made her heart thump and her blood surge and hot.
She set down the bowl, panting. And another was in her hand. And she was drinking again. Drinking and relaxing. Feeling her whole body grow pleasantly hot and heavy.
The clearing began to take on a strange, shimmering unreality. She blinked at it all. “Oh… I… it seems that the drink had… had some sort of alcoholic substance mixed in. But it’s… certainly nothing I, Betta mmmmm,” she moaned as she chugged down another bowl.
Things were happening. Her nose twitched as a new scent filled the air. She lowered her bowl and looked around herself dazedly. The females had stopped serving the males their drink. Instead, they were now clambering onto the brute’s laps, their gravid curves fairly swallowing the furred brutes as they pressed themselves against them, kissing their mates. Thick cocks rose in arousal. Large hands wandered over the breathtaking curves of the females, squeezing fertile hips, plump teats and bottoms.
Betta’s head was spinning. She was breathing heavily. The scent of musk and cream filled her head with puffiness. Oh stars she was so hot. “I… it appears temperature… Lanaar hot. I… I’m just gonna… gonna get cool,” she breathed, pulling off her flight suit, baring her soft curves. Pathetic compared to the inhuman shapeliness of the females, but attractive nonetheless.
She was panting. Her body seemed to be throbbing. She felt herself drawn to her right. Looking that way, she found the male who had guided her there, watching her, his dark eyes promising things language had no true words for. His loincloth was gone. The pillar of his cock was growing, standing, waiting. Waiting for her.
“Dear listener,” Betta panted, crawling towards the brute. “I’m… I’m so warm. So hot. I think… I think I’m just going to… Oh,” she breathed, her hands wrapping around his shaft shyly, feeling the furnace of its heat. She swallowed as her hand slid up and down his massive rod, feeling his veiny girth growing thicker and harder to her shy touch. “I’m just… g-going to engage… cultural exchange,” she panted as she climbed into his lap, feeling the hardness of his muscles, the wildness of his fur. She straddled his lap, her pussy so achingly empty hovering over his cock. “Just gonna… gonna… Ahhhhhnnnnn!”
Betta cried out as she descended on his cock. Oh stars. Stars what was she doing? She couldn’t take it. He was too big. Too massive. Too powerful!
Yet, somehow, she did. Her pussy parted around that inhuman girth. She cried out as he filled her, so tight she could every pulsing vein that ran down his shaft. “Fuck. Oh f-fuck!” Betta gasped. “Oh fuck he’s so big. So g-good. I… Ah!”
She gasped as his hands engulfed her ass, squeezing those luscious cheeks. And then the time for words was gone, for then, he started to bounce her.
“Nnnnnnaaaaaaa!” Betta screamed as she was fucked by the brutal shaft of her monstrous mate. Her ripe teats swayed and shuddered as she was rutted, filled again and again. She didn’t even realize what was happening when she started to cum. The intensity far beyond anything she had known before. She grabbed his iron hard shoulders just for something to hold on to. Something to ground her as she was fucked into oblivion by his massive shaft.
“Yesssssss!” she screamed. “Oooooh! Yes! Yes! Fuck. Fuck me! Fuck meeeee haaaaaaard!”
The brute grunted and started to twitch his hips, driving his cock deeper inside of her. Betta screamed with joy as he filled her deeper. Deeper than should have been normal. How? How was she taking his massive cock? How wasn’t she breaking in two by the sheer intensity of that fucking?
But she wasn’t. And she didn’t care. She simply rode him, fucking herself atop that pillar of manhood, mated by the monstrous creature. Around her cries of pleasure and whimpered moans echoed as the rest of the tribe was joined in an orgy of brutal fucking. The slap of flesh, grunts of males and keening moans of the woman beneath them filled the air.
“Fuck meeee!” Betta screamed as she hilted atop his cock, her voice echoing in the comm. As her mate groaned, and as she cum. His cock exploded within her, pumping her full of that inhumanly hot, thick seed. She screamed as it spurted from her cunt and his cock, her pussy so stuffed she couldn’t hold it in. Her mind blasted to oblivion by the sheer power of that driving cock.
Suddenly she was turned around. On the ground. Her ass was raised like a bitch in heat, and her mate was behind her. She heard him. Felt his hot breath stirring her hair as he adjusted himself, drew back, and thrust forward again.
Betta cried out in delight, cumming on the spot as her mate mounted her like a beast. An animal. Pushing her into the ground like a breeding sow and he the bull. She panted. Moaned, her tongue twisted in knots of pleasure and her heart pounding in her chest.
She felt different. As if his cock was filling a more spacious part of her. The slap of her ass against his hips seemed louder. Her breasts felt heavier. She moaned in joy, language beyond her now. Words lost to the unrelenting fucking she was taking from her mate. Oh it was so good. So good!
Her every scream echoed in her recording comm. By the time the battery died it was the only evidence a human called Betta Arington had come to Lanaar. For it was a new sister, curvy as a fertility goddess, her breasts gushing fresh milk into the dust of the savage village, that remained, impaled on the cock of her mate. In time, the few familiar human features would be gone. Effaced by the corrupting cum of her many mates, drowned in the delicious milk of her many sisters.
And when the next explorer came into their village, she would greet them with a bowl of her fresh cream, and join the orgy of welcoming a new member to the colony.
End
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Tavior’s Assistant

“Mmmnnnn,” you moan, cradling your heavy tits. The pumps thump, pleasure spreading through you in tantalizing waves, one hand dipping through a gap in your bodysuit and eagerly strumming your clit. “Ohhhh yes! Mnn! Fuck! Ah. Ahn! Yes! Yes! Fuuuuuuck!”
You scream in ecstasy as you cum, the humming of the pumps reaching a crescendo as your milk spurts in a sudden deluge into them.
And not a moment too soon. The comm in the corner of the room chimes. “Amie. You are due with the Doctor at once.”
You sigh. “Alright,” you say, reluctantly pulling your finger from your pussy. You snap the milkers off, biting your lip at the lingering suction as you pull them free and place them aside. You stand, lab coat whisking about you as you smooth down your skirt and flick some hair from your eyes. You squeeze the front of your blue bodysuit shut around your tits. It took some effort to adjust the fabric to accommodate your breasts after indulging in some of Tavior’s research, but well worth it. You shudder with pleasure as the minor milk pads in the suit adhere to your nipples and gently absorb your dribbling cream.
You leave your personal pod and walk across the sprawling metal bridges that connect the various habs that make up the grounds. You pass several brothers making their rounds, the hulking creatures pausing to watch you pass, in particular the tantalizing sway of your hips and breasts. You put in a little more swagger for their benefit, indulging in their open staring. You’re pretty sure you’ve taken all of them to your bed at some point, though it’s hard to keep track sometimes.
You put the thought aside for the moment as the dome of the lab comes into view. The door hisses open at your approach and you step inside.
As ever, the sight of the milking machine fills you with a shiver of delight. The moans and gasps of the sisters locked in their pods sends your breasts tingling and your cunny warming with sympathetic lust to the pleasured chorus.
Fortunately, between your earlier masturbation and milking you don’t feel too overwhelmed, and can safely focus on the more immediate tasks before you. Tavior is near the far corner, a slanted pod rising out of the floor, gleaming white chrome while tubes snake out of the apparatus like some mechanical octopus. Excitement trills through you as you approach.
“Well professor?”
Tavior turns, his eyes flashing in delight. “Amelia,” he says, drawing you into his arms. You giggle and kiss him hungrily, moaning as he gropes your tit with his mechanical hand. “I see the new pads are working well, then?”
“Oh yes,” you breathe, cupping your overflowing breasts delightedly. “With these, my production has tripled!”
“An excellent idea. I’ve already begun administering it to the sisters when they are out of the tower.”
You look back at the pods, the rapturous faces behind the visors seeming slacker than usual. “Oh that’s wonderful!”
“Indeed. But I called you for another matter.”
“What is it?”
Tavior turns back towards the pod, a look of pride on his face. “I believe I have solved the fertility problem.”
You gasp. “You have?”
“Indeed. With the changes enacted, we may breed a superior creature than even the regular males. More intelligent. But, for that, we require one whose genes are less… tainted than the sisters.”
Your heart thumps faster. “You mean…”
“Yes, my dear. I want you to bear the new generation of leaders for this race.”
“Oh Doctor,” you breathe. “I would love to! But… my work…”
Tavior laughs. “Oh don’t worry, dear Amelia. You will have ample time to continue your research. In fact, I insist. Though naturally, I suspect your physical urges will become more necessary. But I’m sure the brothers will be happy to accommodate you.”
You smile wickedly at the thought of the powerful males plowing your fertile cunt. “I think you’re right, sir.”
“Though do try and give them all ample opportunities. I fear a few fights have broken out due to their desire to bed you.”
You giggle. “Sorry, Doctor.”
“No matter. Are you ready, my dear?”
“Anything for science,” you breathe.
“Then let us begin.”
Tavior steps back, leaving you before the pod. As he works on the side of the machine you open the front of your bodysuit once more, ripe tits spilling out, cream already beading your nipples. You slid your finger further down, releasing your steamy pussy into the air as well. The pod hisses, the door jolting open, then slowly rising, and its denizen stepping forth.
You gasp at the size of the brute. He fills the room, towering above you in a mass of brutal muscle. Horns jut from his brow and tusks his lower lip. Broad shoulders fill out and tough, wiry hair flows down his arm and chest. And his cock… Dear stars, his cock is massive! Even among the brutes of the colony. The flared tip is stiff and nearly as long as your arm, throbbing with pure, animal lust.
“Oh,” you breathe.
The beast glances down at the sound. His nostrils flare, scenting your pheromone laced arousal. A quiver of desire races through you at the sight of his dark eyes. The beast snorts, stepping forward.
You step in to meet him. Your hand comes out, touches his massive cock. “Oooooh, you’re a big boy,” you breathe, your fingers tracing his hot manhood, going lower, cupping his heavy balls. You can practically feel his virile seed within.
“Oh,” you murmur, sliding down, nuzzling his cock and balls, the scent of his heavy musk making your head spin. Milk dribbles from your tits, tracing a course over the heavy spheres, gushing with the anticipation of this monster’s bitch breaker inside you. You’re panting by the time you reach your knees, turning about and raising your plump bottom and dewy cunt.
“Fuck me,” you gasp. “Fuck me like an animal!”
The monster grunts and grabs your fertile hips. You gasp, then moan as he pushes his cock along your gash, sawing his thick manhood against your gaping cunt, getting himself nice and lubed with your juices for your imminent reaming. You wiggle your ass in his grasp, pushing out. The brute growls again. A harsh, possessive sound as he aligns his cock.
And thrusts.
“Ahhhhh!” you scream, stars exploding behind your eyes as his cock stretches you like nothing else. But you take him. You take that cock that would have split an ordinary woman. You squeal in pleasure as he begins to thrust. No tenderness. No playing. He simple fucks you, pounding you like an animal, making you feel every inch of his veiny shaft.
“Yessss!” you scream, shuddering in pleasure. “Yesss! Fuck me! Ah. Ah! Fuck me! B-breeed meeeee!”
The monster howls. You cum, gushing around his massive tool in a sudden wash of orgasm. Your mind blanks, lost in the sheer bliss of your pleasure. Oh fuck. Oh fuck it’s too good! It’s too gooooood! You cum again, tightening around his massive shaft as much as you can.
The animal behind you howls. You hear a sudden increase in cries, and realize the women in the pods are moaning loader, reacting to the musk of the monster fucking you. The scent of sex sending their bodies into overdrive.
“Fascinating,” Tavior muses.
“Ah. Ah! Ahhhhh!” you scream as your lover suddenly stiffens, howling as he cums. You practically pop of hiss cock like a cork at the sudden deluge of virile cum pumping into you, your stomach extending like you were already pregnant with his spawn.
But he’s not done. He’s far from done. You squeal as he grabs you, lifts you against his chest, and starts pounding into your cunt from a new direction.
“Ooooh! Mooooore!” you moan as he grabs your fats tits, milk spurting from your mounds as he fucks you, milks you, breeds you. His and your mingled cum spurt from your over stuffed cunny.
The future is bright, but you can hardy think about it right now. All you know is you made the right choice those years ago. And as your brutal mate fills you again in a sudden swell of hot cum, you know that at last, you found your true purpose.
End
[[Index]]
[[Start Over]]




Dismiss Morar

You bite your lower lip. It’s tempting. Stars but it’s tempting to take this hulking monster on the bed and let him just fuck your brains out. But if Morar’s infection lingers in him even a little…
“No,” you say soothingly. “Thank you, Morar. I think I’ll… I’ll just take a break and get some sleep.”
The hulking brother nods despondently. He turns, and you almost feel bad for the massive male as he ducks out the door, sauntering off. You sigh and sit down on the edge of the bed, flicking some blonde hair aside as you swing your legs around and lie down. You didn’t realize just how tired you were after your trip. Between purchasing the ship, slipping out of Savara’s net and making planetfall, you’ve had a big day! Shucking off your form fitting suit, you snuggle happily under the sheets and close your eyes, letting the soft sigh of the waves lull you to sleep.
[[Night Time Encounters]]




Leave Alone

“I am flattered, Tarria, but no,” you say firmly. “I don’t need your repayment. Thanks though. I think… I think I’d just like to go.”
Tarria nods soberly. “As you command, starwalker.” She sweeps her arm towards one of the stone entrances leading into the chamber. “Through there you will find yourself outside the temple. Though I thank you for sparing me, I must warn you to be gone from this place. Should my sisters find you here once more, they will not hesitate to claim you, for now you truly are a prize worth taking.”
You glance at the stands, noting the intent eyes of the alien warriors filling the stone bowl. A lump rises in your throat at their hungry stares. “I’ll… ah… keep that in mind. Thanks again, Tarria.”
The princess nods. “Safe passage, starwalker. May your gems shine on.”
“Um, likewise. See ya.”
You turn and walk towards the doorway Tarria first indicated, feeling the stares of the other aliens drilling into your back. You’re jogging by the time daylight glows at the end of the tunnel, and with a gasp of relief you’re dashing across the raw grasslands of Lanaar’s jungle, the treeline rearing up ahead.
“Navi?” you call, keying your wrist comm. “Naviiiiii!”
“Amie! There you are. What happened?”
“Oh fuck, where do I start? Listen. Bring the ship around and pick me up. We’re leaving.”
“We are?”
“Yes!” You glance back at the temple, wondering how long you have before the alien warriors start after you. “We’re getting off this planet. Before I get a marriage proposal at the end of a spear!”
“Huh?”
“Just come get me!”
“No need to shout. Sheesh! Besides, I’m already here.”
The low hum of engines fill the air. You tilt back your head, squinting as the sun is momentarily obscured by the blocky shape of the Fibonacci. The grass flutters as the landers deploy, a ramp spitting down. You race up into the shelter of your craft, sealing the door tight behind you and instructing Navi to take off.
By the time you reach the bridge, you’re in the upper atmosphere of Lanaar, the planet’s surface contrasting sharply with the void of space just behind it. You exhale heavily and collapse into your seat, arms flopping by the sides.
“Ooof.”
Navi’s figure hums into existence on a nearby holo panel. “Rough day then?”
“I’ll say,” you sigh. “Let’s get out of here. I don’t think Lanaar is the key to my scientific success like I first thought…”
“Really? Noooo. Whoever could have guessed! Whatever you say, captain,” Navi chimes, control panel lighting up as she starts booting up the light drives. “So, back to SS9?”
Your fingers drum into the armrests of your chair. You lift your head thoughtfully. “Yeah,” you say slowly. “Yeah. Take us back there. You know? I heard there was a pirate with the coordinates of a blacked out station. Apparently, they were researching ways to create a new breed of spores that could allow a human being to photosynthesize!”
“Amie!” Navi groans, covering her face with her glowing hands.
“Oh lighten up Navi,” you say, settling back in your seat and looking out at the stars. “There’s a whole universe out there. Let’s take a look…”
End
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Submit to His Cock

“You know,” you say, swaying towards Morar, looking up into the mutated human’s dark eyes. “I’ve felt your eyes on me all day. What did you want from me, Morar?” you ask, looking up into his dark eyes, feeling your body tingle with desire. Your hand slides lower, cupping his bulge. “Did you want to fuck me, Morar?” you ask, your breathing deepening, your eyes glowing. “Did you want to shove you big… thick cock into my human cunt?”
Morar growls, a feral sound that tingles from the roots of your hair to curl your toes. He reaches out, grabbing your plump bottom. You gasp as his thick fingers squeeze.
“I want fuck,” Morar growls.
You laugh breathlessly. “Well, what a coincidence. That’s… that’s exactly what I want. Morar.”
The brute nods. “On bed,” he orders roughly. “Take off clothes.”
His command thrums through you like an electric charge. You step back, your hands shaking a little as you disable the maglocks on your bodysuit, the trim fabric peeling off, baring your naked curves. “Mmm. I bet the reason all… all the women wear robes is so you can fuck them more easily.”
“You not need,” Morar says, watching your naked curves hungrily, his breath rasping through his mask. “You go naked, and I fuck whenever want.”
Your pussy tingles at his promise. Your heart pounds as you breathe in the deepening musk filling the room. Your nipples stiffen as you sit down on the bed, your pussy already damp, your core thumping in time to your heart. Fuck. You’ve never felt this horny before. You realize there’s probably some strange chemical reaction. Something about Lanaar, and likely its change in Morar. But you find you don’t care. Damn the consequences, the only thing you can think about is that meaty cock of his filling your aching pussy.
Morar yanks down his loincloth, and up springs his cock. Your eyes widen at the flared tip, his shaft looking like something that belongs on an equinar rather than a human. But then, he’s not entirely human now, is he? Rather, he’s a creature of this strange world. A beast in the shape of a man, and hungry for you. For your fertile body, and who knows what the result of that might be.
You’re shaking as you shift on the bed, going to your hands and knees. You raise your ass, legs parting just enough to bare your blushing cunt. You give it a teasing wiggle. “Come on,” you breathe, heart hammering in your chest. “Take me.”
Morar growls. He stalks towards you. His presence rolls over you and sends your arms shaking in fearful desire. Some part of you shakes in fear about what you’re about to do. What will happen to you when that bitch breaker of a cock stuffs your cunt? But it’s a small part. Quieting under the roar of your pulse as Morar grabs your shapely hips and rubs the tip of his cock against your snatch.
“Oooooh,” you moan heavily. “Yes. Yes Morar. Fill me with your cock. Stuff me with it. I need it.”
Morar growls again. He strokes your shapely bottom hungrily, then slowly pushes forward. You gasp, trembling as your pussy slowly parts around his cock. Oh fuck. Oh fuck he’s so big! You push your face against the blankets, fisting the fabric as inch after inch of his massive cock enters your gaping cunt. He fills you so utterly, so completely you can practically feel every vein of his cock as they pulse.
“Oooooooh,” you moan, voice quavering weakly as he finishes filling you up. He pauses for a moment, panting, letting you adjust. You sneak a glance back and whimper, seeing that he only managed to fit half of his massive shaft into you. That’s… that’s not fair!
“Fuck now,” Morar grunts.
“Yes,” you pant. “F-fuck me Morar. Fill me up! Fuck me full of your cum! Oh fuck yes! Morar! Moraaaaaaar!”
You scream as his hips begin to hammer you, pushing you into the blankets. You pant, shaking, tensing around the girthy cock ramming into your fertile cunt. Oh fuck is this happening? Is this really happening? Another jolt of pure pleasure rocks your mind, sending your thoughts skidding away, and only the sensation of the cock filling you remaining. Your body submits to the rude fucking. Your will bends to the power of the massive male as he pounds your hungry cunt.
“Yessss! Yessss!” you scream, utterly given over to the sensation pulsing through your body. “Fuck me! Don’t stop. I’m so close. I’m… I’m… c-cummiiiiiiiing!”
You scream as your orgasm races through you. Your whole body tightens around the pounding shaft of your mate. Morar roars, continuing to punish your body with the strokes of his massive cock, filling you to the brink with every thrust. You scream, cumming again, forced past a second orgasm.
“Me cum. Me cum soon!” Morar roars.
You pant, head spinning. He’s… he’s going to… the thought makes you shudder in pleasure. Dare you let him do so? Dare you let him stuff you?
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Cultist Slave

Once, you might have felt humiliated being passed around the males of the colony, little more than their eager cum dump.
Once.
But that was before you realized how wonderful their cocks were. How amazing it was to fill their shafts fill your sopping pussy. Their hands engulf your ample tits as they pounded you into a babbling mess of lust and basted you in cum. Before your tits began to swell, spurting milk at the slightest touch, so sensitive you simply melt if someone so much as breathes on them.
Tavior occasionally tests you. It seems like the changes you’ve gone through are different from the rest. You don’t mind. After all, he keeps you nice and compliant by hooking you up to the milker while he works, his cold metal hands massaging your luscious full teats and shapely hips.
Those are the only times you feel those rubbery cups on your teats. You never need it otherwise. You’ve rapidly become a favorite among the brothers. Not a day goes by less than three of them find you, fuck you, and guzzle your sweet cream straight from the tap.
Occasionally, as you wander the compound, your mind filled with the adoring bliss and heady musk of your recent mate, you’ll notice a small ship on the landing platform. A curious blocky thing in whose window a shimmering blue light would appear. Something that looks almost human as it frantically tries to beckon you towards it.
Of course that’s silly. Such a thing couldn’t be. Fortunately you forget about it shortly after. Because when Morar’s cock is stuffing your spacious cunt, his hands milking your ripe tits and you’re screaming in ecstasy, the last thing you can do is think.
Bad End
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Refuse Him

“N-no, Morar,” you breathe, smiling up at him. “That’s enough for today. I think you’re… you’ll be good for a while. Won’t you, big boy?”
The brute grunts, but gives a nod. He grabs the pouch that hides his cock and pulls it back up. You watch him go, still on your knees, already regretting not letting the massive male have a taste of your hot cunt. He opens the door and pushes out, vanishing beyond.
You let out a heavy sighs, your head falling back and staring blankly at the ceiling for a moment. With a groan you force yourself to your feet and, kicking off your bodysuit, step into the shower. The hot spray of the water cleanses you of Morar’s cum, though you can’t suppress a moan as your fiercely sensitive breasts are drummed by the water’s spray. At last you stagger out of the shower and towards the bed. Stars above you are exhausted. Yawning, you fall into bed, snuggling under the covers. Well, you think, flicking off the light. Tomorrow is a new day. You can only wonder what it will bring.
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Cum on Your Back

You remember Tavior’s words in a sudden flash. The changes that Lanaar had worked in the male fucking you.
“Ohhhh Morar! On… on my back. Cum on my back!”
For a moment you’re afraid he won’t listen. That he’ll just keep fucking you, pounding you into a puddle of slutty eagerness. And worse, you half wish he would. But then, with a howl of pure lust, he yanks his slick cock out of your gaping cunt, grabs his slab of a cock and pumps it twice. All that was needed.
Heat bursts across your back and your ass as your bulky lover cum, basting your body in a sudden surge of hot desire. You moan weakly, shuddering sweetly with the sensation of such debasement. Your ass twitches as each hot rope of his thick cum slaps across it and your lower back. Your pussy convulses, and like that you’re cumming too, whimpering and shuddering atop the bed, boneless with pleasure, conquered by his cock.
But not defeated.
You lie atop the bed, panting, feeling the hot sensation of his cum seep into you. You raise your head shakily and smile at Morar. “Th-thank you, Morar. That’s… that’s enough…”
Morar’s brows knit. Again you feel a quick tremor in your soul that he might want more. But, with a heavy nod, your massive lover rises off the bed and fetches the pouch for his cock. He pulls it back on, awkwardly, as his cock still presses against the fabric heavily. You feel a quick shiver of desire, a reminder of how wonderful that sensation had been, but you restrain yourself from calling him back until the door slides shut behind him, and you’re alone once more.
You collapse atop the bed, panting, pressed down by the weight of the mutant’s seed and the weakness in your body. You bite the sheets, gnawing at them until the heat in your body soothes somewhat. Only then do you manage to pull yourself out of the bed and stagger over to the walk in shower.
Hot water bursts across your skin, so sensitive you moan slightly at the pressure of the spray. But as Morar’s cum sloughs off you, you slowly begin to feel more like yourself. With a sigh you turn off the shower, shaking your head and step back into the bedroom. Stars! If that’s what it felt like taking his cum on you, you can’t begin to imagine what might have happened if he’d cum inside you.
You shiver a little, but not out of fear alone. A part of you wanted to let him. And as you realize that, it occurs to you how dangerous Lanaar truly can be. You shake your head, sliding under the blankets. With a yawn, you shut off the light. Well. Things would look better in the morning, you muse, snuggling under the covers and letting sleep roll over your exhausted form.
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Cum in You

“Yessss!” you scream as his cock pistons in and out of you. “Cum in Morar! Cum in my slutty cunt! Breed my womb! Take me! Make me youuuuurs!”
Morar howls. His hands squeeze your soft rump until it hurts, his cock pushing back into you in a sudden swell of wonderful cock. Your body shudders around him. His cock pushes deep, deeper than anything has before. But there’s no pain. Instead, there is only a mind blanking surge of white hot pleasure.
Then, he cums.
You feel the warmth of his seed surge into your hungry womb. Your scream is deafening. You shudder around his cock with a cry that rings through the building as your cunt ripples around his spurting cock, his hot cum pumping into you, stuffing you, your stomach swelling a little at the sheer amount of his thick cum you’re taking in. You writhe in terrible pleasure as you take him.
Panting, you collapse, too weak to do more. Your head spins, and your body… oh your body feels so good. Lethargy oozes through you like the thick cum dribbling out of you and from around Morar’s cock. Still rock hard and still stuffing you so wonderfully completely you can barely register it.
His large hands snake around you, engulf your generous tits. You moan weakly, but happily as he starts massaging your budding breasts. He shifts you, lifting you up and onto his lap, your back against his broad chest.
“Me fuck again,” Morar grunts.
“Oh yes,” you breathe, mind fogging in sweet desire.
The brute grunts and starts thrusting once more into you. You moan, sagging against him, mind sinking into a deep puddle of pure lust as you feel his cock press into you with every meaty thrust of his hips. You feel… good. So very good. You float on a cloud of heady pleasure, your mind softening, malleable and weak. Empty but for the wonderful sensation of being so thoroughly stuffed. You whimper, gasp, keen with sweet pleasure as Morar fucks you easily, your tits throbbing in his hands. Oh they feel so… so full. So stiff…
You sigh, surrendering to the sensations pumping through you, letting your mind drift, carried away on clouds of sweet pleasure, as your lover stuffs you once more with his cum. You smile, blissful, vague. Lost in the ecstasy of the sensations thumping through you.
How could there be anything better than this?
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Cult Mistress

“So how have you been feeling, Oran?”
The brother shifts his massive frame beneath the various straps and injectors. “Hrm. Good.”
You smile warmly. “Hm. Perfect.” You ease back, your grav chair bobbing before adjusting itself to your new position. Your white lab coat falls a little more open, revealing the fact that beneath it you’re not wearing anything at all. The brother’s attention grows more intent, his nostrils flaring as he inhales some of your pheromones, ones treated specifically to appeal to the brutish males.
And pheromones are hardly the only change you’ve graced yourself with. Tavior’s work was stunningly easy to reengineer for your own purposes. The man was brilliant, but he lacked vision. Something you have in spades. You touch a finger to your generous teat, drawing slow circles around a puffy nipple until sweet cream beads it.
The brother grunts. Gone are the masks that once shielded them from Lanaar’s tainted air. And your own pheromones. Gone too are the pouches that hid their cocks, giving you ample view to the effect you’re having on his thick manhood. You’ve tweaked all the brothers in various way. Oran’s you’ve given a flared tip like an old terran horse’s for his cock. Others have a more corkscrew shape, others are thinner, longer, anything you might require as variety.
“Now,” you breathe, parting your legs, showing off the velvety folds of your pink slit. “With the new treatment I gave you, you should have exceptional stamina. Would you like to test it?”
Oran grunts. “Yes.”
“Yes what?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
You sigh, rolling your eyes. The brothers have a steep learning curve, but they’re getting there. The sisters have always been smarter than their counterparts. Or at least, more obedient and quick on the uptake. Of course, that’s all fine with you. You like your underlings nice and stupid. After all, they don’t need brains with you around.
You smirk, sliding to your feet and crossing the cool chrome floor of Tavior’s former lab. You let your hands wander over Oran’s body, slowly removing the electrodes and straps, stroking his muscular frame until the male is fairly quivering with need to fuck you, pre forming on the tip of his cock.
“Oh,” you breathe, your hand gliding down and slowly cupping his massive cock. “Is all this for me?”
“Hrrrr,” Oran grunts.
“Hm. Sounds like a yes,” you say teasingly, running your hand up and down his thick shaft, gathering up his pre on the upward movement and spreading it across his manhood with the downward, slicking up the potent male with every indication of delight. “I bet you can’t wait to fuck your mistress with that big cock of yours, can you? You just want to fuck me like a big, slutty, cow. Huh?”
“Yessss,” Oran moans, fairly quivering with the need to touch you.
You smirk wider, knowing he can’t. None of them can unless you allow it. You’ve conditioned the members of the compound so thoroughly they’d die without a second thought before they disobeyed you. You move your hand faster, faster, feeling his shaft pulse with his need. You lean in closer. “Alright,” you breathe. “Take me.”
Oran roars and surges to his feet. You fall back with a squeal of delight, your shapely rump landing in the cradle of your grav chair. Instantly the hulking male is on you, his lips meeting yours in a dominating kiss. You moan into his lips, gasping when his large hand envelops one of your soft teats, milk spurting between his fingers as he massages it.
“Ohhh Oran. Fuck me,” you gasp.
Oran grunts, aligning his cock, and thrusts.
Pure pleasure explodes behind your eyes. You scream with delicious delight as inch after inch of thick bull-cock slides into you. Oh fuck, you knew tweaking your nerves in there would be rewarding. You can’t wait to try this out on Tarrin’s ribbed shaft!
You forget about the copper haired male as Oran starts to pound you into the hovering seat, every thrust sending pleasure blasting through your thoughts. “Oooooh yesssss!” you scream, shuddering in pleasure. “Fuck me Oran! Fuck meeee! Ah! Ahn. Nnnnnn!”
You cum, your orgasm like a numbing wave spreading from your core through your body. You moan in delight, but it doesn’t end. Oran keeps going, pounding his cock into you, milking your whorish breasts with every hint of satisfaction.
“Oh yessss! Yes. Fuck me Oran. Keep going. Keep going my fucking stud! Ah. Yes! Yessss!”
“Amelia.”
“Ohhhhh!” you moan as the synthetic voice of the AI chimes over the speaker. “Fucking whaaat?”
“There is a craft coming down towards the landing bay. They are requesting clearance.”
You groan. Navi’s voice is such a buzzkill since you wiped her personality matrix. But she kept getting on your case about altering the members of the compound that you finally just got rid of her ability to bitch.
Still, visitors? That did sound promising. “Mmm. Fuck! Give them c-clearance to land. I’ll… ahn… I’ll be right out.”
“Yes Mistress.”
The AI’s voice cuts out. You grab Oran, pulling his head down and between your shapely tits. “Fuck. Oran. Gotta cut this short. Cum. Cum in me.”
“Yessss mistressss!” the brute groans. His hips pound into your again, and with a bellowing roar he fills you with a sudden surge of his hot seed. You cry out as another orgasm washes through you like liquid fire, heaving beneath him and smothering his face between your mammoth tits.
It takes you a half hour to get cleaned up after your session with the male. By the time you exit the lab, sauntering down the walkway your lab coat is done up around your impressive bust, hiding your well fucked pussy and ample assets.
You pass several of the daughters, who instantly go to their knees in eager subjugation to your authority. Prickles of delight crackle down your arms. It never gets old seeing such beautiful, busty women kneel to you.
You linger over those thoughts as you reach the landing pad and watch the new craft come in. It looks pretty battered, its finned sides dented and scorched. Blaster fire if you had to guess. A smile slowly slips onto your lovely lips as landing gear extends from the ship’s belly, gently touching down. Your lab coat flutters around your long legs as the ship settles, an access port sliding open on the side.
Several men exit the craft. Their leader is a young looking fellow. Handsome, but small, particularly compared to the brothers. Those with him are about the same. Slightly average, all dressed in a motley of roguish clothes.
“Welcome,” you say, throwing wide your arms. “Welcome to Lanaar, gentlemen. I see you’ve had a rough time.”
The captain of the craft recovers after a moment. “Miss, you don’t know the half of it. Sorry for the disturbance, but we were making a delivery when we got sideswiped by pirates. We managed to make an emergency jump, but we’re not going very far for a while now. Not with the Orion in the state it is.”
You nod sympathetically. “I understand completely. Well, welcome to my compound, gentlemen. We’re a peaceful community, and would be happy to give you the space needed to perform your repairs. Please. Make yourselves… comfortable.”
The sisters who stand with you giggle, eying the crew of the ship, most of whom blush.
The captain glances back at his crew. “Oh, well, that’s ah… mighty fine of you, miss. But we wouldn’t want to impose…”
“Nonsense,” you breathe, stepping nearer, subtly releasing a soft burst of sweet pheromones. You smirk as the captain’s nose twitches, scenting your subtle intoxicants. “I insist.”
“Oh… um, well. If you’re alright with it…”
You grab the captain’s arm, guiding him away from the craft. “Please, this way. I would simply love to talk to you. We barely get any news of the galaxy beyond here.”
“Oh, uh, that right?” the young man says, face reddening as your soft breasts engulf his arm. Your eyes twinkle as you feel him subtly flex for you.
“Oh yes,” you purr, hearing the sisters crowd the spacers, giggling and sighing, fawning over them and drawing them, one by one, away from the others. “I just can’t wait to talk to you in private. My quarters are just this way.”
“Well, uh, thank you miss. I’d be glad to tell you anything you need to know.”
“Please,” you breathe, releasing more of your intoxicating pheromones, smirking as his eyes grow glassy with lust. You lean in closer, your tongue flicking against the lobe of his ear as the first few buttons of your lab coat slide open, revealing the creamy valley of your bust. “Call me… Mistress…”
End
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Successful Experiment

The last pod hisses open, and the sister within lifts her head. “Oh…” she murmurs.
“Here you go,” Lavina says, gently drawing the shapely woman out of the pod. “It’s going to be okay, Tafia.”
“Tafia,” the new woman murmurs. “That’s right…”
You beam in pride at the sight. All over the lab similar scenes are taking place, the men and women of the compound sitting or standing together, talking in low voices, their eyes bright instead of the dim bovine look they’d sported until now.
“You did good, Amie,” Navi says from behind you.
“I did, didn’t I?” you say, preening a little. “Are there any others?”
“Nope, captain. That’s the last one. We’ve restored the entire compound. And looks like someone’s coming to thank you.”
You look down at the floor as Lavina and Morar slowly approach you. Even after weeks in the presence of their kind it’s still hard not to appreciate the epitome of perfection they are for their respective sexes. Lavina smiles and takes your hand, then drops to her knees, bowing her head.
“Thank you, Amelia Carey. Thank you for freeing us.”
You feel a blush colour your cheeks. You cough into a fist and quickly tug your hand out of her grasp. “Oh, well, um. Thanks, Lavina. It was my pleasure. Really.”
“You have saved us from a fate worse than death,” Morar says. Without his mask he’s kind of handsome. In a blunt, brutal sort of way. The hulking male nods his head towards you, resting a hand on Lavina’s shoulder as she rises again. “The entire colony is in your debt.”
You clear your throat. “Yeah. Um, I guess I should get ready to go, then…”
“Actually,” Lavina says, leaning against Morar’s side. “We’ve been talking. And we’d like for you to stay as our leader.”
You blink. “Beg pardon?”
“None of us knows much of Tavior’s technology,” Morar says. “And you have shown that you have compassion and intelligence. We would be honoured if you decided to remain with us, and lead us on Lanaar.”
“Um, wow,” is all you can think to say. “That’s… a big question there Morar. I don’t know.”
“We will respect your decision,” Lavina says sincerely. She smiles shyly, her hands clasped behind her back, pushing out her impressive bust in the process. “But all of us would be more than happy if you decided to stay.”
The red of your face deepens at the highly suggestive tone. You glance over at Morar and see the clear desire in those dark eyes, and the unsubtle tenting of his bulge. You quickly turn your eyes around the room and see that most of the residents of the compound are paying attention, watching the exchange thoughtfully. Their eyes are drawn to you, and you feel the intensity of their attention.
“Well…” you say.
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Encountering the Navy

You leave sleek and fat ships behind you, passing the blinking sensors floating at the outskirts of the station’s area of influence.
Navi suddenly beeps. Her eyes flicker to the data raining down around her. “Uh, captain,” she says. “We’re being hailed.”
You sit up sharply. “Hailed?”
The monitors blink on. The radar reading an approaching bulk. You shoot your eyes in the direction and catch your breath as a monitor enhances the vision of a Navy frigate. You swallow thickly. “Put it up,” you say.
The screen blinks and a woman fills it. She’s attractive, in a hard kind of way. Her eyes are cool and her long black hair falls over the familiar trim outfit of the United Navy. Behind her you see a sweeping bridge filled with the blinking lights and glowing monitors run by a milling crew.
“I am captain Savara of the frigate the Interdictor. Your ship is registered to a wanted splicer. Stand down or we will open fire.”
“Uh oh,” Navi says. Her eyes flick to you. “Orders captain?”
[[Time to Make a Getaway]]
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