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The Lab

Locks hissed and the ramp extended with a whirr. The door of Janna Raenzen’s freighter slid open and she stepped down to the hanger of station SS9. Dock 7 sprawled before her. Heavy cargo ships with dark green paint hulked above sleeker crafts like silver fish. Fuel lines and cables draped the walls and floors like roots and vines of an iron jungle. Voices shouted over the rumble of engines and high-pitched hums of shields. She sighed, stretching, her shirt and pants fitting snugly against her modest curves. She undid the bun her hair had been put into for the flight and shook free her dark locks. Rolling her shoulders to get the feel for them, she made her way to the main gate leading into the station.
The humming air field tingled as she passed through it and into a world of neon colour and bustling activity. Hundreds of people from every walk of life moved across the ringing decks of the station’s promenade. Shops faced out like caves in the cliffs of metal, signs washing the floor with their brilliant glows. Spacers in jumpsuits, jackets and more casual wear mingled with the odd alien who had found the station a haven in the wilds of the spaceways. Pirates in more garish garb moved about under the watchful eye of visored security officers, content to let them about their business so long as they didn’t trouble station authority. A world unto itself. A realm of steel girders and hard meteor rock, all lit with the garish hues of neon scaling walls and buildings. There were no proper lamps in the station, only the signs, filling the air with sharp humming hues of reds, greens and violets, leaving the rest to darkness.
Janna breathed in deeply the stale recycled air and smiled.
Home.
She started off, wandering down to deck six. A glance about showed few she recognized. Hardly surprising. Station SS9 was more of a stopping place. Mostly spacers lugging cargo, stopping by for fuel, food, or whatever technically illegal and illicit materials were available at the station. Being so far from the Ring Worlds meant that laws normally tightly enforced were loosened for the right price. Pirates mingled with reputable merchants. Whores in clothing made of holographic light which did nothing to hide bulges of breasts and cock spoke with sweaty spacers. She saw a flicker of light from an alley, and the sight of one such sampling the merchandise had her blushing and hurrying away.
She herself was a smuggler. A good one by all accounts. In her hold she was carrying fourteen durasteel crates, their swollen, reinforced edges stuffed with Kellin. Valuable in the extreme, it was enough to set her up for the next four years. She smiled at the thought, stuffing her hands into her pockets. Maybe she’d buy some time with a whore to celebrate…
“Janna!”
Janna turned in surprise and stared at the woman rushing across the floor. She was dressed in a security uniform, the dark blue fabric straining against her curves. Huge breasts that defied gravity and wide supple hips that swung with her every sultry stride. A belt rode those hips, loaded with a blaster and shockstick. Her hair streamed behind her in a platinum blonde ponytail, poking from underneath the visored helmet in what was surely not regulation dress. Every eye followed her as she passed, the world seeming to stop for those caught in her wake.
The woman stumbled to a halt. Her breast rose and fell with her heaving breath, nipples bulging against the tight fabric of her zipsuit. “Janna! As soon as I heard the Falin came in I had to come down.” She pressed a button on the side of her helmet and the visor snapped up. The face it revealed was stunningly beautiful. Bright blue eyes, puffy, kissable lips curled in a delighted grin and a button nose. Something in the eyes drew Janna.
“…Dava?”
Dava laughed musically and clapped her hands, the movement sending her breasts jiggling. “You didn’t recognize me, did you?” she said.
Janna blushed and shook her head. “No. Not at all. You’re…wow! Look at you.”
Dava grinned and brushed her fingers carelessly through her hair. “Thanks! Not bad, hm?”
“Not bad at all. How…”
Dava leaned forward, her voice falling to a conspiratorial whisper. “There’s this new shop on deck six. Really out of the way thing, but there’s a man in there. Some kind of gene worker. He does wonders! Really.”
“Splicing?” Jana gasped. “That’s…”
Dava waved her hand airily. “Please Janna. We’re not in the inner rings. We’re about as far as you can get! Besides,” she added with a wolfish grin, squeezing her breasts together to show their firmness. “You can’t get this by playing be the rules.”
Janna swallowed hard at the sight and looked around warily. She leaned forward. “This shop. It’s…”
“This way!”
Slender fingers grasped her wrist and pulled her forward. Janna stumbled, towed behind the bouncing security officer. She found her eyes straying to her Dava’s rear, globes starkly defined against the skin-tight fabric of her suit.
“We’re here!”
Janna started, recalling herself. They were on a part of the deck she had never been before. A bright neon green sign stared out from the drab grey steel of the wall, declaring Morinth’s Modifications open for business. The windows were shuttered with durasteel panels and next door was a brothel, a wall of red light masking the interior. Yet she found her eyes again and again drawn to the dark shop tucked quietly in its bay.
“He’s in here. Come on!”
“Dava!”
But the blonde had already vanished through the doors. Janna looked about again, but curiosity got the better of her, and she stepped inside the shop.
The interior was dimly lit with the same neon green as the sign outside. Shadows gathered in corners and beneath the tangle of chrome machinery and plasteel tables. Designer pods lay against a far wall, their bases slanting them slightly upwards. Tubes traced across the ceiling, tangling until she couldn’t tell where they began or ended. Holo displays buzzed and threw up column of light in which naked women slowly danced.
Dava was easy to spot. Her blonde hair fairly shone in the darkness. She was leaning forward, elbows on a desk, once more showcasing her glorious hips and ass to the world, chatting happily at a man. He was of middle years, his hair brown and falling about his face in careless curls as he leaned back in a chair. His eyes were masked by a wrap around visor of lime green light and the mouth below was turned to a look of bored disinterest. A white lab coat hung from his narrow shoulders, open at the front and revealing a dark shirt and pants drawn tight against a slender frame.
“Here she is!” Dana chirped, gesturing towards Janna. The man turned her way, the neon green band shimmering with a wash of refreshing pixels.
“Welcome,” he said with a lazy gesture to the depths of the dark laboratory. “Welcome to Morinth’s Modifications. I’m Morinth.”
Janna peered about the shop thoughtfully. “Yeah.” Picking up a canister from a table she turned it over thoughtfully. “So…what is it you do here?”
He cocked his head curiously towards Dava, who giggled and shrugged. He sighed deeply, rising and moving from behind the desk. He spread out towards the lurid darkness of the shop. “I’m a geneticist. What I do is take what a person is and turn them into what they want to be.”
Janna peered at Dava, then the holo displays. “Gene splicing. Yeah. Isn’t that illegal?”
“How observant of you,” he said dryly. “But, that is why I do so love the Outer Sectors. Laws are much more bendable. They allow freer reign to do what I must to advance the cause of science.”
Dava meaningfully hefted her breasts with a wink.
Janna swallowed thickly. “Yeah. Right…”
“And naturally,” Morinth said, sitting on the edge of the desk, arms outspread on the gleaming steel. “They allow me to fund my research by using my skills to give people what they want. Genes.” He made an airy gesture as if brushing aside something insubstantial and unimportant. “Things that define us when we are born. Is it fair? If we are able, shouldn’t we be able to change what we are? Become what we were meant to be?”
Janna watched as Dava sat next to him, perching on the corner of the table, head tilted and long lashes fluttering. Almost carelessly, Morinth reached around her, running a hand along her hip. The security officer’s bright red lips rose in a flirtatious smile. She struck a pose, moving like the woman projected from the holo vids.
“To have the curves,” Morinth said, running his hand up Dava’s hip to her slim waist. “The hips. The ass.” His hand slapped Dava’s firm bum with an echoing smack, the security officer jumping with a laugh, then gasping as his hands found her palm filling tits. “The breasts. Why should nature decide what we deserve when we can do so much better? Dava is an excellent example of such efforts.”
“Mmmm,” Dava moaned, head thrown back, pushing her pillowy breasts into Morinth’s hands. He casually groped her through the thin fabric of her zipsuit.
Janna squirmed, suddenly and acutely aware of her own slender frame. “It’s just…You know. A little worrisome to let someone have that kind of influence on your body...”
“Oh, there’s nothing to worry about,” Dava giggled. “I’m fine, and Professor Morinth has been all over my body.”
“Quite.” The man released her suddenly and moved away, ignoring Dava’s pout. He had an odd grace to his movements. Something almost serpentine. Gliding across the floor, Morinth slapped a button on the wall. A door hissed open, and a machine slid out.
It looked like a chair, but not like one Janna had ever seen. Gleaming chrome arm rests and legs sporting comfortable looking bands. It had no seat, but rather a strange webbing like a fishing net suspended below. It was all built atop a metal platform and supported by a number of piston reinforced limbs. As she watched, Morinth tapped a screen and the whole thing retracted with a whirr to something like a normal sitting position. A number of mechanical arms were poised over it, frozen like silver cobras waiting to strike.
“It’s all perfectly safe,” Morinth said with a bored gesture. “So…pedestrian. I simplify the process with stages, as many are not comfortable with a more in-depth alteration. The first will merely change your body a bit. Make it shapelier, as you may have wanted. The second ramps up your libido, and increases sensitivity. A slap on the ass will practically make you cum on the spot. I could go into specifics,” he said with a tilt of his head. “But I doubt you would care.”
Dava shivered from some carnal memory. “It’s so good Janna,” she purred, wrapping her arms about herself and writhing atop the desk.
Janna hesitated. She glanced between the man with the neon green visor hiding his eyes and the chair in the middle of the room. Then back to Dava, who had come down from her delighted behaviour and was giving her an encouraging look. Dava was a security officer, after all. Sure, all of them on Station 9 were hopelessly corrupt. But she was her friend, and would she really encourage her to take such a procedure if it wasn’t safe?
But Janna would lie to herself if she didn’t admit the very real temptation which seemed to pull her towards that chair. To trust herself to the masked man’s ministrations. She had never been ashamed of her body. But she had always known acutely that she was merely pretty. She had a narrow frame, more like a small bird’s thanks to the years in zero g’s. Her hair was messy and she never turned the eyes of men without some very real effort on her part.
She again looked to Dava. Shapely and curvy Dava with her flush spankable ass and heavy breasts. The sort of figure which would be splashed on the interior of a locker and thrown up on screens advertising something requiring her to be naked. The sort of woman that made others wish they could be her.
Janna swallowed, and then gave a very shaky nod. “I guess I could try…”
Dava clapped her hands delightedly and Morinth shrugged carelessly. “Good. Now, if you would please climb into the saddle…”
“Saddle?” Janna squeaked.
“Oh, that’s just what he calls it,” Dava said carelessly, already propelling Janna towards the gleaming seat of surgical steel and rubbery cord. “He has the funniest names for things!”
Morinth said nothing as he moved to a series of panels growing out of a column of fibreoptic cables.
“You sure it’s safe?” Janna said uneasily as Dava lowered her onto the chair.
“’Course,” Dava chirped. The shackles make a sharp snapping sound as she closed them about Janna’s unresisting wrists. “It’ll be fine. Morinth is an expert you know! He even has a degree. You’re not the first he’s put on this.”
Janna nodded uncertainly. Moments later she was secured in the chair. She shifted, the straps about her wrists and ankles padded and comfortable. But she couldn’t help but feel how her chair had no seat, the curious webbing of steel stretching with her weight until it cradled her like a hammock. Her hips were pushed apart, and she felt particularly vulnerable with her clothed mons on full display and her arms and legs bound helplessly to the chair.
“She’s ready Morinth!” Dava called over her shoulder.
Morinth glanced around, the neon green of his visor running with numbers and data. He nodded with a vague satisfaction. “Hmm. It will do. Are you comfortable?”
Janna shifted in the restraints uneasily. “I guess so. And you’re sure this is harmless?”
“Yes yes. Now relax. It will go far easier if you do.”
“But- “
“Your questions really are tiresome,” he said, and pressed a screen.
A whirring rose from the apparatus above the chair. Janna jerked back her head in time to see several mechanical arms detach from the main body and descend. Rounded tips drew back their rubbery black sheathes and unveiled long tipped needles. Janna’s eyebrows flew open at the sight of the churning green vials held beneath. Like some horrible mechanical insect, the arms closed upon her.
“W-wait! Maybe I-ahhh!” She cried out as the needles pierced her modest breasts. There was a hydraulic hiss, and she felt a sudden warmth suffuse her.
“O-oh stars,” Janna groaned as a tingling numbness spread across her chest.
“The numbness is common side effect,” Morinth said as his fingers danced across the monitors. Their glow threw a dark light against him. “As is the arousal.”
Janna shuddered. “W-wait. The what- “
Lust hit her like a freight train. She jolted, and were it not for the restraints she probably would have thrown herself across the room. “Oh God!” Janna moaned. The crotch of her pants grew suddenly dark with her juices. Pleasure shot down her nerves like bolts. The soft cushion of the restraints tingled across her skin. She felt acutely the digging pressure of her weight on the netting which bound her toned ass. She groaned, quivering helplessly in her chair. “Oh. Oh fuck. Oh God…”
Morinth raised his head, lips twisted with mild exasperation at the mess of quivering lust Janna has become. “Dava. Could you do something about that?”
Dava clapped her hands with delight. “Oh, I would love to!”
Janna’s vision swam as her head throbbed with the wild animal need. Her hips twitched as she saw Dava approach, pulling down the zipper of her security uniform. The zipper’s hiss seemed drawn out, its journey down her creamy flesh teasingly slow to stop just above her groin.
Her breasts, long restrained, burst free. Creamy flesh with flushed areola. Nipples hard as bullets and quivering to be touched and tasted.
“Oh finally. This suit is sooo restricting,” Dava giggled, mashing her tits lustily.
Janna’s tongue clove to the roof of her mouth. Her brain was on overdrive. Animal need pulsed through her heated cunt as she stared at the feminine perfection that was Dava.
“How about we get rid of those pants, shall we?” Dava said.
“Nnn. Y-yes,” Janna managed to gasp.
Dava tut-tutted. “You didn’t say please.”
Janna only managed a pained groan of desperate arousal in reply.
Sighing, Dava rolled her eyes in exaggerated exasperation. “Oh well. I suppose I’ll forgive you this once.” Going to her knees, Dava grabbed the groin of Janna’s pants and easily parted the front, peeling it from the spacer’s clutching cunt. Dava whistled faintly. “Mmm. Looks like you really need this.”
Janna managed a keening moan of confirmation.
With a flirtatious giggle Dava braced herself on Janna’s twitching thighs and leaned in. She breathed the other woman’s florid scent, her eyes lidding with satisfaction. Then she buried her face in the spacer’s cunt.
Janna threw back her with a cry as Dava’s skilled tongue plunged into her gash. “Oh. Ooooh!”
Dava hummed as she eagerly licked and tasted her companion’s sex, her tongue teasing Janna’s buzzing clit from its hood before delicately kissing it, then sucking on the twitching bead of pleasure.
Janna thrashed in her bindings. Her breasts and ass burned with sweet pleasure. Her cunt clenched, orgasm ripping a scream from her as she came on Dava’s tongue and face.
Dava pulled back, licking some of the juices which coated her. She gasped in delight. “Look Janna! It’s starting.”
Janna didn’t need to ask what. Her breasts ached wonderfully, and before her eyes began to grow. They strained her normally comfortable flight suit, stretching the shining fabric of her shirt and jacket until it was almost painful. The feeling was mirrored in her ass as it swelled, globes filling the webbing of the seat and the fabric of her pants.
“Oh f-fuck,” Janna moaned.
Then, the whirr of the machines began to die. Pistons hissed as the arms withdrew the needles from her breasts.
Janna sagged in the seat, gasping and groaning, twitching with pleasured aftershocks of the process. Stunned by the suddenness of it, she felt oddly uncompleted. She whimpered softly.
Morinth flicked a screen and glanced back. “Hm. Seems it was a success. Dava? Would you unstrap her please?”
“Sure!” Dava expertly removed the cuffs about Janna’s wrists and ankles. Janna tried to rise, but her rubbery legs didn’t support her for longer than a second.
“Easy does it. Upsy daisy,” Dava said. With the help of the buxom security officer Janna managed to get to her feet. She staggered, her center of gravity sharply altered by the new weight on her chest and rear. She fell against Dava, cushioned by the others breasts. Janna shuddered as she inhaled Dava’s scent. Something thick and musky. Her breasts resumed their dull aching, as did her cunt.
“Oh Janna! You look perfect. Here!”
Plopping her onto the edge of Morinth’s desk, Dava stepped back and punched several commands into a nearby console. There was a hum from somewhere, and out of the air a screen of green light appeared. Janna blinked, then gasped in amazement at what she saw.
She saw herself, but more. Her breasts and ass curved from her body, stretching her flight suit to the limits. Her hips were rounder and shapelier, swelling into a plush, squeezable ass, globes sharply defined against the fabric.
“Oh Janna, you look amazing!” Dava giggled.
“Y-yeah,” Janna said, awestruck. She touched her breasts and sucked in a sharp breath at the sensitivity of her skin. She licked her lips, breathing in a shuddering sigh.
“It’s a beginning,” Morinth said without interest, once more engrossed in his consoles. “Only the initial stages.” He shook his head. “Such a simple job.”
“F-first?” Janna said in wonder.
Morinth nodded, numbers flashing across the green strip of light before his eyes. “As you requested. Dava herself has had a second level process.”
“And loving every minute of it,” Dava giggled, running her hands up her hips and narrow waist before cupping her immense breasts with a moan. Her thumbs found her nipples, rubbing eager circles against them. “Mmm. But it does feel so good Janna.”
Janna swallowed thickly, a pang of arousal stabbing into her core at the sight. “Y-yeah.” She turned again, admiring herself in the mirror of light.
“Stars Janna that suit can’t be comfortable like that. Here.”
“Ah!” Janna hadn’t time to respond before Dava had reached across and opened the front of her shirt into a sharply dipping V which showed the unsubtle valley of her new breasts.
“There!” Dava chirped. “Feels better doesn’t it?”
Janna blushed but had to nod. “It does.”
Laughing, Dava released her and took Janna’s hand in her own. She tugged the other woman towards the door. “Come on Janna! Let’s go celebrate! You deserve it, and I know just the best bar on level seven. You’ll just scream!”
“Dava,” Morinth interrupted. “Your suit.”
“Hm?” Dava looked down at her creamy breasts and laughed. “Whoops! Silly me. Mmm. But it would be fun to run through the halls showing the world my tits wouldn’t it Janna?” Giggling again, Dava winked at Janna and zipped up her suit. “Let’s go!”
Janna, still stunned by the sudden changes, didn’t resist as Dava pulled her out of the lab. As the door slid open before them she looked back. The last glimpse she had of the strange scientist was his green visor turned back towards the pillar of monitors, mirroring the numbers raining down them with its ill green light.
Then the plasteel door slid shut with a clank.




The Bar

Janna careened through consciousness. She felt aware of her whole body. Her every curve. The world outside moved in flickers of neon lights and flashes of shadows. But her attention was fixed inward. Fascinated by the heat which throbbed from her loins and chest.
She marvelled at it. This empty feeling. This heat which fueled her. She staggered after Dava, led meekly through the station. Her gait began to adjust to the sudden weight in her rear and front. She found her new breasts counterbalanced her ass nicely. She found herself walking with a rolling gait, throwing her hips out with each step.
She caught a glimpse of a sign. Red letters spelling out The Meteor. Then they were wrapped in darkness. She blinked against strobing lights. Heavy music thumped through the air. She felt herself vibrate in some strange sympathy to the pulsating beat.
Her companion chose a booth, sliding into the smooth imitation leather seats and gesturing for Janna to join her.
As Janna crossed the floor, she felt more than a few stares on her back. Sizing her up in the flashes of light provided by the distant lamps. She grew warm under the lustful gazes. A euphoric feeling like being a little drunk.
Dava grinned, elbows on the table and hands propping up her chin. “They like you,” she sang.
“Yeah. I guess so.” Janna shifted, feeling her flight suit creak against her body.
Their drinks arrived, the busty server smiling professionally at the security officer and spacer before vanishing back into the crowd. Dava pressed a fingertip to the stirrer in hers and swirled it around idly. “I know it must feel very strange. All the new curves and weight where there didn’t used to be. But you get used to it soon enough.”
Janna rolled her shoulders, feeling the weight of her breasts drag down her front. “Yeah I think I’m already starting to.” She glanced at Dava’s own immense breasts. “I bet it took a while to get used to yours.”
Janna laughed. “Not so long as you think,” she said, blue eyes glowing in the flickering lamps of the club. “There’s a little trick to it.”
Intrigued, Janna leaned forward onto the table. “What-ah!”
She tensed, feeling an unsubtle pressure against her pussy. Dava grinned, leaning back as she pressed her toe against Janna’s groove. “Sex, Janna. A quick romp does wonders to get a feel for all those new curves.”
“Th-that so?” Janna shifted, biting her lip as Dava put a little more pressure, sliding her toe up and down her gash. God, was she already getting wet again? Janna blushed fiercely.
“Nothing like a proper work out, after all. And we are here to celebrate.” Dava said. “And why else would you want to look like this?”
Her heart beat faster. Janna realized she did want it. Why else would she want to look this way if not to turn some heads? To have her pick of men and have them want her?
“I do,” Janna breathed.
“Excuse me.”
Both turned. A man stood beside their table. He wore an engineer’s overalls and carried himself with a confident air. He had the broad and muscular frame needed to handle the immense machinery used to repair and maintain the ships which docked at the station. Fair haired and not unattractive, he smiled down at them. “My name’s Tallis Cain. Just thought you both might like some company.”
Dava smiled back, leaning forward onto the table. “Well hello,” she purred. “I think we just might. Do we, Janna?”
Janna sucked in a breath as Dava’s toe pressed harder against her cunt. She grabbed the lip of the table to try and steady herself. “Y-yes. I th-think so.”
Grinning, Tallis sat next to Janna. She felt the heat of his body wash off him along with his scent. The smell of oil and ozone and sweat. She inhaled, a thrill racing through her at the undeniable masculine musk.
“Might I buy you girls a drink?” he said.
“Actually, I was thinking maybe we could go somewhere more private,” Dava said sweetly.
Janna glanced with surprise at Dava, but another look at Tallis had her warm further to the thought. She wanted him. She felt forward. Sexy. Like she could do anything. Have anyone. She slipped against him, pressing herself against his side. Her hand found his leg and ran along his rough overalls until she found the subtle bulge of his length. “I think I’d like that,” she breathed.
Tallis stiffened, sucking in a quick breath. He glanced between them, then grunted deeply. “There’s pods in the back,” he said, his voice a low, lustful growl.
“I know,” Dava giggled. She twirled a passkey around her finger. Her eyes were lidded and hot with lust. “Let’s go.”
Janna found herself sliding from the booth along with the pair and moving towards the back. They sandwiched Tallis between them, something he clearly didn’t mind. A door led into a dark hallway, the strobing lights from the main floor illuminating it in flashes. Dava moved with certainty through the darkness, guiding her two charges to a particular door. She swiped the card against the panel and the door slid open with a hydraulic hiss.
The interior was as plain as could be. Durasteel walls making a small room. A single sterile bed sat in the corner with a plain mattress. Dava tugged Janna down onto it and pulled her against her. Janna felt Dava’s luxurious curves, their breasts mashing together. She was shocked when she felt Dava’s lips on hers, but within a moment, she responded.
She felt Dava move against her. Her plush breasts beneath the security suit and her hips and ass. She did not resist as Dava grasped her shirt and pulled it open the rest of the way.
Janna gasped with relief as her breasts popped free of the fabric, nipples hard and tingling with want. “Dava,” Janna gasped, voice hitching as she felt Dava’s hands clutch the globe of her firm ass, the dull throb of new sensations swelling through her. Her new flesh, softer, shapelier, molded itself under Dava’s expert touch. She moaned, responding eagerly to her companion’s body.
In some part of her, Janna was stunned at what was happening. She had never considered herself attracted to women, yet beneath Dava’s hands, in her presence, she felt called. She felt desire ache through her. “Mmmm,” Janna moaned into Dava’s mouth, surrendering to that lovely tongue.
They broke apart quite suddenly. Janna’s lips tingled from the kiss. Dava smiled, her own blue eyes glowing. “Oh Janna. But we can’t forget our dear friend.”
Janna followed her eyes and saw Tallis standing before them. He had freed his cock from his pants and was slowly stroking himself, grinning at the sight of the pair. Janna giggled, buoyed by the headiness of her lust. “You’re right. He shouldn’t have to use his hands.”
“You’re so right!” Dava said with mock severity. “Not with these two hot, sexy women right in front of him. It’s a crime!”
Janna smiled giddily. There was something in the air. Something hot and heady. It felt like a dream as she rose with Dava. Each of them took one of Tallis’s hands and drew him to them, having him sit on the edge of the bed. He eyed them with contented expectation, barely moving as they undid his overalls and bared the hard shape of his chest.
Janna found it so easy to follow Dava down, kneeling before the muscular engineer. She gravitated towards his throbbing cock without thinking, breathing in the heavy scent of his arousal. The thick scent of his precum mingling with that strange aroma that was so compellingly Dava. Something like sex and yet so much more.
Janna leaned forward and with Dava began to lick Tallis’s cock. The man stiffened, groaning and tightening his grasp on the edge of the bed. “F-fuck,” he grunted.
“Mmm. So good,” Dava purred.
“Mmmhmmm,” Janna murmured.
“Okay Janna. It’s your turn.”
Janna cocked her head towards Dava, then looked back up at Tallis. She blushed, but rose, kicking off her pants and underwear as she straddled his lap. She bit her lip as she felt his cock grind against the crack of her bare ass. Her swollen breasts tingled as she pressed them against his chest. She felt electrified. More. She felt sexy. She gave him a sultry grin as she began to grind against him.
“Mmm,” she purred as he grabbed her ass, his fingers digging into the plush flesh. “Do you want me?”
“Yeah,” Tallis grunted.
“How do you want me?”
“I want to fuck your pretty little cunt,” he gasped.
Janna shivered with desire. “I think…I want that too.”
Knees on the bed, she lifted her hips, shoving her breasts into his face. “Ah!” she gasped as his lips latched onto a hard nipple. “Oooh. Right there. Suck my tit.” He grasped her ass. She cried out as he crushed the sensitive globes in his calloused fingers. She felt the head of his cock prod her folds and she descended on it.
“Oooooh,” Janna moaned as inch after inch entered her. Her cushiony ass came to rest against his legs, burying him entirely in her hot channel. Her lashes fluttered. It didn’t seem strange she could take this man’s girthy cock. Everything felt right. Everything felt perfect. She smiled with ditzy delight as Tallis pulled her against him. His hips began to move. He released her breast with a groan.
“Fuck,” he said. “You’re tight as a virgin!”
“Y-yeah,” Janna gasped, her breath steaming through the dark. Pleasure spread through her, humming through her veins like a charge. Her new breasts heaved, her nipples throbbing. Tallis immediately began to kiss her, pulling her against him. He leaned back against the wall, drawing Janna with him. His hands roamed eagerly over her body. Feeling her new curves with every inclination of appreciation.
“Oh fuck,” Janna gasped.
“Fuck. Your ass is amazing!” Tallis breathed. “Hah!” he gasped as Dava kneeled between his legs and began to kiss and lick his churning balls.
She silenced him with another kiss. Grinding against him as he eagerly bounced her atop his cock. Her nipples dragged against his chest. She felt the thudding of her pulse as she grew closer to orgasm. She moaned, throwing back her head with a cry as she came.
A strange euphoria thundered through her. She moaned, gasping. Rutting. Fucking. They switched positions. She on the edge of the bed while he fucked her again. Dava was among them. Writhing with them. Their lips locked. Their tongues writhed. Her ass ached until Tallis filled her with his cock. She sucked him off. She buried her face in Dava’s cunt and licked her until she came. On and again, spiralling into a dull haze of pleasure. She sank into oblivion, cushioned by pink clouds of lust.




The Second Visit

A faint beeping sound roused Janna from her sleep. She raised her head, blinking blearily at the red light above the door.
“Good morning valued customer. It is morning and the cleaning crews will be requiring access to this room. Please rouse yourself and depart with your attire.”
Janna sighed and sat up, looking around. Tallis and Dava were gone, the only evidence they had been there the dull soreness which permeated her body and a lingering scent of sex and something like cherries. Janna blushed at the memory, hazy though it was. She giggled softly, gathering up her shirt and pants and quickly dressing. She found it surprisingly difficult to squeeze her new frame into the tight-fitting clothes.
As she hopped about the room trying to tug her pants over her now rather buxom hips, she tried to assess something she’d notice since waking. It didn’t take her long to recognize it. The strange sensitivity from the night before was lacking. True, her new breasts and ass were still there, but they lacked the feeling of tightness. The warmth of lust and subtle heat which called it to be fondled and stroked.
“Good,” she muttered, yanking her pants on. “That’s what I wanted.”
“Valued customer,” the beeping light insisted. “We will be requiring the room in- “
“Oh shut up,” Janna said testily. Abandoning trying to close her jacket over her straining shirt, she slapped the panel beside the door causing it top open. She peeked into the narrow hall and, finding it empty, slipped through. The bar seemed to always be open, the bartender not even paying a cursory glance her way as Janna crept out the door and onto the main plaza.
Schedules of day and night meant little to spacers. Officially they went by the Terran clock, but in the depths, it was the routine of work on the ship which kept them to time. As such, the deck was still crowded with different people going about their business, as busy as it was in the morning she arrived.
Was it only the morning? Janna put a hand to her head in amazement as she wandered through the plaza, the neon glow of signs playing across her face. It felt like a lifetime ago she had walked down the gangplank of her ship and met Dava. Then the descent into the darkness of the lower levels of the station. The blinking lights of Morinth’s Modifications and the humming green darkness of the man who lived within.
As she recalled the needles and the chair Janna shuddered. She felt that familiar ache deep within her cunt. She caught herself looking about the plaza, eyes lingering on the whores. A man caught her eye. He stood without shirt or pants, baring the hard musculature of his frame. He winked, thrusting a groin wrapped in a shimmering yellow band of light her way. She blushed, but knew she didn’t need to pay for that. Not anymore.
Pay! She groaned. She forgot all about that. No doubt Morinth would charge an arm and a leg for what he had done for her. Still, Janna thought, pausing before a shop window for an antique shop and examining herself appreciatively in the dark glass, backlit by a neon sign. It was well worth it.
But what if she went beyond?
She paused, staring at herself in the window. Yes. What if she did go further yet? She had only had the first treatment. The first of three. What would she look like with the second?
She stared at her reflection. Picturing it. Wide, brood mother hips. Breasts without a hint of sag and as big as basketballs. Puffier lips and longer hair. She recalled Dava. Lovely Dava, as comfortable in her sexuality as she was her sin tight suit. Stared at by every man and many women wherever she went.
A dull aching pulsed from deep in Janna’s cunt as she ran her hands up her body. Her knees shook with a sudden memory of the aching pleasure. A need to be filled. She put a hand on her chest, her breathing heavy. She shook her head, turning from the window and walking down the deck purposefully. But the image remained in her head. Compelling. Aching.
She took the elevator down to deck 6. Strips of light flashed before her eyes as she descended deeper into the station. She passed through the mingling crowds and into the darker realms of the alleys. The tangles of old mineshafts plated with shining durasteel. Retracing her steps as best she could from the strange night before.
Then, she was there.
The glowing sign of Morinth’s Modifications lit the dark with venomous green. Music thumped from the brothel next door. A low, throaty growl of sound filtered through the buzzing red field. Janna licked her lips, then pushed on the access panel and entered the lab.
It was almost strange to walk in and find things exactly as she had left them the night before. She glanced about the semi darkness and its lime green lights of screens and monitors. The gleam of chrome and durasteel.
Morinth was at the desk, his chair cocked back. Screen of holographic green light floated around him, shifting with the movements of his fingers. He didn’t notice Janna standing there until the smuggler, growing impatient, coughed.
He paused and cocked his head about a panel. “Ah,” he said. “It’s you.” He swept his hand through the air, and the screens disintegrated into flickering pixels before vanishing into the air. He leaned an arm on the table and tilted his head towards her, the band around his eyes humming. “And were you satisfied?”
Janna blushed at his choice of words. A throb pulsed from her core at the bored lilt of his voice. “V-very. It was exactly what I had hoped for.”
“Hm. I suppose so.” He leaned back again, tilting back his chair. “Then have you come here for the second stage treatment?”
Janna flushed. “Wh-what! No! I…I’m perfectly fine. I came to settle my account.”
“Hm.” He stabbed a button on the desk, a screen of light swelling into existence above the table. “Let’s see now. Ah. Here we are. A basic treatment. If you would swipe your credit chit…”
He flicked the corner of the screen and it spun about. Janna winced. There were a lot of zeroes there. Nonetheless, she swiped her credit chit and watched the payment complete. As the numbers spiralled down, she glanced back at Morinth. “And…what would a second level treatment cost? Out of curiosity?”
He cocked his head towards her. A lighter shade of green passed over his visor as it refreshed itself. “…Hm.” He again tapped the screen. The numbers before Janna faded. Resolved.
She choked. “That much!”
“Indeed,” he said.
“How can anyone afford that?”
“We have…alternate means of payment.”
Janna paled. She’d heard tales of splicers. The cold slabs of examining tables. Saws and jars and pieces cut away in the name of science. “M…my body?”
“You could say that.” He waved towards the far wall. “I own a controlling interest in the brothel next door. One may work off their debt there.”
Janna exhaled in relief, surprising herself. She supposed that, considering the reputation of splicers and those unfortunates who fell into their grasp, merely pimping was the least worrisome. “And you get a lot of business?”
Morinth smiled without any humour. “My work is top notch. Nowhere will you be able to find a woman to match one of my creations. A hundred times they might invite a man between their legs, and never be looser than before. They bodies will never sag or wrinkle. Their skin is flawless. Their breasts filled with bounce and ass as soft and inviting as anything else.
“But they are distinct,” he added, warming to the subject. “Each is still the woman they once were. But more. They are what they wanted to be. A pinnacle of feminine sexuality. No mere surgery. A rewriting of what they were!”
He stood, sweeping back his lab coat with a gesture. “Yes! What doctor could match my work? What surgeon with his scalpels and stitching? Mine is real! A true transformation! An altering of the very genetic material so they become what they most desire! And they would deny me that? Deny others? How dare they!”
Janna listened to Morinth speak in a stunned silence. Her nipples pushed against her shirt. Her breasts felt tender. The sensation recalled her. “I have noticed something…different…”
Morinth turned back to her. The screen before his eyes hummed with the intensity of his emotion. His hand moved quickly to a screen, summoning it up and poising his fingers over a glowing keypad. “Oh? What?”
“W-well, after the um…procedure I couldn’t help but notice a certain ah…sensitivity. And after last night it seems to have gone away.”
“Oh,” he said, sagging back into his chair. He gestured vaguely, banishing the screen. “Yes, that’s expected. As per your request I merely reformatted the shape of your body rather than anything deeper. You’ve taken on a mutagen substance, one which, if stimulated further, would result in greater changes. However, I stopped it short of altering anything other than a simple expansion of your tertiary sexual characteristics. What you felt was a second stage procedure until it faded away.”
Janna felt her pulse quicken. “You mean, the way I felt then. When I was in the bedroom. That’s how I would feel all of the time?”
“Quite,” Morinth said. “As Dava does. She received a full second stage treatment. Increased sensitivity and even a mild pheromone treatment. She exudes it perfectly. She has a few other modifications I have performed at her request, but yes. The second stage would result in something similar to her.”
Janna shuddered. A sudden vision of Dava rose in her mind. Dava, exuding sexuality. A flick of her hair drawing the eye of every man. Her confident swagger. Her bouncing curves and perfect body. And Janna recalled, with a sudden vivid recollection, the sensations she’d experienced the night before. The aching, electric desire as Tallis’s cock rammed inside of her and Dava’s tongue tasted her cunt.
To be like that…She reeled at the thought. At such a change. But…Dava was alright, wasn’t she? She could still do her job. And really, Janna thought, warming to the idea, she was sure it made Dava’s job easier. After all, if she looked like that, who could resist her for long? Who would want to? Men would practically fall over themselves to be arrested by her.
Janna licked her lips and nodded. “I…think I would like that.”
Morinth cocked his brow. “You have enough credits?”
Janna winced. “Not just now. But as soon as I sell my cargo…”
The door to the lab opened with a hiss and Dava sauntered in. “Morinth! I just saw the most charming little restaurant on deck eight and I – Janna! Look at you! What are you doing here so early?”
“Your friend wants a second level treatment,” Morinth said.
Dava squealed and grabbed Janna in a crushing embrace. “Oh Janna! I’m so happy for you! You won’t regret this I promise! Oh you’re going to absolutely love being such a sexpot!”
Janna choked as Dava’s hands wandered lower, brushing her hips and breasts and leaving the skin tingling. Janna stifled a moan and nodded weakly. “Y-yeah. Sure.”
“So you’re going to sign on for some time at the brothel?” Dava asked eagerly.
“Wh-what! No! No, Dava. I’m going to sell my cargo and then do it.”
“But imagine how much more you could get if you looked like me!” Dava said. “You could get the best deal if he was too busy looking at your tits than at what he’s paying!”
“I…I had thought of that…”
“Oh do it Janna. Just do it!”
Morinth rose sinuously to his feet and moved towards the back of the room. He pressed a familiar button and the wall slid back, the chair easing into the main floor of the lab. At the sight of the thing Janna felt another stab of longing.
“You’ll want to undress first,” Morinth said.
Janna gave him a startled look. “What?”
“Oh sweetie, this is going to be a pretty big change. And look.” Suddenly the buxom security officer was behind her, grabbing Janna’s breasts and hefting them. “Your shirt can barely hold together with your current look. Imagine an extra two cup sizes!”
Janna swallowed a moan as Dava’s fingers expertly dug into her flesh, thumbs rubbing her nipples. “R-right. I’ll just…”
“Here. Let me help.”
Janna couldn’t protest as Dava’s skilled fingers slid down her flanks and to her belt. She undid it with almost unholy speed, shucking off Janna’s pants and underwear in a single deft motion. Janna squeaked in surprise, hastily covering her pussy with a hand and shooting Morinth a shocked look.
But to her surprise the scientist was once more fiddling with his screens, moving the holographic projections about himself. The greens of the screens illuminated him, his white lab coat fairly glowing beneath them. The wrap around visor of light flickered and shone as he worked.
Embarrassment vanished before irritation. That he would be so dismissive of her being stripped naked before him. True, he did work with Dava on a daily basis. But that, if anything, only made Janna more annoyed. She grabbed her shirt and pulled it free, the taut fabric catching at her palm filling breasts before she managed to tug it over her head.
“Oh, you’re going to look amazing,” Dava purred.
“Yeah,” Janna breathed as Dava slid a hand across her tone ass, tracing the curve of a gentle hip before brushing across her front.
“You feel tense. Would it help if I got naked too?”
“Um…” Janna trailed off as Dava stepped back and grabbed the zipper at the front of her suit. She eased it down, leaning her head back with a fluttering sigh as she revealed inch after inch of her flawless stomach. Again, her breasts spilled out of the gap. Pillowy mounds capped with dark nipples. She shed the suit as easily as a snake would its skin, stepping out into the warm air of the lab in all her naked glory.
Janna could only stare, admiring her. Recalling her envy of such a body. An envy soon to be sated.
“Want to touch?” Dava breathed, squeezing her immense breasts together.
“K-kinda,” Janna murmured.
Smiling, Dava took one of Janna’s hands and planted it on her immense breast. Janna gasped as her fingers pressed into the pliable flesh, yet firm and bouncy. Memories flashed through her of the dark room behind the club.
“Mmmm,” Dava groaned as Janna toyed with the soft flesh. “It feels so good Janna.”
“We do have work to do,” Morinth observed.
Janna jumped a little at the reminder of the man’s presence. Giggling, Dava gave her friend a wink and guided the smuggler to the refitted chair. Janna approached the machine with far less trepidation than she had before. She climbed into it, once more assisted by Dava. She grasped the arms and locked her legs into position. The web pressed against her naked bum, stretching against her in support.
It felt strange for certain. There was a soft hiss as the wrist and ankle straps tightened about her, locking her securely into the vulnerable position. She shivered, the cool steel against her skin raising sensitive goosebumps all down her back and making her mons tingle.
“Don’t worry,” Dava giggled. “You’ve done something just like it before. But there’s going to be a few…differences.”
“Right.”
“Like this visor.”
“Like what!”
“Oh don’t worry!” Dava said as she clipped the two monitors over Janna’s ears. “They’re just so we can get into your head nice and properly. Gotta make sure your brain’s…um…”
“If we do not adjust your mental facilities properly,” Morinth said from the control panel. “The overload of tensile stimulus will cause your brain to overload and burn out. There has to be an adjustment of your synapses in order for the process to work properly, and make sure you’re not a lobotomized pile of twitching flesh.”
“Yeah! That,” Dava chirped.
“I…I guess,” Janna said with renewed uncertainty.
“Don’t worry Janna,” Dava said brightly. “It all works out in the end. Like it did for me! On that note…”
Panels opened in the machine above them and a pair of snaking cables descended. On the end of each was a plastic cup which Dava immediately placed over Janna’s breasts. “Oooh,” Janna gasped as the cups sealed themselves to her, capping her nipples. “Wh-what are those?”
“Well you already have the treatment in you,” Dava chirped. “These are just going to stimulate it to get your breasts nice and big.”
“Any more surprises?” Janna said weakly.
Dava smiled mischievously and tapped one of the ear pieces. There was a faint buzz as a strip of holographic display curved before Janna’s eyes and connected, filling her vision with a field of lime green.
“We will now begin the procedure,” Morinth said.
Janna tensed at the faint whirring around her. She realized that thanks to the screen, she was completely blinded to what was happening in the room. That thanks to the shackles she was utterly immobile. Her helplessness made her heart beat faster. But she found oddly that it excited more than horrified her. The cups on her breasts began to hum, and a wave of tingling numbness spread across her heaving chest.
Then, she felt something prod her cunt.
She jolted. “Wh-what’s thoooooh!” Janna moaned as the hard rubber shape of an artificial cock slipped past her pussy lips and entered her.
“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Dava giggled. “But there’s one more!”
Janna tried to formulate a response but then a second prodded her back door. She moaned harder, the reasons for the mesh seat becoming apparent as the second dildo pushes between her firm ass cheeks. It was slightly wet with a cold lubricant, easing itself past the tight ring of her muscles and into her ass.
“We begin,” Morinth said.
With a jolt, the false cocks began to piston in and out of her, humming in the same way the pads on her breasts were. She moaned, gasping as the sudden rough fucking shook through her body. The pervading numbness in her ass and teats began to fade, and in its wake, a warm heat grew. She gasped as her breasts pressed against the vibrating pads.
Shapes began to flicker through the band. Words and images flashing rapidly before her. Skimming the surface of her mind. It became hard to think. Pointless to think. Encouraged her to merely embrace the sensations throbbing through her. The tender rutting in her cunt and ass. The wonderful heat in her tits. Her skin felt tight. Her blood raced.
She felt the change begin. The weight growing from her chest as her breasts swelled yet more in size. She moaned as her ass grew against the webbing, squeezing the cock which continued to vibrate into the tight star of her ass. The lube soon began to heat with the friction of the pistoning cock. She trembled in the confines of the chair. Blind. Bound. Fucked by the machine as her body changed.
She bucked as a pair of hands suddenly cupped her swollen tits. “Oh Janna. You’re getting sooo big!”
“O-oh s-stars!” Janna gasped as she felt Dava squeeze the swollen flesh, shocks of pleasure racing from them and into her core. The pads suddenly tightened on her tender nipples, pinched them to send glorious jolts of pleasure shooting to her toes. “Nnnn!”
“Oh God Janna you’re looking so fucking hot,” Dava breathed. “Look at you. All strapped down by this machine. Being fucked and made to look so sexy.”
“M-mmm,” Dava gasped. The pink fog of her thoughts swirled. Lights flashed before her eyes. She was sinking. She was buzzing. Her whole body a thing of pleasure. “Ah. Ah. Ahhhh!” Janna strained her cuffs as her orgasm thundered through her. She rode it, the cocks never halting their railing of her holes. She bucked as she plateaued and was pushed even higher as her libido soared to new heights. She heard the hiss of a zipper and felt someone move before her. A scent filled her nose. Something spicy and musky and tinged with cherries. A warmth washed across her face.
“Lick me,” Dava moaned.
Janna couldn’t think. Her brain was swallowed by the flickering lights. Every stroke of the faux cock in her cunt scattered her thoughts. The hum of the band before her eyes was compelling. She leaned forward, her tongue tasting the warm wetness of Dava’s cunt.
“Oh!” Dava moaned. Her hands grabbed Janna’s hair, pulling her forward. “F-fuck! Yes! Deeper Janna. Oh yes!”
“Mmm. Mmmn,” Janna moaned, delving deeper into Dava’s cunt. The taste was something exquisite. Her whole being was focused in this one place where she could still move. The warm pit of Dava’s pussy swallowed her eager tongue. There was a soft buzz as Dava’s mound pushed through the blinding holographic screen and pressed against her face.
“Yes!” Dava moaned. “Yes! Fuck! C-cumming!”
Dava screamed as she came across Janna’s face. Frantically the smuggler licked the juices which spilled onto her. Her thoughts spun. Dava’s quaking orgasm seemed to pulse into her. She cried out, twitching as she came again on the buzzing dildos stuffing her.
Janna moaned. Then the clamps about her wrists and ankles opened, releasing her. No sooner had she gained her freedom Janna grabbed Dava’s hips, pushing forward and burying herself more deeply in her friend’s cunt.
“Mmmmn! Oh Janna you’re good at this!”
Janna raised her head, Dava’s juices soaking her face. The visor continued to hum before her eyes. “Y-yeah. Thanks.”
She felt a pair of hands on her visor and a subtle click of the mechanism. The field vanished as Morinth took away the head piece, leaving her looking up past Dava’s parted thighs and heaving breasts. Giggling, Dava climbed off of her and pressed the release for the restraints.
Her body singing with the changes, Janna threw herself onto the buxom security officer. Dava gasped, breath driven from her as they crashed to the floor. Then Janna was on her. They wrapped about one another, frantically kissing as their breasts mashed together. Her naked skin rubbed against the rubbery smoothness of Dava’s zipsuit. She could feel herself. Feel how sexy she had become. Their lips parted, steaming. “More,” Janna moaned. “Oh Dava. More.”
Dava giggled. “Mmm. Okay. There’s a brothel next door. Let’s get you someone to stuff you full of cock.”
“Yesss,” Janna breathed. “Oh stars yes!”
Laughing, Dava helped Janna to her feet. The smuggler barely registered the fact that they didn’t go through the front. Rather, Dava guided her to the side of the shop. Dava’s fingers found a button and a door cunningly hidden in the wall slid open.
Sound. Lights. The beating of a club’s music thudded into her. Janna gasped at the sudden blast of sensations moments before she was pulled through and into the darkness beyond. The humping thud of a deep bass rang through her sensitive body. She felt attuned to the beat. Her cunt moistened anew. She stumbled after Dava and into the sweltering darkness. A heat and a scent slapped her full in the face. The smell of sex and drink and musk. She blinked as her eyes adjusted, and gasped when she saw what lay within.
Women like her moved about the room. Huge breasts swelled from their chests. They were clothed in holographic lights, the only illumination in the room. Straps about the breasts and cupping their groins, hiding hot furrows and tender nipples with humming bands of light.
As she watched a man grabbed one of the wandering women and bent her over a table. The buxom slut giggled, pigtails bouncing as the spacer plunged his cock into her cunt, her holographic underwear humming his length.
Janna looked around. Everywhere these women walked and worked and were fucked. Perfect specimens, exaggerated examples of femininity. They were of every race, every colour, every shape, but all had the same swelling breasts and wide, breeding hips.
Janna looked to Dava dully. “Dava? What…”
“Isn’t it incredible?” Dava giggled, hugging Janna against her. “Look at them all. They were all so eager! But you know, it’s expensive to get these sorts of treatments. It was such a smart solution! Now! Let’s get you all tricked out with a nice fuck!”
Janna jerked forward as Dava slapped her ass. She moaned, pleasure thrumming through. Her legs shook and she only kept her feet by grabbing a nearby table. Dava laughed, her blue eyes flashing in the strobing light of the club. “Mmm. You just sit tight. I have just the one.”
Dava swept away into the darkness of the brothel.
Janna collapsed into a chair, panting hard. Her whole body burned. She pressed her forehead into her palm, closing her eyes. She felt…well, she felt amazing! Every inch of her skin tingled delightfully. Her breasts heaved, their weight a stark countermeasure to the fullness of her ass and hips. Her body seemed to vibrate with the lingering tactile pleasure of Dava’s slap.
Janna found herself leaning back into the chair. She parted her legs, moaning at the wonderful ache in her cunt. The feeling of emptiness. She found her hand sliding towards it. She gasped as her fingers slid inside of her.
“Mmmmn,” she moaned, shaking from even so light a touch. She stretched out, her toes curling in pleasure as she began to stroke her moist cunny. “Oh Stars…” In some remote part of herself she knew she should feel shame. To be openly masturbating in public, completely naked. But the thought only sent another warm rush through her. To be on display. To have every eye appreciating her curves. Wanting to be fuck her or be her. She moaned wantonly.
“See you’re already getting used to your new body.”
Janna’s smoky eyes slid open to see a grinning Dava looming before her. The security office giggled. “Well good news! I found your christening cock!”
Janna looked sideways, her heart palpating at the thought of another tall and heavily built man like Tallis. His eyes glowing with desire for her shapely form.
What she got instead was a stunted creature with hard reptilian eyes and a scaly hide. His tongue flicked from a muzzle and a pair of belts were strapped across his chest. Hunchbacked, his neck was craned forward and his scaly hide glowed with a bioluminescent paint in a wide variety of savage tattoos.
“Drax,” Janna breathed. A rare species in civilized space. They never interacted with humans in the Ring Worlds. A warlike slaver species, they had preyed on humanity during the initial expansion from the Ring Worlds and beyond until the United Navy took the fight to them. Now only their scattered pirate clans remained, roaming the systems in search of easy prey to take and sell to splicers or worse.
They had been a lurking terror for Janna whenever she took her ship out. Would this be the day they would come upon her? Would blast her engines and take her ship, selling her or worse, keeping her for themselves?
Yet as she looked at the leering reptilian, Janna felt her body grow warmer. Her heart thundered with desire for the maleness of the creature.
“He’s a very loyal customer,” Dava laughed, running her hand down the alien’s glowing chest. He made a soft clicking sound, pushing open his robe to reveal his wedge shaped reptilian cock. “Well Janna? Are you ready?”
“Yes,” Janna moaned softly.
“Why not show him?”
Janna felt a shudder of hot humiliation in her. Yet she rose. Gripping the table, she turned around and bent over it, thrusting out her quivering ass for the alien’s inspection. “P-please. Fuck me.”
Dava laughed. “Well it would be rude not to after that!”
The Drax seemed to agree. With a throaty growl, it prowled forward. She groaned and wiggled her ass invitingly. Gasped as she felt the alien’s four fingers sink into the soft globes of her swollen ass, the claws acute points of sweet pain.
The alien hissed something in its own foul tongue. Its cock found her folds and sheathed itself into her as easily as any blade. She moaned, the alien’s cold cock like a balm within her heated insides. The kind of cock she had spent so many nights dreading. Fearing. It entered her easily, formed for the insistent invasion of reticent females.
The Drax hissed, leaning over her. Its cold skin pressed against the small of her back and pliant bum. It began to thrust inside of her, ruthlessly fucking her. She moaned. Pleasure burst through her mind. Thoughts spiralled away. The lights of the women moving about the club beat into her eyes. Her lustful moans joined the chorus throughout the brothel.
“Oh fuck. Yes. Fuck me. Please!”
The Drax hissed. It came soon, burying its cock deep inside of her, its oily cum stuffing her clutching channel. But if she thought that would be the end, Janna was sorely mistaken.
She was flipped onto her front, her legs hooking over the creature’s hips. She moaned as it fucked her on the table. Her legs wrapped around him, pulling him deeper with his every thrust. Her breasts heaved. His hands abandoned her ass and clawed at them, awakening new heights of pleasure as his tongue found their hard peaks.
The world spiralled away. Pleasure consumed her. Devoured her. The alien rutted her on all fours and in the chair. She bathed his cock with her tongue and drank his seed. No act of debauchery was too low for her then. Her body craved it. She revelled in it. Through it all, her thoughts drifted on a cloud of pink arousal.
She wanted it.
She needed it.
The haze swallowed her. Her last conscious memory was as the Drax leaned over her, his cock probing at the pink star of her asshole. She giggled then, fluttering her long lashes as she pulled her wide hips open and grabbed her knees so he might have unrestricted access. The Drax, his luminous painting spinning through the darkness like living bands of neon, hissed in amusement. Thrust inside of her.
And darkness took her.




The End

Janna’s legs were held at ease. Her ass cradled in something soft. She sighed, her body aching and malleable. She felt whole. Complete for the moment.
Her lashes fluttered, eased open.
She was in the chair again. Morinth’s green lights glowed through the darkness. The scientist himself stood before her, hands clasped behind his back. The neon band of light before his eyes hummed softly in the darkness.
This did not seem strange to her. It seemed right. She idly touched her ears and felt the projectors hooked on them again. “…How…How long have you been standing there?” she asked.
He shrugged.
Janna wriggled a little, noting idly she wasn’t strapped down. She felt almost disappointed. “What…what happens now?”
“You are at a cross road,” he said without apparent interest. As if reciting a script from a piece of paper. Which he might be doing she mused, eying the green band before his eyes. “For the moment, your body is sated. Your libido in check. For the moment.”
Janna nodded sluggishly. It was true. She felt the cum of the Drax on her thighs and pert bum. She blushed prettily. But even then, sitting in the chair, she felt the dull ache begin. The growing need in her greedy loins for another cock.
“We can stop here,” Morinth said. “I can even instill some safeguards into your mind. Allow you greater control of your lust as I have for Dava. Not that she seems to notice,” he added with a glance at the corner.
Janna followed his look to see Dava seated at the desk, naked and flushed, a hand clutching her breast while she fucked herself with a dildo. When she saw Janna look her way she smiled and waved, the dildo slurping in and out of her cunt.
Janna shivered as the tactile tingling of lust began beneath her skin. She forced herself to look back to Morinth. “O-or?”
“Or, I complete the third stage. Turn you into a lust addled slut and employ you in the brothel. I make a tidy profit from it, and so shall you. Until you pay me back for the procedures. It might take decades, true. But I have the means to ensure you persist through it. Forever young. Forever with a body of soft, nubile flesh. Without a care but for the next cock filling you. A perfect slut until your debt is repaid. And even then, if you wish to stay, that can be arranged.” He made an idle gesture. “It would be a service for mankind really. To fund my work which humanity so desperately needs.”
“Oooh,” Dava moaned from the chair.
Janna nodded, lust burning in her veins. “I…I can live. Like that?”
“A life of unending pleasure.” He tapped a console, and a screen grew before her eyes. Holographic green, it hummed with a series of very legal words in very small letters. And at the bottom, a blank line. “Your choice,” he said.
She tried to think on it. Tried to approach it rationally. But the ache grew more. Teasing the frayed edges of her senses. She felt herself grow wet at the mere touch of the webbed seat dug into her rear. The cool chrome of the metal sent shivers off her warm skin. “Has…has anyone said no?”
“One,” he said, cocking his head back towards the woman masturbating gleefully at his desk. “Dava did. She enjoys her current state, but takes a certain pleasure in bringing others to me. It is sufficient. She serves me better where she is.”
Janna nodded. Her breath grew short. But the glorious surrender was just beyond her reach. Beckoning her to fall over that edge. To succumb to it. She raised a shaky hand, and pressed her thumb against the screen.
There was a soft beep as the screen vanished, taking with it an imprint of her print. Morinth nodded. “Let it begin.”
Janna relaxed as the shackles closed on her wrists and ankles. Her submission was complete. She sighed as the chair shifted, easing her back. Parting her legs until her warm mons was on full display. She watched joyously as the pads for her breasts descended. Morinth took them, planting the pads on her heaving tits, sealing them with a hiss. The insistent probe of a mechanical phallus prodded her slickened folds.
Morinth loomed over her. His visor hummed before his eyes as he pressed the bands behind her ears. She smiled. Heard the click. And the holographic field flashed before her eyes. The dildo pushed into her. The pads began to hum
Oblivion took her. She melted into it, and surrendered her mind to the will of her body.




Epilogue

The music pulsed through her. She moved to it. Wide hips swung like a pendulum, ass shaking, buzzing faintly with a bubble pink holographic skirt. Her hands slid up her narrow waist, fingers trailing along the hollow of her stomach. They pawed at heaving breasts which shook with her every breath, pasties of light humming over her large dark nipples.
Janna thrust out her ass, grinding against the crotch of her latest client. A man whose face was a network of scars. A pirate, his garish jacket draped over his flightsuit and a pair of tight pants. He groaned as her bubble butt rubbed against his cock, squeezing and thrusting. Her teasing overwhelmed him. With a snarl, he grabbed her and threw her atop the table. Janna gasped, then smiled, fluttering long lashes over her shoulder.
He entered her easily. She had long done away with underwear unless her client demanded them. They only got in the way. She moaned, thrusting back against his hips as he roughly fucked her, hammering her ever tight cunt, a costly procedure but she never regretted it.
Soon enough the pirate spent himself, hosing her insides with his cum. No match for her hungry pussy. When he pulled out Janna straightened, fluffing her hair and giving the man a flirtatious wink over her shoulder.
“Next time,” she giggled, moving away.
She reeked of sex. It bled from her in a haze of pheromones that filled the air of the brothel like a fine mist. Bright eyed and bushy tailed, she swayed across the floor, inviting eyes and hands to grope her. Some did, pinching her shapely bum and slapping the plush flesh to make it jiggle.
An arm grabbed her and yanked her down. Janna squealed in surprise, only to moan as a pair of lips as soft as her own were pressed against her. She melted to the kiss, groaning as a pair of skillful fingers found her well stretched groove and stroking the puffy flesh.
They broke the kiss and Janna finally saw her newest lover. A reflective security visor peeled back to reveal familiar sultry blue eyes and the hint of golden bangs. “Hey Janna. How’s my favourite little bimbo slut?”
Janna giggled, wrapping her arms around Dava’s neck. “Mmm! I’m just…so good! Ah!” She gasped as Dava stroked her moistened folds, fingers buzzing against her holo panties. Fluttering her lashes coyly, Janna thrust her mons against Dava’s hands to force more of the security officer’s fingers inside of her. Gleefully Janna kissed Dava again, pulling them together wantonly, naked flesh rubbing against the smooth rubber of uniform.
Dava welcome it, leaning Janna against the rim of the table as she pushed her fingers deeper into her friend. She broke the kiss with a gasp, shaking her head quickly to clear it of the lustful haze. “Oh Janna,” she giggled. “I could kiss those pretty lips of yours all night! But we have other things to do.”
Janna cocked her head prettily. “We do?”
Dava nodded. “Oh yeah. Come on. Morinth wants to see you.”
Immediately Janna brightened. She even allowed Dava to retrieve her hand with only a small groan of protest before rising. She was beyond excited to meet with Morinth again. Every time she found herself in the cool steel laboratory it was to be altered further. Her body molded into an even more tempting piece of ass. She remembered the last time vaguely, as most of her memories were. Hazy moments of pleasure interspersed with vivid moments and faces that made little sense alone. But she didn’t worry about it. After all, Morinth owned her, and he made all her decisions for her. It was he and Dava that decided she should stop wearing clothes and get holo projector implants.
Janna felt a small pang of unaccustomed sadness at the memory of what that had cost her. They’d sold her ship. After all, she wouldn’t need it. She was always too busy whoring in the brothel. But still, thinking about it made her sad. Fortunately, she soon forgot about it again, her face again assuming the doped look of the lusty sexpot waiting for her next fuck.
The door slid open and they entered the chrome lab. The green glow was soothing, washing over Janna with a caress like an old friend. Morinth sat behind the desk, looking bored as ever with the onerous task of running his business.
“Here she is!” Dava sang as he pushed Janna towards the desk. “Your favourite little bimbo slut all ready for you.”
Janna blushed deeply but fluttered her lashes at Morinth. He raised his head, green visor washing with colour, his mouth the same thin line she remembered. He rose from the desk and walked around it to stand before her.
For a moment, he simply did that. Then he reached forward and cupped her cunt.
Janna gasped, melting against his palm. He’d never touched her like this before. She swayed where she stood as he methodically felt the tight lips of her folds and stroked the gentle parting of her groove. He nodded slowly to himself.
“Yes. I think you’ll do.”
He took away his hand. Janna groaned, pouting and flushed. He moved back around the desk and tapped some keys. “A mining company is looking for a few women to take with them on an expedition. They’re mining some meteors in the belt around Verex.”
The name lit some vague light in Janna’s head. She nodded. “Yeah?”
“Yes.” He tapped at the keys on the desk, summoning up a screen. “The owner wants a few good sluts to keep his men happy while they work. They’ll be there for six months at a time and he’s worried about them getting troublesome. He believes easy access to a few eager women will do wonders for morale. You were a spacer, so I figured you’d be a good choice.”
Janna licked her lips. “So…um, there would be like…a bunch of cocks? Just for me?”
“That’s right.”
Janna squealed and clapped her hands. “Oh! That sounds great! I’d be just, so happy to go!”
“I thought as much,” Morinth said, already bored as he tapped at the keys. “I’ll attach your name to it.”
Dava giggled, grabbing Janna and jumping up and down with her gleefully. “Oh Janna! I’m so happy for you!”
Janna laughed, her breasts bouncing on her chest. “I’m like, going to have so much fun!”
“Yeah!” Dava’s expression abruptly turned sly. She pulled Janna close, lowering her voice to a whisper. “But you should really reward Morinth for his work you know.”
Janna gasped, shocked by the prospect. “Oh. Do you think I should?”
Dava giggled. She pulled Janna around the desk. Morinth didn’t even notice until Janna was on her knees and opening the zipper of his pants. He paused, looking down, his visor glowing against his face. “What are you doing?”
Janna giggled. “Nothing,” she sang as she pulled out his cock. She breathed in his scent, something clean and chemical. Her pussy moistened at the smell. At finally seeing his length. Not so large as some she had taken, but since she had taken the equine-like Centren that meant little. Without further ado, she engulfed his cock in her mouth.
Morinth groaned, leaning back in his chair. He placed a hand atop her head. “Janna. I have to work.”
He looked to Dava as she stepped up beside him. She bent over him, thrusting out her ample bosom against him as she wrapped her arms around his neck. “You can work later,” she giggled, eyes smoky. She unzipped her uniform, her breasts bursting from the skin-tight confines. “Now’s the time for fun.”
He sighed, but as Janna hollowed her cheeks and sucked he accepted Dava’s heated kiss. He cupped her breast and stroked the full-bodied security officer, his other hand finding the heat of her cunt and pressing a finger against her folds.
Janna smiled around his cock as she felt it twitch between her lips. Morinth was such a good master, and she couldn’t wait to get to the space station and have all those hard-bodied miners to herself. But for the moment, she closed her eyes, sinking into the pleasure as she sucked the cock of the man who made her who she was.
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