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The Club

Leaving my Stiletto fighter in the hanger I take the elevator down to deck eight. Lights flash over my face as I descend into the meteor rock and drab durasteel of the station. The air is dry and smells like old sweat. The intercom crackles with warnings of a cell leak on corridor 7B. The elevator slows to a stop at deck and beeps before sliding open, admitting me into the semi-darkness of a plaza. Dark corridors sprawl out, dimly lit by the flickering neon lights of shops sprawling out of the walls. Men and women move about the scene. Music thumps from bars, making the floor thrum with energy.
A glance about shows me the common motley sorts who frequent the lower levels of the station. Pirates strut with garish clothing, doing business with smugglers and dark eyed fences. Whores linger near the dark alleys, holographic clothes shimmering over the curves of breast and swell of cock. Some of them seem to have both, but though gene modification is strictly outlawed by the Ring Worlds, out here on Station SS9, most anything goes. Station Security can be picked out by their dark visors and drab blue uniforms. Not many this deep in the station.
I spot the bar I’m looking for easily enough. The Meteor juts out of the wall in a swell of painted durasteel, drawing attention with a pair of holographic columns of naked women gyrating in a sensuous dance. It strobes its lamps, the darkness within cordoned off by a red field of light in lieu of a door. Exactly where Thale told me to meet him. I was beyond relieved to receive his message. The weeks since my last job have burned the tidy sum I earned blasting that merchant's engines and letting his ship be gutted. But I’m nearly broke again, and the thought of having to take a loan from a credit shark fills me with dread. It's well known certain gene splicers have drifted to the outer rings lately, and if you can't pay up when the debt is due, becoming a slave to some oily merchant would be a blessing compared to ending up on their slabs.
I check the time, check the safety on my concealed pistol, and head inside the Meteor.
The plaza seemed positively bright after passing through the shimmering barrier of the bar. The interior is black, the faintest glow from outlining bands of neon light revealing the general outline of the room. After a moment my eyes adjust to the strange glow, and I make out the steps lit in blue climbing to a private booth. Within, a floodlight washes the space in a sultry red glow, showing Thale's signature tricorn hat, a thoroughly garish and pointless piece of costume. Less so is the heavy blaster slung along his hip and the durasteel sword whose dark edge I know hides a beam cutter. A seemingly strange armament, but I know how useful such a tool can be in the narrow halls of a ship, and not even chromium steel can't stand up to a weapon like that.
He's not alone. A pair of women hang off of him, gazing adoringly at his rakish smile. They look like twins with their vapid expressions, their slim stomachs bare, and all that covers their swelling breasts and firm asses are twin bands of pink holographic light, renewed with periodic washes from some projector. One of Thale's hands is currently buried into one of the projections, and the girl's lips are parted with desire, face visibly flushed even in the red glow of the lamps.
I climb the blue steps to the private booth, keeping my eyes open for any sign of treachery. Thale never was one for decorum, but then again, who is in this part of the void? "I'm not late this time, captain," I say, giving him a lopsided smile. "Looks like you're having fun. Should I give you some time or did you have business with me?"
Thale glances my way. His smile and eye are hard and dangerous at the interruption, but when he sees it's me his expression grows wicked with amusement. He laughs, easing back into the seat. "Zera! You'll have to forgive me. All evidence said I'd have at least another hour before you could find your way here."
Both women look at me simultaneously, their eyes mirror images of dull blue. Chelth suckers I realize. The strange blue pill has been making the rounds lately. The newest in a long line of pleasure toys. The two women blink owlishly, faintly quivering as if sitting still is taking a supreme act of will.
"I don't mind if you want the girls to stay," I chuckle, sliding into the booth, but leaving enough space for the captain and his entertainment. I let my hand glide up one of the slut’s back, sending her whimpering with lust.
Thale laughs and slaps the other girl on the ass, the field buzzing as his hand passes through it. The girl moans, rubbing herself against his palm. "Good. Don't worry about talking. Poor girls are a bit buzzed at the moment."
Indeed, both girls ease against him, playing with the buttons of his jacket. They squirm, plucking open his shirt and laying their heads fondly on his bare chest, ignoring his wiry hair and battlescars.
"Like a drink?" he asks, already beckoning a robotic server. The drone, a metal ball, hovers to the booth.
I watch Thale's hand caress the girl, feeling a flush growing in my cheeks before I've even had my first drinks. Ah, to be young, and carefree, and wear nothing but holographics. I order a double of something strong and sweet and a bit pricy since it's on Thale's account. I lean back in the booth, sipping it and watching him stroke his playthings, waiting for him to start. I certainly have hopes about a decent gig...
The server distributes the other drinks and then departs. The moment it's gone Thale presses one of his rings. There's a subtle beep as a shimmering field falls across the doorway, blacking it out from the bar.
The field has a strange claustrophobic effect on the booth. The dull red light seems to buzz in the air and I can smell acutely the alcohol, Thale's sweat and the unmistakeable tang of women's arousal. The soft mewling of the two woman as they twitch and luxuriate beneath Thale's idle touches seems louder. Thale pays the girls little attention despite their desperate efforts, fixing his keen eyes on me. Not even when one of the girl starts fondling the golden disk at the end of his necklace does he bother with them.
"To the point, Zera. I have a job coming up and I could use a hand."
I reach out and run my hand over the ass of the slut closest to me before giving it a little swat. The girl arches beneath my blow, gasping before biting her lip and purring as I stroke the warm flesh of her taut bum. She nuzzles Thale's chest, pushing her ass against my hand wantonly. "You know I'm looking for work," I say, caressing that luscious backside. "My money and I are parted in all the most foolish ways. Fun but foolish. So I'm looking for work, provided it pays well enough."
Thale smirks. "Good. I need the best pilot this side of the Stellar. Someone I know can slip their little figher under a barrage of turret fire and take out the engines of a mark. It's a big prize, make no mistake Zera. And the rewards are the same."
He pulls one of the girls onto his lap. Immediately the dazed girl giggles and grinds her ass against his groin, her lips parted, breath fairly steaming the air as her long lashes flutter with ardour.
Sensing the game, I squeeze and run my hand down the other girl’s ass and round her thighs. I slowly cup her sex and press my hand against her clit. She moans, abandoning the pirate captain to drape herself against me. She pants wantonly, nuzzling my breasts with every inch of loving devotion.
"A job like that is going to be risky,” I say, leisurely stroking the Chelth crazed slut quivering against me. “Big money risky. Do you have big money for me, captain?"
His eyes narrow, sharpening. He grabs the girl on his lap, who gasps at his tight grip. "You don't think I would call you out here otherwise, do you?"
I smile, momentarily distracted by the beautiful doper nuzzling at my tits. I lift her head up and press a kiss against her lips, my tongue tasting hers as I tweak her nipples beneath the holographic projection. I turn away from her and look at Thale. "You transfer half upfront and you have a deal. I need to refit the Stilleto with a stealth package and that's not going to be cheap. When do you need the job done?"
Thale holds my hard look. Then he grins.
"Fine. Six solars. Then we have to head out. Plenty of time for a ripper to hook up your ship." His hands vanish into the holo displays of his own woman’s breasts, the knuckles cresting the shimmering screen like the backs of cliffs in the tide as he manipulates the pliant flesh. His girl gasps, falling against his chest. She moves sinuously, keeping her back against him as he mauls her tits, her hips feverishly working her shapely ass against his crotch.
Grinning, I twist the teats of my own doped slut. She pushes her chest forward against my hands, opening her pleasure plumped lips in a needy moan. I slip my hand between her thighs, rubbing at her hot furrow as I kiss from her lips to her shoulder and from her shoulder to the luscious mounds of her breasts. I push my face into the hologram and begin kissing, licking, and finally sucking at her twitching nipples. My fingers drive into her hot cunt. "Deal," I murmur, muffled by her breasts. Damn these pleasure girls. They have a way of making me think with my clit.
Thale smirks. "I thought you might. Let's toast to our new partnership." I sneak a peek as he takes his own girl and pulls her face to his, crushing the poor slut's lips in a fierce kiss. The blue eyed girl surrenders to him, rubbing herself more desperately. He suddenly pushes her off, bending her over the table.
My view is obstructed as my own needy slut wraps her arms about my head, groaning as she pulls me against the plush shapes of her breasts. The holographic field faintly tingles, the soft buzzing muted by her heaving tits as she grinds against my fingers.
I slip my fingers from between her thighs and grab her ass with both hands, lifting her up and dropping her across the table next to Thale's girl and perilously close to the remains of my drink. I stand beside Thale, reaching down with one hand to rub her clit with my thumb. "Here's to a lucrative deal for the both of us," I say, boldly reaching out to stroke Thale's hard cock with my other hand.
Thalen grunts, thrusting into my fingers. "Mmm. A slut on a sense binge is a fine thing,” he chortles. He reaches out with a free hand and grabs one of my breasts, making me moan. "But I do miss a proper fuck now and then. With someone who can actually say something other than gasping like a bitch in heat." To illustrate his point he rudely slaps the ass of the girl on the table, causing her to buck and gasp, then croon in pleased delight.
"Oh, I didn't know a fuck was part of the deal," I laugh, stroking him. "I thought you just needed a hand." I guide the head of his cock to the slut bent over the table and stroke him against the folds of her pussy. "Go ahead captain," I say, jerking him against her cunt as my other hand continues to massage the eager pussy of ‘my’ girl. "Maybe if you show me how you fuck I'll be impressed enough to let you have a go."
He snorts. "Your captain will take that under advisement." But he grins, wolfish and sharp. A man who knows a challenge when he sees it and doesn't fear it. He answers mine, pushing into the willing quim of his girl. The slut tenses, quivering as he thrusts deep inside of her. She lets out a quavering cry and then begins to desperately move against him.
I watch Thale taking his pleasure, bouncing his hips off the plump bottom of the girl he is with. Not bad, I reckon, but I think my girl needs a little more attention. I crouch down beside the table and spread her delicate cunt open. I run my tongue over her dewy folds, tasting her nectar, probing her hot channel, before directing my licking to the hard bud of her clit.
The slut's inner walls convulse as my tongue flicks her buzzing pearl. She cries out, pressing back against my face, quivering beneath my expert tongue. Her cum tastes oddly sweet and heady, her cunt soaked with her juices as she desperately seeks to push me against her pleasured folds.
From the corner of my eye I see Thale bend over his own moaning slut, holding her beneath his impressive frame. Lithe and slender, the girl can only writhe and twist beneath him, hammering her hips and ass against him with a fleshy smack as he ruts her. He growls, the gold medallion dangling from his throat and flashing in the crimson light of the booth.
The smell of sex thickens the air and fills my head with its heavy scent. Musky and somehow sweet. I drink more and more of my girl's juices, slurping languidly at her folds and sucking at her clit. I spread her ass and run my tongue up her crack, licking and rimming her tight pucker. Rubbing her cunt with one hand as I lap at her hole, my other hand unzips my flightsuit, freeing my breasts from my bra with a press of the auto-strap. I moan with desire, tongue darting against her asshole as I peel the flightsuit down to my waist.
Thale grabs his girl's breasts and roughly crushes them in his hands. This abuse puts her over the edge. She cries out, pressing against him as she cums, writhing in the throes of the drug and her orgasm. Thale merely laughs, amused as he continues to rudely fuck her, relentlessly pounding her sopping cunt even as she cums around his shaft.
By contrast, mine can only lie down on the table, cushioned by her breasts as her breath hitches against my relentless teasing of her clit. As my tongue probes her ass she flexes her taut bottom, lifting it to give me a better angle, clearly well versed in being on at least one end of having her ass eaten.
I enjoy her hot pucker with my dextrous tongue and make sure her hungry little cunt enjoys three fingers fucking in and out of her juicy peach. I keep fucking her with those fingers, keep eating her luscious ass, but I slowly get my knees back up on the seat of the booth. My flightsuit is hanging around my knees by now, revealing my pink gash. I turn my firm bottom towards Thale and hope he gets the message as I continue to lavish my girl's hot clench with my tongue.
Apparently he does, for a moment later I feel his thumb pressing against my ass, wetted with a dollop of his lover’s cum, lubing me up for what will come. Even as he does this, he slows his easy rutting of his girl, pulling her back from her peak of ecstasy and reducing her to a whimpering puddle of drooling lust.
"Ooooh, captain," I moan as he massages my asshole. "I feel like I have a missile on my six o'clock. No amount of countermeasures are shaking it off." I tilt my hips, offering up my firm bottom and my tight, pink asshole to him. "I think I'm going to have to brace for impact." I smack my slut's bottom with both hands, using her soft ass as a cushion beneath my breasts.
Thale growls with annoyed desire. "God fucking dammit Zera!" He pulls free of his own girl, who collapses, twitching on the table. He turns, grips my hip with one hand, and thrusts deep inside my loosened ass in a single thrust.
"Ahhhhhhhh!" I arch as his hard, pussy-slicked cock plunges deep inside me. "Ohhhh, captain, I'm su-sustaining damage. I can't hold on much longer."
"Fuck!" Thale barks, sawing into my twitching tunnel. "Ahh! Stars but I missed this ass!" he roars and hammers at my firm keister. The girl beneath me rocks as he thrusts, her channel tightening as she cries out, cumming as if in sympathetic pleasure to the rough reaming Thale is subjecting me to.
"Ahhhhh, mmmphhhmmm!" I bury my face in her soft ass, tongue driving into her hole and fingers burrowing in and out of her sopping quim as my ass flexes around Thale's thrust cock. I can feel my orgasm rising with each stroke. The soft slap of his balls against my pussy is enough to drive me over the edge. I wail with pleasure, smothering it in the girl’s soft cheeks as I cum and my hole rhythmically squeezes Thale's cock.
Thale roars as my clenching ass does what his drugged slut's cunt could not. He buries himself inside of me and cums, his hot seed basting my insides. Even as this happens, the girl I've been eating out cums yet again, shuddering as her orgasm is practically torn out of her pleasure hazed body.
"Mmmmmmm!" I buck against Thale, taking his cock deep as he spurts into my ass. I let him empty himself into my bowels before slowly lifting my face from my girl's soft cheeks. Flushed and out of breath, I gasp, "Permission to disengage, captain?"
Thale laughs breathlessly and shakes his head ruefully. "Permission granted." But as a parting blow he delivers a swat to my ass as he pulls out.
"Ooh!" I cry slowly easing forward as his cock slips from my slightly tender hole. I move between the girls, collapsing face-down and bent over the table. I can feel Thale's cum trickling out of my ass as I try to catch my breath after that solid assfucking.
I sense Thale move behind me. He fondly ruffles my hair before easing back into his seat. Glancing back, I catch him admiring the three well fucked asses presented before him. He grins to himself and idly strokes his fading erection. With his other hand he fishes out a data slate, casually tapping the screen. "There," he says. "Half now. Half when we're finished. And who knows," he muses, again admiring my ass, his seed sliding down the crease and along my inner thigh. "Maybe I can convince you to join my crew permanently this time."
I weakly stand up and turn around, feeling a bit messy and squishy. "If you fuck me like that every night, you might just manage to win that argument." I zip up my flight suit and give the girls a last smack on their asses, delighting in how they jiggle and their owners whimper with need. "See you in a few days, Captain. Feel free to stop by the pod hotel by bay 12 if you need some more... target practice." With a parting wink I leave, heading to the docks to see if I can find a refurbished J19 stealth package for my fighter.
Thale laughs as I descend the steps. As the barrier falls away from the door, the last I see before moving onto the plaza once more is both the sluts draping themselves on Thale, and he guiding one's head onto his lap.




The Assassin and the Mistress

The hotel’s elevator opens to a dark hallway of plain grey durasteel lit with yellow chrono lamps. I yawn as I move down the corridor. I've been out drinking and I still have the buzz of decent alcohol in my brain. Usually I sleep aboard the Stiletto. But my mechanic, affectional known as a ripper for the illegal modifications they're willing to do, needs to keep my craft in lock while he works. I take this in good grace. It's been a long time since I've stayed in a real bed and the credits Thale forwarded for the job are more than enough to cover the stay. I grin a little as I move down the plain corridor, the well worn carpet as hard as the walls. I slap my keycard against the access panel and the door slides open with an aged thump.
I step inside and freeze, well-honed senses immediately sensing something amiss. The lights are off, but by the neon glare peeking through the half open slats of a window I can just see a figure sitting on the edge of the bed. I keep my hands away from my gun and softly say, "If you're going to take a shot, go a head and do it."
"I have no intention of doing so." They rise, the movement strange. Almost sinuous. My eyes flick to the door as it snaps shut to some unseen command and a red light blinks. Locked. Shit. "I'm merely here to talk."
"There are much easier ways to talk with me," I say as I slowly reach out to switch the lights on.
Metal irises dilate at the sudden glare around a pair of red lenses bolted to the sockets. A narrow jaw is outline starkly above the high collar of a long black jacket. Brown hair tumbles in soft curls about my visitor’s face. A pretty one, boyish rather than masculine. He himself is slender despite the bulky coat he wears, the heavy garment draping him to his knees. He smiles, metal irises slowly widening, the motion reminding me of vids I've seen of birds of prey. He wears a slumped hat with a peacock's feather in it, a faint shimmer of plastic preserving the gaudy decoration. Real if I had to guess. Expensive. Shipped from Terra, or from some collector's vat grown specimen. Either way, the casual expression of wealth has me even more on my guard.
"Not in person. Not private. You've been very busy lately, and I thought the best chance would be here. I didn't damage the lock."
I try to act casual, tossing my jacket off my shoulders to reveal my sleeveless bodice of nanofiber designed to resemble fishscale. I wear a skintight black skirt and high heels. I easily take my gun out of my holster, holding it with two fingers, and set it on the counter. I run my fingers through my hair and look at the intruder. "I appreciate a man who wants my attention. You've got it. What do you want to do with it?"
"You're joining captain Thale on a raid of a science vessel," he says with polite deference, almost masking the utter certainty of the statement. The glare from the lamps shine off the red lenses, the irises faintly whirring as they contract and expand. "Your ripper has nearly finished applying your new works. Highly illegal ones. But well chosen.
"My employer want to give you a counter offer."
I nonchalantly walk into the room's kitchenette and take out the mostly-empty bottle of bourbon. I poor the contents into a glass, trying to keep my hands from shaking. I swirl it around to gain some precious seconds, gathering myself. I’m good under pressure. It’s what makes me such a skilled pilot, and when I turn around, I seem calm and collected once more. I grin. "Keeping in mind that I have never heard of Captain Thale before, nor am I doing any of the things you say I'm doing, who is your employer and what is their offer?"
"Is that bourbon?"
The movement is so quick I never see it coming, not the least because of where it comes from. His cloak flutters and a segmented tail of steel lashes out, wrapping about the bottle and pulling it to him. The tail hisses faintly, the ridged segments clicking against one another as they dangle the bottle before his glass eyes. "Oh yes," he says. "Very nice. From Segemtil. They actually use fresh grown corn there. Very hard to get this far out. I don't drink but I can appreciate it."
I'm lucky I'm drunk. Dulls the reflexes so I didn’t flinch. But I stagger a step to the side and catch myself on the wall. This... guy... is packing some serious hardware. He’s not some ganger’s pet killer. This is an assassin. A real one. Born and bred and built to kill. My hand tightens on my glass. "Yeah, well, sometimes I win at cards, you know? Have the money for something nice. Y-you didn't answer my questions."
He smiles again. His tail dexterously puts the bottle down on the counter next to my gun. He has yet to pull his hands out of his pockets. "Yes. I don't think I will. She wouldn't want me to. But I have been empowered to make you a very generous offer.
"I'm not very good at being circumspect. It's a fault I think. But after you met captain Thale in the bar, my employer asked me to approach you with an offer. Your captain is going to seize a science craft. My employer has no interest in the cargo, save one thing. You'll know it when you see it. She is willing to pay double what Thale is for you to provide her with it instead."
"This is one of those deals where if I say no you talk about how you are going to drive that point at the end of your tail through my head or something, right?" I try to smile. "But what you're probably not expecting me to say, is that I will do it. For triple."
"I see. A moment." He cocks his head, listening no doubt to some radio built into his head. After a moment he nods. "My employer has decided she would like to speak to you in person. Please, don't bother dressing. We can go right away."
"Should I bring my gun?" I ask, but I don't see much option for escape. I'm still drunk and this guy outclasses me under the best conditions. I’m bluster at this point, but the danger of the situation has begun to play on me. Excitement coils in my stomach, tinging the cold danger of the situation. I might be enjoying this I realize, and my smile grows a little more genuine.
"You won't need it," he says. The door hisses open behind me. "Please," he says with a small nod to the hallway.
I turn and start walking. He follows at an easy distance without a sound. No one comes out of the room or is in the halls as we pass and the concierge at the front desk is absent. I wonder idly if he’s dead or bribed. I glance at the man behind me and suspect the former. He doesn’t strike me as the kind to pay for someone’s silence.
Outside of the hotel, a grav car waits. The sleek vehicle opens a side door automatically, revealing a plush interior beneath a low ceiling. My escort waits for me to climb in, then follows. The door slides shut, windows darkening with automatic tinting until I can’t see through them. There is a soft pressure on my chest as the grav car accelerates and lifts off.
"Don't worry," he says as he settles into the seat. "She only wants to talk."
"The last time I heard that line I ended up tied to a bed," I say, wondering why I keep taking jobs with Captain Thale. Oh, right. The money. And the sex. I look around the interior of the vehicle for anything I might be able to use as a weapon. Not seeing much of anything, I sigh, and sink back into the seat.
"Why would that be?" he says. "Were they interrogating you?"
"I seem to recall that there were three of them and they thought I was their entertainment for the night." I meet the mechanical gaze of the man. "I killed two of them. The third one, well, he won't be sticking his cock where it doesn't belong ever again."
To my surprise, I see a faint blush colour his cheeks. "Ah," he says.
Despite myself, I can’t help but be amused. "Not used to sex talk, huh, boy wonder?" I shake my head. It’s amazingly stupid to tease him but I can’t quite help it. "The kit you out like a stone cold killer but they don't bother to get you laid. What kind of lady are you working for?"
"She only takes me out of the tank when she has work for me," he says.
Now there's an opening. I glance out the window. "How long until we arrive?"
"Twenty minutes. Thirtreen seconds."
"Mmmmm." A seductive smile spreads across my face. Hell, I might be dead soon enough anyway. May as well make the most of it. And I have to admit, stealing a circumspect look at his face, despite the mechanical bits, he’s cute. I slowly lean towards him and reach my hand out to his leg. "So, when they give you the makeover, did they change anything else?" My hand creeps into his lap. "Or are you all natural down here?"
He shifts. "What...what are you doing?"
"Oh, it's just, I feel for you," I husk, leaning closer to his face. I feel a stirring in his pants and my grin widens. "You're such a young handsome man, doing such... hard work." I squeeze his cock. "But you've never had a chance to really experience life, have you? You're still a virgin."
"S-sorry?"
"Have you been with a woman?" I ask again, leaning so that my breasts strain my nanofiber top. "Or are you still a virgin." I give him another squeeze and feel his cock respond. "I could do something about that, you know. Would you like that?"
"I…don't think I should," he says. "I'm not...entirely...She has had me perform for her before...but..."
I slowly unbutton his trousers. He doesn’t stop me, seemingly frozen with indecision. I almost laugh at how meek this stone cold killer has become. I take his cock out, feeling the heat of his shaft, running my fingers up to his bulbous tip. "I'm not asking you to perform. I'm asking you to enjoy. And maybe do me a little favor in return."
He leans back into the cushion of his chair as if to escape my touch. A fruitless effort. "F-favor?"
I wrap my hand gently around his length and slowly begin to pump. "Yes, I'll give you incredible pleasure, and all you have to do is watch my back. You'd watch the back of the woman who does such a nice thing for you, wouldn't you?"
I look into his eyes, biting my lower lip as I gently work my hand up and down his cock.
"N-naturally. My mistress told me t-to a-ah...to bring you to her. S-safe and nnn...sound..."
"I mean..." I lean my lips to his, talking so that my lips brush against his as I stroke his cock. "Guarantee I’m leaving alive. Even if she decides she doesn't like what I have to say."
"I...I can't do that..." he gasps, gingerly thrusting against my hand.
"Even if I put it in my mouth? You can't guarantee that to the woman who would do such a thing for you?"
I lower my head to his lap and take him into my mouth. I swirl my tongue around him and hollow my cheeks with suction.
He throws his head back. His tail thumps the seat like an eager dog’s. "Oooooh," he moans.
"Mmmmmm," I reply, pumping my hand on his shaft and meeting my lips as I bob on the top few inches of his hard cock.
He thrusts more eagerly against my mouth and hand. He grabs the seat, his gloved hands tightening. Silver slides from his finger tips, claws of metal ripping at the fabric. "O-oh. Oh my...oh..."
I pop my lips free of his glistening cockhead. I tease his slit with my tongue. "Just say the word and I’ll finish it. Say you’ll see me out of there alive, and I can promise you more pleasure than you can imagine."
He squirms beneath me. "I...I'll p-protect you. I promise."
Success swells in my chest. I rise up as best I can in the car. A single press of my finger unlatches my bodice and it falls away, exposing my pale tits. I lift my skirt and slip off my panties and, in a single fluid motion, I straddle him and sink my slick pussy down onto his cock.
"Ohhhhh," I moan, resting my hands on his shoulder as his thick manhood fills me.
He gasps, irises sliding back to reveal the full scope of his glass eyes. He groans, bucking his hips into my warm tunnel, grabbing my own hips in some instinctive reaction to my body's presence.
I move atop him with practiced motions. I let my pleasure go, gasping as my tight pussy grips his hardness. I jerk my hips and bounce my firm ass in his lap. I ride him urgently, leaning forward and letting my tits collide with his face. His breath is warm against my sensitive skin, and tentatively at first, I feel his lips move against them. As he falls into the rhythm, he becomes more assured, kissing and licking my pillowy flesh, shyly thrusting as I bounce atop his lap. He moans into my breasts, his hands stroking my hips and flanks.
I wrap a hand around his head and guide him to one of my nipples. "There you go, suck on it." I gasp. "Ohhhh, your cock is nice. Mmmmmm!" I arch with each thrust of my hips, working my tight little pussy up and down on his big cock.
His lips find the tender bud of a nipple. He pulls the hard pink nub into his lips and gently nibbles on it with his teeth. I suck in a breath. “A-ah! Fuck!” I moan. He’s good with his mouth, I’ll say that much. His thrusts begin to grow more urgent, fucking my sopping cunt with an increasing surety. His pale face is flushed but he's not at all out of breath as he moves against me.
I ride him faster. More hungrily. My own orgasm fast approaching. I reach my free hand back and massage his tightening balls. "That's it, sweetie. Give it to me. Ohhhhh fuck, I need it. I need to feel you cum." My cunt throbs about his cock. "Ah-ahhh!" I cry out as my orgasm overtakes me, blazing through me in a sudden rush. The fear and pleasure peaking in my climax.
He speeds up, his hips working frantically. He releases my nipple, moaning, a cry of completion as my milking inner muscles finish him. He cums, arching, stiffening his hips and hilting deep inside of me. I feel his hot seed spill into my clutching tunnel as he gives forth a shuddering moan.
I take hold of his head with both hands, holding his face buried in my tits, squeezing and riding him until he collapses back onto the seat. I stay atop him, smiling, flushed, squeezing his shrinking cock with my inner muscles. "Was it worth it, baby?"
"Y-yes," he gasps into my breasts.
I lift his face from my tits and lean down to kiss him, softly at first, but opening up to him, teasing him with my tongue. My pussy giving him another squeeze. Meekly he submits to the kiss, responding as shyly as he had when I first grasped his cock. I press myself against him, his thin chest mashed beneath my heavy breasts.
My tongue invades his mouth, swirling past his lips, my breath slowly returning to normal after the excitement of my peak. I lift myself from his lap, his cum dripping out of my pussy and onto his cock. "Oh, I think we've made a mess. Let me clean that up for you..." I kneel between his feet and begin licking his cock clean, lewdly slurping up the globs of cum on his lap.
"What are o-ohh," he groans, blushing fiercely.
My tongue works over his flaccid cock. I take his softness into my mouth, gently sucking as I gaze up at him. He stiffens with surprising but gratifying speed. He glances aside, unable to meet my piercing eyes.
Then, he suddenly raises his head, looking at the roof of the car. The gentle pressure of acceleration, become so familiar I stopped noticing it, has begun to ebb. It seems we’ve arrived.
"Ah," I pop him out of my mouth and wipe my lips. "Another time." I rise back up, pulling on my panties and quickly stuffing my tits back into my bodice, which latches with a push of a button. I feel much more confident after fucking the shy killer. More assured of my position and my ability to influence it. Just as the vehicle stops, I notice a dollop of cum on his trousers. I scoop it up and look into his eyes as I suck it from my fingertip. "Mmmm. I suppose it's time to go and meet your mistress."
He blushes again a pretty red as he quickly stuffs his cock back into his pants. He nods. "Yes." The flush that permeated his face already begins to fade, leaving him pale once more. "Do you need help getting...um, dressed?"
"Oh, no, I'm all dressed. A little squishy, maybe," I say, winking at him. "Just remember to watch my back. We made a deal."
He nods. As the door to the car lifts and he slides out, I wonder how far our little agreement will go. His types are notoriously loyal to their masters. Oh well. I shrug. I've done all I can. I follow, feeling more sober and in control than when this whole situation began. I even manage to smile, though I exchange it for open mouth gaping as I exit the car.
The scene before me is shockingly off putting. Fine tiles radiate around the floor and above, a sky is lit by a bright yellow sun. Leaves and plants surround me in a sudden tangle of jungle, spilling out of flower boxes and a wide garden. Ahead, a huge portico doorway stands, pillars supporting it and a wide overhanging roof. A palace fairly bursting from the jungle.
I’ve never seen so much plant life outside a holo vid. More used to the urban jungles of durasteel corridors and harsh glare of lamps, I stagger a little, shading my eyes with my hand as I climb out of the car. High heels are not the best thing to be wearing in this sort of environment. I walk towards the doorway, glancing once over my shoulder to be sure I'm heading in the right direction.
"The foliage is all grown here," my cyborg companion says, following after. "Mistress keeps them in good order despite the state of the station. And the sky you see is a vast holo projection."
“That right,” I say. In the shadows of the garden, I catch the blink of the cycloptic eyes of autoturrets as they recede back into the shadows. The doors ahead open with a beep, leading into a long hallway, as immaculately clean and white as the tiles outside. The walls are styled like frescoes, but the a shimmer betrays them as holographic, the images moving in a slow dance of wild warriors, huntsmen astride stags and women beneath the boughs of ancient trees, laughing and playing and tasting the fruit off the very branches. I linger a little before a few couples wrapped in each other’s arms, grinning to see hips moving in a decidedly unsubtle act.
Yet the silence and the stillness are pervasive and encroaching. In the quiet, the click of my heels seem to be the only sound. The shine of the floor and walls seems stale and artificial. All pure and white and disturbing. My skin crawls, too used to the derelict air of the station. The sleaze of the people and the worn nature of the durasteel. Even the air is different, lacking the dry recycled quality of the station proper. A few more plants grow here, sprawling out of hovering pots as if afraid of them infecting the pure cleanliness of the floor. Or, vice versa.
A pair of wooden double doors stand at the end. As I near they open, revealing the room beyond.
I catch my breath. Opulent would not do it justice. The tiled floor spirals, each layer a different colour, bathing the room in a strange light coming from below rather than above, the ceiling dark as if reaching into the void of space. The tiles of light wind towards a dais in the centre of the room, climbing steps of immaculate marble to a vast bed hovering off the floor. Red satin sheets faintly flutter about the soft blue glow of a grav support system.
But grand though this strange scene of dusky eternity is, the greatest surprise lies on the bed itself. A woman. She is jaw droppingly gorgeous. Full hips and a narrow waist climb to a pair of breasts as big as my head and without the hint of sag. Her nipples are masked by a pair of glowing pasties, a second about her waist, straps of light encasing her mound like a glowing girdle. She is blonde, with long wavy hair draping the cushions she reclines among, elbows bent, propped on two such pillows as if on the arms of some satin thrown.
And beside her, lying sated and insensate on the sheets, are the two girls Thale and I had so enjoyed in the bar.
Pieces of the puzzle finally fall into place. Shit. What have I gotten myself into? I eye the sprawled pair, as still as puppets whose strings had been cut. Their holographic clothing faintly flickering and their blue eyes dull and blank. If not for the faint rise and fall of their heaving breasts, they might have been dead.
My companion steps forward, his slender dark shape thrown in stark relief by the glowing tiles. He kneels before the bed. "Mistress. I brought her."
The woman smiles, the expression amused. “So you have,” she says. Her voice has a faint humming quality to it. My heart beats a little faster at the sound, the hairs of my arm lifting as if to attention. “Welcome Zera Hayes. Welcome to my abode.”
"Quite a lovely place you have here," I say cautiously, approaching her, but staying out of arm's reach. "I've never seen anything quite like it and I've seen more of the void than I care to mention. Beautiful, truly, like you."
"How kind of you to notice." She shifts, reclining a bit more on her bed. "I trust the trip was satisfactory? Sirrin makes a wonderful assassin, but I'm afraid he lacks certain qualities in an escort."
My companion, Sirrin, apparently, twitches faintly before subsiding submissively once more.
"I had a great time getting to know Sirrin," I say. "And you know me, but I'm afraid I don't know you."
"Oh," she smiles, her face strangely ageless. Spliced no doubt, along with the rest of her body. Some oligarchs can be in their hundreds and look just out of puberty. "How rude of me. Lady Desma, if you like."
I breath in sharply, the name strikingly familiar, though not the individual before me. Desma Biological is a major biotech company in the outer sectors. That they often skirt the law in the open, and break it wantonly in private, is well known. As is the fact they have the power to get away with it. Their brand is on many of the consumer products I’ve seen or stolen. Some say that they even own most of station SS9. Looking around at the opulent space, it may well be true.
"I must say," she says, toying with the hair of one of the insensate pleasure girls. "You are rather brazen to demand triple of what your pirate is paying you."
"It's a matter of expenses, Lady Desma," I say, matter-of-factly. No point playing games with a wheel this big. Likely to get squished. "He's already financed the stealth job on my fighter, which could get me out of his gun range when I cut loose with your prize. But he knows me up and down and he's going to come looking for me. Thale likes me, a lot, but he won't cut me any slack. He'll carve me up like a piece of meat. Which is why I’ll need to buy a full body reconstruct and a new identity and burn far, far away from this sector. That's why I need triple. Practical survival purposes."
"Mmm. Smart." She beckons me to join her on the bed.
I hesitate, but only for a moment, then I walk over and sit down on the edge.
She plays a hand across my shoulder, and where she touches, there is a faint electrical jolt. I gasp, a sudden shot of pleasure singing down my spine and curling my toes. "I do like smart girls,” Desma purrs. “Ones who know how to do their jobs and do them well. I can't abide stupidity. And I reward my employees very well for their services."
I swallow, not trusting myself to speak as her fingers trail down, following the curve of my breast. The shocks penetrate even the scales of my bodice. Her fingertip halts over a nipple, sending a jolt like a stab of pleasure into my core. "And I know how to reward people."
"Ahhhh," I gasp in surprise. "That's a...a neat trick. Do we have a deal then? Triple?"
"Mmm. I think we might be able to work something out." Her finger circles my nipple. I suck in a trembling breath as tingling pleasure fans across my chest, vibrating through my full breasts, lingering on the hard points of my nipples. "But I believe we should work out some of the finer details of our arrangement."
I lock eyes with her, and know what she wants. Know it, and that I want to give it. I reach down and press the release button on my bodice. It clicks and rasps open, the halves falling from my upper body and exposing my soft breasts. "I agree," I purr. "We should work out every detail very carefully."
She smiles, easing back onto her throne of downy silks, a splash of feminine pink against the sultry crimson. "Good. I quite agree." She lifts her hips, a pair of pillows falling beneath her. Resting the small of her back on them, she parts her legs, baring the dark pit of her asshole. Her shimmering girdle flickers and fades, displaying the small metal nubs of the projectors installed above her mons, on her hips and likely just above her ass.
"Let's begin by discussing your place in the Desma Biological family."
"I am under no misconceptions," I say, crawling between her thighs and lowering my face to the softness of her ass and the dark divot of her asshole. I kiss her inner thighs, inhaling her scent and softly brush my lips against her hot puckered flesh. "Am I in the right spot, Lady Desma?"
"Mmm. Perfectly." She rests one hand on my shoulder, a shock coursing through me and making my cunt clench in sudden desire. "At least for now. But freelancers always start at the bottom." She gently moves her hand to the back of my head, her touch making every hair tingle against my scalp as she gently but insistently pushes me forward.
I don’t hesitate to worship this radiant woman’s hot asshole. Her confident ease entices me and I let my tongue slowly rim her tight pucker, drawing out the licks as I savor the faint taste and flexing clench of her hole. I lick more insistently, moaning as I pleasure her with my subservient tongue. I have no problem showing my appreciation and triple means I intend to devour her ass until she begs me to stop.
Desma purrs, the soft harmonics vibrating through where we're joined by my lips to the warm flesh of her ass. "Very good. I see you're experienced in many ways." Sighing, she hooks her legs about my shoulders, pulling me deeper against the soft, suffocating globes of her ass. "But Desma Biological can be so much more to an ambitious and skilled young pilot. We have so many opportunities for advancement. Even in the far sectors." Her fingers claw my back, sending muscles clenching and quivering, blood racing in answer to the electrifying touch. "Our reach is long indeed.”
“Oooooh,” I whimper in ecstasy.
"And, as a part of the family, you can work with other...mmm...experts in their fields."
I hear a soft rustle of cloth. The weight of the bed shifts and a familiar pair of slender hands touch my thighs. Sirrin strokes my hips, marvelling at the soft shape of my body, hands coming below to rest against the quivering heat of my cunny.
"Ohhhh, really," I moan, wiggling my hips and flicking my tongue against Lady Desma's sweet asshole. "Are you going to strap me to a table and turn me into one of your experiments? Wouldn't that ruin all the fun?" I joke, but there lies a twinge of fear which thrills me even more. I’m dancing on the edge of a knife with my tongue up the ass of the wealthiest woman in the sector. And I’m loving it! I plunge my tongue into her clench, driving it deep into her ass. As I do, I tilt my hips upwards, showing Sirrin my mound and the cum-damp furrow of my cunt glistening beneath my wet panties.
"Oh what a thing to say. Don't you know that such a thing is veeeeery illegal," Desma husks, her ass clenching about my probing tongue. "However, I feel I should say that...mmm. Should you wish it, certain modification are...ah...available under our very generous health plan. A little deeper my dear. You're surely an expert at kissing your better's ass."
As she talks Sirrin hooks his fingers in my panties and tenderly peels them off. I feel my juices cling to the fabric, and as he pulls the underwear off my lust puffed lower lips I hear him sigh with joy.
"Mmmmm, a tempting offer. But for now, I think natural is how I should remain. It keeps me in touch with my fighter." I playfully flick her spit-drenched hole. "As for kissing your ass, I'm more than willing to show my appreciation for a generous deal. In fact, turn over, Lady Desma. My tongue can reach even deeper."
"Mmm. Naughty girl. You should know I never take direction. But I'll let it pass this time." She releases my arms, pulling up her legs in a V shape with shocking flexibility for her well endowed hips and figures. Carelessly she rolls over onto her stomach, her immense breasts forming ample cushion as she thrusts out her heart shaped bum for my devotion. "Sirrin, my dear little creation? Would you mind putting that talented tongue to the young ladie's cunt? It's the least you can after what she did for you in the cab."
I catch Sirrin flushing delightfully as he leans in for my cunt. He parts my folds with masterful gentleness, taking a moment to admire my slit, still messed with his and my mingled cum. He puts his lips against me and begins to dexterously lap at my twitching channel.
"Oooh there's a good boy," I say, giving him a wink over my shoulder as he laps at my naughty cunt. "Apologies about presuming to tell you want to do, Lady Desma, but thank you for the ample, soft, and very lovely opportunity." I massage her ass, squeezing and kneading the mounds before spreading it open wide. I moan as I plunge my face against her crack and drive my tongue deep into her hot hole. I fuck her wantonly, lustily, squirming my tongue into her ass while I wriggle my hips against Sirrin's innocent face.
"Mmm. Apologies...ah...accepted, my wanton little slut," she breathes. "Oooh. A tongue like that is a treasure dear. Almost up to snuff with one of my tank breds. Isn't that right Sirrin? Ah," she interrupts as Sirrin looks up from my cunt, some of my juices streaked across the glass of his lenses. "Show her my pet."
Willingly Sirrin descends once more onto my grinding cunt. His tongue flicks at my buzzing clit, coaxing it from its hood. Latching onto it, he strokes it with the tip of his tongue, flicking it before playing it with long loving lashes.
"Nnnnnnnnaaaa!" I cry, smacking Lady Desma's ass lightly with both hands and gripping her cheeks. "Ohhhh that tongue is driving me mad. I, oooh... Aaahhhh!" I decide that all I can do is focus on Lady Desma and her luscious ass. I lick her wantonly, savoring the subservience of it, loudly moaning and slurping and drooling into her crack as I fuck my tongue deep in and out of her hot pucker. I put my hand to work on her pussy as well, rubbing her hot quim as I work on her lovely ass. "Ohhhhh Lady Desma," I moan. "Your ass is so gorgeous. I will... mmmm... I will worship it whenever... Mmmmmmmm you command."
Desma laughs, the sound haughty and amused. "Of course you will, Zera. And I nnn…will enjoy it, certainly. Mmm. You have such a way with ahhh…words." Her ass, the flesh both form and pliant, clenches about my face. She moans, a faint trilling undercurrent to her gasp as she orgasms, her juices spilling, darkening the red silk of the blankets with her juices.
I fuck her with my fingers, my own pleasure seeming to rise with hers, my moans becoming whines as I tongue fuck and desperately eat her luscious ass. "Ohhhh, god, yes!" I cry, bucking against Sirrin's face, finally burying my face in Lady Desma's ass to stifle my wailing.
Sirrin holds my hips steady as he lashes my cunt with his tongue. Drawing out that glorious pleasure expertlyThough clearly unskilled with his cock, his tongue is more than up to the challenge of my pussy. He drills inside of me, tasting our mingled juices, eager to drink from me afresh.
Desma assists, her soft humming seeming to vibrate through her and into me, magnifying the throbbing pleasure of the assassin's tongue in my cunt, drawing me towards an explosive orgasm.
I cannot hold back, bucking and arching as my pleasure explodes through my body. I gasp against Lady Desma's ass, thrusting back against Sirrin's face as I cum in rippling, electric-stimulated waves of pleasure. “Ah. Ah! C-cumming!” I cry.
Sirrin drinks my cum eagerly, his face soon washed in my juices, moaning softly as he tastes my great burst of pleasure. He draws out my orgasm with a loving devotion, easing me through the aftershocks and playing to the resulting sensitivity.
A stark contrast to Desma. The head of the largest biotech company in the sector grabs my hair, carelessly pulling my face from her ass. She turns over once more, pulling me up before resting my head between the immense cushion of her breasts. The glow of the projectors on her nipples washes over my face and outlines Desma's ageless beauty in shadows. There's an intensity there not present before. Her eyes are compelling. Her hand sends shocks of pleasure down my hair and through my scalp.
"You are mine now my dear," Desma whispers. "Tell me so."
"Yours," I agree. "Whatever you need." I kiss her huge tits and look up at her in a way I have never looked up to another woman. "I'll get you what you want."
Desma releases my hair, grabbing my cheeks. Stars explode behind my eyes as her touch sends pulses of pleasure across my face, my lips buzzing with a tingling numbness and neck twitching involuntarily with sharp muscle contractions. "Yes. I know you will. It is a box my dear. A plasteel one. Glass frames tinted. Stronger than durasteel though. There will be nothing else like it aboard. I want it. You will bring it to me."
There comes a whispering sound as Sirrin resumes licking my ungodly sensitive pussy. Then, with a flash of sinful delight. I feel something more. It takes me a moment to place it, but I gasp as the bulbous tip of his prehensile mechanical tail prod my ass, teasing the ring of muscles with promises of pleasure. Some sort of lubricant wets my twitching back door, the insistent pressure easing the loosening ring.
"Ohhhhh," I moan, pressing my face into her tits. I inhale her sweet scent. Something floral yet intoxicating. More mods? I hardly care. I gasp, "I'll find it. You... you just give me the coordinates to hand it over. I'll ahhhh..." I can't think with that tail pressing into my asshole. I busy myself with one of Lady Desma's nipples, sucking eagerly at her huge breast as Sirrin's mechanical tail plunges into my ass.
"Sirrin will be with you," she whispers through my pleasure hazed delirium. "A stowaway aboard your fighter. He will guarantee it comes to me my lovely little pirate. He will help you. You shall deliver it to me. Yesss," she hisses, clutching me against her immense breast. "It will be mine. At last! Mine!"
She twitches against me, the thought seeming to overwhelm her in such a way not even my skillful tongue could manage. Pleasure rocks from her body, crashing through mine like waves of electrical desire. Sirrin's tongue throbs against my aching clit. My ass clenches about the sinous tail sliding in and out of me.
Desma cums, a wail of pleasure which rings through the chamber and stirs even the insensate girls sprawled on the cushion. Sympathetic pleasure explodes through my body and throbbing cunt. An overload of pleasure like the sweetest high any Chelth sucker has known.
I collapse in ecstasy, unable even to suckle at her generous teat. Overcome with the thigh-shaking pleasure and simply hug against Lady Desma and moan.
Eternity. A second. An hour. I cannot know. Time seems so immaterial after the overwhelming ecstasy of this latest orgasm.
Finally, Desma stirs. She sighs, wiping a single pearl of sweat from her brow. "Oh dear," she says looking down at my trembling form. "It seems I've made a bit of a mess." She reaches down and I mewl as she gently pets me, soft, soothing energy cooling overstrung nerves. “Sirrin? Be a love and take our new friend back to her hotel and put her to bed.”
“Yes mistress.”
I sag in the arms of the assassin, smiling drunkenly as he carries me out of the dark bedroom. As we enter the car I drift into an exhausted sleep, spent and cradled in his slender arms.




The Attack

 Thale's frigate, the Ravager, forms a dark bulk against the stars. Sleek like a shark, wings flare out about a quartet of engine ports. Cannons bulge from it. Smaller scale turrets and a single vast cannon curving below the cyclopean eye of the bridge. My stiletto hovers nearby like a silvery dagger, and I imagine Thale aboard his ship, a crimson figure on the small deck, his garish form partly obscured by the shimmer of shields. His ship is too large to carry my own, save piggy back. His hold is for stolen cargo and reflects it, but fortunately my Stiletto is equipped with its own Light Drive. Normally this would be unnecessary, but a faint tingle of remembered pleasure crawls down my back at the thought of Desma waiting for me. And, lodged securely and quietly in the little locker behind my seat, Sirrin lurks in silence.
Betrayal. The word means little to me. In this world of shifting loyalties we do what we can, and though Thale is a powerful enemy, he can’t match Lady Desma.
My ruminating is interrupted as the comms crackle with Thale's voice. "Get your head in the game Zera. The gravity mine is going to pull that ship out of Light Space any second now and you need to take down its engines as soon as it shows."
I pop the gum I'm chewing at the microphone. "Head is in the game, old man. Guns hot and four seekers ready to let loose. I'll use just enough to kill the engines and not a shot more."
Thale laughs. "Good to hear! Because if we lose our prize, trust me. Someone'll pay."
He kills the comms with a snap of static, leaving me with the pensive feeling of imminent action. The comfortable hum of my ships engines and machines fills the air but I don't let the feeling lull me into complacency. I’m far too tense for that.
Without any warning there comes the punch in my gut as the gravity mine goes off. There's a flash, a blur in the darkness as a shape seems to bulge out of nothing. Accordioning into itself, the silver bulk of a science vessel lurches into reality. It's a fat, unwieldy craft of sleek silver and chrome. The sort of thing made for frequent trips to the surface of worlds and lift offs. But turrets bristle from every side like a startled porcupine, betraying the value of its cargo. Only its underside is free, owing to the need of landing gear.
It tilts, stunned by the shock of being yanked from the faster than light travel. But it won't last long. Even as I watch the engines flicker with an attempt to boost them back to life.
I grin and grasp the flightsticks. I activate my stealth module, hoping the ECM gear I paid for actually works. I jerk the controls, sweeping my little fighter below the behemoth of a science vessel as it attempts to right itself. I’m in my element now. I grin, chewing my gum avidly. I jam a thumb into a trigger and fire a single seeker missile at the engines and follow it in at a distance, icing the turrets on the back end with short, precise bursts of my forecannons.
Shields crackle to life across the bulk of the vessel a second too late. Satisfaction fills me as the missile impacts the ship, blasting the engine. Fire and shrapnel billow from the rear of the craft and it tumbles crazily. My radar shows a dark bulk as Thale moves his Ravager in for the kill, but he's a distance yet. Auxiliary thrusters burn across the silvery ship, a turret swinging toward me. Red lashes the void as it fires a poorly aimed salvo, missing me by a mile.
I weave through my stiletto through the tracers and hit the turret with two short bursts, reducing it to glowing slag. I flick the flightsticks, rolling my fighter under the science vessel. "Rear approach is clean. I'm attaching to the underside. Let me know when to detach,” I radio Thale. I grapple my ship between the landing gear of the science vessel and don't wait to hear back. I check my suit seals, knock on Sirrin's box, and blow the seal on the cockpit. As the atmosphere vents, I release my harness and fire a tether onto the hull of the ship.
A pleated doorway shows the airlock against the side of the craft. A remaining turret turns, outlining the entrance as it fires an ineffectual blast at the looming pirate's ship. I ignore it, pulling myself to the underside of the vessel and to the door. I gesture to Sirrin and point at the access pad.
Sirrin crawls across the surface of the ship like a lizard. He pauses before the pad, his face masked in a rebreather which stretches from his jaw to his cybernetic eyes. He tail brushes aside his coat, leaving it fluttering in the void, and stabs into the access pad. There's a spark, and the door opens with a hiss of misty oxygen. Sirrin grabs the edge and swings himself through the door.
My breath rasps in my helmet as I let the tether I launched reel me in and use the momentum to follow him into the ship's gravity envelope. My feet are drawn to the floor and land with a clang. Sirrin waits by the second door. He touches it with his hand and it slides open. Oxygen billows out. There’s a scream as some poor sod comes out with it. I catch a brief glimpse of a horrified face, then he's gone, tumbling through the void, curling in on himself even as a crystal sheen of frost coats his body.
Sirrin ignores it, as he does the force of the decompression and slides inside like a fox into the coop.
A fail safe seals the door behind me, ending the pull of decompression. A sterile white corridor that twists into the interior of the ship opens before me. Doors make indentations on the walls. I catch a glimpse of Sirrin's tail as he slips about the corner of one. I keep my pistol drawn, scanning for targets and hurry after him. Inside is a small storage room filled with flat looking durasteel cases. Sirrin is already moving on. Slumped against the wall is another man in white, his eyes wide and staring in surprise at the massive hole punched in his chest.
I move past him, trying not to think too much about the mounting body count. After all, I probably iced a couple unlucky people in the engine compartment with my seeker. I keep my helmet sealed and move as quick as I can behind Sirrin. I know it will take Thale longer to get grappled with his larger ship, but time is still very short. The next room is a dark space filled with the pinprick red lights of diagnostic machinery. Sirrin suddenly shoves me against the wall, pressing himself over me. His coat seems to shimmer, taking on the texture of the darkened computers filling the room. His narrow chest presses against my plump breasts, his groin rammed against my own. For a second I think he might be looking for a quick fuck. But a moment later there is a clatter as a dozen men armed with pulse rifles race by, all wearing the chrome armour of ship security and the featureless smooth combat helmets. They never even look our way as they race by.
"Mmmmm, adorable AND useful," I murmur, pushing my hips against him.
Sirrin gasps, and I feel his hardness grow against my leg. "M-miss Hayes, please..."
I lean in my helmet and press a kiss against the glass. "Better get moving or we'll get caught with our pants down. Literally." I gently push him off of me.
Sirrin swallows and does so. He spares a glance down the corridor, then sweeps down the opposite way the soldiers came,
The remainder of the corridor is deserted, but Sirrin seems to know where he's going. Soon enough we reach the end of a hallway. A door stands before me, its glass misted with humidity. Sirrin touches the panel, and it opens.
Almost immediately my visor fogs. I hastily wipe it clean and find myself looking into a vast botanical room. Strange plants are held in suspended animation behind glass cases. Lamps glow with the red light of a dwarf star overhead.
And at the end of the room, is the box.
It's exactly as Desma described it. A simple box with tinted black sides wrapped in a durasteel frame. It’s held with a magnetic seal to the podium it rests on like some strange idol in a temple of silver and greenery.
The ship trembles suddenly. I know that feeling. Thale has secured the science vessel. Any second now he'll begin cutting his way into the craft, and kill anyone who gets in his way.
"We have to move," I say urgently. "Get this thing off the pedestal. We are getting out of here. I'll cover you." I take a position kneeling behind some decent looking cover in the greenhouse and aim my pistol at the door. I don't want a gun fight with Thale. Even with Sirrin, I doubt I'm coming out of that fight alive.
Sirrin dashes forward and grabs the box. He slams a hand against the magnetic lock, unsealing it. He cradles our prize tenderly against his chest, turning about and joining me at the door.
Just in time. I hear the distant sound of shouts and the crack of las and plasma fire as the two crews engage somewhere in the belly of the ship. I hurry out of the room and back the way we came, taking each doorway to the best of my ability. I'm not usually fighting on my feet, my aim isn't great, but I splurged on some skill chips to give me an edge. At least I feel like a boarding commando. "What is it?" I hiss at Sirrin as we leapfrog from door to door, pausing and checking, sweeping my gun down the next hallway before moving on.
"Something from a Blacked Out world," he whispers, his voice soft in my radio. "Hazard level seven. Incredibly dangerous, even if you do land. Anyone found leaving a world like it is under a death sentence."
"Sounds like we're under one now too, one way or another." I keep moving. "But you didn't answer me. It's from a Blacked Out world, it's dangerous, but what is it, Sirrin? Don't lie to me."
He hesitates. "A...a plant. From a world called Lanaar. Mistress uploaded me with all that's known about it. It's a predatory world. Nothing can be taken off of it lest it spread. Things from such a planet can change genetic sequence to enable it to breed with other life forms."
The news is chilling. But also oddly titillating. Don’t think about it. Focus, I berate myself. Time for fucking later. It’s with relief I find us at the emergency hatch we entered through. "Here," I say, gesturing to it. "Through here. Thale is going to realize he's been double-crossed any second, so get that hatch open."
Sirrin nods and passes me the box. Turning his back to me, he fits his fingers to the edges of the hatch. There is a snick as thin blades sprout from his fingertips and he begins to peel the hatch off of the plating of the ship. His coat shimmers, automatically adjusting to the colour of the metal.
He freezes at the sound of a thud, becoming invisible against the wall. A corpse falls out of a nearby doorway, silvery body armour cleaved cleanly through. I swing about in surprise and suck in a breath as Thale pushes through after the body, grinning. His sword hums from the cutting beam pulsing along the blade. A moment later he turns and spots me. His dark eyes light up with pleasure. "Zera! There you are. I was looking all over the ship for you. And..." He trails off, staring at the box in my grasp. He breathes in sharply through his teeth. "You found it!”
He lets out a sudden bellow of laughter, sheathing his blade as he walks towards me. "I knew you'd be useful on this job! We'll be rich with this thing!"
I hold it out to him, feeling cold. "Wasn't sure if this was it or not, but it looked fancy. I figured it was either it or something almost as good."
I wait until he reaches out to take it from me, and then I blast him at almost point blank range with my pistol hidden under the box.
Thale's look of pleasure fades to one of shock. He stumbles back, looking down to the smoking ruin that is his chest. "O-oh," he gasps. His arms wrap about his stomach as if to hide his injuries. His legs give out and he falls to his knees. "Oh..."
Numb, I walk over and put one more shot through the face of his helmet. I look down at the corpse of the pirate. "That... didn't feel good." I mutter. I turn back to Sirrin. "Get the fucking hatch open. Now."
The wall seems to shimmer, then opens. A wind picks up as the limited oxygen aboard is sucked out into space once more. Sirrin slips through the hatch, his expression inscrutable through his mask. The decompression picks up Thale's corpse, tugging the pirate across the floor. Limply, he is lifted out of the hatch and into space, tumbling away into the oblivion beyond.
With mechanical efficiency I secure to the tether and kick off the deck plating, using the edge of the hatch as the fulcrum to swing myself back to my ship. Once we're back inside, I seal the cockpit and detach. No point sneaking out of here. Before activating my light speed drive I pop around the rear of the ship and fire my three remaining seekers at the grapple point between the science ship and the Ravager. Probably won't be enough to destroy either ship, but it should make a big mess and leave them tangled up like a couple of fighting dogs. I hit the light speed drive and accelerate to the rendezvous point.
The explosion of the two ships fade behind me as space seems to bend, stars extending into long streaks of white light. As the pressure of light speed eases, Sirrin's mask retreats from his face. He takes a slow breath and places the crate against the floor. Its presence makes the normally one man cockpit rather tight, but Sirrin is flexible enough to manage to wriggle around it.
"Open it," I tell him, cracking the seal on my own helmet. "I want to see what I just wasted one of my only friends in the void for."
He gives me a startled look. "I...Mistress ordered me not to..."
"Damn her," I mutter. "Show it to me, Sirrin. I want to see this precious plant or whatever it is."
He hesitates, but then nods. He presses a small pad on the side. There is a hiss and one of the opaque windows slides open.
I lean forward, examining it. Inside is a bulb about the size of my head. Bright green petals are drawn up. It sits on a small tangle of vines like some tiny meditating idol. As soon as the door opens, a sweet, pungent scent fills the small space of the cockpit. As I catch the first whiff of it, I feel a sudden desire to take another sniff. It's pleasant. Strangely so.
"That's nice," I say, softly. The tension of the battle seems to bleed away. The sight of Thale’s smoking corpse already fading from my thoughts as I breathe in again. "I'm not sure what all the fuss was about though. Just a flower. That..." Leaning closer I take a deep breath.
The edges of the plant peel away revealing a pink interior. Stalks wave a little, peeking out like teasing fingers. The scent grows stronger. Deeper and headier. A tingle courses across my skin in a wave. Chafing at the normally comfortable flight suit I wear. I bite my lip as my nipples harden and a faint ache begins in my core. Subtle but insistent.
"...Miss Hayes?"
I’m suddenly acutely aware of Sirrin. His scent mingling with the sweetness of the flower. He smells faintly of oil and lubricant, but in there is sweat and something else. Whatever was done to his genes in that tank of his mistress's gives him a curious chemical smell. Something alluring like a deep perfume. The metal irises about his eyes swivel, adjusting. The air seems to have grown thick with the scent.
"Miss Hayes. Your pulse has increased significantly and your temperature is rising. Are you alright?"
"I... I think it's this plant," I say breathlessly. My body burning. "It's having some sort of effect on me." I know I should close the case, but I lean down again, the stalks brushing against my face, leaving behind a powdery residue as I inhale its scent again. The ache spreads across my body. My tight flight suit almost painfully stifling. My chest heaves as my breath deepens, clit throbbing and underwear clinging to my folds.
"I should close it," Sirrin says and reaches for the panel. As he moves I get another whiff of him. He reeks of maleness now. There's a silent but insistent pull towards him, my body drawn towards the slender young assassin. He smells of steel. Of blood. A killer, cold and strong. My heat beats faster. Head spinning.
I unzipper my suit and kiss him with a sudden hunger. "Oh, Sirrin," I gasp against his lips. "I need you. I need your hard cock. Ohhhhh... god." I quiver with lust as I shuck the suit down my body and below my waist, explsing my glistening cunt and the round plumpness of my ass.
He gasps, dropping the case. As it strikes the floor it releases a sudden cloud of spores. "M-miss Hayes! Wha-mmmph!" I silence him with my lips. He trembles against me, uncertain. I force him against the wall. His coat splays out behind him, his slender chest mashed beneath my heaving breasts, trapped by my womanly curves. I push my hips push against him and feel his length harden, the tight fabric all that separates me from his throbbing cock.
He grabs my shoulders and pulls me from his lips. The whipcord strength of his arms, powerful enough to break my arm, but he tries not to hurt me. A sudden pang of lust courses through my body. I want him. I need him. To crush him under me and fuck him raw. To take his cock and his seed. Smother him beneath my tits. This killer. This lover. This perfectly made machine of death, yet so unused to pleasure.
"I need you inside me," I moan against him, desperately stroking at his cock through his trousers. I fight to get it out. I fight to have his warm length in my hands. I don't stop kissing him, even as I am moaning for his dick and rubbing my tits against him, I keep kissing. Tasting.
He gasps. "M-miss Hayes. Please I-" He yelps as my fingers find the band of his pants and pull them down. His cock springs free, pale in the white light of slip space. He trembles with desire, unable to resist. The plant continues to breathe its spores, tinting the room a strange pinkish hue. He grabs my ass, his fingers sinking into the plush and pliant flesh.
I put one foot up on the arm rest of an acceleration couch and guide his tip to my slick entrance. I look into his glassy eyes as I jerk my hips and rub him against my steamy pussy. I can only hold back for a moment before I thrust forward, swallowing up his hardness with my eager cunt. "Ohhhh, Sirrin," I moan, my body on fire with lust. I wrap my arms around him and fuck against his cock, taking him down to the balls with each stroke of my hips. Whining with pleasure like some animal in heat.
He arches, moaning. The grunts of our mating echoing in the cockpit. His fingers dig into the plush flesh of my ass. His face is an expression of anguished pleasure as he struggles to resist how my wet folds slide up and down his length. How my clutching channel clenches about him. "Oh...Oh goodness...Z-Zera," he moans, helplessly rutting against me.
My buttocks flex as I thrust onto his cock, my hips moving and my pussy dripping copiously down his shaft. I've never been so overheated in my life. I suck at his lip, thrusting my tongue, sweaty with desire, face flushed with the pleasure and the passion of it. My orgasm rises quickly and I whimper softly against his lips, fucking against him as my inner walls clutch at his cock in rhythmic waves of pleasure.
He pants, my sweat staining his shirt, my juices oiling his cock. I feel him tense, trembling with orgasm. "O-oh. Ohhhh!" he cries as he cums, shooting his seed into my hungry womb. My body answers. Grows hotter than ever. My nipples stab me with pleasure. Quiver with need.
There's a faint dampness. My breasts feel heavy. Swollen even. My hips throb and ache about his hands. My ass clenches. He kisses back, desperate for my taste. He clings to me wantonly, surrendering at last to the glorious pleasure. He's still hard despite cumming, thrusting up into the superheated depths of my cunt. "Oh Zera. Oh Zera," he pants through the spore laden air.
I slip him out of my pussy for only a moment, turning and offering my creamy channel to him as I flop over the back of my own pilot’s chair. I raise my hips, bouncing on my tiptoes, making my ass jiggle and shake as I whine, "Fuck meeeee. I need it. I need your cum. More cum inside me."
"Mistress will be so cross," he gasps even as he gently parts my flush cheeks. But he will not enter me dry. He leans forward, pressing his face against my bum, and I’m reminded again at his oral skills. Trained to kill and to pleasure, his tongue drives against my clutching star, ass quivering about his face as he prepares me.
"Ohhhhh!" I reach back and grab a handful of his hair, practically mounting his face with my ass. I buck against him, squeezing his tongue with the throbs of ecstasy in my tight little asshole. His fresh cum dripping from my swollen cunt.
He drives his face in deeper. His cybernetic implants are a shock of coolness against my heated cheeks. His tongue delves inside, sucked in by the pulsing ring of muscles. My ass quivers with helpless pleasure as he tenderly kisses my rump.
My plump breasts cushion me against the back of the couch as he tongue-fucks my throbbing asshole. "Oh, god, fuck me, Sirren. Put your cock in my ass, please. I neeeeed it."
He breaks off his torrid kiss. "Yes. Yes," he pants. He straightens, keeping my cheeks parted. He lines himself up with the spit slickened star of my ass, and plunges in.
His cock drives deep into my tender hole. Shocks of pleasure stab up into my core. The sweet ache of my ass is coaxed and stroked by the sawing of his cock. I find my face just above the strange plant, my every breath sucking in the sweet scent of the flower. My nipples throb. Chafing as they are rubbed against the faux leather of my chair.
I grab my aching tits. Some instinct drives me. Moaning, I pinch my teats, and something wet spreads across my fingers. Thick and viscuous, like a sap, my breasts leak the substance into my groping hands. The feeling of it, of milking my own swollen teats seems to flick a switch in my brain. The heady pleasure becomes something more. Something soothing and embracing. Sweet and lovely.
"Ohhhhhh yes! Ooohhhh fuck me!" I moan, squeezing and playing with my breasts. The sap oozes from my nipples as I express more and more from my swollen tits. My pleasure rises to an inescapable peak and I throw back my head, wailing with ecstasy, cumming hard. My nipples protrude between my fingers as I crush my tits in both hands, crying out in mindless ecstasy as the strange sap flows from my body.
Sirrin gasps with me. “Z-Zera!” he cries, hilting inside me before he cums.
The euphoria of pleasure fills me like a song. I feel buoyant and above everything. My mind goes blank from pure pleasure. My orgasm shocks me. Another hits me like the punch of a gun. I moan, trembling.
Riding down it, I feel the desperate need begin to slowly bleed away. Though the room is still saturated in the spores, no new ones spawn. I sag, sucking on the remains of the glorious scent and the pleasure. I can still smell Sirrin, but there's something different now. Something soothing and pleasant.
Reflecting on this, I feel a gentle pressure as the ship comes out of lightspace. The whiteness of travel resolves into the pinpricks of stars in the void. Before me looms Station SS9, the pockmarked stone of a meteor and the shine of silver clutching its surface, blinking lights guiding us home.
Sirrin collapses against my ass, for the moment spent. He wraps his arms about me, hugging me tightly. He kisses the back of my neck tenderly.
Flushed, sweaty, and exhausted, I let his cock slide out of my ass and slowly turn to him. I smile vaguely, sated. I feel like I’m in a dream.
His arms wrap round me protectively. He looks at the plant, its leaves vibrant beneath the pink hue of the spores. "Mistress may kill us," he says, gently kneading my fleshy teat.
"We could go somewhere else," I suggest, wrapping his shaft delicately in my fingers and stroking him gently. "You and me, Sirrin, alone together... we could find another buyer. Or we could take our chances with your mistress. You decide."
He leans against the bulwark, holding me tightly. "...I am my mistress's. She would find us no matter where we go." He looked at the case and touches the panel. It slides shut, opaque once more. "Maybe she won't notice."
I somehow doubt that, but I accept the risk as I turn about and take his cock between my lips again, losing myself in the simple act of pleasuring him. I moan around his cock as I gently bob up and down on him. I close my eyes to focus on the sensation of his hardness between my lips, his balls beneath my fingers, gently squeezing. I can hear the docking computer engaging on autodock as I continue to slurp gently on Sirrin's hard cock.
Sirrin gingerly thrusts into my mouth, still sensitive from his most recent orgasm. He groans, and by the time the locking mechanism clicks and the green light flashes, he cums again. I moan around his spurting cock, sucking with each pulse, and swallowing the hot flow of his seed. I hold him in my mouth until he finishes completely. Only then do I lift my head and begin to weakly pull on my flight suit.
From the corner of my eye I watch Sirrin climb to his feet. He moves about, straightening his clothes. The fabric seems to absorb the evidence of our lovemaking, and within a minute he looks none the worse of the wear. Even his cock has renewed, forming a distinct shape against the tight fabric of his pants moments before he closes his coat. He looks my way and smiles shyly, his gaze admiring as I redress, lingering on the swollen curves of breasts and the dark nipples, shining from the thick sap they now exude.
I give him a soft kiss before we disembark from the Stiletto and onto Station SS9.




Return to Desma

The car is waiting outside the landing bay. We’re given curious looks by the pilots and mechanics who populate the clanging decks but not for long. They've seen stranger, and know it’s smarter to mind their own business. Sirrin carries the box, holding it tight to his chest as the door of the car slides up with a hydraulic hiss, baring the opulent interior. He guides me in, and the vehicle takes off.
Again the tinted windows mask our journey. The soft cushion of antigrav denies me even a sense of where we’re going. Once again I’m in the power of the dreadful lady Desma. Yet even as I think of what fate might await me, I recall the last time I was in her presence. Her electric touch and the humming room. I flush, and those are my thoughts as the car halts and slides open, revealing the familiar broad plaza lined with curious plants, fronting the garish doors and pillars of Desma's estate.
The twins meet us. Their soft curves masked in the shimmer of holographics, little more than spaghetti strands of golden light girding their mons and binding their nipples. They smile vaguely, standing on either side of the entrance.
I’m strangely aware of them as we draw near. I suck in a breath, feeling their ambient lust, simmering like a tangible heat within them. Both fix me with their eyes, and their breathing becomes a little deeper.
"Mistress waits for you," they say softly, like something recorded on a tape.
"Mmmmmm," I reply, biting back a soft moan of desire. I take in the luscious sight of their shapely bodies and remember the fun I had with them and... Thane. That snaps me out of my momentary reverie. I enter the estate, steeling myself for unexpected danger. I have no idea how this meeting with Lady Demsa will go, but I have a bad feeling about it.
Sirrin follows at a pace. He ignores the two girls, who fall into step behind me, their noses twitching slightly like rabbits scenting food. We walk down the same passage as before, populated by sculptures and more glass encased plants. Then the doors open and I enter Desma's bed chamber once more.
The devastatingly beautiful Desma reclines among the cushions, exactly as I remember her, as if she hasn’t moved from the night what feels like a lifetime ago. Her blonde hair fans out behind her, framing her ageless face. Once more she is propped up by a pair of cushions. The glowing pasties and girdle pulse with the wash of the holographic projector as she stirs at my arrival, a lazy smile topping her lips. She rises to her hands and knees, leaning forward on the bed. "You have it?" she purrs.
I stare longingly at Desma's gorgeous body. I feel as if I am re-tracing my erotic steps. My cheeks feel hot, but I shake it off. "I had to kill Thale and probably several other of my former associates, along with leaving quite a mess behind, but yes... we have it." I motion to Sirrin.
Her eyes seem to glow as my lithe lover, her bred killer, moves forward, bearing the box like a knight would the crown to his queen. He stops before the bed and Desma runs her fingers over the box, faint crackles of static following her touch. "Yesss," she murmurs, fairly hissing. She touches the button and the lid slides open, baring the petals of the flower.
My pulse quickens as she opens the box. I hold a breath, watching the faint dust of the spores drift into the air. I feel a throbbing in my cunt, lust warming my veins. My nipples harden against my flight suit, staining it with the strange cream.
"Ohh," Desma gasps, stroking the leaves. The light of her projectors pulses into a red hue "Something so small. So simple. It's lovely..." She takes the box as the first few spores breathe into the air. She glances towards me, as if only recalling I’m here. "You will be compensated for your losses," she says airily. "And don't worry about any enemies you may have made. I always protect my investments.”
She smiles, her eyes fixing on me slyly. "And you are of particular value, now. Aren't you?"
It takes me a moment to realize she is talking to me and not the flower. Fear tinges my lust. I try to keep my voice steady as I say, "Why is that, Lady Desma?"
Desma crooks her finger and the twins slide past me and crawl obediently onto the bed. Smiling easily, Desma puts a finger to one of the girl's chin, drawing up her rapt face and softly kissing the busty young slut. I swallow thickly, feeling my cunt dampen with desire. She breaks the kiss warmly, her dark eyes lidded as they wander my way. "My dear pirate. Did you think I wasn't watching? My lovely Sirrin has cameras fixed in those pretty red eyes of his. I saw it all, and must say your endurance far outweighs your discretion."
I sigh, slumping. I shouldn’t be surprised, I suppose. Since it began I’ve been out of my leaguer here. "Well, you aren't the first person to tell me that." I sit down on the edge of her bed and blow a lock of hair out of my face. "So why are you calling me valuable instead of throwing things or shooting at me?"
Desma laughs and drapes herself among the cushions. "Dear. I had every confidence you would open my prize. I knew the temptation was simply a little too much for my pretty Pandora." She turns the open crate to the first girl, who arches as the spores wash over her face and breasts. The slut breathes in greedily, softly moaning as her skin flushes beneath the chemicals of the alien plant. Desma watches intently as the girl drinks the spores. "You have merely become far more useful to me than your mere piloting skills. Tell me. Do you know why Chelth is so expensive?"
"W-why?" I ask, watching Desma's pretty, plump sluts breathing in the spores that drove me wild. I suck in a gasp as the girls’ moan, their breasts beginning to swell, pushing through the faint shimmer of their holographic bras. Desma smiles, cupping one of the growing breasts. A gentle squeeze makes the girl whimper in helpless arousal, and a bead of the thick sap prick her fattening nipple. "Because first,” the mistress of the palace purrs, “you need a certain plant. A plant from a world well known to be able to prey upon any living thing which enters its atmosphere. A world that you could be shot for even looking at.
"Second," she says, squeezing a little harder, forcing the bead to become a droplet that slowly slides down the slut's heaving breast, "you need a woman to ingest the spores. Because that is the only way for it to metabolize properly into what you need.
"And finally." Desma leans forward, taking the thick sap with a single swipe of her tongue. She smacks her lips, then shudders, her skin flushing a vivid pink of desire. "You need to milk it from a host.
"And thanks to you," she says, releasing the girl who falls to the satin sheets, quivering in an ecstasy of arousal, so enwrapped in the mere tactile sensations of the blankets on her hypersensitive skin she cries out and cums on the spot. "I have the only source. And I have no intention of giving any of it up."
I watch, shuddering with desire as she milks her slut. My breasts throb with sympathy and I feel some of the sap oozing from my swollen nipples. Stars I want that to be me. I look at Desma pointedly, teasing the zipper down on my flight suit just enough to reveal my cleavage and the edges of my blue lace bra. "How much are these worth to you?"
Desma laughs in genuine amusement. "How cute," she says. She rises from the bed, the red glow of the tiles lighting her from beneath, outlining the wide curves of her hips and voluptuous swell of her breasts and ass. Again I catch myself admiring her form. Like some savage goddess of fertility bound in tech and given life. "You think to bargain? Very well." She crosses the floor in a single stride and grasps my swollen teat. The shock of her touch punches into my core, static snapping across my swollen breast. My knees nearly buckle. I sway, crying out with the sudden pleasure. Desma’s eyes glow with amusement. "You carry in your pretty teats the most valuable substance in this sector. Every pirate, merchant or junky will want you. Will happily kill to get you, strap you into some dark room, and have you live out the rest of your days being milked by pumping engines like some pretty dairy cow."
"Ohhhh," I moan as she hefts my breast. I lean back, letting her touch me as the nectar drools from my breast and saturates my bra. "That's o-one offer... what's yours, L-Lady Desma?"
She grins, leaning forward and inhaling my scent. "I will keep you safe my pet. I will milk you with love and care and never more than you need." Her fingers trail across my breasts, raising goosebumps and an aching pleasure which swells across my body in a wave of arousal. "You will live in wealth and splendor. Everything you want will be at your fingertips. And," she adds, leaning forward, catching my drooping chin on the tip of her finger and turning my face towards her. "I will naturally have a proper guard for so valuable a prize. And Sirrin does seem somewhat taken with you."
I look his way and Sirrin flushes where he stands, quite noticeable on his very pale skin.
I struggle to think, forcing my way through the pink haze of desperate need. "I think..." I shudder. "I need to mull it over, Lady Desma. But... mmmmmm... in the mean time... if you would like to milk me. I am feeling rather... heavy." I watch her fingers tease me, my heart pounding in my chest and my tender nipples full and dribbling.
"Mmm," she purrs. "Gladly." Leaning forward, she takes a cloth garbed nipple between her lips and gently sucks.
"Ohhhhh," I moan, feeling my precious milk release into her sucking mouth. "I mean... I mean... show me how you will harvest my milk ohhhh god." I stroke her head as she sucks at my laden breast. They feel as if they have swollen two cup sizes, although surely some of that is purely the temporary engorgement.
"Why?" she hums, nibbling on my rigid nipple. "Do you dislike this way?"
"Oh, I like it.. mmm... very much, Lady Desma, in fact I would freely share with you in…in this manner. As much as you'd like, but from ah...” I struggle to form coherent sentences. “Oooohhh...A practical standpoint I would like to know our normal ah-arrangement w-would be.”
Desma chuckles. "You see Sirrin?" she says, straightening, looming over me. "This is why I wish a woman such as her. Able to think so ably even in the throes of such pleasure."
"She is remarkable," the assassin says tenderly.
She chuckles. "You would say that wouldn't you." She gestures. I catch a flash on her finger tip. An embedded control chip no doubt. From the depths of the room a black orb comes forth. It opens, revealing a set of fat cups of some strange white fabric. Desma takes one, tilting them so I can see the interior, which appears lined with microscopic pouches. "A clever little device. While you sleep, a proper pump shall be latched onto your lovely breasts. But during the day, you will wear these delightful little things. They will constantly milk you, drawing out your lovely cream and storing it in these pads. Then, when they are filled, they will be collected and emptied. Such an elegant solution, with the added bonus of training your body to produce your sap at its maximum potential.
"Think of it Zera,” she breathes, slinking closer again. Filling my awareness with her scent of desire and the sharp tang of static. “To be constantly milked. Your pretty teats always swollen, suckled every hour of the day. And whenever I can find the time, I will be glad to extract it more..." she gives a smoky smile, flicking a spark to my torrid nipple and sending a stab of pleasure through my chest, "...intimately."
Practically mad with lust and desire, I don’t hesitate a second. "I accept your offer," I say looking from her to the machine with excitement. "Shall we try it out, Lady Desma?" I ask, as I unlace my boots and begin to remove my flightsuit, practically tearing it in my eagerness. "I'll let you decide on the method, but my breasts are feeling rather heavy and tender."
I remove my blue lace bra as I shuck out of the flightsuit. As I thought, my breasts are at least two cup sizes larger, swelling from my chest. My nipples are thicker and constantly oozing with the sweet-smelling nectar. I run my hand over them, gathering some of the liquid on my fingers and tasting it for the first time.
The flavour is unlike anything I’ve ever known before. It’s sweet and hot. Smooth and thick. Like the sudden orgasm of sex focused on my tongue. My taste buds buzz, so overwhelmed by the shock they throb with a dull tenderness. My head spins. My body aches with the same loving numbness as my tongue as the sensation spreads across me.
"I thought you might," Desma says. She removes the cups and cap my swollen breasts. They latch onto my nipples, adhering seamlessly. Their pure whiteness contrasts sharply with my reddened skin. Then, they begin to suck. It's a tender feeling. A massaging of the flesh, my creamy sap sucked from my swollen breasts, drawing away the desperate pressure which once stuffed my chest.
"Ooohhhh yessss," I gasp, falling onto my hands and knees on Lady Desma's bed. I moan with animal pleasure as my fat, dangling tits are suckled by the cups. "It's so good. How much... how much of the nectar will my body produce?"
Desma smiles, watching as I writhe in pleasure on her bed. "At your peak? Nearly three gallons a day my dear. And that is only the beginning." She daintily sits down beside me, stroking my quivering flanks, running her hand along my hip and resting her palm against my twitching cunt. "There are ways of increasing such production. Perhaps, in time, we will explore them. Though you may find it...difficult to move afterwards.
"But there is time for such things," she breathes, her middle finger gliding down my puffy folds. "But you are here. Now. Kneeling upon my bed, your body producing the greatest drug known to the galaxy. What do you want my pretty little pirate?" She slides her finger past my clutching walls, slipping inside my sopping cunt. "What do you need?"
"Ooooooooh," I moan as her finger slips into my steamy pussy, my inner walls convulsing around her electric touch. "M-milked...” I groan. “Fucked. Please." My mind is addled by the sweet nectar I tasted. "Bigger. More milk. Oooooh..." I jerk my hips, pushing my pussy back against her fingers. "So good, Lady Desma. P-please. Make me your cow. M-make me…"
I trail off as her finger strokes my insides tenderly. "Of course I will. I knew you would be." A moment later there is a soft click as a black band is wrapped about my throat. There is a soft blink of a red light on the collar, then it goes dark. "A little monitor my dear. So I can keep track of you and ensure your body continues to work as needed." She says this softly, stroking my quim with her finger, her tone soothing me as she might some recalcitrant animal. I’m aware of this in some distant part of my mind. But I don’t care. I’m beyond it. All that exists is the tender pulse of the caps milking my breasts, the shock of pleasure as Desma fucks me.
"Nnnnnnnn yesssss," I moan. “Anything. Just…keep touching…mmmm…” My body shakes with pleasure. I arch my back, my huge milky tits swaying as they are suckled by the machine. I fuck back against her fingers, my steamy, slick channel clutching at her digits. "Mmmm! I’ll ah…I’ll be a good cow for you, Lady Desma. Oh stars!”
Humiliation doesn’t enter into it. I want it too badly. Need it so much! She beckons Sirrin, who comes forward, already shedding his clothes. He kneels behind me, his hands sliding about and cupping my heaving breasts. His cool touch is a shock, but not so much when he gentle massages my immense teats, fingers sinking in my swollen flesh and prompting my breasts to push harder that pressure that fills them into the hungry cups.
"Very good cow," Desma croons. "You will be a lovely cow for me. Why would you need to be a pirate? A pilot? When you can be here, milked by my lovely machines and assistants."
"Mmmmmooohhhh yesss," I moan as my milk gushes into the cups. "Yes, Sirrin. Am I good? Am I...good cow? Yesssss. I will stay here, Lady Desma. For you."
Sirrin kisses my neck adoringly, his lips brushing the dark plasteel of my collar. "You're lovely," he breathes as he milks me. "We can serve Desma together Zera. I always knew we should." I feel his cock harden against the new curves of my ass, the friction almost unbearable as I instinctively move against it. "I love you Zera," he murmurs into my ear.
"I love... yes... fuck me, please," I moan, making a distinct mooing groan of pleasure.
Desma removes her fingers from my clutching channel. But before I have a chance to miss them, she guides Sirrin inside of me. He groans, flushing hotly as his cock enters me once more. He begins to move almost at once, my fertile body calling to what part of him that was a man and not the machine grown by his mistress in a tank. He leans against me, his chest pressing against my back, his lips nipping and kissing my neck and shoulders.
Desma leaves us, the loving assassin, the pilot turned cow. She reclines once more at the head of the bed, sprawls there, indolent, watching, lips curled with a faint smile of satisfaction. She stretches out her arms as the two shapely girls crawl to her, drawing their curvy shapes against her. Idly she strokes the swell of their bums, her fingers buzzing through their holographic skirts. Both moan, wriggling against her, their swollen breasts dribbling sap. They lean up, lovingly sucking at her fat nipples. Desma purrs, letting her head fall back, but never looking away from me. Me, fat breasted and leaking milk, fucked by her assassin, collared and teats clutched by her sucking devices. She sighs, curling her toes in delight at her victory, grinning as I wail and cum.
END
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