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Out of the Sky

Captain Tatia Lia slammed into the straps of her chair.  Alarm bells screamed from every corner of the cockpit as the Largo was forced from Light Space. The whirling lights beyond the glass jarred into the pinpricks of shining stars in the outer galaxies, the whole ship shuddering with the unexpected return to real space.
Tatia brushed some of her scarlet hair back from her face. Her expansive chest heaved, barely contained in the slim flight suit pressing against her pale flesh. It was all she wore save the grey flight jacket and a pair of gold earrings. “What the hell was that!”
“Gravity mine!” Steff, her engineer cried. The young man was frantically working the translucent screens radiating from the consoles. A holographic lens flickered before his freckled face as his fingers danced. “We’ve been pulled out of Light Space.”
“I see a ship!” Bia, her girlish helmsman, shouted from the opposite side of the bridge.
Tatia unbuckled her straps with a wince and rose. She stood a good six feet tall, towering over her slender helmsman as she passed her by. Her long legs moved fluidly beneath the taut glossy fabric of her suit. The pistol holstered at her side swayed with the aggressive roll of her hips as she crossed the floor. She stopped beside Steff, who glanced grimly back from the broad monitor projecting from the flat panel.
“It’s the Vulkrin.”
Tatia cursed. “Valith.” She turned sharply to Steff. “Get the engines running again! Now! We don’t have the firepower to take him. Quickly! And someone shut off those damn sirens!”
The blaring shriek and strobing lights vanished so quickly it was almost a shock.
Steff looked up again. “We’re being hailed.”
Tatia swore. She felt Steff and Bia’s frightened eyes on her and she looked grimly to the wide screen which consumed an entire wall. “Put it up.”
The screen flickered, then resolved. It showed a dark bridge of blinking crimson lights tended by savage looking men. A command chair took shape, and on it, a man Tatia would have been happy to never see again. He wore dark armour pitted and scarred by knife and laser shots. His face showed much the same abuses suffered. Craggy and harsh, his small eyes gleamed from beneath a heavy brow.
He was not alone. Draped about the throne were near a half dozen pretty young women. Utterly naked, their skin flawless and fair, they clung about the throne, bound to it by slender chains attached to black collars about their necks. One was pressed against the pirate lord, the blonde haired woman wearing a look of vague bliss that spoke of numbing drugs to make her more compliant. Or perhaps a mental suppressor Tatia thought with a glance at the girl’s collars.
“Tatia,” Valith said. His voice was like him, deep and thick, with the hard tone of men of influence and power and a penchant for cruelty. “I was thinking you weren’t going to show.”
“You were waiting,” she said grimly.
The pirate laughed throatily. “Surprised? Don’t be. Money can buy many eyes. Some even in the ranks of the cartographers.”
Tatia scowled. “What do you want?”
Valith’s smile turned dangerous and cruel. “What do you think?” he snarled. The blonde in his grasp gasped as he tightened his hold. She pressed herself more wantonly against her master’s side, rubbing her naked flesh against the dark metal of his armour, moaning. “I want your cargo Tatia. And you as a bonus. You’ve given me the slip before but not this time. That gravity mine knocked out your long range engines. I have you. Your crew will fetch a high price at the flesh markets. But you.” He grinned, showing his teeth. He squeezed the busty slut in his grasp more tightly, making her gasp. “I’ll be keeping you. Personally.”
Tatia couldn’t supress a shudder at the thought. Her eyes went to the women who crawled at the pirate’s feet. Two had begun to kiss, embracing in the throes of Sapphic lust, fingering one another wantonly before the screen.
Valith laughed. “I suggest surrender, Tatia. This is your only chance.”
“Fuck you!” Tatia snarled. She slammed a fist down on the comm controls, severing the connection.
“The Vulkrin is coming about!”  Bia said, her voice and petite frame shaking as she stared at her monitors.
Tatia whirled back to Steff. “Can you get the Light Engine online?”
He shook his head. “I need time captain!”
“Then we’ll buy it,” Tatia said. She returned to her chair, strapping herself in once more. “What’s the nearest planet?”
Steff’s fingers flashed across the keyboard. “There’s an orbiting system not far. Three moons around a single planetoid. Called Lanaar. But…oh…Nevermind…”
“What?” Tatia tapped a code into her personal keypad. A holo projector in the chair brought up Steff’s screen showing a single world. Her eyes flashed across the specifics. Breathable air according to the explorer’s maps. Fertile jungle and a single massive ocean. “Looks fine. Perfect even.”
Steff shook his head quickly. “But captain! Look! It’s not on the Faring Guild’s maps. The read from it is only local and marking it out as Hazardous level seven. It’s Blacked Out!”
“The Largo can make it,” Tatia said firmly.
“But captain-“
“It’s that,” she said sharply. “Or be taken by Valith. And I have no intention of having a sado collar on and licking his shoes while you both are sold to some splicer on the flesh market.”
Steff and Bia cringed.
Tatia set her face and leaned back into her chair. “Take us in.”
Steff nodded shallowly. “Aye, captain.”
The craft shook as he activated the main engines. The small cargo ship turned, making a beeline for the looming planetoid. Lanaar, Tatia thought, watching as the planet hove into view. A vast world, green stripes of jungle cut by heavy clouds. Three moons orbited it, hovering on the horizon. Tatia gripped the arms of her chair. Despite her bluster, she was worried. There was something about it. Something worrying…
She shook her head. She knew the risks. The Ring World authorities reserved a Black Out only for worlds beyond dangerous. Labelled illegal to even be in the vicinity of. If they were caught, it was a death sentence. Assuming whatever it was that made the planet so dangerous didn’t get them first.
But Tatia would be damned if Valith took her ship! Took her! She’d sooner see it broken on the surface of the world below.
“The Vulkrin is coming about,” Steff said. Grim faced, the young man concentrated on the screens before him. The light of his screens glowed red as his fingers danced across the keys. Tatia herself looked at the approaching planet. If nothing else, she swore she’d save her crew.
One way or another.
A sudden shudder rocked the decks. “He’s firing on us!” Bia cried. “He’s sees what we’re doing! He’s trying to knock out our engines!”
“The hell he will! Controls to my chair!” Tatia barked.
Bia swept her hand over her console gratefully and hastily strapped in. She had signed on for freighter runs and her skills reflected it. She had no business piloting under fire.
But Tatia was of the old school. She had earned her spurs blazing in the United Navy, fighting Drax and the like. The moment the joysticks rose from the arms of her chair she gripped them tightly and pulled. The ship rocked, dodging yet another salvo of screaming missiles. Over armed and engine, Tatia thought wryly. Vallith. Always compensating.
Still, her ship handled like a wooden tub steered with a paddle up its ass. Narrowly she evaded a las salvo that cut a crimson lash across the horizon. Lanaar rose in the view screen, filling it with swirling whites and blanketing greens. They were close enough to see the lightning crackle through the clouds of a storm swirling slowly about the virgin world. “Brace yourselves!” she cried, heaved on the controls, and plunged into the rolling storm.
Instantly the screens were washed in sleety grey. Tatia grit her teeth, watching the jolts of lightning spit across her viewports. Feeling the sudden gravitational pull. She banked.
A red flash sped by them, searing a gash through the clouds.
“He’s right behind us!” Steff shouted.
“Nooo!” Bia moaned.
Tatia grit her teeth, forcing their little craft about. A spear of lightning blazed before them, arching through the clouds like grasping fingers. The ship shuddered. Alarms started to scream again and washed the cabin in warning red.
Another explosion rocked their craft. Tatia yanked on the stick, the narrow nose of the Largo quivering as she forced it up. “Give me a boost on the engines on my mark Steff!”
“Captain-“
“Wait for my word!” she snapped, brow furrowed, hunched in her chair as she waited for her chance. Her heart hammered in her chest. Her palms were slick with sweat and her body quivered with adrenaline. She was acutely aware of the tightness of her synth suit. Of the g-forces pressing against her.
A shadow moved through the clouds.
“Now!”
Steff moved his hands across his station.
The Largo whirred, frame shaking as it suddenly accelerated. They shot through the clouds. There was a sudden darkness. A shape of corroded black steel and bristling spikes. The Vulkrin sped by beneath them like a steel shark bristling with spines. The ponderous pirate ship, agile in space, was weighed down in the atmosphere of Lanaar. It struggled to turn and follow them.
Tatia grinned, turning about, and opened up. Las fire stitched the rear of the Vulkrin, flashing over shields before finding the engines. She hammered them, squeezing the trigger, sending pulse after pulse against the blazing ports. The engines crackled, the shields failed. Explosions rocked the fat pirate ship. It wheeled, and fell, trailing smoke while the storm lashed it vengefully with bolts.
“We did it!” Bia cried.
Tatia didn’t bother to correct her. She merely exhaled, releasing her death grip on the controls. She sank into her seat with a sigh, then frowned. Because somehow she knew that had been the easy part.
“Find a spot to set down,” she told her crew, glancing at the red warnings spilling down her screens. “Let’s check the damage.”
Sobered by her tone, Steff nodded and returned to work. Bia bit her lip, taking over piloting the ship again. In her chair, Tatia sighed wearily as they came out from the cloud cover and began their descent.




Landing

From the top of her ship Tatia surveyed the jungle of Lanaar. Swathes of green and multicoloured flowers swayed in a gentle wind. Vines choked the curving trunks of trees and thick leaves shaded the ground. A riot. Untamed, savage as any feral world. She didn’t like it. Jungle worlds always held wild dangers. And a world with the warning signs they’d seen had more than she would like to know.
They’d landed in a small clearing in the jungle, not far from where the pirates had crashed. They hadn’t dared go to near. If one of the hulking ship’s turrets were still working, they could shoot the slim Largo out of the sky for sure. And wouldn’t that be a fine thing Tatia thought sourly. Survive the battle just to get shot down by the corpse. But they’d confirmed the Vulkrin was down, and unlikely to get back up again.
She hopped down off the roof, landing lightly on the ground. A banging came from the open engines on the side of the ship. “How bad is it?” she asked.
Steff’s head poked from the depths of the machinery, his cheeks smudged with oil and hair tangled. His holographic eyepiece was covered in the spidery scrawl of diagnostic data. “Not too bad captain. I should be able to fix the engines, but the Drive Core’s been cracked...We won’t be going anywhere outside the system until we get that fixed.”
Servos whirred as the ship’s cargo bay opened, the curving ramp lowering gingerly to the ground. A moment later Bia came out walking the hovering, sleek shape of a speeder gliding on a cushion of antigrav field. The girl eased it across the ground and brought it to a halt before Tatia. “Here captain. It’s all fueled up and ready.”
Tatia gave a brief nod of thanks and slung a pulse rifle over her shoulder. The bulk of the weapon formed a reassuring weight before the dark jungles looming around them. She touched the speeder, an ache of nostalgia passing through her as she examined its faded paint. A relic of her time in the navy, as was the rifle. Despite the desperation of her situation, she found a small smile.
“Are you sure this is a good idea?”
Bia’s words brought her back to the present. She nodded, once and curtly, before climbing aboard the speeder. The bike bobbed as it adjusted to her weight, the humming of its grav engine wavering before steadying itself after a moment. “We don’t have a choice. That ass Valith burned out our Drive Core when he knocked us out. We’ll be torn apart the second we try to enter Light Space as we are. Our only chance for getting off this rock is if his is still intact. While I’m gone, Bia? Set our course for a jump back to SS9. Steff? You get the engine working. I don’t want to spend a second longer than we have to on this rock.”
Steff nodded. “Right.”
“But what if the pirates survived the crash?” Bia asked.
Tatia shrugged the rifle more securely over her shoulder. “Then I’ll take care of it.”
“Be careful captain.”
Tatia found a reassuring smile. Careful. A laugh. She was going to cross an unknown world registered at the highest threat level possible. All to raid the ship of the most notorious pirate lord in the sector. And she was going to do it all alone.
But she was practical. And what choice did she have? She shook the thought from her head and leaned forward to grasp the handles of the speeder. “Keep close to the ship. Be careful, and watch out for each other. I’ll be back as soon as I can.”
Steff nodded sternly, stepping protectively closer to Bia. The girl caught the motion, smiling shyly.
Tatia gripped handlebars and turned them. The engine hummed to life, and she sped away into the tangled knots of the jungle.




Bia and the Lure

Bia kicked her feet dangling off the edge of the boarding ramp. Hunched forward, chin in her hands, she stared morosely at the jungle. With Tatia gone and Steff banging away at the engines, she had little to do. She’d already set the nav computer, and thus was feeling quite bored.
And warm. She sighed, unzipping the top of her zipsuit down to her navel. The deep V showed the soft pink of her skin and the modest curves of her breasts. Bia was a deck rat. Children born to spacer parents in the depths of zero g’s. The light buoyancy of artificial gravity had meant she would always have a petite, modest frame. An elfin prettiness that she did not necessarily regret, but that, compared to her busty captain, she felt a little self-conscious of.
She breathed in deeply and sighed and watched the jungle. The draping vines and heavy fronds threw a deep darkness that the strange green luminous light shone through. It reminded her a little of the more illicit clubs on some of the fringe stations she’d been to. Where women and men would dance beneath the thudding electronic music. Each clothed in only bands of holographic light or clinging synth silk. A shimmering sea of shifting colours. The heavy thump of the music. The grinding. The scent of sweat and sex. The gasping and groaning…
Bia blinked and raised her chin a little, peering into the darkness. The lights seemed to be moving. She watched the shifting colours, her breathing slowing. Relaxing. She smiled a little as she watched the fluctuating motes of purples and blues. How they twirled and spun. Slow and sensuous…
She felt the ground beneath her feet as she hopped off the loading ramp. The lights filled her thoughts. The slow, luxurious dance as they spun and shifted. Weaving patterns in the dark. Receding before her eyes. No. Don’t go…
The distant clang of Steff’s work on the engines faded behind her. The cool shadows of the jungle fell over her. Distractedly, she pushed aside the thick fronds and vines which barred her path, letting them spring back in her wake as if she’d never passed.
The colours drew her on. Their strange swaying dance transfixed her. Motes of luminous lights compelling her deeper into the darkness of the jungle’s undergrowth. Somewhere distant, an animal called out.
She stepped into a clearing, and before her was the source. It was everything she imagined it could be. Looping tentacles writhed and shifted, the luminous globes of lights strung along its limbs and the flashy stalks dangling about its head. Its body filled a space before her. Utterly alien. A thick hide draped its back like a cloak, its torso strangely man-like and flat. Stalks rose from its back, swaying and shifting in their strange hypnotic dance of purples and blues. Its digitrade legs were widely splayed. Its head was angular, wedge shapes and flowing into the carapace back, sloping forward with four glowing eyes of light. It opened its jaw, a long tongue sliding out and caressing Bia’s cheek.
She sighed, watching the shifting lightshow of its body. Its tentacles reached forward, gently gathering her up. Sliding against the strange fabric of her skin tight zip suit. Its limbs seemed to surround her, pulling her deeper. There was only it. Only the lights it displayed for her alone.
Its limbs slid down the open front of her suit and she gasped, stiffening as it reached down the front of her pants and found her moistening cunt.
“Oooh,” she moaned softly as the tip of its tentacle stroked her folds, getting her wetter with its tender touch. Her body ached. She wanted this creature. This heavenly thing which had come for her. Without a thought she shrugged out of her zip suit, freeing her arms from the clinging fabric and baring her chest in all its glory. She hooked her thumbs in the band of her pants and peeled it from her mons and legs, kicking it aside.
The glow of the creature’s lights had changed. The soft blues and enticing violets darkened, tinting an aroused red as it stared at her naked body. The colours moved more quickly now. Its limbs stretched forward and stroked her glistening pussy. She moaned softly, surrendering to its touch. It wanted her. She felt hotter still. Desire burned in her as she watched the oddly erotic movements of the lights.
She stretched out her arms, surrendering to the grasp of the creature. She sighed as its limbs wrapped about her arms, another her waist, lifting her nearer its wedged head. Its eyes glowed brighter. Swallowing her. She stared into them. Surrendered to them.
Breed.
It was not a word. It was an impression. A want.
“How,” she murmured. She had no doubt it could with her. It could do anything.
A pulse of red seemed to slide down its torso, gather at its groin. A pair of rigid cocks stretched from the flesh. Strange, wedge shaped things, pulsating with the same light as its body.
“Ahhh,” she sighed. A sound of understanding. Of surrender and desire. No need for words. Never again. She let her head hang back, hair falling down. She relaxed her muscles. He was large. She would need to so that he would fit.
He lowered her, and she felt him enter her. His glow pushed into her ass and cunt at the same time. She murmured softly at the pressure of its twin cocks, but then merely sighed as its wedged tips pushed past her resistance. Filling her. The heat of his lights glowed within her. Warmed her. Completed her. He began to thrust into her, and she rocked her hips, reciprocating. Needing him. Needing his seed.
She felt the compulsion of his gaze again and looked into the eyes of her mate. His eyes pulsed a feverish red. She could feel how close he was. How her body had brought him to it. She ached for his seed. To be fulfilled by that glorious consummation.
“Yes,” she gasped. “Fuck me. Breed me.”
He pushed inside her again. Three more strokes. Then, he stiffened, pushing as far into her as he could go. And came.
Rapture filled her with his orgasm. She gasped, the intensity of their joining rocking through her body. She moaned, sagging in his grasp, feeling his seed warm her ass and womb. Spilling throughout her inside. She was crying. Weeping for the loss. For the years she had been forced to live without her mate.
But never again.
He drew out of her carefully and put her down. She slumped to her knees, weakened by its tender love making. His luminous seed soaked her thighs and bum, glowing a pale blue in the darkness beneath the jungle.
He turned around, showing her the motes of shifting glows which made his back. A canvas of beckoning light. Without a thought she rose and padded after him, her ass and cunt aglow. And the darkness of Lanaar swallowed them and their bobbing lights.




Steff and the Jungle

Steff banged shut the outside panel of the engine. He tapped the projector behind his ear, observing the holographic disc before his eye as it rattled off the diagnostic. He nodded once, then tapped an ignition code into his arm band.
He stepped back as the engine rumbled. A dull glow grew in the depths of the six round propulsion tanks. Steff checked his eyepiece. Everything was green. He sighed and switched off the engines, listening to the whine as it died, as if complaining he wouldn’t let it fly.
Steff fondly patted the pitted metal. “We did a number on you this time old girl,” he said sadly. “But you’re working now. All we need is the captain to get back and we’ll be on our way.”
He left the engine, tapping his arm band to ensure it would be warm when Tatia returned.
If she returned.
He grimaced at the pessimistic thought but shook it away. Despite his reservations, the captain was one of the best he’d ever met. And the most attractive.
“Bia!” he called. “Then engine’s ready. Did you get the navigation system done?” Steff looked towards the loading ramp. “…Bia?”
Still no answer. Frowning, he made his way around the ship and to the ramp. He climbed onto it, peering into the dark depths of the cargo hold. “Bia?”
He pulled back, his gaze panning the choking jungle which loomed at the edge of the camp. His lens beeped, breaking down the structure of the forest, scanning its exterior for anything out of the ordinary. “Dammit,” he muttered, descending the clanging deck. “She couldn’t have been so stupid! I warned her this planet was dangerous!”
His lens beeped. It outlined a shape in the shadows of the fronds, focusing on it. Something not there before. It stitched the curves of a woman. Steff stared that way, but couldn’t quite make out more. He took a wary step forward. “…Bia?”
The shape moved, leaving the foliage behind. Steff’s jaw fell open with awe.
It was a woman, though unlike any he had seen before. Her skin was a rich green and her nipples dark blacks. She had long legs leading to broad hips. Her every step was a sultry swagger, her hands running along her glistening flesh. She smiled, a face of such perfect beauty he was stunned. Her breasts were bared for his eyes, full and sweet. Her lashes fluttered, half obscuring a pair of eyes black as pitch, shaded by hair filled with a crown of rich flowers.
“Ah…Hello?” Steff said.
She giggled, continuing to advance. Steff clutched his wrench before him like some sort of shield, taking an uncertain step backwards. “You…”
She put a finger to his lips, giggling softly. Steff stared at the perfectly formed digit, its flesh faintly green.
The flowers of her hair suddenly bloomed. He gasped as a vast fog of pollen enveloped his head. He blinked frantically, coughing, rubbing his eyes to try and clear them. He never even felt the flower she plucked from her bouquet and placed into his hair.
He shoved her back. His eyepiece blinked, knocked off from the violent efforts of his hands. He peered blearily at the smiling woman. “What the hell…what are you? What is…”
His voice faded. His eyes grew wide. There was a crawling sensation against his scalp. Twisting into his ear. He reached up.
Stop
He lowered his hands, staring blankly at the green woman. She was still smiling, but her black eyes were deep now. Heavy. As he stared into them, they seemed to swallow him.
She giggled again, moving towards him. He tried to step back but her command held him. He felt the winding sensation against his ear again. In his scalp. A prickling like the cold against the roots of his hair. A shudder worked its way across his skin.
Without preamble she tenderly stripped him. Her hands caressed his skin and across his chest and waist. They slid over his groin and cupped his manhood. He hardened immediately. She crooned, her dark eyes looking into his face. Again the smile.
She touched his chin and stepped away. Without a thought he followed her, naked into the jungle. Leaves and fronds brushed his skin. It grew dark beneath the eaves. He trembled with a desperate desire to move. To get away! But no matter his efforts he docilely continued walking.
For an hour they marched into the depths of the jungle. She brought him to the foot of an immense tree. Its trunk was a vast twisting thing of what looked like hundred of cords all bound together. At their peak they spread out into a huge canopy of branches. Strange leaves grew from those limbs, the stamen stark and red like veins. Heavy flowers hung like bells, breathing a pollen that hung in the air like motes of dust.
She touched his chest and gently pressed him down to the foot of the tree. She straddled him, his cock pressing against the groove of her ass. She crooned, her long lashes beating like s butterfly’s wings. She leaned down and tenderly kissed him.
His eyes fluttered. He found he could move. He reached up and grasped her back, pulling her closer against him. She gasped, giggled, her nymphic face glowing with pleasure. Her breasts were firm and her nipples hard as they pressed into his bare chest. She stroked his shoulders, easing up so that her breasts were level with his face. He did not think. Instinct, animal drive, ruled him. He leaned forward and took a nipple in his mouth.
She moaned, pulling him against her. Milk unlike anything he had ever tasted squirted into his mouth. Thick and heavy, yet sweet. More like sap than anything. He moaned as he drank of her, warmth spreading through his body. A heat.
His hands dug into her ripe green flesh. She gasped, crooning as he pressed her against him. He took his lips from her breast, his eyes flashing. He growled, flipping her over. She squealed in surprise, then giggled as he loomed over her. Willingly she spread her legs, baring the wet slit of her cunt.
Steff growled. An animal sound. He grasped his cock, pumping it. He was hard. Harder than ever before. The flower in his hair creaked as its roots dug deeper into his head, subsuming the man. Leaving the beast. He thrust, filling her in a stroke. She gasped, moaned, welcoming him with her arms.
“Ahhh,” he groaned. Her cunt was tight and greedy. It sucked on his cock. He began to move, thrusting inside of her. She laughed breathlessly, grinding against him. He leaned down, biting her shoulder. She cried out, clawing at his back as he viciously fucked her.
All that could be heard was the eager slap of flesh and their panting. He moaned, orgasm clenching through him. He thrust, and came, spilling his seed inside of her. She moaned, pawing at him as he filled her, her insides sucking up his seed hungrily.
Breathing heavily, he started to come down, only for her to draw him to her breast once more. He licked her nipple, tasting again her milk. New strength spread to his limbs as her sap filled his stomach. Again his grip tightened on her.
She giggled, twisting in his grasp. She pressed her ass against his groin, rubbing his hardness between the ripe globes of her cheeks. She glanced back, sucking on her finger, then pressing it against the star of her asshole.
Steff snarled. “Tease!” He parted her cheeks and thrust home, lubed by her spit. She gasped, a senseless sound of pleasure as he stuffed her and began to thrust.
Her ass was far tighter than her cunt. He leaned against her back, grasping her gravid breasts in his hands. She cried out as his fingers dug into the plush green flesh, squirting her viscuous sap onto the roots of the tree which hungrily devoured it, sucking it into its gnarled bark.
Steff grunted. Rutting the tight hole of her ass. He bit the back of her neck. She mewled, meekly submitting to the rough mating. He thrust greedily. His balls clenched as he came again, filling her once more.
He sighed, weakened. She easily rolled him off of her and onto his back, nestled among the roots of the trees. She straddled him again, smiling down. Sap glistened from her nipples and along the smooth flesh of her breasts. The pollen from the tree surrounded her like a halo, the flowers in her hair breathing out more.
Steff stared, enraptured. He tried to rise but she pressed a hand to his chest, keeping him on his back with ease. So weak... She slid down him, lifting, and he saw to his amazement he was hard again. She crooned as she lifted her ass and then descended onto his cock once more. She sighed as her folds sheathed his length, and once more she began to move.
Exhaustion claimed Steff. He could only moan, quivering beneath her ardour. He clenched when he came, filling her again. But she didn’t stop. She milked him voraciously, fucking him once more. He moaned brokenly as she squeezed yet another orgasm from him. “No,” he whimpered. “Please…no more…”
She laughed softly, shaking her head, her hips moving again. She leaned down and kissed him, her lips soft and plump. Her eyes dark, cold. Predatory.
Finally she finished. She rose from his abused cock and stepped lightly towards the tree. The limbs of the great thing stirred as if in a silent wind. Branches creaked as they descended. Steff, what part of him was still able of thought, watched in amazement as flowers latched onto her nipples, another spreading its petals over her cunt and a third against her ass.
She sighed as the flowers fed. Bulges drawn from her body and into the tree itself. She moaned, quivering as the tree sucked his seed from her. Gasping, her cheeks flushed a darker green, the flowers in her hair stirring and tinkling like bells.
The tree fed from her long. Eventually, it detached its flowers with a lewd pop from breast and quim, retreating above. To Steff’s eyes, the whole tree seemed greener. More vibrant. The red veins in the leaves seemed to glow.
The nymph shuddered, glowing with ecstasy. She left him, moving with a light step to a small spring nearby. She filled her hands with water and then came to him. She smiled, lifting her hands to his lips. He drank with a compelling thirst, some slopping onto his chin. Twice more she made the journey to the pool. When he had at last been sated, she eased over him, feeding him her breast again. He could not help but drink. Strength returned to him. His breathing deepened as his eyes darkened with lust. He grabbed her, threw her against the roots. She laughed happily as he thrust himself between her legs, filling her aching cunt, fucking her again.
The sound of their mating echoed through the jungle. The nymph of the alien world fucked Steff wantonly, sucking his seed from him. Feeding him when his strength faded. Taking him when he was strong.
And above them the tree waited. Its flowers quivering with hunger.




Tatia and the Ship

Tatia had no trouble finding Valith’s ship. Smoke rose from the hulk in a dozen places, climbing serpentine into the sky. With every break in the trees she spotted it, summoning her on. It helped to gaze that way. The jungle unnerved her. The place was thick and virile, covering the land in a wash of greenery. Trees hung strange vines low from thick fronds, and the carpet of moss on the ground rose and fell in strange undulations.
She could smell the smoke of the crash when a flash of metal caught her eye. She slowed her speeder, the buzz of its grav engine falling to a hum. The glint repeated, the heavy movements of some shadows catching her eyes. She tapped her speeder, coasting it forward warily until she was close enough to see.
She caught her breath in shock. Before her lay a glade swallowed in fungal growths. They clawed at the trunks and swelled from the branches, carpeting the ground in grotesque shades of browns and yellows.
But it was the men who made her shudder in horror. Men in the crude garb of pirates moaned and twitched on the ground. Thick, scabrous growth of fungus clung to their bodies, throbbing across their flesh. One man raised his head spotting her. The pirate whimpered, reaching up a hand, as if begging for help.
Tatia gripped her blaster, but didn’t fire. She would only draw whatever horrors waited in the glade. She swung her rifle back onto her shoulder and revved the engine, speeding away. A moaning cry followed her, sending chills down her spine.
It wasn’t far from there to the Vulkrin. She glided out of the foliage, flinching at the brush of the leaves. She slowed, halting as she beheld the ruin of the pirate’s ship. Its nose was buried deep in the marshy soil like some great beast brought down by the hunter. Ribs of struts showed where armour plating had been torn away. Its engines jutted from the deep furrow the jagged ship had plowed into the ground, antennae and turrets twisted and warped, blackened and steaming from the heat of re-entry.
Tatia remained where she was for a long moment, watching for movement. But the wreck was silent, save for the soft susurrations of the jungle as it stirred in the lazy wind. Leaving her speeder under cover, Tatia dismounted, swinging her rifle about. It settled against her shoulder with firm familiarity, chamber humming as it charged, and she started off.
She darted from cover to cover, creeping closer to the ruined vessel. There were enough ways in thanks to the holes punched through the armoured shell of the ship. She chose one near the engine, where the Light Core would be. Holding her breath, she darted across the divide and scrambled up the sloping hull, her feet banging on the durasteel before she slipped inside of the wreck.
She stopped there, taking things in, panning the barrel of her blaster warily about. A corridor lay before her, red emergency lights glowing across the buckled passages. Warily she stalked forward, making her way towards the engine bay. Not a sound disturbed her progress. Wires and cables hung in her path like plasteel vines, gutted from the scoured walls of the ship. As the extent of the damage became apparent a fear took root of finding the engine bay in ruins, the Light Core destroyed.
She made it to the engine bay without seeing a soul. The robust construction so deep in the ship looked intact, and as she reached the door she raised her rifle and slapped the activator for the door. It slid open, grinding in a way that set her teeth on edge, but opened, baring the ringed shape of the engine room.
Relief was palpable as she beheld the Light Core. The glass casing held the gleaming sphere intact. Cabling sprawled in typical ad hoc fashion of poor engineering, leading into the walls like some tentacle horror sprawling from the glowing case. She grimaced at the mental image and grabbed the core, carefully disconnecting its feeds from the rest of the engine. The room’s hum died as she yanked the case from its housing with a hiss, the emergency lights dimming in the dark chamber.
She grinned, fierce and triumphant. Slinging the core over her shoulder with a strap, gripping her rifle in her free hand, she raced back down the passage. Bursting out of the broken hide of the pirate ship, she sped across the scorched divide burned in the jungle, noting idly already the greenery was crawling over the scarred ground. She flung aside the leaves obscuring her bike and swung down the core, strapping it down and causing the speeder to bob as it adjusted to the weight.
She had just pulled the last strap tight when she heard the click. Before she could move a stunning blaster shot took her in the back. She screamed, falling to the ground, shuddering as her nervous system shorted out from the pulse.
Helpless, she could only lie there and stare in horror as Valith stepped out of the jungle. The pirate captain looked worse for the wear, his armour in pieces and charred in places. A bandage was wrapped around his head, yet the open gashes and disarray made him look only more savage. In one hand he held the still smoking blaster. In the other, a chain leash bound to the humming sado collar of the crawling blonde slave Tatia had seen on the vid screen.
“Told you she’d come back here,” Valith said, holstering his pistol as other pirates slunk from the overgrowth. “And nice enough to bring out everything she’ll need to repair her ship! Good thing,” he said, squatting before her, smile cruel and hungry. “Because I’m going to need it. But don’t worry, you’ll be coming too.”
“V…alith,” Tatia gasped, feeling the painful numbness begin to ease.
“I told you,” the pirate said, producing a black collar, its interior lined with glowing red circuitry. Its edge, she noted with disgust, red with fresh blood. “You’d be mine before this was through. A small consolation for my ship and the sluts you cost me,” he said, swiping a keycard against the collar, opening the it with a snap. “But I’ll take it.”
Tatia tried to pull away, but the numbness still held her as the pirate latched shut the collar on her throat.
Immediately the humming of the collar rang through her body. She gasped, writhing. Her nipples hardened in helpless arousal and her quim moistened with desire. She banged her head on the ground, fingers clawing at the soil as she sought to resist the throbbing, animal need which spread hot through her.
Shame made her blush; shame at how she pulled off her flightsuit to bare her flushed frame, and even greater shame at how the humiliation of herself made her yearn for the brutish men around her.
“S-stars…” she gasped. “Ah, stars!”
Valith laughed as Tatia plunged a hand into her sopping cunt. “See men?” he said, swinging about the his envious crew. “I told you she was always a slut.”
“You did say that,” someone assented.
“Shut up,” Valith barked. He grinned down at Tatia, and she hated that the sight of him filled her with a sudden pang of desire. How her skin warmed as he undid his pants and fetched out his thick cock.
“C’mere,” he grinned. “Have a taste.”
Everything she was screamed no. But the need. The sharp, desperate desire to obey raced down her skin like oh so clever fingers, knowing exactly where to touch. Where to thrill! How it promised more. She couldn’t help it. Couldn’t stop. Trembling, the humming of the collar buzzing through her body, urging her to obey, Tatia crawled to the pirate lord. She pulled herself up his front and gasped as she took his cock in her hands. Shaking, she parted her lips, before she took his shaft in her mouth.
Valith groaned. “Good girl,” he grunted.
How she hate the joy that bloomed through her at her master’s approval. No! Valith! A pirate! A slaver! A monster! Desperately Tatia clung to these facts, even as she bobbed at the end of his shaft, sucking him off, her tongue sliding along his glans in her need to pleasure him.
“Boss, is this a good time?” a ragged pirate murmured, glancing nervously at the fronds of the jungle hanging over them. “Stig’s team never came back…”
“Shut up,” Valith snarled, thrusting brutally into her mouth to accent his command. “She’ll lead us to her ship and we’ll install the core and get off this dirt ball. But I’ll have her broken nice and proper first. Cockslut!”
“Mmmmaster?” the naked blonde leashed to him moaned.
“Warm her up for me.”
With a squeal of delight the slut scrambled behind Tatia. She gasped as the blonde slave parted her trembling ass, the slut eagerly leaning in and sliding her tongue against the dark star of Tatia’s rear.
“Mmmmoooo!” Tatia moaned around Valith’s cock as the pirate’s slave drove her clever tongue into her clutching backdoor. “Mmnn-nnn!”
With growing earnestness Tatia bobbed on Valith’s cock. “Nnnn!” she choked as the humming slave slipped a hand around her hip and dug her eager fingers into her cunt. “Mnnn!”
Valith laughed cruelly, grabbing Tatia by her long red hair, roughly fucking her face. “This is where you always belonged, Tatia!” the pirate laughed. “On your knees with my cock in your mouth! And it’s where you’re going to spend the rest of your days. Maybe I’ll even have a splicer enlarge your tits a bit. Just the way I like ‘em!”
Tatia hummed her approval of her master’s idea. Valith! Valith’s! But it was so hard to focus. So hard to resist with that skillful tongue buried deep in her ass. The musky taste of maleness on her tongue. The thrusting fingers stroking her velvety cunt. Her vision wavered. The world seemed to spin and trees sway. Oh Stars…please…
“Uh, captain?” a pirate said, watching the shuddering jungle.
“Shut up!” Valith snarled. “So close. Almost…there…”
Tatia whimpered as his grip tightened in her hair. He thrust with a grunt. “Swallow it whore!” he gasped. “Swallow every drop!”
She groaned as he came, his thick seed choking her in its volume. But she swallowed it all, swallowed it with the skill of a Novorian pleasure whore. The dull heat of his cum sank deep into her stomach. She shuddered as the flicking tongue and thrusting fingers of the pirate’s slave forced her over the edge. “Mm-mmmoooo!” she cried our as she came, her juices spattering her thighs and the jungle floor.
She choked, gasping as Valith pulled his cock from her mouth. His seed a heavy, dull weight of submission within her.
Valith chuckled, stroking his drooping shaft. “Oh we’re not done yet Tatia. Not by a long shot.”
“Sir!”
Valith turned, a furious word on the tip of his tongue. It died in a choking gasp as a figure shambled out of the jungle. Tatia stared, blinking dully as the pirate she had seen in the corruptive glen staggered forward. Thick, cancerous growths of clutching yellow and brown crawled across his face. The man moaned, staggering towards the pirates.
“Stig!” a shaking pirate screamed recognizing the face beneath the fungal growths. In answer his once compatriot opened his mouth, breathing out a cloud of spores. The pirate screamed, clutching at his face as the spores latched on, his veins bulging as their poison took root.
“Holy shit!” Valith gaped. He grabbed his blaster whipping it out. As he did so, Tatia saw something flash from his belt. The keycard!
As Valith fired into the shambling forms which surged from the jungle, Tatia forced her thoughts from the pleasure radiating from her collar. From her clenching cunt and heated core. She reached out a trembling hand, grabbing the dangling key. She yanked, the cord snapping from the pirate’s belt.
Valith spun at the sensation. Fear was replaced by fury as he saw Tatia holding the key close to her naked breasts. “Give that here slut!” He held out his hand. Her collar pulsed, urging her to obey, promising pleasure that set her nerves on fire if she did. Trembling, it took all that Tatia could muster not to obey. Valith’s face grew red with anger. He took a step forward to snatch back the key, only to scream as one of the infected men grabbed him. He turned, throwing the infected man away like a rag doll, but not before the infected soul breathed a gout of spores. Valith screamed, clawing at his face.
The battle swung about her as Tatia shakily brought the key to her throat. The collar beeped, snapping open. She gasped as the sensitivity and desire fell from her like an old coat. She hurled the metal ring aside and scrambled to her feet, recalling the pirate’s slave when the buxom blonde’s fingers came out of her cunt with a pop. She whipped about and swiped the card against Valith’s slave’s collar.
The blonde gasped, blinking dully as her collar fell off. “Wha…what?”
“No time!” Tatia cried, grabbing the naked woman by the waist and yanking her to the waiting speeder. She slung her leg over the humming bike, shivering as her engorged pussy was pressed against the hard seat of the vehicle, its vibrations thrumming through her. She gripped her thighs around the seat, gritting her teeth against the thrumming pleasure and locked her feet into the pedals. The girl wrapped her arms around her, clinging to Tatia who cranked on the handlebars. The engine hummed, lifting them off the ground.
“Tatia!”
Tatia paused, looked back. Valith crawled across the ground, his face a mask of swollen veins and clinging foliage. He raised a hand, his face desperate for a final mercy.
Tatia spat on him. She swung the nose of the speeder around and kicked it into gear. The craft whirred as it sped away from the ruin of the pirate’s ship, speeding through the wild jungle. She accelerated, the speeder whining as she forced it faster. Away from the ship of horrors. Away from the planet. Her skin crawled with the thick humid air on her neck and back, her breasts tingling in the warm air. She dodged the trees with their heavy spotted fruit and vines which stirred and hissed despite the lack of wind.
She fairly sobbed in relief as the Largo loomed into view. Her scoured ship with its rusted armour and faded paint seemed to gleam despite the oppressive air of the jungle. She drove the speeder straight into the cargo bay and hopped down.
“Here,” she said, shoving the glowing Light Core into the stunned girl’s hands. “Load this into the engine. Now! We’re getting out of here!”
The girl nodded, rallying around her task as she staggered into the vessel. Tatia watched her go then stepped out of the ship. She scanned the jungle, frowning. “Bia!” she called. “Steff! We’re going! Come on!”
The jungle seemed to stir at her voice. Tatia frowned, stepping down. Something cracked. She lifted her foot and stared at Steff’s eyepiece, lens broken by her weight, and a foot away, her engineer’s shed clothes. Her eyes snapped back up and swept the jungle.
The trees formed a wall of darkness. Leaves trembled, vines hanging low like grasping arms. The deep, susurrations of things moving beyond her eyes hissed from the forest in a sudden air of quiet menace.
Tatia stepped back with horror. Warily she backed up. She didn’t stop until she was in the protective walls of the cargo bay. She slammed her hand against the activator pad, and with a whine of hydraulics the ramp rose, obscuring the view of the lurking forest by inches until at last it banged shut.
Tatia shuddered, arms wrapped around herself. She swallowed convulsively, then turned sharply and hurried back to the cockpit. She arrived just as the girl did, looking wide eyed but triumphant. “Done! It’s all in place,” she said, quivering in her nakedness
“Good!” Tatia said, sliding into her chair. She tapped the keys on the arm rest and brought up the jump route on the screen. She winced at the sight of Bia’s precise calculations. “Take a seat,” she called to the other woman. “It’s going to be rough!”
The blonde nodded and strapped herself into Steff’s seat as the engines whirred to life. The hand of gravity pushed down on Tatia’s naked form as the craft lifted, rising out of the jungle. Tatia tapped the panel and the screen flickered, bringing up the view of the sky of Lanaar. She turned the nose to the heavens and punched the engines. The ship vibrated, the roar of power racing through the Largo as they shot out of the atmosphere and beyond its gravitational grip. The blue of the sky peeled away and the darkness of space opened beyond. The pin prick of stars across the vast dark canvas glowing in the viewport.
“Initiating jump,” Tatia called. The ship whirred as it aligned itself. “Course set. Station SS9. Jumping!”
There was a brief moment of speed. She shuddered in her seat as the light drive activated. The stars drawn into bars of light, running together into a vast corridor of white. Then the shock of acceleration, and they were gone.




Epilogue

Condensation clung to the glass like diamonds, red in the neon glow of the sign behind the bar. Tatia grabbed the glass and threw it back, drinking it down in a single go. The brew here was foul and thick but she didn’t care. She’d gotten a taste for it. She put down the glass with a clink and scanned the bar. Neon lights flickered across the dance floor, illuminating the revellers as they gyrated and swung to the music.
“Hey captain!”
Tatia turned, her normally stern features melting into a fond expression as the girl bounced towards her. Time had been good to Jaina. Despite her trials and time in Valith’s pleasure harem, she had recovered much of her zeal. The trim zipsuit the navigator now wore did little to hide the curves which Valith had first taken an interest in, but she didn’t seem to mind. The blonde stopped at the bar and slid into the seat beside Tatia, beaming all the while. “Any luck?”
Tatia chuckled. “As a matter of fact, yes,” she said, sliding a data pad across to Jaina. “A simple cargo hauler. Good for runs between stations. Nothing terrible glamorous.”
Jaina laughed softly. “I can get behind that. But did you really have to junk the Largo?”
Tatia smiled, her expression tight and tinged with sadness. “Yeah,” she said as the droid behind the bar refilled her glass. “I did.” She tossed back her drink again, relishing the burn as it coursed down her throat.
Jaina saw it and her own face softened. She leaned forward, touching Tatia’s hand. “Still thinking about them?”
Tatia quirked a lip sheepishly. “Sometimes,” she admitted.
Jaina nodded. Squeezed Tati’s hand. “There was no way we could have found them.”
Tatia sighed. “I know,” she said. “But it doesn’t make it any easier.”
Jaina nodded. She slid closer. “Captain,” she said softly. “I think I might know a way to…take your mind off it.”
Tatia raised a brow, then grinned as Jaina’s hand slid along the tight-fitting fabric of her leggings. She laughed. “You do have your ways I admit.”
Jaina grinned. “Well, I could always use more practice.”
Tatia needed no more encouragement. She flashed her credit chit on the bar’s screen, left her half-finished drink on the bar and took Jaina away. A short time later they stumbled onto their new ship, arms locked round each other. Lips crushed together. Gasping, clawing at each other’s bodies. They stumbled through the corridor, leaving a trail of clothes in their wake. They found their way to Tatia’s quarters. In the spartan room, Tatia tossed Jaina onto the bed.
The girl hit the mattress, breath gusting out. Red faced, laughing, she looked up at the firm bodied captain as she crawled onto the bed. Tatia kissed Jaina’s breasts, making the younger woman writhe and moan. “Mmm. Oh yes. C-captain.”
Chuckling, Tatia kissed her way up the curve of Jaina’s breast. Across her collarbone and up her neck, at last meeting her lips and kissing the other woman fiercely once more. Jaina moaned, shuddering against her hungry lips. When Tatia broke the kiss Jaina gave a whine of annoyance. “No fair,” she said. “I was supposed to be rewarding you for saving me.”
Tatia chuckled. “Sorry.” She kissed Jaina’s nose. “I suggest you get to it, then.”
Pulling herself up along the other woman’s body, Tatia straddled Jaina’s chest. Her ass rested against Jaina’s heaving breasts, her cunt inches from her lips. Grinning lustily down at the flush faced woman, Tatia scooted forward and buried Jaina beneath her cunt.
“Ah!” Tatia moaned, bracing herself against the headboard as Jaina’s tongue expertly lashed her folds. Teasing the bead of her clit from its hood. Eagerly the smaller woman slipped her tongue into her captain’s slit, tasting the sweetness of her saviour’s sex.
“Yess,” Tatia moaned, grinding her cunt on Jaina’s face. “That’s it. Oh you’re good.”
“Mmmm,” Jaina moaned.
Tatia gasped, arching, thrusting her cunt against the eager mouth. She trembled. “Ahhh. J-just like that. I…ah…oh s-stars!” Her orgasm was quick in coming. Moaning, Tatia shuddered in the peak of pleasure, her juices soaking the other woman’s face. Chest heaving, Tatia slid back, revealing Jaina’s glistening face.
“Stars,” Tatia grunted. “I might just have to keep you around after all.”
Jaina giggled. “Glad to hear it,” she said, kissing Tatia’s quim once more. “Captain.”
Tatia chuckled. She slid open a side drawer and reached inside. Grinning, she wiggled a strapon before Jaina’s face. “Now, I think you deserve a proper reward for your services.”
Jaina glowed with delight. Tatia fitted the rubber dildo inside of her, moaning as the responsive plastic filled her cunt.  Jaina turned over, thrusting her pert bum into the air. The brand from the pirate slaver was little more than a slight mar of pink on her flesh, effaced thanks to a prompt visit to a medic on return. Tatia grinned at her eagerness, delivering a playful slap to Jaina’s bum. The other woman moaned, casting a heated look over her shoulder.
“Please captain. I need you to fuck me so bad.”
Tatia shook her head in exasperation. “Honestly. So needy.”
Grabbing Jaina’s rear, Tatia aligned her rubbery cock and thrust inside. Jaina rocked forward, eyes shooting open, a lusty moan trembling from her throat. Tatia gasped, throwing back her head as the dildo responded, electrical impulses in the device shooting pulses of pleasure through her body.
“Mmm,” Jaina moaned, burying her cheek into the blankets, fisting the fabric as she trembled about Tatia’s faux cock. “Y-yes. F-fuck me, Captain. Please.”
Tatia needed little more encouragement. Panting, she gripped Jaina’s shapely hips harder and began to eagerly ream the young woman’s cunt. The wet slap of flesh on flesh as her hips met Jaina’s plump bum echoed through the cold steel of the ship. Tatia moaned as the rubbery cock sent pulses of pleasure running through her core with every thrust. Jaina keened eagerly beneath her. For that moment, joined, the world outside was forgotten. The trials and losses of their journey swept aside in a swell of pleasure. The warmth of one another, a shared experience and pain.
For hours they lost themselves in each other’s bodies. But it ended. Lingered as they lay among the blankets, sweat gleaming across the curves of their naked bodies and enjoyed the afterglow. But as Tatia recovered her breath, she stared long at the darkness of the ceiling. Her breathing calmed, quieted.
Jaina leaned across her, laying her arm on Tatia and resting her head on Tatia’s shoulder. Tatia sighed, drawing Jaina against her.
The ambient hum of the ship filling the air with its steady cadence. The machine sound lulled them into a long and restful sleep, and Tatia dreamed of darkness beneath fronds. Flickering lights, and a massive tree with grasping roots.
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