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The Disguise

The face in the projection was a hard one. Broad and flat with a thick nose, eyes bolted lenses and an access jack in the neck like a metal pit.
“Zabrienne Solar,” the projection said. “Wanted by Ring World authority for arms trading, corporate espionage, piracy, murder, and association with illegal elements. Former member of pirate crew Black Sun Riders. Armed and Dangerous. Dead or Alive.”
Nadia Crest let her eyes wander down to the reward and gave a low whistle at the numbers humming in the air. “Three million,” she breathed. She flicked some brown hair from her face and shifted in her seat, her form fitting black bodysuit stretching against her modest breasts and firm bottom. Over this she wore a white jacket and nothing else but a belt of pouches loaded with a blaster, code breaker, and other tools of the bounty hunter’s trade. And these were only the obvious ones. More subtle modifications had been done to her sleek body; bones reinforced with iron meld, movements enhanced with adrenal injectors, and an immune system that would be proof against most poisons. All frowned on deeply by the legal profession, but out beyond the Ring Worlds, your enemies sure as hell wouldn’t play by the rules. And you had to be better than them to take them down.
She glanced up at Reily, sitting across from her. The man was hunched over in his booth, his face a webwork of steel and cable, his eyes a pair of red pinpricks in metal orbs and his mouth hidden behind the mask of a respirator. “And he’s here? You’re sure?”
Reily nodded, the motion accompanied by a low hiss of hydraulics. “Yes,” his voice crackled. “His yacht drew up at 7 Terran Standard. He’s having an auction aboard, but that’s the best I know.”
Nadia flicked her finger, a steel microblade sliding from under the nail like a talon. She picked her teeth with it. “Don’t suppose you have a ticket?”
Reily hissed, a sound like rough laughter. “Tough,” he rasped. “All invitation only. But…” His pinprick eyes flicked out and to the main floor of the bar, the shadowy shapes of dancers illuminated in the neon glow of holo lights spinning through the air like fireworks, twisting around cages where woman wearing nothing but pasties of light swayed and danced in time to the music.
Nadia grinned a little. She knew how Reily loathed such places in their excesses of flesh. She wasn’t worried about being spied on. SS9 was loaded with bars, mod shops, and a dozen other kinds of transient entertainment establishments. And in every one there was bound to be bounty hunters, pirates, smugglers and splicers rubbing shoulders and doing their business. The station wasn’t so much a residence as a waypoint, a last stop for drink, fuel, fucking, and near any other vice you could imagine before hitting Lucky Space. Among its durasteel halls splicers offered mods and smugglers wares, all under the carefully corrupt eye of Station Security.
Nadia killed the feed with a flick of her hand, Zabrienne’s face distorting before it vanished. She slid her finger under the table and flicked on a dampener, the air taking on a subtle shimmer of interference feed. “There. Now, how about it?”
Reily twitched as his mods adjusted to the interference of the field. He nodded. “No tickets for sale. But,” he continued. “It will be stationed near Armin Delta. Dock thirteen. At least three boarding ramps extended to take on special guests.” He slipped a small plastic data card across the table. “Copy of Illdrin Tabiria’s pass. Best get there before he does or there’ll be questions. But once you’re in, you’re on your own.”
Nadia hummed, picking up the card and watching the gloss shimmer as she turned it in her fingers. “Tricky.”
Reily leaned in, shutters twisting to narrow his red pupils. “If they find you, they won’t be pleased. Odds are you’ll end up on the auction block with whatever else they’re selling. How are you going to get in?” he asked intently. “Station Security is all corrupt. They won’t help you bring Zabrienne in. Odds are they’d warn him in the hopes of a payday. So how?”
Nadia merely grinned. She reached into her pocket and slipped a credit chit across the table. “I have my ways. Thanks, Reily. Until next time.”
She rose with all the grace of a hunting cat of old terra, slipping out of the booth sleekly. She felt Reily’s augmented eyes on her back, intent and watchful. She smirked, shaking her head as she stepped out of the club and into the cacophonous halls of SS9. Odds were good the little shit was already scrambling to get to Zabrienne and spill the fact a svelte bounty hunter with brown hair was going to enter his club with a fake pass to kill him. One problem with that, Nadia thought, crumpling the access card and tossing it into an overflowing waste bin. She wasn’t coming in the front door, and she wasn’t going as herself.
She strode down the warm halls of the station, stale recycled air breathed out of vents running along the ceiling. Holo lights blaring images of writhing naked women through the dark, shouts of men and the chorus of alien song ringing through the durasteel corridors. Here and there whores in nothing more than humming bands of light plied their trade among the miners and spacers.
Her steps took her deeper into the station, down from the clamorous promenades and into a deeper level. Here the more blatant brothels resided, among other operations. Soon enough Nadia glanced up at the humming sign plastered above a shop squeezed between a brothel whose beats thumped through the air and a rigger’s shop.
Morinth’s Modifications
Nadia grinned and slipped through the shimmering barrier that served as a door.
Within was a world so at odds with the grimy darkness of the station she had to blink against it. Chrome was the order of the day, encompassing walls and machinery spread across the floor. Cables streamed like pillars here and there, monitors sprouting like steel flowers and flickering green text flowing down black screens. Glass vats took up a far wall, filled with a bubbling green liquid and shapes suspended within discouraging a close look.
At the far end of the shop was a silver desk. The man seated behind it was of medium height and wearing a crisply neat white lab coat. His hand rested idly on the desk, tapping at hovering keys of orange light while a holographic screen hovered in the air. If he noticed her arrival Nadia couldn’t tell, his eyes hidden behind a wraparound band of green light.
Nadia made her way slowly across the room, her heels clicking on the floor. She leaned on the desk, grinning like a cat. “Morinth,” she purred.
He moved his head. “Nadia,” he said. “Wonderful. And what do you want?”
“Aww. Why so hostile?” Nadia purred as she slid her ass onto the desk, leaning back and glancing over her shoulder coyly. “You’d think you’d be pleased to see your saviour.”
“I seem to recall you were the one who shut down my shop on Tessar Prime.”
“And I seem to recall helping you out of that little situation too.”
“Yes. When your payday fell through and Torvin Nex decided it’d be cheaper to kill you than pay you.”
Nadia smiled as the microbales slid from her nails. She lifted her hand, examining the razors of steel with amusement. “He figured very wrong.”
Morinth sighed and swiped his hand across the screen, banishing it. He turned towards her, leaning forward. “What do you want, Nadia?”
“I need a favour.”
“I don’t do favours.”
She turned her body some more, pushing out her breasts, her black bodyglove creaking enticingly against her slim curves. “Not even for me?”
“Especially not for you.”
“So cruel. But what if I told you I’d be willing to pay?”
“It would have to be a lot.”
“I have a mark I’m after and I need some help. Zabrienne Solar.”
Morinth cocked his head. “Oh? And how do you expect me to help you with that?”
“You know him?”
“I did. He’s offering some interesting tech looted from a science vessel that went with too little an escort.”
Nadia grinned wider. “Thought so,” she purred. “So how’s about lending me a hand bringing him in?”
“And I suppose you’ll be paying me out of the reward money. Yes? So in other words, you can’t actually pay me yet.”
“Not yet,” she admitted.
“And if I say no?”
She smirked again. “You won’t,” she purred.
Morinth tapped his finger on the table. “I suppose,” he said at last, “that I could figure something out.”
Nadia laughed. “That’s what I thought. Oh don’t look so sour. Help me, and I’ll take care of everything.”
“He’ll recognize you.”
“Not after you mod me.”
Morinth sighed. “So this again.”
“Oh come ooooon,” Nadia groaned. She cupped her modest breasts invitingly. “You now you want to just stuff these tits so full of mutagen they’re ready to burst out of my suit. Make my ass so spankably sexy I could use it as a shelf. And my hips so grabbable it’d take a eunuch not to want to bend me over a table and fuck my slutty brains out.”
“I don’t want to do that,” Morinth said. “It’s simply the ideal form for the female body.”
“And melting the pretty slut’s minds so they can’t think of anything but their next cock?”
“That is… merely a side effect.”
Nadia laughed. “Oh please, Morinth.” She crawled nearer, her eyes alight with hunger. “You can’t tell me you don’t run that brothel next door not to have a needy slut on hand whenever you want one? I bet you keep a stable of prized bitches just to satisfy yourself on.”
The green screen over his eyes stared back blankly. “I do not.”
“And why not?”
Something cool rested against the back of Nadia’s head. “Because he’s got me.”
Nadia stiffened at that bubbly voice and the feel of the barrel of a blaster against her head. She slowly raised her hands.
The voice behind her giggled. “Morinth! Was this little lady bothering you?”
“No, Dava. This is just an old friend.”
“Oh! Then I can put this away?”
“Yes. Nadia isn’t going to try anything.”
The bubbly voice giggled again and the barrel left her. Nadia turned about quickly and started in surprise at what had to be the curviest woman she’d ever seen.
She was tall with a ribbon of rich blonde hair snaking down from beneath her helmet. Her breasts were massive, seeming even larger in the low gravity of the station, and unbelievably full and perky. Her ass and hips swelled in the perfect hourglass shape that would get a Stellaran Monk hard, all of it wrapped in an impossibly tight blue bodysuit of a station security guard. Her helmet’s visor slid back, revealing bright baby blues and a pair of plump, full lips.
The blonde bimbo giggled, her massive breasts jiggling with her laughter as she holstered her blaster. “Well! Any friend of Morinth’s is a friend of mine. Hi!” she chirped, thrusting out a hand. “Dava Galix! Morinth’s resident cocksleeve!”
Morinth sighed. “I do wish you’d stop calling yourself that.”
“Am I wrong?” she asked with a suggestive wiggle of her eyebrows.
Morinth sighed again.
Nadia glanced back at the splicer, then to Dava. Never one to hold a grudge, she smiled back and grabbed the blonde’s hand, pumping it. “Nadia. Bounty hunter.”
“Oooh! Pleased to meet you. What did you need from Morinth?”
“Well,” Nadia said, her voice dripping with exaggerated sadness. “I came all this way for his help taking down a very bad man. And all I wanted from him was to give me the tits and ass to make sure he’d want to do nothing but fuck me stupid, and he said no.”
Dava gasped in horror. “No! Morinth! You refused to give this pretty girl the best tits she could imagine? For shame! I mean look at these!”
Nadia gasped as Dava grasped the slimmer woman’s modest breasts, giving them a playful squeeze. “There’s just so much to work with.”
“I know!” Nadia moaned, turning about and pushing out her rear, the tight fabric of her bodysuit conforming perfectly to the firm globes. “And my ass so needs some work!”
“Oh you poor thing!” Dava cried, giving Nadia’s firm bottom a playful squeeze. “Morinth! I’m ashamed at you! How could you refuse to give this woman the slutty curves she needs!”
Morinth massaged his brow. “Oh very well. If it will let me get back to work I’ll do it.”
“Yay!” Dava cried.
“Thanks Morinth,” Nadia grinned wolfishly.
“Yes, yes,” Morinth sighed as he flicked a button on his desk.
The far wall hissed, sliding open and pushing forth a machine that made Nadia’s stomach flutter. It resembled a chair, though the seat was a mass of webbing and the arms and legs had some serious looking shackles. Of rather more concern, however, was the mechanical arms suspended around the chair, several of them ending in pointed injectors.
“Oooh! The chair,” Dava purred. “You’re going to love this!”
“Guess so,” Nadia said. Despite her trepidation she undid her belt and let it fall about her feet. Next came her white jacket, tossed onto a chair, followed by her bodysuit, her finger sliding down her chest, the fabric giving way seamlessly to reveal her toned, hairless body. Here and there pale scars from a brush just a little too close revealed her true trade, but these were few. Most she had removed over the years, only a few kept as reminders of things done and lessons learned. She stepped forward, her body sleek and strong as a gymnast’s, pale as cream from lack of uv light. She slid into the seat of the chair, a shiver racing through her as her arms and legs came to rest on the cold metal, the webbing of the seat adjusting to the shape of her ass.
No sooner was she in place the shackles snapped shut, locking her securely into place. She gave a start, then settled, waiting uncertainly for whatever was to happen next.
Morinth made his way around the chair, checking the restraints and mechanisms. The very businesslike method assuaged her a little. She didn’t necessarily trust Morinth, not completely. She didn’t trust anyone, but she considered it a safe bet he wouldn’t stab her in the back too soon. Seeming satisfied, he stepped back.
“Normally,” Morinth said as he began to input data into a waiting terminal growing from a tower of fiberoptic cable, “I would have given you a visor. But it seems you merely wanted the body.”
“That’s right,” Nadia said.
“And what a body it will be!” Dava giggled.
“Indeed,” Morinth observed dryly. “That said, the visor’s function was more than that. There may be some… alterations regardless. We’re working with intense mutagen here. And as a result there might be some rather intense experiences during the process.”
“Intense?” Nadia asked warily.
“Yes. Do try not to go insane,” Morinth said as he touched a button.
“Wait, what do you mean ins-ah!” Nadia gasped as the needles moved, two plunging into her modest breasts, two more into her firm derriere. “Ouch! That was nnnnn!” Nadia groaned as a new sensation spread through her breasts and ass. A warmth that raced down her suddenly supremely sensitive nerves like jolts of lightning, quickly shifting to a throbbing warmth that spread through her, gathering in her tender core.
“Oooooh,” Nadia moaned, pushing out her chest as best she could, panting as her nipples throbbed with sweet sensitivity. She felt the changes, felt her body fight against the invasive mutagen. She willed it not to. Willed herself to give in to the transformation. If that had an effect or not she couldn’t tell, but the feeling of sickness passed, submerging beneath a new sensation. One far preferable.
“Ohhh fuuuck,” Nadia moaned as her breasts began to swell. She watched, jaw slack with awe, every beat of her heart seeming to reverberate through her sleek form, pushing her breasts to become larger, heavier. Her nipples jutted out, buzzing with the faint touch of the air. Nadia gasped, shifting, rubbing her expanding ass against the webbing beneath her.
“Fuuuck! It feels… s-stars above it feels so good! Ohhh!”
“Generally the consensus,” Morinth said in disinterest as he watched the monitor stream with data.
“Oh I know how you feel,” Dava giggled as she swayed towards her. Head spinning, body burning, Nadia watching the blonde bombshell, her body singing with breathless anticipation of what she would do. Begging to be touched. To be stroked. To be played with like the big, slutty doll she wanted to be. Dava smirked, crouching before her. “Oooh look at that! You’re just soaking Nadia.”
She was. The bounty hunter could feel her cunt drool with a desperate arousal. A need to feel something, anything, to satisfy the terrible, aching, emptiness inside her. She panted, straining against the restraints, desperate to touch her soft breasts, to mold them, feel them as they swelled ever larger. Her ass as it grew huge and lovingly plush. And her cunt… oh fuck her cunt…
“I… Oh… Oh fuck my… my pussy. It’s so…”
Dava grinned, leaning in closer. “Sen-si-tive?”
Nadia gasped, twitching as every syllable brushed against her pussy with the blonde’s breath. Even so soft a touch making her cunt twitch. Nadia ducked her head, panting. Her every sense was wild with awareness. She could smell the spicy scent of her own arousal. Feel every bead of sweat as it traced its way down her new curves. She whimpered as her nipples twitched. So sensitive. So vulnerable. So in need of being touched and stroked and played with and… and…
“F-fucked!” Nadia screamed. “I… I need to fuck! Oh stars. Oh fuck!”
Dava giggled. “Can I Morinth? She needs it sooo bad…”
Nadia moaned, nodding anxiously. “I… I need… I need…” she babbled, unable to articulate herself more. Unable to express the desperate urge racing through her veins, yearning for a touch no matter how light on her feverishly sensitive flesh. She shouldn’t have to. Just looking at her, looking at her curves, her tits, her ass, that should be enough to tell anyone what she should be used for. Parts of herself she never conceived as sexual now were alive, nerve endings popping. Even the hard touch of the manacles seemed somehow carnal, forcing her to endure the maddening need without a hint of relief.
Morinth glanced back, his visor as unreadable as ever. “…I suppose you’d best.”
“Yay!” Dava giggled, and pushed between Nadia’s legs.
Nadia’s body exploded. It started in her cunt as Dava’s tongue slipped inside of her gaping snatch, spreading like her veins were fuses, burning towards the tips of her nipples and her core.
“Ahhhhhhhhh!” Nadia screamed as her orgasm tore through her. She surged against her cuffs, arching her sopping cunt towards that hungry tongue, rubbing her slit against the blonde’s face in a torment of pleasure. “Fuuuuck! Yesss! Lick me out! Fuck! Fuck me with your tongue! Yes! Yes!”
Words became insufficient when that wickedly skilled tongue found her swollen clit. Nadia could only wail as orgasm after trembling orgasm surged through her. She shuddered and twitched, struggling desperately to get more. More tongue. More touching. More anything!
Dava hummed happily, her wickedly skillful tongue swirling and stroking the other woman’s shuddering cunt with the torturer’s dedication. Nadia was an instrument to a master musician, her voice singing as Dava licked and slurped at her gushing pussy. Her hands rising, grabbing Nadia’s breasts, fingers sinking deep into the swollen flesh as she squeezed and fondled the shuddering bounty hunter.
Pleasure dragged on for what felt an eternity. At last, Nadia felt the mutagen’s insidious corruption begin to recede. She could only whimper, sagging in her chair, every sense fried with pleasure.
Dava pulled away from Nadia’s cunt, the blonde’s face slick with juices, but her grin wide. Her tongue flicked across her lips, gathering up some of the tangy fluids. “Mmm. Delicious.”
Nadia felt her flush deepen. The shackles sprang free and for a moment she could only sit in the chair, her now massive chest heaving with every breath, her head spinning with the intensity of her orgasms.  She looked down at her body, marvelling at her change. Her breasts swollen whorishly, her hips broad and her ass the plush, perfect cushion. Her hands trembled as she gingerly touched her ass, gasping at the tingling of sensitive desire that shot through her in response.
Morinth tapped a few more keys and examined the read out on the screen. “Hmm. Seems to have gone well enough. How do you feel?”
“Sexy,” Nadia panted, the first word that came to mind.
“You better believe it!” Dava giggled. “I mean just look at these tits!”
“I-nnnn!” Nadia moaned as Dava hefted the bounty hunter’s new orbs. Nadia bit her lip at how… how good it felt to have someone touch her swollen chest.
“Oh yeah! With tits like these, that Zabrienne is going to be falling all over himself to stick his cock in you.”
“Oh,” Nadia panted. “G-good…”
Dava giggled again, her eyes suddenly mischievous. “Buuuuut,” she purred, leaning in closer, her soft lips an inch from Nadia’s own. “There might be one… problem…”
“O-oh,” Nadia said, hypnotized by the other woman’s full lips, her hot breath steaming the air, her scent threatening to swallow Nadia, submerge her under a sea of lust and hungry fucking.
“Oh yeah,” Dava purred, and kissed her. Nadia moaned, surrendering to those soft lips. Lips made to be kissed, to wrap around a cock in a perfect seal and just… suck. Lips like Nadia’s own, which tingled delightfully as they locked with Dava’s. The kiss deepened, Nadia tasting her own cunt on Dava’s lips and her swirling tongue.
Dava pulled back, licking her shining lips. “Oh yeah. You’re going to have to… get used to that pretty body of yours. Find out all its little tricks.”
“Mnnn!” Nadia groaned as Dava slid a finger against her drooling cunt. “What are you… thinking?”
Dava giggled and glanced at Morinth. “I think you need some practice.”
Nadia glanced over at the splicer. Warmth spread through her again. That feeling of frantic desire growing in her new, expansive chest. “Oh yes,” she moaned, slinking up from the chair. She staggered a little as she adjusted to her new proportions, but Dava was quick to lend an arm for balance.
Morinth turned as the two stalked towards him. “Oh really now,” he said.
“No bitching,” Dava said, shoving him back into a chair. “You spend all this time on these computers. You need to get out more.”
“Yeah,” Nadia breathed, her every nerve singing with sensitivity as she grabbed his pants and opened them, pulling out his cock. “You need to relax now and then.”
Morinth hissed as Nadia stroked his shaft, spurring it to its full length and hardness. “I do relax.”
“Oh,” Nadia giggled as she straddled his lap, shoving her full, thick breasts forward. “Then I guess I’m just having my own fun, then.” She giggled again, and lowered herself onto his cock.
Nadia sucked in a gasp as she took the splicer’s shaft to the root. She’d fucked men, women, and aliens of curious sort. But none of it compared to the sensation of Mointh’s shaft insider her bimbofied muff. Her pussy seemed tuned perfectly to the tactile sensation of a cock inside of her, the head sliding against her inner walls sending them rippling and convulsing in pleasure. Nadia threw her head back, her lashes fluttering, her mouth opening in a wordless O of ecstasy.
Dava giggled, suddenly behind her. “Feels nice, doesn’t it? You just can’t wait to feel a man’s cock in your new, oh so slutty pussy. Hm?”
“Mmmmnnnn!” Nadia moaned, planting her hands on Morinth’s shoulders. The splicer clenched his teeth as her inner walls tightened, squeezing his shaft inside of her. “Ohhh it feels soooo good!”
“I know it does,” Dava giggled. Nadia gasped as the blonde ran her fingers up the bounty hunter’s sides. “It feels just soo good to have a thick cock in your slutty pussy. You just… can’t… stand it…”
Nadia twitched as the blonde pushed her chest into her back, breasts mashing against the brunette, nipples jutting through the smooth fabric of her uniform. Dava slowly slid down, dragging her plump tits down Nadia’s back.
“What… what are you oh!” Nadia gasped as Dava parted her soft ass, baring the dark star of her asshole.
“Want to know what else is sensitive?” Dava giggled and pushed forward, sliding her tongue around Nadia’s puckered back door.
Nadia inhaled sharply, arching, and as a result, shoved her breasts through Morinth’s holo visor. She squealed in delight as her nipples blazed with sensitive arousal, the humming holo tingling against her fat nipples while her breasts enveloped the splicer’s hidden face. “Ohhh fuuuuuck!” Nadia moaned, grabbing Morinth’s head, ignoring his muffled protest as she shoved his face between her fat tits. As if on its own accord, her wide hips tensed, lifting her ass, dragging his cock against her inner walls. Then she dropped down.
“Yesss!” Nadia screamed as she began to bounce atop Morinth’s lap, fucking herself eagerly on his shaft. “Yesss! Oh fuck! Fuck! It feels sooo fucking good! Oh stars! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck my slutty bimbo pussy! Yes! Yes! Mnnn! Lick my ass! Don’t stop! Oh! Ohhhh!”
She wailed as her orgasm ripped through her, yet even then she didn’t stop. Couldn’t stop. She kept bouncing, kept spearing herself on Morinth’s cock while Dava plundered her puckered ass with her oh so skillful tongue. Her body was alive with the sensation of sex. Reeking with it. She delighted in the sound of her soft ass slapping against Morinth’s thighs. How the weight of her swollen breasts pulled her forward to better press Morinth’s head between them, how the humming visor tingled against her achingly sensitive nipples.
“Yesss!” Nadia screamed. “Yessss! Fuck meeeee!”
Like a sixth sense she felt Morinth nearing his climax. How his cock twitched within her. She increased her pace, riding him, frantic to feel him cum inside her.
When at last, grunting, Morinth’s cock gave a final twitch and his hot seed rushed into her hungry channel, it was like a hot spear thrust into her core. She cried out, another orgasm trembling through her, sending her new curves shuddering.
Her senses overloaded. She moaned, her arms loosening on Morinth’s head. She fell back, and only Dava catching her saver her slamming her head on the floor. The blonde giggled, cradling Nadia’s head on the cushion of her own full breasts. “Well? How was it?”
“So good,” Nadia moaned.
Dava grinned, humming as she stroked Nadia’s hair. “Mmm. I know.”
“Yes. Quite,” Morinth grunted as he unsheathed his cock from Nadia, the brunette pouting as he stowed away his manhood back in his pants, sealing it behind his labcoat with a firm motion. “And I suggest you keep that in mind. Considering where you’re going to, it might be too easy to forget yourself.”
“But wouldn’t it be fun?” Dava moaned. “Mmm. Just being a big titted slut being fucked by all those gangsters and smugglers and aliens? Oooh, maybe one will keep you! Get you nice and drugged up and fuck you every day. Maybe stick you on their cock like a living cocksleeve as they go about their business!”
Nadia shivered. Not from fear. But from the lack of it. She found the idea strangely tempting. Alarmingly so. She swallowed thickly. “I’ll… keep that in mind…”
Dava grinned. “I bet you will,” she said, giving Nadia’s nipples a playful tweak.




The Auction

The hull of the Scimitar rose out of space like a dark patch against the stars. Though far smaller than a United Navy frigate or battleship, the yacht held all the sleek, precise danger of a blade. Too big to use the hangers, it was tethered to SS9’s meteoric rock and heavy durasteel by dozens of fuel cables and boarding bridges. None of which Nadia would be using to enter.
Oh no. Those sorts of things were rife with guards and checks and all those fun things. So Nadia would circumvent it.
The bounty hunter drifted through oblivion, her breath rasping in her space helmet. It was harder than usual to keep an even heading, mainly due to how her space suit contracted so wonderfully against her new curves. The full bodied pressure made it strikingly difficult not to push a finger into her hot box and finger herself to an orgasm, even with the threat of explosive decompression.
Soon, she reminded herself. Soon enough you’ll be getting all the sex you could want.
She tried to even her breathing as the dark hull grew in her vision. Naturally the ship had an external security system, and naturally, Nadia had come prepared. Her suit was equipped with a sensor scrambler. The eyes of the security grid would pass right over her. Assuming she didn’t trip an alarm physically. Gently she set down on the hull of the ship, her boots magnetizing her to the craft with a soundless thump. She walked carefully across the oily black hull, tracking her way towards a waiting access hatch.
Now things got tricky.
The door was naturally alarmed. Nadia knelt beside it and teased a hacker pad from her belt. She inserted its cable into the door’s reader and released the pad, letting it drift in the zero g’s, tethered to the Scimitar by its cable. From another pocket she pulled an arc cutter and ignited it, the thin blue laser reflecting against the dark hull. It would take far too long to replicate the password to the door. But the hacker should be able to convince the alarm system the door was sealed, even when it wasn’t. If it failed… Well, Nadia wouldn’t have to worry about that long. She sliced the lock, holding her breath, waiting for the inevitable surge of power that would fry her where she knelt. When nothing happened, she grinned and pulled, hauling open the door.
Nadia slipped into the decompression chamber, landing lightly. She quickly yanked the door shut behind her and stabbed the arc caster into the seam, melting the connecting door. It was a weak seal, but should last. Grabbing the opposite door, she yanked it open. Oxygen gasped in a white mist into the airlock and she took off her helmet, gasping into the slightly scented air of the yacht.
She shed her space suit, the slick fabric sliding away seamlessly, her naked breasts bursting into the open, her pert bottom pushing free of the skin tight suit. She cast both aside into a corner, and with a thought, activated her holo projectors.
They were simple units. She’d had hers surgically implanted, a process usually only engaged in by whores or the more extreme minded young people. They were low res units, but they did their job perfectly. She moaned softly as the two in her now hefty breasts pushed forth twin humming heart shapes of red light to cap her nipples, the one implanted above her mons pushing out a larger heart to mask her naked pussy. Certainly not enough for modesty, but being modest wasn’t going to get her anywhere here. She shivered at how exposed she was, how easy it would be for something to take her, to bend her over a table and just… fuck her brains out… She took a shaking breath, trying to banish that oh so tantalizing vision, feeling even the faint tickle of the holo’s static against her now desperately sensitive pussy.
Fluffing some of her hair back over her shoulder, she shook her head and slipped into the dark halls of the Scimitar.
It didn’t take much to locate the party. The steady thump of music echoed in the dark halls of the smuggler ship like the beat of some colossal black heart. A door slid open before her, and she was there.
It was dark in the auction house. Blue lights blazed from the walls, casting the room in suggestive shapes and colors. Tables were spread out across the room like islands of order in a sea of strangeness. If Nadia had worried about being out of place in her near nakedness, she needn’t have. Women and men moved through the dark with drinks and food, their bodies outlined in bands of holo light like neon signs, baring their attributes for any to see, and any to use. In a glance she saw one woman in the grasp of a tragor, its tentacles drilling the woman’s holes while she moaned mindlessly. In another, a hermaphroditic callinor was fucking the soft ass of a feminine young man who eagerly rutted against her. Everywhere scenes of such debauchery were at work, many discussing the items for auction or bidding even as whores fucked themselves atop them or sucked their cocks with the eager abandon of experts. Hardly a usual scene of business. But those who frequented such auctions knew vice well, and no one partied harder than them.
The air was scented with sex and spices breathed in by the vents. She also spotted some of the men and women about enjoying some more illegal substances. A man was feeding a woman small blue pills, another wearing a psy helmet, twitching and panting as they fed off the latent sexual energies taking place.
Nadia felt her new body stir at the sight of such endless and eager debauchery. Her nipples throbbed and her core ached for her to join in. To throw herself into the sea of bodies and depraved pleasures. But she knew too well if she did, she might never make it out. She scanned the room quickly, and there found her target.
He sat at a table on a balcony suspended above the floor. Zabrienne Solar was exactly like his profile, his brutal face composed in an expression of idle interest as he looked down at those attending his ship. His legs were parted, an impossibly shapely young woman kneeling between his thighs, her head bobbing as she sucked him off. Around him was a coterie of dangerous looking men, women and aliens. A drax whose luminous body paint shimmered in the gloom. A sharp looking woman all in black with a wrap around pair of dark glasses. Another a strikingly pink figure whose head looked like he was wearing an octopus.
And all Nadia needed to do was get there across a sea of lusts, seduce the man, get him alone, kill him, and get out.
Simple.
Nadia inhaled, tried to still her aching body, and plunged into the party.
She had a plan, of course. She always had a plan until it failed. She’d studied Zabrienne’s personality meticulously. His likes and dislikes. Turn ons and offs. It was why she’d gone to Morinth and gotten the figure she now had. She knew she only had to get nice and close before she’d, inevitably, draw his eye.
Yet practice was considerably different than theory. In no small part due to how her body was responding to the potent festivities. She felt more aware of everything happening around her. More attuned to it all. The gasps and moans, the sharp scent of arousal and sex. The music thumped through her like a live thing, her body thrumming in tune, her core aching. Every step seemed to vibrate up and through her. Her breasts bounced, her hips swung, a tantalizing dance meant to tune the desire.
She felt eyes follow her, crawling up and down her with hunger. Her heart beat faster, her quim dampening against her rounded thighs. She giggled and put in a little more swing in as she looked for a likely target.
There.
Her eyes locked on an alien pirate. An Adronar, she recognized. A pirate whose garish dress of buckled jacket, lacy ruffs and golden earrings made her stand out like an incongruous renegade from an old terra historical pict. One among her four almond shaped eyes were masked by a dark, cybernetic patch. Long legs tipped with three wicked talons, a garish tricorn hat settled atop a mane of spiny red hair and two curling horns, the alien’s breasts fairly bursting from a white shirt, pushing aside a red jacket trimmed with gold. But what drew Nadia’s eyes like a magnet was the phallic bulge the alien was making absolutely no secret of, sprawled as she was in a spacious chair, eying a hovering screen of auction items.
Nadia turned her steps towards the powerful alien. The position offered an excellent view to Zabrienne’s platform, and Nadia had a feeling the alien would be more than eager for a lusty servicing. It was essential Zabrienne came to her, not the other way around. Should she approach such a wary and powerful man, she was simply asking for trouble. But if he invited her, then she could really get to work.
Reaching the pirate’s table Nadia leaned onto the seat opposite, smiling. “May I join you?”
The pirate’s red eyes flicked down, then back up as she took in Nadia’s shapely figure, gaze drawn sharply to the three humming hearts that accounted for Nadia’s modesty. The alien’s grin broadened, baring the pearly gleam of fang. “I think that can be arranged.”
Without a hint of shame or hesitation Nadia rounded the table and settled her plump bum in the alien’s lap. The pirate grunted, then growled as Nadia wriggled, rubbing her ass against the now far more obvious bulge in the pirate’s pants. “Thanks!” Nadia giggled. “Oh! Was this seat taken?”
“Can’t say it was,” the lusty pirate said. Her hand wrapped around Nadia’s waist, tugging the bountiful bounty hunter against her. Nadia squeaked, then moaned as the pirate’s hand gave her ass a possessive squeeze. The heat of the alien’s cock seemed to radiate through her, seeping through her enhanced curves and into her hot muff. Purring, Nadia leaned forward, wrapping her arms around the alien’s neck, mashing her immense teats against the pirate’s.
“Thank you. It’s so busy in here! I was so scared someone might take advantage of me.”
The pirate laughed coarsely. “Well we can’t have that,” she said, rubbing her hand against Nadia’s plump rump. “A pretty thing like you? They’d do all sorts of awful things to you.”
“Oh yes! Like bend me over the table and just fuck me stupid,” Nadia said breathlessly. “Or shove me to my knees and fuck my throat raw. Or spank my pretty bum until it was as red as you.”
The alien’s grin grew hungrier. “Oh yes. They would do that. And more to you.”
“But not you,” Nadia breathed, pushing further, her pillowy breasts enveloping the pirate’s own hard bust. “Oh no. You’re so kind and I can see you’re busy. Can I repay you?”
The pirate hissed. “Yes you can. The name’s Mallara.”
“That’s a pretty name,” Nadia chirped.
“Glad you think so. It’ll be a treat hearing you scream it.”
Nadia’s heart hammered at the lusty promise in that grin and those eyes. She pushed out of the pirate queen’s lap, slipping between her legs. Mallara parted her thighs, sensing what Nadia was about. Nadia’s fingers shook a little as she reached out and opened the pirate’s pants, gasping as her cock sprang into the hot air of the lounge. Alien was right. Her shaft was long and barbed with thin tendrils. With awe Nadia let her hands stroke the meaty shaft, feeling the prongs in her hands rippling strangely, flowering as her palms slid down, and tightening against her as they went back up.
“Hmm,” Mallara breathed, her three eyes lidded, the circuit riddled patch flashing a red light. “That’s good work, slut.”
Nadia blushed prettily, a reaction not at all feigned. She stole a glance at the upper platform where Zabrienne sat, and felt the crime lord’s glass eyes turned down on her. “Thank you.”
“But there better be more than your hand in this,” Mallara growled.
“Oh yes,” Nadia piped. Smiling up at the pirate, she leaned forward and enveloped the alien’s cock between her lips. The taste was sharp and strange, like tonguing a mass of perfume. The feel of the barbs no less odd, yet strangely tantalizing. Nadia’s soft lips formed a perfect seal around the strange cock as she began to bob, feeling the barbs slide against and with her tongue with every stroke.
Mallara groaned and eased deeper into her seat. “That’s good work, slut. Keep at it…” The pirate flicked at the screen, resuming her work. Her indifference at the eager blowjob was oddly tantalizing to Nadia. Pushing her to do better. Well, she could do that. Nadia tilted her head forward, pushing in and letting the alien’s cock slide into her throat, the bounty hunter’s nose coming to the rest against the tuft of hair above her shaft.
The feel of the alien’s barbs rubbing against the throat was a new sensation as she resumed her sucking. A strange, almost painful one, but one infinitely pleasurable. Nadia moaned deeply, Mallara hissing as the sound vibrated through Nadia’s throat and up the pirate’s shaft. Hands moving as if on their own, Nadia began to play with her own immense breasts, mashing the heavy flesh together, her fingers teasing past the humming hearts to finger and tweak her aching nipples.
“Oh fuck yes,” Mallara moaned. “That’s it. Deeper. Fuck you humans have the finest sluts. Mnn! That’s it. Faster, bitch. Faster!”
Nadia obeyed eagerly. Obedience came so easily. She bobbed faster, relishing the taste of the cock filling her mouth and throat, the alien barbs sliding and springing against her tongue. She reached between her legs, fingers finding the large heart humming over her cunt. Her fingers tingled as they dove past, sliding into her hot box.
Her moan shuddered out of her as she fingered herself, lost in the motions. Her plush ass rocked as she plunged her fingers into herself. Her head bobbed, her breasts swaying as she crouched between the legs of the alien hermaphrodite. This had not been how she’d expected this bounty to go, but she was far from complaining. The sensation of submission. Of having her throat used, of kneeling between the legs of the domineering alien pirate sent her body into overdrive.
She was far from the only one. Mallara had stopped pretending to watch the screens. Her expression was rapturous, her breath rushing in gasps through her parted lips, her three eyes shut tight with the intensity of her pleasure. Her hands came down, grabbing Nadia’s brown hair. She started to thrust harder, fucking the bimbo’s throat with great, forceful strokes.
“Yes!” the pirate gasped. “That’s it! Take it. Take my fat cock you human slut! Fuck! I’m getting close. I’m getting closer. Oh fuck. Fuck meeee!”
Her cry rose in a heady wail of pure pleasure. Nadia shuddered as the alien’s cum pumped through the cock in her mouth, boiling into her stomach with great spurts of the alien’s seed. Nadia moaned, shuddering as she came around her fingers, her juices splattering onto the floor beneath. The sensation of being such a spectacle for any who wanted to see beyond anything she’d known before.
Mallara collapsed on her chair, her lopsided grin weak but sated as she looked down on Nadia. “Mmm. Not… bad… Not bad… at all…” Nadia shivered with submissive delight as the pirate queen stroked her tumbled brown hair. “Might just have to keep you. What do you say to that, slut? Want to come aboard and be my personal cock sleeve?”
Nadia looked up at the alien, her eyes bright, her pussy aching. If not for the cock that still gagged her, Nadia didn’t know what she might have said in the heat of the moment, kneeling between the proud alien’s thighs.
“Ahem.”
Nadia glanced away. A tall human in a black suit stood beside them, his eyes shaded by a dark wraparound lens of holo light. His calm, poised servility rang warning bells in Nadia’s head, instantly cooling her submissive lust. The man was vat born if she had to guess. The demure, confident stance said it all. The truly wealthy and morally bankrupt often paid through the nose to create their personalized servants, and the man had the look of those slim, skillful bodyguards Nadia had run into more than once. His modifications were less blatant than some she’d met, but she knew.
“If I might interject,” the man said. “My master, and your host, would be most pleased to meet with the young lady.”
Mallara grimaced at the demure man. “Your master has poor timing.”
“If it pleases you,” the man said without skipping a beat, “a replacement will be found.”
Nadia hastily pulled back, letting Mallara’s inhuman cock slide from her lips. She smiled up at the man. “Oh! Mister Solar wants to see me?”
“Most eagerly. If you’ll follow me.”
Nadia scrambled to her feet. As she passed Mallara the pirate gave her a vindictive spank that made her jump, a gasp of pleasure escaping her lips. Nadia gave the pirate a backward glance, oddly regretful not to feel that strange shaft plundering her hungry cunt. By the look in her eyes, Nadia bet that Mallara felt the same. As she followed the man through the crowd, she caught a last glimpse of Mallara yanking a startled serving girl into her lap, shoving her cock into the woman’s cunt before the girl could voice a word of protest. By the sound of the waitresses moans soon after, Nadia didn’t think the girl minded.
They ascended the glowing steps that climbed to the platform overlooking the showroom and their residents. The Drax glanced her way, the busty girl who’d been servicing Zabrienne before now bent over the table, the brutish alien thrusting into her, much to her enjoyment by the sounds of her eager, panting moans.
The sight sent a familiar tantalizing thrill racing through Nadia as she slipped around the table and towards the crime lord in his seat. “You wanted to see me?”
Zabrienne’s head moved slightly as he looked her up and down. A faint smile curled his lip as he eased back in his chair like a king on a throne of plush. “Yes. I couldn’t help but notice you down on the floor there, and thought you might like a better view.” He extended a hand. “Zabrienne.”
“That’s so nice!” Nadia chirped happily. “I’m Tammy! It’s so great to meet you. Um… Do you have a place for me to sit?”
“I do.”
Nadia yelped as Zabrienne tugged her into his lap. She giggled, leaning back against his chest. “Thanks! That’s like, so nice of you!”
“Isn’t it? So tell me, Tammy. What are you doing here? You don’t strike me as the sort to be buying anything.”
Nadia giggled again. “Oh no! I’m not. I was here with my boyfriend and we got separated. I was going to go looking for him, but then there was, like, this really hot alien with a big cock and I guess I got distracted.”
“No doubt a constant state for you,” the bland looking woman in dark glasses observed.
Nadia giggled again. “I guess! Ever since my boyfriend got me this great new bod it’s been so hard to… to um… What were we talking about?”
“It’s not important,” Zabrienne said. She gasped as his hands slid around her, running up the underside of her jutting breasts before his fingers found her stiff nipples. Nadia moaned, her thoughts tumbling at the pure pleasure radiating from her swollen milk bags.
“Mmmm. I guess not…” she sighed, rubbing her ass against his bulge with a needy eagerness.
A soft touch slid along her neck and Nadia gasped, glancing at the plain looking woman. “No collar or chip,” the woman observed.
Nadia giggled. “Course not! I’m not someone’s pet!”
“Maybe we should change that,” Zabrienne mused.
Nadia’s heart thumped faster, and not completely in the needy arousal radiating through her. She glanced back at him. “Huh?”
The crime lord smiled, his teeth faintly gleaming with hidden circuitry. “You’re a very lovely specimen of a woman, Tammy. And someone who just lets you wander around a place like this is a poor boyfriend. Why, someone is liable to just steal you away.”
“Ohhh,” Nadia moaned as his fingers closed around her jutting nipples, teasing the eager buds until they pressed against the humming holo hearts. “M-maybe you’re right…”
“Of course I am. And I think you really need someone to make sure you don’t wander. An owner, so to speak.”
Nadia bit her lip. “Um… I don’t know. That sounds…”
“Really now, Tammy,” Zabrienne breathed, nibbling on her neck as his fingers tweaked and teased her throbbing nipples, pleasure radiating through her mountainous, slutty breasts to stir her thoughts to a lather of aroused idiocy. “Thinking isn’t your forte. Is it? You need someone to do the thinking for you. And I am just the sort of person to do it. You have a… different set of skills.”
Damn right she did. Nadia gasped, trying to focus through the buzzing pleasure that pulsed through her, beginning at her hardened teats and spreading through the rest of her in a feverish flush of pure sensation. “Ohhh… M-maybe. But… but wouldn’t that… ah… m-mean I like, wouldn’t get to f-fuck anyone else?”
“Not unless I allowed it.”
Nadia leaned forward, pushing more of her immense tit-flesh into the crime lord’s hands, lifting her plush rear and rubbing it greedily against the bulge of his cock. “Ooooh… Th-then the guy who… who owns me would have to, like, be just the best fuck e-ever. Wouldn’t he?”
“She’s got you there,” the Drax grunted as the woman beneath him squealed, shuddering as she came about his immense reptilian cock.
Zabrienne gave the Drax a hard look. Nadia gasped as his fingers pinched her nipples sharply. “I think I can resolve that little uncertainty.”
Nadia’s heart fluttered with excitement. “Y-you do?”
“Yes. Come.” He rose, pushing Nadia off his lap. She squeaked in surprise, nearly falling onto the table before he grabbed her by the waist, tugging her against his side.
“What about the auction?” the grave woman demanded sharply.
“You know what’s needed. Take care of it,” he commanded.
The woman frowned deeply, but then they were past her, walking down a thin catwalk of plastiglass lined with bars of light, the pulse of sound from below rocking into Nadia. A door waited at the end, a pair of metal statues of women writhing in pleasure worked into the walls. As they neared the eyes of the statuettes glowed a faint red until Zabrienne flashed his hand to them. The glow faded and the doors slid open, revealing a dark corridor beyond.
Nadia’s pulse pounded in her ears as she was walked down the passage, tucked against the powerful frame of Zabrienne like some trophy whore. Not that she minded, as a moment later the hand around her waist dipped down and slid a finger into her cunt. Nadia stumbled, gasped as her pussy fluttered around the skillful, stroking fingers.
So distracted by that, she barely noticed as they reached the end of the hall, the door sliding open and admitting them into a large room that could only be Zabrienne’s most personal of quarters. The floor was dark but more of the enthralling statues littered the room. A vast window opened up on the far wall, unveiling the breadth of open space in an unbroken vista of stars and the hued ribbons of galaxies.
Zabrienne drew her in, guiding her across a floor dark as void and faintly cold against her bare feet. A massive bed lay before the open glass. “I do so enjoy a good view,” he said.
“Mmm. Me too,” Nadia breathed as her eyes slid up and down Zabrienne’s body.
He glanced down at her, his smile growing. He turned her about and kissed her.
Nadia moaned against his lips, her immense breasts crushed against his powerful chest. She pushed forward her groin, the heart shaped holo buzzing as it broke against his bulge, Nadia rubbing her tight furrow against his tenting pants. She broke the kiss, panting, looking up into the cold glass of his eyes eagerly.
“What are you going to do?”
He smirked. “What do you think?” he said, easing her down onto the edge of the bed. “I’m going to fuck you until you can’t do anything but scream my name. I’m going to tame your ass and make you my personal cock sleeve. And you’re going to love it.”
His words sent her heart pounding. Her pulse racing. She flexed her fingers against the sheets, feeling the microblades embedded under her fingers. She could kill him then. Slit his throat wide. But something held her back. A perverse curiosity to see just how much of his claim was talk, and how much fact.
Instead of killing him, claiming the bounty, Nadia found herself rolling onto her hands and knees. Instead of slicing open his throat she pushed back her hips, raising her plush, spankable ass into the air suggestively. She glanced over her shoulder, eyes bright and burning with lust. “Fuck me,” she purred. “Make me beg!”
Zabrienne took in her fuckable rear with every appearance of satisfaction. “With pleasure,” he said, peeling off his form fitting shirt. The chest he revealed was roughed with muscle, and Nadia found herself fascinated as she traced the carved perfection of his body. A fascination which quickly found a more pressing place of interest as he shucked off his pants, revealing his cock.
Her breathing deepened as he bared his thick shaft. Larger than Mallara’s, it jutted from his waist, pointing unerringly at her raised rump like a dowsing rod. He grabbed her ass, making her gasp, and then thrust.
“Ooooh!” Nadia moaned as he speared her pussy with his cock, filling her damp channel with a stroke. Fuck but it felt so good to have a cock in her again! She hadn’t realized how much she needed one until that moment. To be filled in that way, her body’s need to be railed and fucked like a bitch in heat at last satisfied. But she learned, the knowledge slammed into her mind as Zabrienne began to thrust, every jerk of his hips dragging his cock against her inner walls before slamming it back into her.
“Ohhhh yessss!” Nadia screamed. “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck my slutty bimbo pussy! Ohhh yes! Harder! Harder! Oh please, please fuck me haaaard!”
“I’ll do more than that,” Zabrienne chuckled and flicked his hand, a red light flashing in his finger.
The sheets at the edge of the bed suddenly fluttered. Nadia had time enough to gasp as mechanical cables snaked out from beneath the bed and plunged forward. She squealed in surprise as two wrapped about her curvy hips and lifted them into the air, offering Zabrienne a new angle with which to thrust into her.
“How’s that?” Zabrienne demanded. “Are you feeling it now?”
“Ohhhh fuuuuck! I-mph!” She gasped as another tendril slid into her mouth. Immediately she tasted a sharp, viscous substance. Her protest died, her eyes lidding as a heady lethargy spread through her in waves of pink pleasure. She moaned, panting eagerly as she thrust back against the hard shaft plunging into her, every stroke of him inside of her radiating through her core, drowning her in what seemed an endless cascade of pleasured arousal.
“I do so love this little device,” Zabrienne sighed, flicking his finger again like a conductor of the most bizarre symphony. “Makes things so much more streamlined.”
Nadia squealed, arching as another tendril drilled into her backdoor, her tender ass shuddering as the smooth mechandrite slithered in and out of her plush bottom. Her breasts heaved, shuddering beneath her, swaying as she rocked to the heavy rutting of the crime lord. The bed squeaked, just audible over her strangled moans and pants, her plush, red lips sliding adoringly along the limb filling her mouth, her pussy shuddering as her orgasm overtook her, pounding through her, scattering her thoughts. Her body was so sensitive. So tender. So amazingly, infinitely, fuckable!
“Mph! Mph! Mmmmmm!” she moaned around the tentacle in her mouth, greedily slurping up the sweet fluid along the tendril, her tongue swirling to gather more, her mind fogging with every hungry slurp.
“Ahhhh!” Zabrienne roared, shoving his cock deep into her hungry snatch, the sudden rush of his hot seed into her sending Nadia’s mind whirling. She moaned, shuddering, her ass flexing around the tendril while her pussy clutched his cock in the sudden ecstasy of her orgasm.
Zabrienne sighed, unsheathing his cock from her cunt. He took a step back, collapsing into a waiting chair, his broad chest heaving as he recovered from the heady rutting. Something Nadia was denied. With an idle smirk the crime lord thumbed his finger, the tendrils lifting Nadia into the air, turning her about so she faced him. Tilting her back, they spread her out, baring her flawless curves for his appreciation as she mewled and twitched in their grasp, still sucking the tendril in her mouth, her ass flexing around the second reaming her. Cum oozed from her pussy thrust out on display, dripping onto the floor. Her massive breasts twitched and jumped with her pleasured writhing, trapped in the steel arms of the bed.
Zabrienne’s appreciation grew along with his cock, returning once more to full hardness. He idly stroked himself, watching the bimbofied bounty hunter moan and writhe in the grasp of the mechanical tentacles, pushing her cunt towards him, labia slick with needy juices, her eyes warm and desperate for another taste of his cock.
He chuckled, pushing himself out of his chair. “You are a treat, my pretty slut,” he sighed, stepping across the floor. Nadia stared at him, urging him with her eyes to touch her. Fuck her. Do something to her. He touched her chin, his finger cool against her feverish skin as it glided down her cheek, along her throat and down the oh so sensitive flesh of her swollen teat. “A real prize,” he mused. He flicked her puffy nipple, making Nadia twitch and moan. His hands suddenly grabbed her plush breasts, squeezing until Nadia screamed and came once more, her juices drooling onto the floor below.
“You’ll make a wonderful private pet for me,” Zabrienne breathed. “I’ll keep you nice and collared to my chair so you can suck my cock or ride me whenever I could use a bit of relief. I’ll even give you a nice coded tattoo so I can keep track of you. Just in case you manage to get free and wander off. It would be a shame if someone thought you didn’t have an owner. A master who keeps you nice and needy for his cock. Would you like that?”
Nadia moaned, nodding eagerly. Oh she did. She really really did! There wasn’t any shame in that admission. How could she do anything but want it? But need this cruel, conquering man to make her his pretty, slutty pet. His perfect toy of female flesh and moaning need.
Zabrienne chuckled. “That’s what I thought. Now hold still,” he said, flicking a finger again. The floor opened, a disk rising with a hum of its grav sensor to reveal an injector. “Let’s get that mind of yours nice and pliable for me.”
Nadia’s eyes widened. Icy fear raced through her. Oh but that sweet, sweet arousal was still there, but for a moment, true fear replaced it. With a thought she activated her adrenal implant. Strength surged through her in a sudden flash. She wrenched her arm, yanking the steel tentacle about before it could adjust to her new might. The microbalde claws in her fingers slid out, slicing through the second tendril holding her arm.
Zabrienne’s brows shot up. His mouth opened as Nadia’s free hand slashed out. He staggered back, blood fountaining out the red gash across his throat.
Panting, Nadia grabbed the tendril down her throat and pulled it free, sliding it out of her in a gasp. She threw it aside, slashing through the two tendrils that bound her ankles up tight. With a gasp she dropped to the floor, tossing aside the sparking serpents of the severed mechandrites. Zabrienne lay, naked and powerful on the floor, feebly twitching as he bled out. Nadia checked his pulse, pursing her lips. Dead as dead.
She rose, casting about the room, trying to focus through the pounding lust still radiating through her shapely form. Naturally, none of her efforts to actually get a map of the man’s ship had come with a layout of his private pleasure chamber, but she knew a man like Zabrienne was always prepared for the worst. She narrowed her eyes, then grinned when she spotted a tiny red bar against one of the black walls. Grabbing the crime lord’s corpse, she dragged him towards the slit of red. She thumbed it and stepped back as a ring of light glowed against the black surface. It turned, then split, revealing the plush interior of an escape pod.
“Nice,” she observed of the vat bred leather seats and secure cases. She dragged Zabrienne inside, shoving him into the tiny pod before slipping in after him. She quickly secured the rear hatch and strapped his body down on the side seat. Taking the control chair, she activated the comm system, the heavy keys clacking as she prepped it for launch.
“Here we go,” the bounty hunter chimed as she blew the locks. The impact of the pod’s launch blasted her back into her seat, wrenching a moan from her as the straps dug into her achingly sensitive breasts. Moments later the weightlessness of zero g lifted her. She thumbed the afterburners, grabbing the control sticks as she carefully guided the little craft away from the bulk of the Scimitar and back towards the rocky expanse of SS9. Nadia grinned, glancing back towards the corpse lolling in its seat.
“You, my friend, are going to make me a fortune!”




Payments Due

“There we are,” Nadia said as she swiped the credit chit across the reader on Morinth’s desk. “Paid in full. The treatment and the cure.”
Morinth nodded, his legs kicked up on the top of his desk. “Very good.”
Dava moaned sadly. “Awww. Are you sure you don’t want to keep the curves?”
Nadia grinned. She touched her swollen teats, lifting them in the tight embrace of her bodyglove. “Mmm. They are fun, but I need to be a little… lither in my missions. You know?”
Dava sighed, flopping onto Morinth’s desk despite his annoyed sound. “I guess. But I do my job fine. And my amazing tits really help,” she said, winking as she once more cupped her mounds in her blue uniform.
Nadia gnawed on her lower lip, feeling again that tight, tantalizing sensation of desire. She hadn’t had any real relief since dragging Zabrienne’s corpse into SS9’s bounty agency. That had been entertaining! She giggled, recalling the stunned face of the clerk behind the plasteel shield as the busty bimbo, dressed in nothing but buzzing hearts over her tits and cunt, had dragged in the corpse of the most notorious crime lord in the sector inside. The poor young man had stammered throughout the interview, desperately trying not to stare at Nadia’s suit-popping breasts as she leaned over and teasingly flirted with him.
“Mmm. It is tempting,” she breathed. “But my job needs me to have… a bit more of a head about myself. You know?” She giggled again.
Dava moaned sadly. “Oh fiiiine.”
“Besides,” Nadia said. “If I do ever need certain… assets again, I know where to find you. Don’t I?” she said, fluttering her long lashes at Morinth.
The green visor didn’t change in any way, though the lips below pursed slightly. “Yes. I suppose so,” he said with a sigh. “Now, shall we begin the work to return you to what you were?”
“How long will it take?”
“Not long. But I need to recalibrate the chair. I haven’t needed to reverse the process before. It shouldn’t take long.”
Nadia gasped. “Oh no,” she sighed, reaching out and stroking Dava’s hand. “How ever will we pass the time!”
Dava glanced up, grinning her pearly whites, her baby blues alive with excitement. “Ooooh, I think I have a way.”
Morinth muttered as he rose. “Please, ladies. Not on my desk.”
“This wouldn’t be a problem if you’d just put a bed in here,” Dava noted as she arched slowly, allowing Nadia to get her hands on the soft bulges of her tits, the security agent gasping against the bounty hunter’s hungry groping.
“I don’t want to encourage you,” Morinth said as the chair slipped out of the wall with a hydraulic hiss, unfolding like a flower of steel and circuitry.
Dava giggled as she pulled herself across the desk, swinging her legs around so she was sitting before Nadia. “Oh,” she purred, wrapping her arms around Nadia’s neck. “As if I need encouragement.”
Nadia giggled in turn, then moaned as their lips met, the kiss deepening as her body heated up even further. The softness of Dava’s lips was enthralling, the other bimbo’s mouth tasting like bubblegum. Pink fog spread over Nadia’s thoughts as she hungrily inhaled the other bimbo’s pheromones, stifling the forebrain, spurring her instincts to take charge. And those demanded only one thing.
Hands roamed across bodies built for sex. For pleasure. For the endless cascade of sweetest delights that the pair embraced. Nadia moaned, her tits straining the tight fabric of her bodysuit, gasping as Dava found the release catch and pushed. Her breasts burst into the open, mashing against Dava’s own palm filling sweater puppies, made all the better when Nadia’s hands found the release for Dava’s own uniform.
“Ohhh finally,” Dava moaned as her blue uniform peeled away, her breasts pressing against Nadia’s. “Fuck, you’re so wonderful!”
“Right back at you,” Nadia gasped breathlessly, her body aflame with careless desire. A needy lust she would see fulfilled. It was likely the last time she would feel such an omnipresent need. At least, the last until she found her way back to this hole in a wall, felt those needles pierce her modest teats and make them swell, grow, her hips thicken and waist narrow, turning her into an image of female sensuality.
The idea fed her. Her body pressed her damp quim against Dava’s. The other bimbo gasped, then purred as her hips began to lazily move, rubbing the edge of her lower lips against Nadia’s. “Ohhhh fuck, yes! Right there. Mnnn! Yes! Rub it just… ah… just like that.”
Nadia moaned, tribbing her pussy against the other woman’s, every stroke sending shockwaves of pleasure rippling up her curvy frame. Oh she was going to miss this. This freedom of sensuality. Of being so perfectly, spectacularly, sexy! To be sure her normal frame was attractive in its own way, but this was something so exotically different. Something so exaggeratedly lovely and sensitive, nearly a slave to the pleasures which rocked her with every motion of her hips. She panted, her thoughts drowning in a pink haze. Her body blazing.
“Oh Dava! I’m so close. I’m… I’m gonna cum. I can’t… I… f-fuuuuck!” Nadia squealed as her pussy shuddered with her orgasm. Dava gasped, clutching the other woman as her own orgasm tore through her.
Nadia suddenly shoved Dava back onto the desk. She grabbed the other woman’s legs and spread them, revealing the pink gash of her cunt. Dava tried to raise her head and peer through the expansive valley of her breasts even as Nadia dove in.
“Oooooh!” Dava moaned as Nadia slurped and tongued the other woman’s slit. “Yesss! Right there. Deeper Nadia. Ooooh deeper! Lick me out. Fuck me with your slutty bimbo tongue! Ah… Ahn… Yesssss!” Dava moaned. She grabbed her breasts, molding them, squeezing them with almost painful force as she struggled to express the shuddering pleasure radiating from her core. Her fingers teased her puffy nipples, pinching and abusing the hard peaks with panting delight.
“Ahhhh!” she squealed as Nadia’s tongue found the buzzing bead of her clit. “Yesss! Tongue my clit! Suck it! Make me… nnnnn!”
Dava shuddered as she came again, her juices flowing freely while Nadia’s tongue lashed the pearl of her clit, sucking it into her pouty lips and pleasuring it like it were a miniature cock. When the blonde was forced to a third screaming orgasm Nadia at last abandoned her snatch, drunk on the other woman’s pheromones and lust, she clawed her way up Dava’s body and again desperately kissed the security agent. Dava giggled, moaning as she wrapped her arms around Nadia’s head, pulling the other woman into a crushing embrace as their tongues writhed together, tasting Dava’s intoxicating juices as they clutched one another.
“You know… what would make this better?” Dava panted.
“What?” Nadia asked breathlessly, her eyes shining with eager lust.
“If we get some meat in this sandwich.”
Nadia snorted at the line, but her eyes nonetheless wandered over to Morinth as he worked on the machine. She bit her lip, her pussy clutching with the urge to be filled once more with a cock. A woman’s tongue was a delight, yet the feeling of a man’s hard shaft thrusting into her aching insides sent a shudder of pure need racing from her core, tightening every muscle with an eager anticipation.
“I think you’re right,” Nadia giggled.
Morinth paused in his work, raising his head like a rabbit sensing a change in the forest. He turned sharply as the two women climbed off his desk and sauntered towards him.
“Really?” he demanded.
“Oh don’t be that way,” Nadia giggled as she went to her knees, pulling open Morinth’s labcoat and shucking down his pants. She grinned as his hard cock rose into the warm air of the lab. She shivered at the sight of it, running her hands up and down his thick shaft. “You know you want it.”
“I’m working,” Morinth grumbled.
“And now you’re taking a break,” Dava giggled as she touched his chin and turned his head towards her.
“I don’t-mph!”
Dava’s kiss silenced him, and Nadia’s lips on his cock made him grunt. Nadia’s eyelids fluttered as her pouty lips slid down Morinth’s shaft. She wondered if the splicer had altered himself in some way? His cock did taste different from the other one’s she’d had. Or maybe it was just her body having been deprived for a few days of the pleasure of taking one. The errant thought came and went in a heartbeat, and then she simply embraced the sensation of her head bobbing, his cock sliding in and out of her hot mouth as her pouty lips slid up and down his shaft, her tongue stroking the underside and tasting the thick flavour of his manhood. Her ass rose as she hollowed her cheeks, eager to get more suction, almost as eager as she was to taste again the splicer’s seed.
She hadn’t long to waster. Pressed against the wall by the two breathtaking visions of female flesh, their soft breasts, hungry lips and sweet scents assaulting him, Morinth couldn’t last long. Nadia’s heart sang as she heard him grunt, felt his cock twitch. She bobbed faster, more eagerly atop him. When he came her eyes fairly rolled back as his virile seed stuffed her mouth. She swallowed, feeling it ooze down her throat to form a warm lump in her stomach.
She pulled her lips free with a gasp. “Morinth,” Nadia moaned as she crawled up the seat of the chair, leaning against the arm as she thrust out her plush, flawless ass eagerly. “Please. Fuuuck meee!”
Dava broke the kiss, panting. “Oh Morinth. You just have to,” Dava breathed. “She’s going to lose those lovely curves. Send her out the right way.”
“I’m sick of both of you,” the splicer muttered. Nonetheless he gave Nadia’s ass a swat, the bounty hunter gasping, bucking as the firm spank vibrated through her to echo against her needy core. She looked over her shoulder, breathless in anticipation as Morinth moved behind her, stroking his cock to full hardness once more. Nadia raised her rear again, wiggling it tantalizingly.
Morinth’s visor washed itself in refreshing pixels as his hands gripped her plush derrier. He drew back, and thrust.
“Ahhhhh!” Nadia screamed as his cock buried itself in her needy quim. Her inner walls convulsed around the intrusion, cumming on the spot even before he began to saw into her. “Yessss! Fuck me! Fuck my slutty bimbo cunt! Ah! Ah! Mnn! Make me cum! Make me screeeeeam!”
Morinth cursed, pounding her snatch, his hips slapping her plush bottom with every heavy stroke. Dava pulled him into another kiss, grinding herself against his side even as he roughly fucked her. Again Nadia came, shuddering around his cock. It would be such a shame to lose these curves, the bounty hunter reflected.
But then, she thought, the last coherent thought she’d have for some hours, she could always get the change again. Her smile was blissful with that reassurance, and then she let her mind slip away, buried beneath a haze of pleasure as she thrust back against the splicer’s cock.
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