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The Alien’s Mercy

The loss of the Haven’s Shield had been as sudden as it had been devastating.
Latiana Davers looked out the small window of her escape pod at the ruins of her craft. They floated errantly, little more than shards of what had once been her pride and joy. The jagged vessels of the Drax war party had already slipped back into light speed, leaving behind only the flotsam and plasma scarred remnants of her once mighty ship. She’d buried her tears within her, but the loss of her crew weighed heavily on her thoughts.
And she’d had ample time to dwell on it. Remembering the scream of the alarms. The strobe of the red lights and flash of the monitors. The shouts and bursts of static as their ship shuddered under the barrage from the Drax warships, steel grinding as it struggled to shoulder the force of the enemy lance batteries.
She’d ordered her crew to the escape pods. But only she had made it, hurling herself into the cold cylindrical pod, the door sealing shut behind her automatically. The hatch had sealed with a pressurized hiss and she’d been hurled against the back as her pod launched, her escape covered in the blast of the Haven, her crew lost amid the inferno as the engines exploded under the pounding barrage of the enemy ships.
She sighed, drifting back through the zero g’s of the pod. A poor beginning to her career as a United Navy captain. She was still young, too. Her body sculpted and fit from years of training in the academy. Her brown hair cut short, but still with that erratic, girlish bounce she’d never managed to properly tame. Slim breasts and a slender waist, if she had been taken, she’d have made a prime Drax treasure slave.
She slammed her hands against the wall, the bang echoing among the narrow walls and hard, empty seats. It wasn’t fair. It wasn’t fair! She couldn’t die like this. She couldn’t die on her first command! Her first mission, locked in the coffin of her salvation, drifting through space for all eternity. Her hands tightened into fists; her teeth clenched.
It couldn’t end like this…
A flash of light called her attention. She turned, surprised as the instruments of the pod’s control panel glowed. She kicked off the wall and floated back into the front of the pod, pulling herself into a seat. A large, blast proofed window showed the distant galaxies of the naked void. She tapped the blinking alert, the key lighting up. “Proximity alert. Slip space disruption detected,” the robotic voice chirped.
Latiana spun back towards the window. The navy? Or the Drax? She shivered and waited in tense anticipation as a shape seemed to burst into the starlit sky. Heavy built and of a rusty hue, the bloated mass of durasteel glowed under the force of its thrusters as it sluggishly moved towards the blasted ruins of her ship.
Not Drax, but not navy either. It was a junker. A scavenger of space battles and ruins. Her heart sank in despair.
Although…
Latiana turned back to the control panel of her pod and checked the systems. “Shit,” she muttered, noting the oxygen levels were low. She hesitated. She hadn’t managed to send a long-range alarm after the Drax attacked. It could be days, weeks before the navy found her. And by then…
She drummed her fingers on the control panel, then sighed. She hit the emergency beacon and sat back, the red light blinking on the ceiling impatiently. “Please work,” she murmured. “Please…”
At first nothing happened. Then, the heavy bulk of the junker turned, afterburners flashing on its flank as it began a slow approach towards her. Latiana sighed, easing back into the padded seat of the pod. They were coming. Thank the stars they got her beacon. Now, much would rest on just how convincing she could be. She was under no illusions. Out here, beyond the safety of the Ring Worlds, pirates would be far from the worst to find her. And human women were a hot commodity among the slave pits these days…
The pod shook as the tractor beam took hold of her. She settled in as the dark space of the cargo hold loomed ahead, drawing her inside the mouth of the massive craft. Her pod shuddered as the ship’s artificial gravity asserted its hold, plopping her down on the seat. She immediately braced herself as the pod settled down on the floor.
She hit the emergency exit, the locks of the hatch blowing open with a muffled whoomph. The door popped open, hissing as the stale air was sucked away in a gust. Latiana inhaled the slightly acrid scent of the ship’s air, relishing it with relief.
She hopped out and found herself confronted by a somewhat striking looking synth. Made of chrome plasteel, it had the shape of a human woman, including a face designed for beauty. Seams of joints cut along the perfect proportions of breasts and ass, trim in a way that nature could never emulate. The synth smiled, cocking its head, eyes glowing spheres of blue light.
“Welcome aboard the Triatan,” the synth said. “My designation is Dia.”
“Hello,” Latiana said uncertainly. She shook her head, cleared her throat. “Right. Greetings. My name is Latiana Davers of the United Navy, former captain of the Haven’s Shield. I wish to speak to the captain of this craft immediately.”
“Of course,” the synth said. “Please, follow me.”
Latiana carefully descended the side of the pod, her legs wobbling as she adjusted to the faint touch of the ship’s gravity. She felt more solid than in the zero g’s of space, but still vaguely buoyant, like she were walking on air. Her body agreed, her modest breasts seeming fuller without the drag of gravity.
She followed the synth into the deeper realms of the ship. The hallways were surprisingly clean, though they passed several windows revealing filthy cargo holds where junk was being dragged in, attended to by various slovenly looking aliens in fatigues and gear. Slaves, perhaps. She’d have to be careful.
They turned about a small hallways and left behind the rusting dregs of the ship. A sealed door admitted them to another part of the ship, and Latiana gasped as a breath of scented air tickled her palate.
Through this door lay an immaculate chrome corridor, several side rooms sealed off. Chrono lamps glowed down the passage, illuminating another door that opened with a hiss, admitting them to a wide, circular room. A control hub for the ship, littered with podiums and display cases showcasing a stunning variety of precious treasures. Strange works of art held bound in glass. Gleaming gems and artifacts of age and ancient worth floating bound in frosty stasis. A number of the pieces looked like human works. Statues of women worked in marble, or crafted in the humming bands of holo displays in… rather suggestive poses, Latiana couldn’t help but note with a flush.
A flush she promptly lost when she saw the resident of the room.
He wasn’t just fat. He was immense. A throne of a grav engine suspended him above the floor, a mass of tentacles sprawling over it to hang like fleshy roots from a pot. Several rings bejeweled the thick limbs, and the mound of his grey flesh terminated in a head topped with three eyes and a wide, lipless mouth that spread in a smile. A slime coated the alien, like he was some immense slug.
“Hello hello!” the alien crooned, his throne humming as he sent it forward towards her. “Welcome my dear to my ship! I am Orrak. It is a great pleasure to have such a lovely human with me.”
Latiana coughed, cleared her throat. “I… thank you, Orrak. My name is Latiana-“
“Latiana,” the mass of flesh pronounced dreamily. “Mmmm. Even your name is like sweet ambrosia to my tongue.”
Latiana grimaced as his worm-like tongue slid across his lips. “Thank you… I am a captain of the United Navy. My ship was destroyed, as you can see, and I need to contact naval headquarters to report the loss.”
The peak of his mass jerked with eager nods. “I see. I see. Of course, I understand completely. But you have… caught us at an unfortunate time,” Orrak said with a wiggle of his tentacular limbs. “Please! Won’t you join me for dinner? You must be starved after your ordeal, and we can discuss your deliverance to your people.”
The last thing Latiana wanted to see was how this massive thing ate. But it wouldn’t do to irritate her host. And she was awfully hungry… “Of course,” she said stiffly. “I’d be glad to.”
Orrak’s throne hummed away from her and towards a large screen at the end of the room. It flickered to life, showing the distant stars lying beyond the ship’s hull. There was another hum of sound and a table laden with food came from some depth of the ship, gliding to a stop before the screen. From the floor, a circle rose, hovering in place opposite her host.
“Please, sit,” Orrak said, waving a bejeweled tentacle.
Gingerly Latiana did as bid, the grav control of the chair bobbing before it adjusted to her weight.
“Now, please, tell me how did such a lovely young human find herself at the mercy of the cold void of space?”
“Ah. That. You see, my crew and I were…” She trailed off for a moment as Dia came up and plucked some of what looked like grapes from the table. Like some pleasure slave from old terran Rome, the gleaming woman delicately popped one into Orrak’s gaping maw.
“Please,” the mass of the alien rumbled. “Continue.”
“Oh. Yes. Um, we were sent to scout out a possible trade route through the Dorinan cluster, but on arriving we were ambushed by a number of Drax warships. We barely saw them before they opened fire on us. I warned my crew and we attempted to reach the escape pods, but it seems…” Latiana swallowed, her hands tightening on the table. “…It seems like I was the only one who could make it off…”
“Horrible,” Orrak burbled sympathetically. “Monstrous! Oh, the Drax. Such warlike creatures. Ah, if they had captured you, it would be a cruel fate. A Drax pleasure girl, kept prettied and used as a personal slave. An emblem of their strength! Atrocious. Such creatures have an eye for value, but no appreciation for true beauty!
“Unlike myself,” Orrak said, gesturing to the room and its treasures locked safely within their holdings. “I have used my career as a junker to great advantage in acquiring such lovely examples of form and grace.”
“Right. Yes. Now, about that contact…”
“Oh, I am afraid that won’t be possible for a time,” Orrak said listlessly as he was fed another grape. “Mnnn. As you have seen, my ship is somewhat crude compared to your navy’s vessels. I fear I lack such long range communicators. And I have a deal of business to attend to in these outer sectors. It may be a full terran week before we manage to reach a station with sufficiently powerful communication array. Ah, but, do not worry. There is a United Navy station on my route. And I shall be more than happy to transport you to it.”
Latiana winced. A week aboard this vessel? Still, she supposed it was better than drifting in space, waiting to suffocate. “Thank you, Orrak. The United Navy will appreciate your assistance.”
“A worthy thing. Oh, but far better is to be of service to such a lovely specimen of human beauty.”
Latiana didn’t know how to react to that. She hid her confusion by taking a bite of a strange, mottled fruit, one whose flavour burst in her mouth with a flash of taste. Her eyes widened and a hum of pleasure escaped her as she chewed.
“Good, is it not? Please! Feast. Eat. My table is at your disposal.”
“Mmm. Thank you,” Latiana said. Her hunger was awakened and she eagerly began to eat. As she snatched up some sort of baked confectionary, she reflected that despite the alien’s bloated appearance, she could surely have done worse in respect to rescuers. The unusual scent which filled the room, the beauty of the sculptures, if somewhat depraved, made her feel like she was attending some immensely expensive hotel. She began to relax, for the first time since the battle claimed her crew.
“My dear,” the alien suddenly warbled. “If I may, might I ask a favour of you?”
Latiana looked up at Orrak curiously. “Mph?” she asked through a mouthful of puffy cream and bread.
“You have no doubt noticed that I am a great admirer of the human form,” he said, gesturing with a writhing limb at the holo decks and the statues. “And I was wondering if you might be willing to assist me in something.”
Latiana swallowed. “Oh. I suppose…”
“Splendid! You see, I have never met a human female in the flesh, so to speak. And I consider myself something of a sculptor. And so, I was rather hoping you might be willing to act as a model for me.”
“A model?”
“Only that. For when you are gone, I shall be alone on this ship, my dear. And only the memory of so lovely a guest will remain with me.”
Latiana felt herself blush at the alien’s expansive compliments. She knew she was attractive. She’d enjoyed the attention of a number of men back in the academy. She glanced again at the figures bound in light, and guessed that he probably wouldn’t want to work with a clothed model.
Still… the alien was helping her. And it seemed a small thing to do to repay him. She took a final bite of the same fruit she’d had before, swallowing that sweet pulp to settle warmly in her stomach. “I suppose I could.”
“Splendid,” Orrak crooned as the synth dabbed the juice of the grapes and some of his slime from his lips. “How pleased I am. Might we begin at once?”
“Um, sure. I guess.”
Latiana stood, her seat descending and joining with the floor once more. As she stepped away the table they’d been eating at glided out, filled with the detritus of their meal.
“Just this way. Just this way,” the alien crooned, hovering at her side and guiding her to the middle of the room. “Right here is simply perfect.”
Latiana stood still, then jolted as the floor beneath her rose, elevating into a sturdy shape like a podium, and bringing her nearly level with the obese alien. “Perfect,” Orrak burbled, limbs quivering at the sight of her slender frame. “You are doing wonderfully my dear. Now, please, would you mind removing your clothes?”
“Right. Alright…”
Latiana felt her flush spread through her in a wave of warmth as she disconnected the securing straps of her singed uniform. She shrugged her shoulders, the fabric falling away, the tiniest of gasps escaping her as her firm, youthful breasts were revealed, clad solely in a confining standard issue bra, her ass and quim barely hidden under a pair of plain white panties. Blushing even further, feeling the eyes of the alien roam across her sculpted flesh, she fumbled with the strap of her bra and tossed it away, stepping out of her underwear next.
“Mmmm. Magnificent,” Orrak warbled as Latiana shyly covered her nipples and quim.
“Um. Thanks,” she said.
“Let us begin,” Orrak crooned. His throne floated forward, and Latiana took a quick breath of uncertain expectation as his slimy tentacles arose. She yipped as the oozing limbs touched her pale flesh, biting her lip to mask the whimper as her skin shivered with revulsion under the writhing touch of the alien’s tentacles. She felt more than naked. She felt exposed. Revealed. And oh so sensitive. She’d seen many aliens, but had never imagined them sexually beyond the darkest realms of uncertain fantasies. Images whose shadows she was ashamed of when morning dawned and she faced reality and its expectations again.
And never had she imagined such a grotesque creature would be touching her so. And with her consent! It felt like the strangest sort of dream. A sense of unreality pervading her as those oozing limbs ran over her, coating her in a viscous slime. And stranger still was the sounds of appraisal. The gasps and humming of appreciation the alien made as he explored her to his pleasure.
“Yes,” Orrak burbled happily. “Oh yes, I had always dreamed a human woman would be so soft. So supple and yet so firm. Such loveliness cannot be expressed. No wonder so many aliens desire your kind as slaves. To have creatures of such beauty kneeling at their feet, cooing and stroking their masters and servicing them with endless delights. Ah…”
Latiana shivered, a strange sensation coursing through her at the alien’s words. Descriptions and scenes of such debauchery flickering through her thoughts in sharp flashes. She bit her lip, her body feeling acutely sensitive. She was aware in almost painful detail of every stroke of the alien’s touch across her.
“Ah!” she gasped as his tentacles ran up her firm breasts, stroking the nubs of stiffened nipples.
“Oh?” Orrak crooned, two of his tentacles circling her breasts, the tips teasing her nipples, sending sparks of sharp pleasure burning through her and straight to her core. “Do you enjoy this, Latiana?”
“Mmmnnnnooo,” she moaned, her thighs rubbing together. She rose to her tiptoes as his tentacles pinched her budding teats, sweet pleasure surging through her. Oh stars, she wasn’t enjoying this, was she? She couldn’t be… couldn’t be…
“Nnn!” she squeaked as another tentacle stroked the seam of her ass, sliding down and between her legs, rising up and along her hot quim, sliding along those tender folds with curious fascination. “F-fuck!” she gasped.
“Are you alright?” Orrak asked.
“F-fine!” Latiana panted, wriggling in the grasp of the alien’s wandering tentacles, her eyes fairly watering at the sweet pleasure coursing through her in hot pulses of desire. “Are… are we nearly done?”
“Oh yes. We are close, my dear human. I must examine you thoroughly, of course. Art cannot suffer, and to properly possess the beauty that is you, there cannot be enough.”
Latiana merely nodded, not trusting herself to speak as those tentacles continued to stroke and writhe across her twitching form, driving her to new heights of needy pleasure. Pleasure she fought. Fought with every fiber of her being. She couldn’t cum. She couldn’t before this creature. This disgusting, bloated thing. Her heart hammered, her blood hot. Every breath came laboured, her full tits rising and falling under the insidious touches.
At last, the slimy tentacles began to recede, stroking her body wantonly as they withdrew. With a shuddering gasp Latiana collapsed atop the platform, shaking and coated in the alien’s slime.
“Oh dear. Perhaps it was too intense. Forgive me my dear. I was perhaps over enthusiastic to at long last have such a figure of exquisite loveliness at hand. Dia? Do take her to her room.”
“Of course, master.”
Latiana couldn’t speak. She could barely breathe. She could only surrender to the touch of the synth as Dia assisted Latiana to her feet as the platform descended, seamlessly joining the shining floor. On shaking legs, weak as a newborn faun, she was escorted from the pleasure chamber of the alien junker and back into the corridor.
She heard the swish of a door and she was helped into a pristine but barren room. It was as immaculately clean as the rest of Orrak’s quarters, but that only seemed to emphasize the emptiness. Only a bed and an attached bathroom broke the monotony.
Latiana didn’t really care. The day had been too much. Far, far too much. She staggered to the bed and fell down on it, groaning with the relief of finally being able to lie down.
“Do you require anything, mistress?” Dia asked brightly.
“Mnph.”
“Very good. Should you have any need, please call and I will be pleased to assist,” the synth chimed.
When she heard the door slide shut Latiana rolled herself over onto her front. She was still coated in the alien’s thick slime, but found she didn’t really care. She was just… was just too horny!
Lying there, she realized it was true. She hadn’t cum, but fuck was she close. Stars alone knew what would have happened if she’d stayed with him a minute longer, standing there, stroked and petted and used by the writhing limbs of the disgusting alien. How his tentacle had slid between her thighs. Stroking her soft folds. Fondling her budding breasts and hard, needy nipples…
She realized her hands were sliding down her front, but couldn’t quite muster the effort to make them stop. Her fingertip grazed her pussy, and she gasped, hip bucking at the sharp stab of sweet pleasure that rocked her. “Mnnnn,” she moaned, unwilling, but unable to stop her finger from going further, slowly sliding into her hot box. She bit her lip, pleasure scouring her, the alien’s slime lubing her fingers as she added a second, then a third, gently fucking herself. Oh stars… oh stars!
Her other hand rose, engulfing her slime coated breast. She moaned as she groped herself, her hips bucking frantically as she stroked the fire of desire burning her hot pussy. Her skin tingled with the memory of those dozens of tentacles all moving over her. Touching her. Teasing her.
“Fuck. Oh f-fuck. Fuuuuuuuck!”
Latiana screamed as her orgasm surged through her, stars bursting behind her eyes as she came, hips quivering as she held herself in that taut pose of ecstasy while her peak wracked her body.
And released her.
She fell back onto the bed, breath steaming in the scented air, her pleasure abated. Her eyelids fluttered, and she drifted away into a deep sleep.




Sealed

Latiana woke late, her body still coated in Orrak’s slime. She sniffed it, grimacing at the sharp scent of the creature’s juices and rose to rid herself of the evidence of what had happened before. The bathroom was equipped with a sonic scrubber, but no matter how hard she stood beneath the staccato waves, she couldn’t quite seem to get rid of Orrak’s slime. She’d cleaned it off to be sure, but she still felt like some part of it encased her. Like it had joined with her skin.
She sighed, shutting off the shower and stepping out. As she passed into the room a second fact came to her.
She hadn’t any clothes.
She blinked, recalling the events of the previous day, and just what had occurred. She felt a low flush dawn on her at the memory of those writhing tentacles, how she’d stripped away her clothes and left herself naked, helpless to the alien’s groping touch.
“Dia?” she called.
The door slid open a moment later and the synth stepped in, as immaculate as ever. “Miss?” the machine said, her blue eyes glowing.
“Dia, I need my clothes.”
“Oh,” the synth said. “Forgive me, but they have been taken to be cleaned.”
“Well what am I supposed to wear?”
The synth cocked her head. “But you have already met my master naked. Why should you need clothes now?”
“That’s… I mean,” Latiana stammered, again blushing at the memory of Orrak’s touching. “I don’t intend to walk around the ship naked all trip!” she said indignantly.
“Oh, there is no need to concern yourself,” Dia said.
“Good.”
“You will not be wandering the ship at all.”
Latiana gaped. “I… What!”
“Are you displeased?”
“Yes! Yes I am displeased. You can’t just… just keep me prisoner!”
“Oh dear. I fear you misunderstand. Perhaps you would like to speak to master Orrak?”
“You damn right I do!” Latiana said indignantly. “I’m a captain of the United Navy! I won’t be held a prisoner.”
“Very good, miss. I shall bring you to him at once.”
Latiana smirked in triumph, right before she remembered she still didn’t have anything to wear. Again she felt that traitorous blush, but forced it from her mind. Fine. If he was playing some game, she’d show Orrak that he wouldn’t get to her. Mustering all her pride she followed the synth out of the room and down the gleaming corridors. The door to Orrak’s trophy room slid open and admitted them to the gleaming glory of the junker’s collection. The shimmering displays glowed with life as the pair entered and made their way down the room. The corpulent alien was seated at a hovering table, food arrayed before him in a spread of delicacies whose smell reminded Latiana sharply she hadn’t eaten since she met him last. His tentacles moved, shovelling rich delicacies into his gaping maw until he noticed their arrival.
Orrak raised his head and his mouth opened wide at the sight of her. “My dear human!” the alien crooned, tentacles wiggling in excitement. “Come in! Come in. Join me. I have just been eating. And what could make it better than to eat with such an example of human beauty!”
Latiana felt her cheeks warm as his eyes wandered up and down her curvy frame. She steeled herself and crossed the room. “First of all, Orrak, I have something we need to sort out right here.”
The alien hummed, leaning back in his buoyant throne, tentacles stirring lazily about him. “Oh dear. This sounds most serious. Are you displeased in some way, my beauty? Ah, then please! Tell me. For such anger does not suit you, and to put a look of pleasure upon that face I would realign the stars themselves.”
Forcing herself not to blush at his words and failing miserably, Latiana slammed her hands down on the table. “I want to know why I’m being held hostage in these rooms?”
Orrak stared at her, then suddenly burst into a twittering laughter. His bulk jiggled and tentacles writhed in mirth. “Oh my dear human! You misunderstand. I do not keep you prisoner. I keep you for your own safety.”
“What in terra does that mean?”
“Oh my, surely you must realize? Ah, perhaps you did not. Forgive me for failing to explain, my dear. You no doubt saw some of my crew when you first boarded my vessel, yes? Well, I fear that they are not ones who can appreciate such a beauty as yours. Indeed. I fear that if you were shown to them, they would desire you in the basest of ways, and that if so, they might try and seize you and use you for their own pleasures. Perhaps even attempt to enslave you.”
Latiana stared at Orrak in shock. She recalled those she’d seen through the glass on first arriving. The filthy, heavy set creatures labouring in the pit. She imagined them seeing her. Taken her. Tearing what clothes she might find and using her…
She swallowed thickly. “I… I see.”
“Indeed,” Orrak crooned. “But do not worry. I shall keep you safe, as any treasure must be protected.”
Again, Latiana felt that flush, but this time it was happiness and… and flattery?
“I… I am capable of taking care of myself, Orrak.”
“Ah of course my sweet. Of course. And yet, I must keep my employees. And it would be such a shame if you were to shoot some of them. Oh yes,” he sighed, a tentacle gathering up a cloth and dabbing at the juice drooling from his lips. “It would be such a pity. And considering how I am aiding you as well. Ah, but I do apologize. I never meant for you to feel yourself at my mercy. But please, my dear, if not for your own, for my sake. I beg you stay among my shining halls. Away from the vulgarity of those I employ.”
Once again Latiana couldn’t find the words to refute the alien. Her anger was swept away by a wave of shame. What had she been thinking? And Orrak had only been looking out for her. “I… No. I’m sorry, Orrak. It’s just… been a tough cycle. I haven’t adjusted entirely to it.”
Orrak spread his tentacles wide in understanding. “Do not fret, my beauty. I understand completely. There is no shame.”
“Um, yeah. Good. Thank you, really. But ah… my clothes? I heard they were being cleaned. Will that take long?”
“Do not fear, my sweet. They will be returned as soon as can be.”
“I… Still, Orrak. I do… You didn’t have to wash all of them. At least give me back my effects. I want my blaster back. And my belt.”
“Of course,” Orrak said easily. “With the greatest of delight, I shall have Dia retrieve them and place them in your room.”
The ease of the agreement wasn’t entirely comfortable to her, but she couldn’t think of how she was supposed to complain. After all, she had everything that had been bothering her straightened out. Hadn’t she? She hastily grabbed one of the fruits she’d eaten yesterday and bit down, missing the slow crawl of a smile across Orrak’s lips as she swallowed the pulpy sweetness.
“You enjoy those, my sweet?” the bloated alien burbled.
“Hm?”
One of the alien’s slick tentacles snaked out, plucking up one of the fruits and lifting it into the air. “A most rare vintage, my dear. Ah, but well worth bringing it out for you. It comes from a strange world very far and quite unknown to the larger galaxy known as Lanaar.”
“Never heard of it,” Latiana said.
“Mmm. I am not surprised. It is a well guarded secret among the smugglers of the Orik clusters, and the fruit stolen from its gardens are nearly priceless. But well worth it to see you eat them with such eagerness.”
Again that curious warmth spread through her. “Oh. Then, I probably shouldn’t…”
“Ah, do not hesitate my sweet. For those fruits have been preserved for just such a lovely woman come unto my ship. Long had I dreamed of this event. So please! Feast, my sweet. Feast as much as you like.”
Though still a little embarrassed, Latiana nonetheless snatched up another piece of fruit and sank her teeth into its gushing pulp. It was good. Amazingly good. Even in the ship’s low gravity she felt even more buoyant and light. Her thoughts lazy and her body tingling delightfully.
She reached out and her hand encountered nothing. Latiana stared at the empty plate once piled with the strange fruit. Did she… Had she eaten all of it? She glanced up at Orrak, who smiled in mild amusement.
“Um. Sorry. I didn’t…”
“Mmm. Don’t worry about it,” the alien burbled. “Ah, but, I think it high time we begin our next session. Don’t you?”
“Next session?”
“Of course!” the alien crooned, his tentacles flopping about with excitement. “Surely you did not think I discovered enough about your lovely form with merely that first attempt? No my sweet. A loveliness like yours, the curves of the human woman, the softness of her skin, it needs many attempts to fully appreciate it all.”
The warmth in Latiana was unabated. She remembered his slimy touch on her skin, stroking and groping her, and a tingling of desire grew in her. After all, it wasn’t so bad. Aside from all the slime. And he was being so kind to her. So nice to her.
“Um. Alright. I guess it couldn’t hurt…”
“Of course not,” the bloated alien said. “Now, if you’d please…”
Latiana rose, and realized she felt a strange tingle of excitement in herself at the prospect. Recalling how it had felt the last time she’d been subjected to his writhing limbs, she wondered what he would do to her this time? Her heart beat a little faster, her soft breasts rising and falling a little more as she stepped into the center of the room, the grav pad humming as it lifted her into the air like some ivory trophy of sensual humanity.
“Beautiful,” Orrak crooned, his many slimy tentacles slowly rising. Latiana gasped as the first stroked her soft hip, then moaned softly as more joined it, their slime oozing across her pale form, every touch sending sweet tingles of desire racing through her. Stars. What was happening with her?
“Lovely,” Orrak said, his limbs moving with more certainty now. More ease, teasing along the spots that made Latiana shiver in delight. She whimpered softly as one again slipped between her thighs, rubbing against the slick folds of her pussy. Gasped as two more found her needy teats and circled around her budding nipples, stroking and coaxing those two glorious beads of pleasure.
“Nnnn,” Latiana mewled, every muscle tensing at the sensations that pulsed through her, her lashes fluttering as the alien’s stroking increased its pace. Stars she was so horny! Even just the simplest touch seemed to drive her wild. Had she always… always been this sensitive? Had she… oooh… had she…
It was hard to think. Harder to focus. Hard to do anything but sink into the warmth of tingling pleasure as the alien groped her. She gave a sudden gasp as the limb teasing against her pussy slipped the tip within her folds. The sensation shot into her core like an electric shock. Her lips parted, an admonishment on the tip of her tongue. But she hesitated. Hesitated.
And when she failed to protest, the alien’s slimy tentacle slid inside her clutching cunny.
“Ooooh,” Latiana moaned, pushing her hips out against the intruder. She gasped as a second limb teased into her tight backdoor, her ass clamping down on the sudden intrusion, but helpless as that slimy limb squeezed past her resisting muscles and inside her ass. “O-oh f-fuck!” she gasped.
More tentacles arose, sliding over her body. She fell into them, abandoning standing on her own strength, her legs quivering like jelly as the insidious tentacle probed her quaking pussy. She writhed in their grasp, moaning and keening. Oh fuck. Oh stars she couldn’t… couldn’t cum to such a disgusting creature. She couldn’t cum right in front of him, squirting her juices all over his gleaming floor, screaming with ecstasy as he plundered her soft, human body like the cheapest sluts at a station promenade.
But it was hard. So hard not to. Not to give in. Not to cum. Hardly worth it. Hardly… hardly…
“F-fuck. Fuck! Oh fuuuuuuck!” Latiana screamed as her body betrayed her, an orgasm searing through her, her pussy convulsing, her ass tightening as she came. She cried out in helpless ecstasy, a willing plaything of Orrak’s tentacles. “Fuuuuck meeee!” she screamed.
“Ah,” the alien crooned, his limbs continuing to explore her, driving her onward even as aftershocks continued to pound her will into mush. “So lovely. So pure. My sweet human…”
Latiana moaned, unable to protest. Unable to speak. She could only wriggle and move, her svelte female form coated in the alien’s slime, enthralled with his tentacles as they explored and stroked her every inch. Her mouth open, panting hot and moaning, and another tentacle pushed against her lips. She hadn’t the strength to resist. She could only lie back as it slid into her mouth. It came so naturally to stroke it with her tongue. To submissively suck at that slimy limb as it wriggled in her mouth. As the other two continued to pump into the twitching depths of her tight ass and squeezing pussy.
“So beautiful,” the alien crooned as it continued to stroke and touch her unresisting form. “So lovely and sweet, my beautiful human. Lovelier than the stars. Than art. So pliable and soft. So needy for pleasure and touch.”
“Mnnn,” Latiana moaned around the tentacle fucking her mouth, her tongue coated in its juices.
“The expression of pleasure on a human’s face is simply… exquisite. The loveliest thing I have seen. And a body so ready to be used. To be pleasured. Do you enjoy it, my human pet? My human plaything? Ah, no need to answer. It is written on your face and your lovely flesh. You adore it, don’t you? You need it.”
Oh she did. Her thoughts were a whirl, but she knew she wanted this. To feel such pleasure, no matter the cost. Her whole body ached and burned. Pliable. Weak. An instrument of pleasure being played with gentle caresses and eager thrusts. Her pussy quaked and clamped down on his tentacle, another orgasm burning through her exhausted frame, the weak moan of her orgasm smothered by the tentacle filling her mouth. Oh stars it felt so gooood! Her lashes fluttered, and she glanced down at Orrak’s fleshy bulk. She noticed something pushing out of his abdomen. Another tentacle. This one thicker than the others, with a pronounced mushroom shape. It swelled, thickening and twitching. His cock, she realized dreamily. It was his cock.
“That’s it,” Orrak continued, two of his tentacles wrapping around his rising shaft, stroking himself even as he continued to pleasure her. His voice and the hum of the stasis fields and holo decks joining in a monotonous drone that drowned her mind. “Sink, my sweet. Enjoy the pleasure of my touch. Enjoy and surrender. Give in. How lovely. How needy. How wonderful it feels to submit to Orrak.”
Something about his words bothered her, but it was hard to focus. Hard to do anything but be fucked and used. She let her worries drift away, her mind slowly going blank as her body took over, rutting, imprisoned in a cage of pleasure and touching and the swaying tentacles of Orrak.
“Enjoy. Be pleasured. Embrace it.”
Latiana keened, his touch focusing on her luscious breasts, sucking at her fat nipples and heavy teats.
“Give in.”
She did.
“Surrender.”
She did.
“Enjoy.”
Oh she was… She was…




Changes

Latiana awoke without understanding.
She stared at the chrome of the ceiling for a long time, blinking slowly. What… happened?
Memories slowly trickled in. Vague impressions of Orrak, the bloated alien on his humming throne looming over her. His touch, his words drooling onto her mind like honeyed syrup. Her body was a far greater witness to the day before. Her every curve ached with the hungry touch of the alien’s tentacles. Her pussy and ass felt agonizingly empty after who knew how many hours of pleasure they’d been submitted to. The rest of her was in little better form. She felt spent. Exhausted. Mentally and physically so.
With a groan she pushed herself up from the bed. By terra and the stellar coils, what had she done? How could she have let him do those things to her? No matter how… heavenly they’d felt. Shame heated her cheeks as she rose to her feet, only to stagger, nearly falling over. Fuck, she was more exhausted than she thought. Her head still spinning, she pushed into the bathroom and glanced in the mirror.
She stopped dead in her tracks.
The figure looking back at her was not the one who had stepped from the escape pod what felt so long ago. No wonder she’d had trouble standing up. Her breasts swelled from her chest, a good two sizes larger than before with pink nipples puffy and tingling. Latiana turned slightly and stared at her ass, swelling out along with her hips, her waist forming a perfect hourglass shape of flush curves and assets.
“Stars above!” Latiana breathed. She grasped the cheeks of ass and moaned softly as she squeezed, pleasure throbbing from her plump bottom and to her core. Her fingers squeezed and massaged her squeezable rear for a moment before she tore her hands away.
Only to then, shakily, grasp her palm filling tits.
“Mnnnn!” she gasped, her knees nearly giving way at the sweet pleasure that burned through her as her hands sank into her busty tit flesh. She moaned, groping herself, unable to stop. It just felt… felt soooo gooood.
Latiana stared at her reflection in the mirror, unable to recognize the flush faced, moaning figure reflected in it. Mouth parted, panting, ass thrust out wantonly as if inviting someone to shove their thick cock into her. Whorish tits squeezed in her hands as if she were trying to defend her modesty and failing utterly. Her eyes were glassy, her plump lips glistening and hot. Oh stars. She was… she was…
So hot!
The thought raced through her, her heart fluttering in delight at the idea. Stars she totally was. She had to be the sexiest thing on the ship! She turned this way and that, admiring herself now. Drinking in the busty frame and plump bottom half. Curves that would put to shame a thranian breeding queen. She swung her hips, watching them sway with pendulous delight. So tantalizing. So wonderful. So enthralling…
She realized she’d been staring and tore her hands from her tits. She shook her head, trying to banish the cobwebs in her mind. She leaned on the sink, staring at her reflection, trying to see the confident, powerful captain of the united navy beneath the bimbo that now stared back. She searched, and found so little that she could only shake her head. How? How had it…
Realization dawned on her like a punch in the gut. Of course. She grit her teeth, hands tightening on the chrome sink. Of fucking course! Orrak. The cursed slime ball. He must have done something! Used the fruits she’d been gorging herself on, or maybe it was his slime. Or the scented air. Who knew what kind of bio mods he could get his slimy tentacles on? And she’d been stupid enough to trust him!
She turned, furious, and went to her bed. She looked about for something to use and her eyes locked onto the belt from her uniform. Delivered no doubt while Orrak played and did whatever he had to her soft body. She grabbed the holster and drew her standard issue blaster. The plasteel handle felt cool and comfortable in her grip. Reassuring. She wasn’t helpless. Not yet. She thumbed the setting, listening to it charge to max, faintly vibrating in her hand. She smiled grimly, turned, and left the room.
Her bare fleet slapping the cool durasteel, she made her way towards Orrak’s trophy room. Her gait was awkward, and she stumbled more than once, but at length she found her stride. One that swung out her curvaceous hips, countering the heft of her chest. The sibilant scent that permeated the vessel teased her senses, trying to fog her mind with its cloying aroma. She shook her head, banishing it. The doors to the display room hissed open.
“Orrak!” she shouted, marching inside.
The bloated alien turned from where he had been admiring a new holo sculpture and smiled.
Latiana hesitated. The sight of the massive alien stirred her. Her core warmed and again her cheeks flushed. Echoes of that wonderful sensation of his tentacle in her pussy; in her ass, quivered through her again.
“Ah, my lovely,” Orrak burbled, his humming throne beginning to bob towards her. “How are you on this most wonderful day?”
“C-cut the crap!” she gasped. She brought up her blaster, pointing it dead on at the alien’s mass. “What the fuck did you do to me? What’s going on here?”
“Are you displeased?” Orrak crooned, his tentacles rubbing together delightedly. “Ah, but why would you be? For now you are even more beautiful than before. Yes,” he said, his eyes gleaming, running over her naked form hungrily. “Yes. For now you are the peak of human femininity. So soft and lovely. So sensitive and needy.”
Latiana swallowed thickly. His words warmed her. Her heart pounded as she felt the flush on her cheeks spread across her face and further. Fuck, her nipples were hard as diamonds, begging to be pinched and touched. “D-don’t play with me! What did you do?”
“Why, nothing, my sweet. It was the fruit you so eagerly consumed. From Lanaar, a planet blacked out by your Ring Worlds, for it is so dangerous to you humans. Its every spore, its every species seeks to turn a woman into a breeding tool. To make them soft and luscious and ready to submit to the lusts of its denizens. Ah, but such a world is so far. And after all, you are here.”
He was close. Too close. She could see the slime of his body roll of the folds of fat jiggling in the effects of the grav chair. His tentacles stirring, reminding her how they had felt across her skin. Within her cunt. Dampness coated her inner thighs. “D-don’t come any closer,” she gasped, trying to firm her shaking arms, keep the blaster fixed on Orrak’s bloated form, aimed squarely at the alien’s chest. “I…I’ll shoot!”
“You won’t,” Orrak burbled with utter confidence. The barrel of the blaster came to rest against his chest, sinking into that grey, fleshy mass. Stars she could smell him. That thick, oozing scent that just made her feel weak and needy and want him so badly. “You cannot. Because if you kill me,” Orrak said, his tentacles rising, pressing forward. “Then you will never feel this… again…”
Latiana whimpered as his tentacles began to wrap around the arms that held the blaster. Slide along her pale, shaking flesh. More reached out, stroking her plump thighs, sliding along the soft rump of her derriere. As he began to once more touch her. Tease her. She could barely see the barrel of the blaster through her tears of helpless desire.
“You want more of this,” Orrak murmured hungrily, his limbs slowly enwrapping her, entrapping her in their oozing grasp. “You cannot shoot me. You want all of this. To sink into pleasure you so deserve. To be lovely. To be beautiful and admired by one who truly understands it. Who can bring you such delights of flesh you have never known. You want to submit so badly. To be mine,” Orrak crooned as his tentacles latched on to her helpless nipples. Stroked her twitching cunny. “To be mine.”
“N-no. No. I… I can’t… I… I’m a c-captain of… of the United N-Navy…”
“You are a woman. A slave to pleasure. You are mine. Mine to own. Mine to treasure. Mine,” Orrak burbled, moving closer, pressing against her. “Mine to pleasure…”
Latiana shook with the terrible uncertainty. It… it couldn’t be true. She couldn’t… she mustn’t… but… but why did it feel so good? So good to let his tentacles slither over her body. Capturing her nipples. Stroking her. Coating her in his slime. Stars above. She couldn’t really want this? She couldn’t want to be the trophy slave of this grotesque alien? Surely not. Surely not!
And yet… and yet the pleasure that coursed through her as he touched her, stroked her. Those sensations she couldn’t deny. Sensations that she couldn’t have ever dreamed before she fell into the fell clutches of the alien junker. Had she really fallen so far? Had she really… really come to this?
And even as she thought it, she knew she had. She let the blaster fall, clattering to the deck below. She moaned as his tentacles gathered her up and brought her against his fleshy mass. She keened as she began to undulate, humping the alien’s bloated body while his tentacles stroked and teased her lush, pale flesh. Drawing her against him and sending helpless pleasure surging through her, drowning everything else. After all, what about her life before could compare to this? What was she clinging to when to give in offered such endless pleasures at her master’s touch?
“Submit,” Orrak burbled. “Ah my treasure from beyond the stars. Submit to me, and be my lovely human slave. My sweet treasure.”
Latiana moaned as she felt the alien’s strange cock prod her leg, rubbing against her slickened thighs. “Yes,” she gasped, her eyes clouded with pleasure. With submission. She adjusted herself atop him, straddling his mass, the slick lips of her pussy rubbing against his thick, slick shaft. “Oh yes, master.”
She slid down the slop of his chest, legs wide, pussy flaring as she took him to the root in her waiting cunt.
She cried out, a moan of loving ecstasy as she felt that slick bitch-breaker fill her hungry quim. “Ohhhhh yessssss!” she cried out, beginning to bounce, pounding herself atop the alien’s inhuman shaft, her massive breasts swaying atop her chest as she took the girth of his conquering cock. “Ohhhh masterrrrr!”
The word sang from her as she came, her orgasm ripping through her tattered resistance. Her heart throbbed, her tits ached, and her pussy clamped down on his invading cock with desperate pleasure.
And yet he didn’t stop.
She gasped, moaned, whimpered as his cock continued to pound her sopping pussy. Her ass quaked as she rode him, her head spinning, thoughts banished, subsumed under the pleasure rocking her. She leaned forward, pressing her plush tits against the alien’s soft bulk, her lips desperately locking with his. His long, worm-like tongue pushed into her mouth, plundering it as he continued to fuck her wanton cunny.
“Mmmmm,” Latiana moaned as his thick tongue slithered around her mouth. Oh stars this was so very wrong. And yet it felt so impossibly goooood! She couldn’t believe this was happening. But more. That she was enjoying it, realizing that this, that servicing and being fucked by this bloated alien was what she truly wanted out of life. Oh if only she had known! She wouldn’t have wasted those years in service of the navy. She could have been here, being fucked by her master, tamed by his cock.
“Yessss!” she groaned between kisses. “Oh master. Master!”
“My dear,” Orrak groaned, a tentacle teasing her tight backdoor. “Do you know… what else the plants of Lanaar do?”
“Oh tell me,” she gasped, her fat tits rubbing against his slimy body, captured in the teasing grasp of his tentacles.
“Mmm. They change the body, my sweet. But more. They make it so… fertile. If I seed you, I have little doubt you shall bear my spawn.”
Her eyes widened. “Oh master!” she gasped, her hips working more eagerly. Her breath coming hot and quick. “Oh master! Yes! Do it! Breed my human pussy! Make me y-yours!”
Orrak laughed, his whole buddy jiggling with the force of his mirth. “So eager! Mmm. I knew there was a reason I so adored humans,” the alien said.
“Nnnnn!” Latiana could only cry as his tentacle at last slithered into her plush ass, stroking her tight backdoor in that way that made her legs feel like jelly and her pussy squeeze the immensity of his cock. “Oh master! Yes! Yes! Please! Please don’t make me wait. Please!” she cried out, nearly crying in desperation. In her need to be bred by the alien beneath her. “Please! Fill me with your cum! Claim my worthless human womb for your own! Oh master. Master!”
Orrak croaked with amusement. “Mmmm! Then so be it, slave. Here! Have my… seed!”
His cock shuddered in her, and with a great groan Orrak erupted inside her. His boiling seed, thick and oily, stuffed her cunt in a sudden surge of hot spooge. She screamed in joy, her own orgasm bursting through her like fireworks as she hilted herself atop her master’s massive shaft, her cry rising as she felt that wonderful pleasure grow in her, as his cum stuffed her until she felt like she could burst!
“Yessss! Master! Masterrrrrrr!” Latiana screamed, lost in the ecstasy of her breeding.
With a gasp she collapsed, still impaled on his cock, lying against the alien’s slimy body. Weak. Helpless.
And so very happy.
She raised her head, looking adoringly into the heavy features of her alien master. She smiled in senseless delight. “Oh,” she breathed. “Thank you, master.”
Orrak laughed lazily. “You are welcome, my lovely slave. Now,” he said, his throne humming as it slowly lowered itself nearly flush with the floor. “I believe I should like to feel your lovely lips upon my cock.”
“Oh yes, master,” Latiana said, shuddering with delight as she lifted her cunt from his cock, their mingled juices drooling from her well fucked hole. She backed up and onto the floor, kneeling before the grotesque alien. “Thank you for letting me serve.”
Orrak smirked down at the lovely former captain as she knelt before him. “You are welcome, my pet.”
Latiana beamed at him and took his massive cock in her delicate hands. Adoringly she stroked him, her fingers fluttering up and down his fleshy shaft, her large breasts pushed forward, enveloping the root where it grew from his mass. She inhaled his thick scent. So familiar. So hot. And as she did, she realized she’d been smelling it since arriving on the ship. That it had been this, diluted, which had spiced the air. That she had been inhaling her master’s musk since stepping aboard.
The thought sent warmth racing through her as she leaned forward, her lips parting and sliding down his slimy shaft. She moaned, tasting their mingled fluids. His oily seed and her sweeter girlcum. Eagerly she bobbed atop him, taking him as far as she could, her ass swaying, his cum still dribbling down her inner thighs, utterly defiled, utterly conquered by this grotesque creature from beyond the stars.
A low, warbling moan rose from Orrak as she eagerly serviced him. “Hmmm… Yesss. I knew it. A human is truly the best slut to have. Yesss my pet. Lick me. Taste my cock my lovely slave.”
“Mmmmaster,” Latiana moaned between her eager slurps at the head of his cock, diving down and hollowing her cheeks to better suck his musky cock.
“Hmm. Dia? I believe it is time.”
“Of course, master.”
Latiana glanced back as the silvery synth walked towards her. The robot smiled down at her and lifted a curious piece of black metal.
“A brand, my lovely,” Orrak crooned as she sucked his cock. “To ensure you are properly marked as mine.”
A shiver raced through Latiana’s spine. “Yes,” she gasped, nuzzling her cheek against his thick shaft. “Oh fuck yes, master. Please! Brand me. Mark me as your bitch for all time. Here,” she moaned, lifting her plush bottom, shaking it eagerly. “Right here. Brand me like an animal. Make me yours!”
Orrak laughed. “You are already mine, my sweet human slut. But as you wish. Dia?”
Latiana tensed with eager expectation as she felt the synth move behind her. Heard the brand hum with charge and warm. She threw herself into the act of servicing her master’s cock while she waited for the inevitable pain.
Sharp, fierce, and for a blistering moment agonizing, Latiana felt the brand on her flawless bottom. She cried out, a moan of heady desire, muffled by her master’s cock as she was marked as his. And yet, even as the pain scourged her, pleasure raced through her as well. It felt so perfect being branded. Marked like chattel.
“Well done, my sweet,” Orrak crooned as the brand was pulled back, a coded mark tattooed eternally on her shapely rump. His tentacles slithered around her once more, enfolding her soft tits, wandering into her cum stuffed cunny, stroking the tingling pain on her ass. “You have done so well for me.”
Latiana moaned, bobbing faster with delight of his praise. She whimpered as the tentacles began to drive her once more towards that sweet edge of her orgasm. But no. No, she mustn’t cum. She mustn’t cum before her master.
And he was so close. She could fairly sense his nearing climax as she sucked at his slimy cock. She moaned eagerly, bobbing faster, faster!
“Hnnn. Mnnnn!” With a groaning cry Orrak came again, his seed spurting into her mouth. Eagerly she swallowed it, basking in his thick flavour, feeling the heaviness of his oily seed filling her stomach as it had her womb.
“Ahhhhh,” Orrak sighed, easing back on his throne. He smirked down at her, flushed, heavy looking after swallowing his load. “Well done, slave.”
Lifting her lips from the hose of his cock, Latiana smiled lovingly at the bloated creature before her. “Thank you,” she gasped adoringly, “master.”




Epilogue

“Ugh. Look at that thing.”
Lieutenant Brison of the United Navy could only nod at the sight of the heavy junker barge, tethered to station SS9 by the long ropes of umbilical fuel cables and boarding ramps. “What a heap. But you know how these outer sector aliens are. They just repurpose old garbage to get it where they need it.”
“True enough,” Captain Drais said. He grimaced with distaste and adjusted his immaculate uniform. It wasn’t the military insignia that put him out of place in the realm of SS9, but rather its neatness among the slovenly miners come to waste their credits on whores and back alley stims. He glanced back over the railing and down to one of the station’s many promenades. Aliens moved with spliced humans, the difference between the two often negligible. Men who could only be pirates spoke with merchants, likely buying illicit cargo or the goods stolen from competitors. But on the fringes of space, SS9 was one of the best places to make such deals.
Drais tried not to think on the fact he was here essentially to do the same. When working in rogue space, sometimes you had to let things go for the greater good. In the lawless expanse, allies were hard to find, let alone keep. He held on to that thought as the boarding ramp opened, admitting him and Brison to a hollow metal corridor spanning the distance to the alien’s junker. Their footsteps clanged hollowly in the reaches of the passage as they marched down the corridor and to the airlock of the alien ship. The heavy blast doors hissed as they unsealed, opening wide.
Drais blinked in surprise at the figure meeting them. She stood out, particularly in the rusty corridor around her, her body a gleaming picture of human femininity wrought in chrome plasteel. She smiled, her blue eyes glowing with artificial intelligence.
“Good evening,” she said, her voice the musical chime of a synthesizer. “I am Dia, master Orrak’s servant. I am pleased to welcome you to the Triatan.”
“Fancy name for a junker,” Drais said bluntly.
“Master Orrak is quite fanciful,” the synth chimed. “Please, follow me.”
The two men exchanged a glance and walked aboard the rusting hulk. They were led down a twisting passage and into one of the massive ship’s holds. The door slid open and the pair stepped down before a mass of laid out durasteel and components. Drais’s expression soured, for even in pieces, piled high like a ruined corpse and scoured by blaster fire, he recognized the remains of a United Navy fringe skipper.
A number of aliens whose drab, filthy garb and grim features matched the ship around them perfectly stood idly by, watching as the two humans surveyed the amassed wreckage.
“I’ll take a closer look,” Brison said, advancing towards the ruined metal.
Drais turned his attention to the shining synth. “Well, it seems your master was correct. It looks like this is the Haven’s Shield.”
“My master will be most pleased that you confirmed it,” Dia said in that insufferably chirpy tone of hers. “He is always pleased to work with members of the United Navy.”
“No doubt,” Drais said dryly, glancing at the junker crew watching. “Any information on what caused the ship’s destruction?”
“Yes. It appears that a Drax flotilla happened across it and blasted it to pieces.”
Drais turned his lip. “Hm.” He glanced back as Brison clambered down from among the wreck and rejoined him.
“Definitely United Navy.”
“Think we could get it running again?”
“The ship’s blasted to hell and back. No way. But some of it could be of use. If they have the log intact, we might be able to track where the Drax were heading. Maybe even find their base of operations.”
Drais nodded slowly and turned back to the synth. “Do you have it?”
“My master does indeed. He would be most interested in selling the wreck to you,” Dia chimed.
“Good. Were there any survivors?”
“Oh no,” Dia said primly. “I am afraid the Drax assault was too quick. No one managed to escape the ship before it was destroyed.”
Drais sighed. He adjusted his cufflinks unnecessarily. “Then, I suppose we’d best meet with him.”
“Of course, sirs. This way.”
Filthy aliens, Drais thought in disgust as they were guided down the corridor. Scavengers and thieves the lot. But it would be worth it if the log showed where the Drax had vanished to. And he supposed it would be valuable to be on good terms with the captain of the rusting hulk. Very few were willing to cooperate with United Navy out here. Most were little better than pirates, after all. He sighed. For the greater good, he reminded himself.
Even after seeing the gleaming synth he was still surprised when admitted to the inner sanctum of the junker. Where rust coloured corridors barely maintained existed, he now waked through gleaming chrome as fine as any industry baron’s luxury yachts. And his surprise went even further when the main doors opened and he beheld the treasures which awaited within Orrak’s inner sanctum.
The statues and holo projections of shapely human woman drew the eye first, of course. And then there were the myriad of other ancient and valuable pieces trapped within the staticky grasp of stasis fields and display windows. It was like walking into some sort of odd museum of ancient humanity.
And then, of course, there was Orrak himself.
Drais grimaced at the sight of the fleshy bulk occupying a grav throne. The massive alien sprawled over it, tentacles hanging loosely from his central mass and lazily squirming in a way that made the officer’s skin crawl. How he hated aliens.
“Ah, my esteemed guests, I bid you welcome to my ship!” Orrak declared. “Thank you so for accepting my invitation. Was the stock which I found all that I had promised it would be?”
“Indeed,” Drais said stiffly, standing at parade ground sharpness. “I was informed you also had a recording of the ship’s log intact?”
“Just so.” Orrak raised his head. “My dear? Please show these lovely gentlemen my prize.”
“Yes master.”
Drais turned towards the new voice and froze, his eyes widening in shock. A woman had stepped out from behind a screen, her eyes bright and cheerful, her short cropped hair laced with jewels like a Drax treasure slut.
But it wasn’t that which stunned the captain. It was the fact that the woman was all but naked. Only a pair of ringed piercings in her nipples and a chain connecting them clothed her. Her large breasts, firm and perky, swelled out brazenly from her chest, her shaven pussy on full display, as was another ring that pierced her clit. Her belly swelled with the obvious beginnings of pregnancy, and in her hands she held a small black box.
Lightly, the woman approached, and as she passed him Drais saw that her otherwise flawless, soft ass had been branded with a mark of ownership, and what was more, a plug was clenched in her bottom, softly humming.
“Ah, thank you, my sweetest slave,” Orrak crooned, plucking the box from her gasp.
“Th-thank you ma-aster,” the woman gasped, her ass twitching as the humming plug inside her altered in its cadence. Her cheeks were brightly flushed, her eyes glassy with adoration and pleasure.
“By the sun of Terra,” Brison gasped.
Orrak turned back to them, and in his lidded eyes Drais saw the shine of mirth deep within them. “Ah, forgive me, gentlemen. Allow me to introduce my pet. Such a sweet thing. Vat bred, I assure you, so there is no illegal ownership being done here. After all, my sweet slave is so eager to serve her master, is she not?”
“Oh yes master,” the woman cooed, leaning against him, her massive breasts mashing against the alien’s flesh as she rubbed her cheek against his slimy form, milk dribbling from her puffy, pierced nipples to drool down the alien’s slimy bulk. “Slut is so happy she has such a good master!”
Drais couldn’t tear his eyes from the woman. Images flashed through his mind. The crew roster of the Haven’s Shield, and most particularly, its captain. Though the woman before him was far more voluptuous than the profile, her face altered from the stern stare to a beatific flush of eager servitude, there were so many similarities he felt a cold wave of horror wash through him.
“Now, as for the price for this no doubt quite valuable box,” Orrak crooned, yanking Drais’s attention to the fleshy mass upon its throne.
“Yes,” Drais bit out. “Your reward.”
“Hmmm. As you no doubt know,” Orrak crooned, his tentacles slithering out and lazily petting the gasping slut who clung to his form, “it is so difficult to go about these days and do business. After all, the United Navy is clamping down, pirates are growing bolder, and always so many aliens. Ah, it’s hard for even a simple junker like me to do my business.”
“Oh stars,” Brison said, covering his mouth in disgust as he watched the alien’s slimy tentacles roam across the woman’s body. Watching as she twitched to a tentacle finding its way to her quim, stroking the quivering flesh and making the eager young woman pant and moan, flicking the piercing in her clit until it chimed like a bell.
“Quiet!” Drais hissed at the other man before returning his attention to Orrak. “Yes. It’s quite difficult no doubt. Now, what’s the point of this?”
“Ah, why, quite simple my dear friends,” the junker said warmly. “I merely wish to come to an understanding with the United Navy. After all, their protection would be such a boon in these dark places.”
Drais tried to ignore the sight of the alien’s shaft rising from his fleshy mass, its bulbous tip quivering in the perfumed air. “What kind of understanding?”
“Mmm. Merely that certain things be overlooked,” Orrak crooned as he lowered his panting slave to his front. She pushed her luscious breasts against his mass, her plush bottom thrust out, the jewel that tipped the plug in her ass gleaming as she wantonly began to lick and suck at the alien’s fat cock. “After all, what I do always skirts the more… onerous aspects of certain laws. And it would doubtless be of value to have such a contact as I among the elements of SS9 and space. Such an unfortunate loss over a small misunderstanding. Hm?”
Drais’s hands tightened at his sides, shaking with rage at the grotesque creature. He knew what the alien meant. What it implied. Orrak’s eyes gleaming as he watched their expressions, the alien’s lipless mouth wide in lazy amusement. Overlook certain things? Things like having taken a captain of the United Navy, used her as his personal cum dump and incubator for his foul eggs.
And yet… and yet…
Drais couldn’t deny the alien’s reasoning. The box he held alone would be invaluable in tracking down the Drax raiding group. And having him as an informer could be priceless in the region where the United Navy was treated with scorn and pirates roamed free. And even if he did depart, demand the arrest of the junker, SS9 security would be as likely to warn Orrak as arrest him. But to agree to the demands would be worse. Could he condemn another human to this fate?
Though, it didn’t look like she was complaining. He watched as the woman once named Latiana moaned and rocked against the plug humming in her quivering ass, her pussy twitching as Orrak’s tentacles probed her drooling slit, her heavy belly hanging low while her plump breasts mashed against her master’s bulk, her mouth hungrily bobbing atop his throbbing cock.
“I… suppose we could find our way to an arrangement,” Drais bit out.
Orrak cooed, sinking into his bobbing chair as his cock was lavished with attention. “How good of you, captain. Cum, my dear,” he said idly.
“Mmmnnnnnn!” Latiana moaned, the piercing on her clit flashing, her orgasm surging through her, juices dribbling onto the once immaculate floor as she came at her master’s command.
“Oh fuck, sir?” Brison began, turning to Drais. “We can’t…”
“If that is all,” Drais said sharply without taking his eyes from Orrak’s smirking bulk. “We will take the box and be on our way.”
“Oh yes. It surely is. Here we are.”
Drais hesitated as Orrak held out the box. And even as the junker did, his tentacles wrapped about Latiana, lifting her from the floor. He turned the pregnant slut about and slowly lowered her towards his cock. Drais swallowed back his disgust as he stepped forward. No sooner had he touched the box, Latiana was dropped onto her master’s cock. Her cry of pleasure made the officer flinch, her expression of rapturous joy as she began to lift and plunge herself onto her master’s cock tearing at his very soul, her lips parted and panting as her tits bounced, the chain between them jangling and milk squirting from her teats.
“Oh master. Master yes! Yes!” she cried out frantically as she claimed his throbbing shaft.
“Good day, gentlemen,” Orrak said to Drais. “I so look forward to seeing you again soon. Cum, my pet.”
“Yesssss maaaasterrrrr!” Latiana screamed in ecstasy, her cry following the pair as they left the room, the door sealing behind them, at last silencing that cry of pleasure.
“Fuck’s sake, sir,” Brison gasped. “We have to… we have to do something!”
“Quiet, lieutenant,” Drais said sharply. He looked at the black cube of the ship’s log. He tightened his fist around it fiercely. “We are done here.”
“But sir-“
“That was an order,” Drais said. He pushed forward before Brison could say another word, his footfalls echoing in the cold steel corridor. It had to be done, he knew.
For the greater good.
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