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Content Warning

This book contains graphic and humorous depictions of sex, erotic lactation, and sexually related behavior. If this sort of content offends you, please put the book down now.




Chapter 1:

 Unfortunately Ribbed for Her Pleasure
 
[image: Venus' Cosmic Egg rockets through the Wormhole!]
As usual, Princess Venus Aa’Reela was out of control. Her ship, the Cosmic Egg, shot through the swirling lights of the wormhole, slapping off the walls of the quantum tunnel like a drunken pool shark’s cue ball.
Venus was quickly coming to the conclusion that she should not have used the wiggler attachment. The usual rising sensation of the inflating and deflating standard control probe inside her silky coochie had been replaced with a rapid squirming motion. The wiggler probe was a frenzied serpent, reaching and writhing everywhere inside her clutching channel. 
“Oooohhh, why won’t it slow down?” she gasped, trying to adjust the wiggler’s movement with her control stick and a few well-timed clenches of her inner muscles. This only seemed to make the wiggling attachment wilder.
Instead, she tried to focus on the anal stimulator rotating in her tight pink star, rolling around her rim, and working slowly in a circle. But each time she managed to concentrate on that familiar, predictable pleasure - each time the Cosmic Egg started to stabilize - the wiggler attachment started bucking inside her pussy again. It was like it became angry whenever she started to get her ship under control.
Venus furrowed her brow and adjusted the milking cups attached to her breasts, making sure the suction around her tender areolae was secure. But the wiggler was overwhelming her voluptuous body! Milk was squirting out of her nipples faster than the Cosmic Egg’s vacuum cycle could drink down!
“Ooooooohhhh, this isn’t good,” cried Venus, looking at the blinking warnings on the sidereal navigating screen. Her wormhole was passing through a ribbed nebula. She could see the ridges distorting the quantum tunnel ahead. Those were hard to navigate without losing control under the best of circumstances and just then the wiggler started to buck inside her tensing twat, reminding her that these were not the best of circumstances.
She clung to her control sticks, trying to shut off the stimulators and probes, but it was too late. Her orgasm struck again, milk gushing into the fuel pumps and from her puffy red nipples with each spasm of ecstasy.  Her juices flowed into the chair’s absorbent reservoir, storing her cosmically charged hormones. The control probe and the anal stimulator worked automatically to heighten her climax. Then, the Cosmic Egg hit the first wave of the nebula’s ridges, and Venus lost all control in more ways than one.
OoooooOooooo! I think I’m going to...OoooooOOOOoooo!” Her nectar gushed and squirted into her seats overflowing reservoir. Milk splashed into the nearly full sucking cups. The navigation screen began to ripple and distort.
The Cosmic Egg skimmed the shimmering edge of the quantum tunnel and suddenly, with a flash of dissipating mesons, Venus and her tiny ship plunged out of the quantum tunnel and spun violently into real space. There was a shuddering bang that sent Venus’ enormous breasts wobbling across her chest and smacking into the control sticks.
Venus could hardly make sense of the various digital displays.
“Where - where am I? she moaned, trying to get her bearings while rubbing the sides of her sore breasts.
She pressed the emergency disengage button on the right hand flight stick and the wiggler probe slid smoothly from her silky pussy. She groaned as a last tremor of pleasure ran through her body and the seat beneath her seemed to suck at her sensitive cuntlips. A moment later the anal stimulator eased out of Venus’ butt and she savored the post navigation clench of her velvet divot. The breast cups were the last to disengage; releasing their suction with a pop and sliding away on fluid tendrils, leaving her areolae ringed and her nipples slightly raw and puffy.
Small beads of milk dribbled down the curve of her tits. Venus lifted her left breast to her mouth and licked the droplets of pearly white cream off her nipples, sliding her wet tongue across her tender areola. After doing the same with her right breast, she hopped in her seat and said, “All clean.”
A small readout on the Cosmic Egg notified her, “FUEL AT MAXIMUM CAPACITY.”
“Well, at least I won’t have to milk up,” she chuckled. “Been a while since I exited a wormhole with more fuel than when I entered. Only... I didn’t exit at my destination.
The stars around her were unfamiliar. She could tell she was in a star system by the size of a red giant staring her down like a single, baleful eye.
“Don’t give me that look, mister,” she muttered at the system’s star then tapped a finger against the navigation display. “Come on, you silly thing. What’s wrong?”
“ERROR. CALCULATING STELLAR COORDINATES FAILED,” came the flashing reply. She tapped the screen again and it went completely dark.
“Well, that’s not great,” Venus sighed as she flopped back into the cushioned captain’s chair. Her heavy, if less full, breasts bouncing and lifting with the impact, then coming back down with a small smack.
“I’m going to be late for the ceremony if I can’t get back on course. I knew I shouldn’t have taken that route through that ribbed nebula,” said Venus, crossing, and uncrossing her arms over her head.
She tried to activate her Imperial Starside Service Beacon, but wherever she ended up was outside the service zone. With little ability to repair her ship from the inside, she realized she needed to find some local repair station. Luckily, her proximity scanners were still working. A few pings of the system revealed several planets that could be habitable. She chose the one with an atmosphere she could comfortably breathe and directed the Cosmic Egg towards her destination.
It was an ugly planet. Mostly brown and grungy with white around the polar regions. According to her readings it was hot and dry, but habitable for a human, let alone a Heart like Venus. She descended through the atmosphere easily enough and was relieved to detect traces of starship exhaust.
Venus followed her sensor readings towards the largest settlement she could find. It was a ramshackle encampment surrounding a rundown star port. The long tracks of industrial roads headed out towards red mountains in the distance. The smoke from some sort of mining operations smudged the horizon.
As the Cosmic Egg descended, Venus saw the ships parked on the dusty slabs of the port were of alien designs Venus did not immediately recognize. Boxy, junky cargo ships with more rust than silver paint. Some of them were being fueled or repaired, others looked like they might be landed for good. There were a couple of sleeker ships that bore the telltale scorch marks of combat. Either bounty hunters or renegades.
Harsh alien language squawked at Venus from her communicator. A moment later, her ship translated.
“Approaching alien vessel, you are cleared for pad thirteen,” said the ship in a pleasant feminine voice.
“Pad thirteen, confirmed,” said Venus. “What’s the name of this planet?”
“Grunx Mucket Tricos,” croaked the alien in an almost insectoid warble. A moment later the ship translated, “ Trough of Stinging Caterpillars....Three.”
“Well, that doesn’t sound so bad,” murmured Venus, trying desperately to smile as she guided the Cosmic Egg to its designated landing pad. She activated the thrusters and descended into a rushing cloud of dust. And as the Cosmic Egg settled onto its delicate landing feet, Venus hoped her beloved ship would not become another one of those hulks rusting away at the port, never to visit the stars again.




Chapter 2: 

Handsy Man
 
“Well, here’s your problem,” said the stocky, four-armed amphibian as he leaned back out of the Cosmic Egg holding the wiggler’s glistening probe. “This is for a Mark 22 navigation system. In-Dus-Treel grade coochie probes. Those things are operated by Heart women twice your age and half your sensitivity. You’re lucky you didn’t wind up with a bruised cervix, or a grabber.”
“A grabber?!” Venus’ eyes widened. “Is that another attachment?”
“No,” chuckled the alien. He set the wiggler on a greasy rag and wiped his top pair of hands on his dirty coveralls. The alien’s name was stitched on the breast in red letters against a yellow oval. SKUBZ, it read. He grinned at Venus. “A grabber is where you get pleasured so hard by your direct injection system that your heart seizes up.” He made a quick jerking motion with his lower set of arms up towards where his species heart must be. “A grabber,” he said, also taking a moment to look Venus slowly up and down. His wide, orangutan-like blue face spread into a smile. “But you look like a fit girl. I know you Hearts women can really... take a pounding.
Venus blushed and stood a little straighter while sticking her luscious tits out. Hearts were what people and aliens called her species throughout the galaxy, primarily because they lived at the heart of the Tri-Nipple Nebula, and their true name was unpronounceable by most sentients. That is also where the Empress, Venus’ mother, lived in the Imperial City. But that was a long way away and Venus was here on a dusty world far from the warm glow of home.
“Can you fix it, Mr. Skubz?” she asked, fully aware that the short, stocky alien was still staring at her heavy breasts. Not that she minded, so long as he could get the job done.
“Just ‘Skubz’, sweetcakes,” said the alien, rolling the plug of a violet cigar from one side of his broad mouth to the other. “No, I can’t fix it, but if you come with me back to my office I can check my inventory. Might be I have a new old stock XD-41 that I can slot in. ‘Course, you’ll have to live with the standard attachment on your navigation chair. Does that usually get the job done?” he asked, now rubbing the soft nub that comprised his chin.
Skubz leaned to the side to admire Venus’ hips and the plushy peach roundness of her bottom. Venus grinned, cocking her hip to give him a better view.
“Oh, you bet it does,” she laughed. “I just like to try new things and the flight tech said I’d really get a giggle out of that wiggle.”
She pointed to the wiggler with her pinkie.
“Mmm, I bet you were laughing all the way to a crash landing,” grumbled Skubz. “Alright. Come with me gorgeous. We’ll figure out what I have at my office. Then we can talk about how you’re gonna’ pay.”
Skubz set off through the landing pads. Venus followed closely behind Skubz. The heir to the empire was nearly naked in her uniform of thong, elbow-length gloves, nipple-shields, and thigh-high boots. The tight fit of her clothing kept the blowing dust out of her  most sensitive spots, and the fact that she was wearing very little clothing made her uniform well-suited to the hot environment.
Her shameless manner of dress certainly distracted Skubz as he kept glancing back at her walking behind him. His yellow eyes darting from her gently swaying bosoms to the wedgie that was working its way deeper and deeper into her slit. In turn, Venus was suppressing a giggle watching Skubz move.
The stocky blue alien had an odd form of locomotion. His legs were short and stubby and when moving more than a few steps he seemingly preferred to use his much longer, lower set of arms. He leaned forward and swung them with his huge arms propelling his feet forward. He was fast for a creature that was a good head shorter than Venus. She was impressed that he could do it while holding her nav computer and the wiggler attachment in his upper set of arms.
The alien’s garage was a low shack that looked like it was made from a modified cargo container. Light filtered in through greasy windows cut into the side of the pressure-formed metal box. Venus had to duck a little to get through the door, although it was tall enough to stand inside beneath the flickering glow of illuminated strips.
“Sorry about the low ceiling, darling,” grunted Skubz. “Don’t get to many Hearts stopping by. Especially not ones as tall and sexy as you.” The mechanic took one more eyeful of Venus’ curves before extending a paw. “Ah, this way...”
He put one of his big hands on Venus’ round rump and gave her a friendly squeeze. He guided her into his office and directed her to sit across from him at his desk. It was littered with half-disassembled parts, cigar stubs, greasy tools and old stained alien porno mags. All of it strewn beneath a pair of unsteady, mismatched float lamps. Skubz took his seat behind a tiny computer terminal and rolled his cigar in his mouth as he began to type away at the grimy keyboard with his upper pair of hands.
As he supposedly checked his inventory, his lower hands lifted a lighter from his desk and sparked the cigar back to life. He puffed thick purple smoke over his head till it formed a greasy cloud. A wet, sputtering cough was the thunder.
“I know. I know, that stuff’ll kill me,” he said, rolling his eyes at Venus. He didn’t have to look. He could feel her pouting. “Allllright! Let’s see. Oh, nope, sorry. No XD-41 in stock. But according to my computer there is an XD-42 available in Barter City.”
“Will that work?” asked Venus, leaning forward and drawing Skubz’s attention back to the luscious hang of her breasts.
“Yeb, lup, yep. That’ll do the job but ahhh...” His words trailed off he as gazed at her mesmerizing mammaries.
“Mr. Skubz?” She waved a hand, which made her breasts swing from side to side and only further entranced him. “Skubz!” she stomped her foot, which resulted in another jiggle of her ample breasts, but the sound was loud enough to snap him out of his reverie.
“Hmm? Oh. Right. So I can swing over to Barter City and get you that XD-42, but it’s gonna’ cost you more than the ’41. I’m going to need some Flangean Meta dollars. At least fifty for the part, and another twenty for the install.”
“Meta dollars,” Venus blinked. “I’ve never even heard of those.”
“That’s all I take, Ms. Aa’Reela.” Skubz puffed the last of the violet cigar and stubbed out the spent butt. He leaned back in his chair with the creak of old springs, folding his upper pair of arms behind his head. “Unless you have something to barter, like say, fuel. Heart milk is worth its weight in gold and rarer than hen’s teeth in these parts.”
It was hardly the first time Venus had been offered such a trade. Heart breast milk was prized throughout the galaxy for its many wondrous properties. Aside from the highly complex, calorie rich molecules found in their milk that could be refined into fuel, it could be used in various medicines and illicit drugs. Even without refinement it was erotically intoxicating and could be consumed to rejuvenate health and halt aging. It was well known that some ancient galactic merchants kept several Hearts on staff as nurses just for their milk. Venus even knew some human scientists on Earth who seemed eager to discover even more exotic properties in Heart milk.
“I suppose I could do that,” said Venus, squeezing her breasts together with her upper arms. “Do you happen to have a milking station?”
“Not exactly! But I do have a Gigerian emergency milker!” Skubz hopped up excitedly from his desk and went swinging into another room, scattering mechanical parts on the ground. He returned moments later with a large, bright yellow bag held in his upper hands. He thumped it heavily on his desk near Venus, and tore open the yellow wrapper.
“Oo! I’ve never seen one of these before,” said Venus, leaning forward to have a look. Her breasts dangling gently before her and caressing the tops of her thighs.
“Got it in a cargo hauler auction. Dumbass captain couldn’t pay the extended stationary landing fees. Port authority seized his ship and sold off the contents. Ah. There it is!” Skubz pulled out a biomechanical device that resembled two greenish-gray alien hands with long fingers curling slightly as if to cradle large breasts. There was a mouth-like puffy opening in the palm of each ‘hand’. Translucent, fleshy pouches marked with delicate raised veins dangled from the back of each hand.
“Mind if I get things started?” asked Skubz, wetting his lips with a purple tongue.
Venus had time to give the slightest nod of assent before Skubz had all four of his hands on her breasts. He hefted her heavy hangers with his bigger paws and used his more delicate upper hands to pluck her nipple shields away from her breasts. The suctioned material pulled away with a clear pop, exposing her slightly puffy areolae and stiff buds throbbing with pleasure. Skubz gave her left breast a good, two-handed squeeze and was rewarded with a delicate spray of Venus‘ hot milk. He opened wide to let the cream spatter over his tongue and drip down his chin.
“Hey! Gently now!” she gasped as he gave her another squeeze. “I‘m not a cow! That’s... oooOOOOoooo!”
Skubz latched his wide mouth to her dripping teat and slurped half her ample mound between his lips. Her soft breast gave way to the amphibian alien’s mouth and filled his cheeks with her marshmallow soft flesh. His tongue swirled around the tender cap of her areola and his warm, sucking mouth coaxed another spurt of her cream. His eyes rolled back as he tasted the sweetness of her milk, drinking greedily before realizing he was gulping down valuable milk.
He popped his lips free, leaving a wetness glistening on Venus‘ left breast.
“Mmmmm! Delicious!” pronounced the alien. “They say it’s never better than fresh from the Heart! Now, let me just...MMMM!”
He leaned over and slurped on Venus‘ right breast, suckling just as eagerly as he had on her left. Each warm suck of the alien’s mouth sent a throb of pleasure straight to Venus‘ clit. She cooed with desire, stroking the mechanic’s bald blue head and actually cradling him against her breasts for a moment. Suddenly Venus remembered the value being wasted and let go of his head.
“Ah, alright, I think I’m ready,” she panted, a deep flush coloring her cheeks and spreading across her chest.
“Righto,” agreed Skubz, giving her breasts a last look and tweaking her nipples with his fingertips. Milk beaded from her straining nozzles. Skubz quickly lifted up one of the Gigerian milkers from its yellow sack. A thin rope of clear viscous fluid trailed from the puffy ‘mouth’ back into the bag that reminded Venus of drool.
Skubz regarded the small instruction pamphlet that came with the milkers. “Alright...let’s have a look see. According to the instructions, the activation stud is supposed to be between the second and third grasping appendage. Ah-ha! Here we go!”
The milker’s six green-gray fingers flexed and the mouth in the middle of each palm smacked its lips in convulsive gasps as they began to moisten. Venus raised an eyebrow of uncertainty.
“Grabbers, Flagean Meta Dollars, and now Gigerian Milkers. I’m learning a lot out here today,” she said, her face now flush with more than the arousal of Skubz sucking on her tits. “This isn’t going to hurt, is it?” she asked as she tried to back into her chair.
“Only one way to find out,” said Skubz with a shrug. He cupped Venus‘ left breast and brought the flexing, clutching fingers of the milker closer to her nipple. The biomechanical device seemed to catch the perfumed scent of her sweet milk and began to make hungry sucking sounds, slapping its lips together in frenzied mania as the six green-grey finger legs fidgeted excitedly.
Venus’ doubts began to grow. She stared at the milker’s increasingly wet mouth. The clear fluid was dripping out its sucking maw, dangling like quivering wet ropes that glinted in the greasy light of Skubz office. Its lips parted wide enough that she could see the fleshy interior of the device. Constructed muscles flexed and dry swallowed.
A drop of milk welled at Venus’ left nipple and the milker seemed to vibrate in Skubz grasp as if sensing it. It lunged free of his hand and leaped upon Venus’ breast like a pouncing spider. She cried out as the tight, wet mouth of the milker captured her nipple and the six fingers grasped her milk laden breast tightly. A moment later they pulled the milker flush against her and it began to buzz and slurp and suckle her precious milk, grinding it’s body into her breast like a rutting beast to draw out all the milk it desired.
“Ahhhhhh!” Venus cried out, unable to hold back the pleasure that surged through her. She could see her nipple feeding completely through the milker’s rippling throat and into the reservoir, which quickly began to collect her spurting cream. Each suck of the strange device produced a nearly orgasmic tremor through her body and another jet of her fresh milk.
“Ooooh, look at all that,” marveled Skubz. “You’ve been storing up.”
“No! I didn’t know I had this muuuUUUuch! AAAaaahh!” cried Venus, lurching forward in the chair. Her blonde hair flowing before her face. “FuuuuUUUgh!” she moaned, pressing her knees together as the rising tension in her clit began to flood her body.
Her left breast was trapped tightly in the grasp of the milker. Her right breast jiggled with each shudder of pleasure and her stiff nipple began to dribble milk.
“It’s goin‘ to waste,” rasped Skubz, seeing the milk trailing beneath the lower curve of Venus‘ breast and trickling down her slender abdomen.
The alien reached for the other milker with one hand, but two of his others grabbed her breast as he brought his smooth blue face to her bare midriff. He ran his wide purple tongue up her body, back and forth like he was licking her whole tummy clean as he followed the trail of milk and gave her nipple a savoring swipe. Before Venus could think to refuse him, the alien mechanic opened his wide mouth and engulfed nearly half her breast. His lips formed a tight seal, completely covering her nipple and areola in the wetness of his mouth.
“Heyyy! What are you....OOOOHHH!”
Skubz began to suck from her breast and it became very difficult for Venus to think of anything else. Milk spurted into the milker as the blue alien mechanic greedily drank her cosmic cream.
“Be careful, mister!” gasped Venus. “That’s strong stuff. A few swallows are usually enough to-”
There was a loud ripping sound as four alien cocks tore through the front of his overalls. The multi-handed mechanic popped his lips free of Venus’ breasts and hopped back a step to look down.
“Hot Crankcases! That’s the first time in years I’ve had all four of ‘em hard at once!” He thrust his hips forward, proudly displaying the quartet of cocks for Venus to have a look at. The top two were thick and blunt, a glistening shade of pink that reminded Venus of the alien’s tongue, while the lower two were a pale shade of blue and covered in numerous pulsating nodules.
“That’s... that’s a lot of equipment,” gasped Venus. “Are you sure you need all those tools?”
“For a hot Heart babe like you? You bet I do! Want to see if they can make you fly?”
“I don’t need any help flying I--AHH!” Venus cried out in amused delight as Skubz leapt upon her and wrapped her in two of his four arms. The other two spread her legs wide as his four cocks rubbed at her pussy and the seam of her ass. Warm and slimy and exciting enough to make her forget why she was in the alien’s office at all.
“Gimme a smooch, blondie!” laughed Skubz, looking very spry after his overdose of potent milk.
“Well, one kiss would be alright,” said Venus, shrugging her shoulders and more than a little distracted by Skubz’s cocks rubbing up against the front of her oh-so-thin pink and white thong.
She offered her pouted lips to Skubz, but he latched onto her like a Rigellian face sucker, slurping her into a kiss and thrusting his big tongue into her mouth. A few seconds of swapping interspecies saliva had Venus buzzing with lust as Skubz’s fat purple tongue forced its way down the back of her throat. She only remembered her bargain with the mechanic because he kept squishing the milker between them which made it pinch her nipple.
She broke free of the kiss, pushing Skubz away, his tongue slithering out of her panting mouth. Flecks of mingled spit splattered onto her breasts. “But,” she panted, still lightheaded after the near face fucking Skubz gave her, “I don’t want to waste any more milk. Remember our deal?”
“Rumblin‘ pistons! You’re right! You just got me so worked up, girlie, that I near forgot!” Skubz grabbed the other Gigerian milker and turned it loose on Venus. She squealed with alarm again as its cold green-gray fingers latched onto her soft, warm breast flesh, pulling that tight, wet opening onto her pert and gushing nipple. It began to rhythmically suckle her breast and fill with milk, timing it’s motions with it’s twin still milking Venus’ left breast. After having Skubz’s tit-engulfing mouth on her chest, the milker’s tight, sucking mouth felt even more intense somehow.
“Now, let’s get busy, baby! You’ve got me all revved up and ready to blast off!”
After the deep tonguing she just got, and the sensation of the twin milkers sucking her tits, Venus wasn’t about to argue with Skubz. She rocketed up from her chair, sending the metal and taped leather seat clattering across the office, then lifted the shorter alien off his feet, planting a wet and passionate kiss on his blue face while moaning with desire.
She’d made it with four-armed aliens before, like the Tarzanian Jungle Jumper and the Hiroki Stilt Strider, but those had been more like predatory fuckbeasts. Skubz was a fully sentient alien and he knew what he was doing.
The windows of the shack steamed and the office was thrown into disarray by their passionate, levitating wrestling match. The same long chain lacto-bonds that made Venus’ breast milk so potent as a narcotic and fuel source, energized her whole body to give her lift.
Venus floated enough to lift them off the ground as Skubz crawled upside down and began vigorously tonguing Venus right in her pretty pink peach. Her slick petals parted and the alien tongue laved her clit and dewy folds. Skubz had four nozzles of his own and Venus had a thirst for alien cock. She ran her tongue over and between Skubz’s fuck sticks, licking along the pulsing nodules and between the pink prods. She worked them with both hands, her tongue, her wet hot mouth, and even, with a few shifts in mid-air, her soft tits. Although the fingers of the milkers got in the way of a proper titty fucking.
“So sweeeeet,” moaned Skubz. “Like honeypear nectar! MmmmMnnn! Only warmer. Wetter. Mmmmmn. Delicious!”
“Mmmmmmmhhhmmm!” hummed Venus, her mouth stuffed with the two smaller cocks as her hands vigorously pumped the larger. She could barely focus on sucking with Skubz’s tongue plunging into her pussy and his hands spreading her peachy bum so nectar dripped down her crack. Floating upside down only made it worse. She knew she was going to cum as her powerful thighs clenched tightly around Skubz’s big head.
“OOoooHmmmmn!” Skubz moaned against her cunt. It was a deep froggy grunt that pulsated deep against her buzzing clit. “Yeah! That’s it! Mmmmn! Let me taste it!”
Of course, once Skubz had a taste of her cum, he would never be able to get it out of his head. Addiction to Heart nectar, as some called it, was a very real problem throughout the galaxy. Mostly for the poor Heart girls who were being messaged and pursued by their exes for a taste. But even thinking about the consequences couldn’t keep Venus from cumming. Pleasure rippled from her depths and burst in juicy gushes that poured into Skubz’s slurping mouth and spilled down her crack to drip down the small of her upside-down back.
The taste of Venus’s cum was enough to send Skubz over the edge himself. With a muffled moan he began to cum, spurting huge gushes of his hot, salty spunk.
“MmmmmMmmn! Mmmmm!” she moaned, loving the sensation of hot alien cum dripping down her breasts, into her mouth, and across her face. Venus kept sucking and stroking until she was sure Skubz was satisfied, then did a slow rotation, easing him back onto his chair with his head in the seat while she landed on her feet. A fat rope of cum dripped from her sperm smeared lips.
“Sweet Bocklien Moonshine!” moaned the alien, his tongue lolling from his mouth as he looked up at her. “That was the best sex of my life! Hey, sweet cheeks, care ta’ hand me my stogie?”
He waved a hand lazily in the direction of a mug full of thick cigars on his desk. Venus plucked one from the mug and shoved it in Skubz’s lips. He waved for the lighter and she sparked it up.
Venus looked down at her tits. They were dripping in alien cum. She played with it, wiping it all over her globes till they sparkled. Even the milkers were splashed with cum. “Now can I take these off?” she asked, still feeling a pulsating pleasure from the milkers even though they had completely drained her breasts into their sloshing sacs.
“Mmmm, right.” groaned Skubz, turning over to sit properly in his chair. “Lean down.”
Venus leaned over his desk and put her dangling breasts in his face, the Gigerian milkers and their swollen sacs hanging from the tips of her drained teats. One bag was noticeably more filled than the other.
“Not a full load,” noted Skubz as he gently pinched the milkers and freed Venus’ red, swollen nipples. “I can probably get enough meta dollars to buy the part.”
“That’s great!” beamed Venus.
“But- that don’t cover my labor,” growled Skubz, rolling the fresh cigar from one side of his wide mouth to the other. “That’s gonna be another 25 meta dollars, and that’s assuming I don’t have to flush the quantum coils. If I have to do that it’s gonna be 50, maybe even 60 more.”
“That’s bad,” frowned Venus.
“The good news is that you can earn the money-”
“I’m not working at a brothel!” cried Venus. It wasn’t that she objected on any moral grounds, but the damage it could do to her Empires’ reputation, well, it be slightly concerning if the daughter of the Empress was selling her body for pleasure to the scum of the galaxy on this nameless backwater. “This isn’t exactly the Vista Coral Garden,” she said, spreading her arms so Skubz to take in her meaning.
“I was just gonna say, you can earn the money offering ship washes.” Skubz plucked the cigar from his mouth and gestured to a door at the back of his office. “Mop and bucket back there. High pressure water connection outside. Charge ‘em five meta bucks! No. Nope. In that outfit you wear around? Charge ‘em ten for the free show they’re gettin’!”
“You want me, a princess, to wash spaceships? That’s worse than the brothel.” Venus wasn’t that indignant. But the idea was strange to her.
“Well, I want the money for the part and the work, and you don’t want to peddle that perfect poontang at One-Tentacled Sally’s-” he leaned forward, lowering his voice. “Plus, you can already fly, so you won’t be usin’ up my jet-pack fuel to get everywhere on the big freighters.”
“Alright,” said Venus. “On one condition: you get started now. I’ll earn the money while you’re fixing my egg. Deal?”
“It’s a deal!” exclaimed Skubz, shaking her hand with all four of his, sending her freed breasts jostling and bouncing about. He could feel the blood rush out of his head. “Howsa ‘bout we seal the deal with a nice celebratory screw?”
Venus frowned, “No! I’ve got a ceremony to get to. Remember!?”




Chapter 3: 

Hot Washes for Lonely Hearts
 
Sudsy water splashed over Venus’ breasts, creating a bubbly waterfall between her cleavage, and spilling down her flat tummy to drench the scanty covering of her mound. She lifted the sponge and slopped water onto the greasy landing strut of the Mark 66 Autofreighter. The boxy ship was getting a good polish of it’s undercarriage courtesy of the one-woman ship washing service, and the various ground crews were getting a free show.
Venus didn’t mind the rabble of aliens watching her. She didn’t even mind the occasional shouts and lewd comments, mostly because they were in weird dialects that she couldn’t comprehend. She thrust her sudsy buns out and leaned forward until her plump tits were nearly kissing the ground as she polished the landing claws of the Mark 66. With the last soapy flourish, she wiped the grease clean and gave the joints a fresh spray of lubricant.
“Bottom’s all done,” she said, wiggling her peachy butt and shedding a plops of suds at her feet. “Now it’s time to do the top!”
She heard appreciative grunts and cheers from her audience as she launched into the air, scooping up the wash hose and clearing the sparkling underside of the ship. The force of the pressure hose nearly knocked her off balance as she began to scrub atmospheric grime off the humpbacked shell of the huge freighter. She worked her way from the thrusters all the way to the bridge.
“Oooh, better wash the windows,” she said, swooping back down to drop the hose and pick up her sponge and bucket. She floated back up to the main viewing windows of the Mark 66 and saw the four robots at the controls. The robots had T-shaped heads and glowing blue eyes that stared unblinking at her as she waved hello and began to soap down the windows. Their heads rotated in unison like the audience at a spongo ball match, tracking her every movement and burbling to each other in their machine language. Venus couldn’t help but giggle. “You boys look like you’re starved for fun in there! Let me give you a special washing!”
She grabbed her nipple shields and popped them free of her straining pink buds and large, pale areolae. The robot crew leaned a little closer to the window. She smacked her soft breasts against the soapy glass and began to smear them back and forth. Her nipples nearly inverted by the pressure and her big, soft tits seemed to double in size as they squeezed against the slick, smooth glass.
“Ooooo,” cooed Venus, working her breasts back and forth, pushing the soapy bubbles across the glass, pulling her tits away till her nipples just barely touched the glass, then pressed them back down again to start her mesmerizing, methodical washing again. The robots watched and began to vibrate. One-by-one their cooling units were overloaded by the sight of Venus and her squishy, soapy window-washing-breasts. A soft pop and a trickle of blue smoke accompanied each overload as the robots slumped back into their seats, their blue eyes half-closed and a contented burble purred from their vocal packs.
“Alllll done!” declared Venus with a final sideways smack of her tits against the glass. “Oh, no! Are you boys okay?”
One of the robots weakly raised a hand and burbled something that Venus decided was appreciation for her hard work.
“Well thanks to you boys, I’m halfway to earning that money. A couple more of the big ships like this and I’ll be back on my way to the ceremony!”
She left the dozing droids to recover their backups and zoomed over the space port. She had washed all the big corporate freighters on the planet for refueling. She turned her attention to one of the smaller ships. Probably a smuggler or a freight pilot. The ship was red and rectangular, with a blocky cockpit up top and huge thrusters on the underside that made it resemble a brick sitting on top of a trio of overturned teacups. It was ugly, rusty, and very dirty.
Venus swooped down to the open cockpit, set her bucket and pressure washer by the entrance, and knocked at the doorway.
“Permission to come aboard,” she called, her bare breasts leading the way for her into the cabin.
The ship was cramped and musty. She rounded a corner and almost tripped over a small, stocky alien with wrinkly peach-colored skin. He wore magnification goggles that made his eyes seem gigantic. He staggered back, looking up at her, and blinked in confusion.
“What? Who? Why?” His gaze traveled down Venus‘ damp body, taking in her luscious glistening curves as she posed in the doorway of his cockpit.
“Ship washing service!” She snapped to attention and saluted. “My name is Venus Aa’Reela and I’m here to wash your ship-” she said, her formal stance melting into a questioning, bosom dangling hunch as she tried to make eye-to-eye contact with the little wrinkled alien. “The, uh...?” she asked.
“The, um, Modest Expenditure II. And I am Captain Frenzode Kleft” He licked the puckered rim of his mouth with a rather dry seeming tongue as he watched the few remaining suds from Venus’ last job trickle down her breasts and drip off her perky nipples. “Do you usually wash ships, um, in the buff?”
Venus giggled and put her hands on her hips. She bounced forward causing her bare breasts to sway.
“I’m not naked, this is my... hold on...” She looked down. “Ooops! I forgot to put my nipple protectors back on. You know,” she said suddenly, pointing at a surprised Kleft. “flying around with bare nipples can really cause them to chafe.” She put her hands on her hips and looked back down at her long, shapely legs. “But I’m still wearing one boot, even if everything else has fallen off. So I’m not technically naked! Why, does this bother you?” she said with a pout, crossing her arms in front of her and squeezing her gorgeously huge breasts together till they nearly touched her chin.
“Oh, no! Not at all. You see,” he stammered. “I was just,” he swallowed hard, “cu-curious about ya-you.” Frenzode’s eyes bulged behind the magnifying goggles as he stared at Venus’ glistening, jiggling tits and her perfect pink pussy.
“Good!” beamed Venus.
“Um. And you wash... for a fee? Do you offer any, um, other services for um... that is...”
“Oh! You bet!” sighed Venus as she trailed the tips of her slender fingers across her wet, curvy body and squeezed her tits together. “I’ll soap up your docking hose. I’ll wipe down your freight panels. I’ll suck every drop of hot grease out of your central pipe, lube your pistons, drip solvent on your front end, and polish your, ughhhn,” she cooed, biting her lower lip, “dongle.”
“Ummmmmmmm.” Frenzode blinked several more times. “All of that? For, ah, how much?”
“All of ‘em? Wow! You must want full service, Captain Kleft! Well, I can give you a special package deal.” Venus considered how much she still needed to earn to pay Skubz for his hard work. “How about thirty meta dollars?”
“So much!?”
“Awwwww, but Captain Kleft.” Venus plopped her breasts against the top of the diminutive alien’s head and wrapped an arm around him to stroke his jowly face. “Nobody can do it like me! I’ll wash every dirty inch sooooo good you’ll never forget it!”
Venus couldn’t help but notice the bulge in the front of Frenzode Kleft’s greasy gray coveralls. She tended to have that effect on males of any species, and those males usually did whatever she wanted soon after. The little alien shivered as Venus squeezed his wrinkly bald head against her bare nipples hard enough to produce twin trickles of milk.
“UmmmmMmmmm...” Frenzode tilted his head back, looking up at Venus, half smothered by her breasts and with a dazed smile on his face. “I’m just gonna go find a cash machine and get the meta dollars. And you’ll take care of me?”
“Ooooooh, yeah, Captain Kleft,” moaned Venus, practically engulfing him in her cleavage till the little alien could hear her heartbeat. “I’ll have you dreaming about the scrub-down I’m going to give you. In fact, I’ll get started by myself while you’re getting the money.”
“Um, how does that work?” asked the alien, blinking with confusion as Venus released him from her arms and spun him around, her tits sliding off across his cheeks.
“I’m a self-starter, Kleftykins. Don’t worry your wrinkly little head. I’ll take care of everything. You just get that money for me, big boy.” Venus danced away from him and floated out the airlock of the ship and back to her cleaning supplies. Somewhere not far away she could hear a crowd of grungy locals holding up plastiform boards and rating the nude pirouettes she was doing in the air. She sloshed herself with water from her bucket. “Ooooh!” she cooed as the weight of the water pressed down on her tits, then twirled up around Modest Expenditure II.
Venus did her best to ignore the judges on the sidelines. She was doing the best she could, she figured, and this was the first time she had ever washed space ships after all. She threw her whole body into lathering up Frenzode’s rusty old freighter. Bringing life back to carbon scored panels and massaging hydraulic support struts with a generous coating of lube. She worked from the top down, wiping her soapy buns on the windshield and using her breasts to slather sealcoat on the hatches.
Venus was hard at work on the underside of Frenzode’s ugly old ship when the wrinkly alien returned. She was polishing every knob and tugging on all the hoses. Her body was dripping wet, and she’d even lost her last thigh high boot. Frenzode waved to her from across the tarmac, trundling towards her with a handful of meta dollars.
“Hey, Mister! Just in time! You can do a spot check while I finish rubbing down your prong,” she said as she pointed towards his front mounted radar beacon. “I can even give you the special deep...”
Venus let her words trail off as a trio of powerful engines roared across the spaceport. For a moment, Venus searched the sky looking for the ship coming in for an emergency landing. Then she spotted the three dust clouds pluming up between parked starships. They overlapped and joined together into a single, roaring sandstorm. Through the shimmering haze of heat came a trio of tuned-up, tricked out, plasma spewing hyper bikes riding on gravity fields.
Frenzode went scampering up the ladder of his ship. Venus put her soapy hands on her hips and watched.
The bikes were coming straight for her.




Chapter 4: 

Really Tough Customers
 
The hyper bikes rumbled to a halt in front of Venus, the exhaust from their plasma burners hitting her with downdrafts of hot air that sent her blonde hair swirling. The bikes lowered their landing struts and one-by-one they settled to the ground in a whirl of hot, dry dust. The engines wheezed and sputtered and cut out.
The hyper bike riders dismounted. Venus took an unconscious step back. They were all green-skinned and clad in scavenged metal, spikes, pieces of old ceramic armor, and leather. Leather straps held it all in place. One of them was almost as big as a man, another was absolutely enormous, and the third was not even half the size of Venus. All three had heavy brows and long, pointed ears. Suggesting they were related, even if they were not the same exact species.
Their leader was a rather handsome star orc. His sleeveless armored suit ended at his hairless, olive green chest to show off his washboard abs and bulging biceps. Dark, moody brows arched above red eyes, and he had a cocky smile on his face that Venus found instantly appealing.
“Hello there, beautiful,” grunted the orc, slowly admiring Venus and her luscious, nude body. “The name is Spike Blackheart... and these... are the Dust Hawgs.”
“Venus Aa’Reela,” said Venus. “This is Frenzode... he...where did he go?”
She looked around and saw the little wrinkly alien peering fearfully out of the hatch of his ship.
“Hey pretty lady! I name Guff,” said the huge star troll, stepping forward and holding out a hand as big as Venus’ chest. She took it and gingerly shook a big finger.
“Hello, Mr. Guff,” said Venus.
“DOCTOR Guff,” corrected Guff. “Dr. Guff Tuggers.”
“It’s an honorary degree,” said Spike with a roll of his eyes. “ He just likes to wear the high helmet.”
“And who are you, little fella?” asked Venus, crouching to be even with the star goblin, her massive jugs squishing against her thighs.
“Jeff Reddee! Service you real good,” said the goblin, throwing a sloppy salute to his forehead and standing at a crooked attention. Venus could not help but notice the rather large bulge in the goblin’s trousers for such a small alien.
“Well, nice to meet you all,” said Venus. “I’m earning some extra money by washing ships. Would you like me to do your bikes?” she smiled.
“Bikes? Hmmmmm,” Spike rubbed his course, square jaw, still ogling Venus. “Well, we just raided a caravan of spice smugglers out in the desert. So we do have some cash. But we like our bikes with a bit of... seasoning. So how about instead of cleanin’ our rides, why don’t you clean us up?” Spike’s cocky grin turned into a tusky smile.
“Yeah, you give us wash, we give you wash,” said Jeff, licking his lips with an exceptionally long, thick veined tongue.
“I wash lady! I wash lady!” suggested Dr. Tuggers. “Soapy, soapy. Make you clean. Pffbbbbpttt!” Doc Tuggers finished, violently shaking his massive skull back and forth.
“Back off, Doc. This isn’t one of your philosophy groupies,” said Spike, clapping a hand on the big troll’s chest and giving him a shove back. “You too, Jeff. This one is mine!”
“Oh, I’m yours?” Venus scowled at the orc. “That’s presumptuous of you,” she said, turning her chest away and stamping her fists onto her curvy hips. “I haven’t even decided if I like you yet.”
Which was not entirely true. Venus had not made up her mind about the orc’s personality, but she had definitely decided this hot body orc was a solid nine out of ten on Venus’ fuck-me-in-the-dirt scale. She was trying her best not to show it, but failing, as evident by her stiff, perky nipples pointing now towards the space port teller’s office.
“Those glass cutters you’re flashing me say otherwise, babe.”
Venus gave a look down at her stiffening buds, still trying to control of the wave of heat coursing through her body, then back up to Spike. “Ha, you men. All the same. Doesn’t matter what planet. I’m just chilly.”
It was one-hundred and five degrees in the shade.
Spike wasn’t falling for Venus’ words. He had certainly made up his own mind about her and his grin spread wider as he stepped closer to Venus.
“Look, hot stuff,” he murmured, running a big hand over Venus’ shapely hip and down to her firm, peachy bottom, “I’ve got a couple of meta dollars I can throw your way for a wash, but I think you’re the one who needs a deep... deep... deep cleaning.”
“You think...I’m dirty?” Venus looked over her shoulder at his big green hand on her butt, as if she might see a smudge of grease on her immaculate derriere.
“Oh, I know you are, blondie,” Spike pressed closer, drawing her against his muscular body so that her big, milky breasts squeezed against the front of his armor. His other hand came around and cradled her other cheek. His fingers kneaded her ass as she looked up at him, her lips parted in shallow breaths. “You’re sooo dirty. You just can’t help but think about how this big, fat orc-pipe is gonna feel when I rev my engine.”
Venus bit her lower lip. She didn’t like Spike’s two-handed assumptions, but she could feel that orc pipe he was talking about. It was sticking up in his pants, and so big and hard that the tip was poking up over the waistband. His warm tip was against her bare tummy as he drew her tighter against his body, the cleft of her delicate pussy rode against the stiff shaft squeezed into his pants.
“Unnnggghhh!” moaned Venus, shuddering with pleasure. “If I’m... I’m dirty... I can hardly wash your bike.”
“But like I told you, sweet lips, I like my ride dirty,” he said, bringing his lips tantalizingly close to hers. He smelled like engines, fire, and cheap alien booze. “Want me to show you my bike?”
“Yes, please,” whispered Venus, staring up into his red eyes.
“Oh, yeah, boss! Show you bike real goody!” tittered Jeff, circling around Venus for a good look at her buns as Spike molded them with both hands.
“We ALL show you our bikes,” rumbled Dr. Tuggers as he massaged the giant bulge in his patchwork trousers.
Most of the time Venus liked to be in charge of her lovers, but there were other times when she just wanted to be manhandled. Even if the one handling her was not a man.
“I guess,” she said breathlessly, wetting her lips with the tip of her tongue, “you had better show me, Spike.” She lifted her gaze from his throbbing cock, and looked into him with her big, blue eyes.
The star orc smashed a scorching kiss on her lips. His tongue invading her mouth like a striking serpent. His hands drawing her tighter against him and shamelessly spreading her cheeks for certain peeping goblin at butt level. Feeling the hot air of Tricos on her sensitive star caused Venus to thrust her hips even harder against Spikes’ rod.
Jeff leaned in closer, trying to fit his tongue into her crack, but before he could giver her pink pucker a taste test, Spike scooped Venus off her feet, slung her over his shoulder, and carried over to his bike.
“Ah!” giggled Venus, doubled over Spike’s armor, and seeing the world inverted. She glimpsed Frenzode watching from the cockpit of his ship. She waved to him and then yelped as she was flung like a sack of dirty panties over the seat of Spike’s hyper bike. Her head and breasts hung over the far side and she was left on her tiptoes with her creamy ass lifted high in the air.
Spike caressed her butt with one hand, and the curves of his bike with the other. “Six million horsepower,” grunted the orc. “Triple valve plasma injectors. Chromed exhaust pipes. Oh yeah, and it has a vibrate feature in the seat.”
Venus pushed up a little off the bike and looked over her shoulder. Her tits were squished beneath her so that a little milk sprayed out, dripping down the dust caked side panels, and clearing little trails on their journey.
“Vibrate? What’s that for--OHHHHhhhhhhhhHHHHHhhhhh!”
Spike switched on the vibration and the powerful tremors buzzed from Venus’ tummy and thick thighs into her quivering core. She felt her juices begin to trickle down her legs as Spike ran a hand between her cheeks and down her flanks.
“The vibes gets ‘em primed,” said the orc, unbuckling his belt and letting his pants fall open.
Venus looked back as another tremor of pleasure rippled through her depths and buzzed in her clit. Spike took hold of his fat, green cock. He stroked it and skinned back the sheath, revealing a nicely rounded, green-brown tip with a silver ring piercing the underside. He gave his stiff cock a few strokes and let it smack against Venus’ upturned cheeks.
“Ohhhh! I think I’m primed,” moaned Venus, feeling the vibes begin to shake drops of milk out her dangling tits.
“And what do ya think of my bike?” asked Spike, teasing the head of his cock over her thighs and rubbing it lightly against the dewy petals of her pussy.
“Oh, the bike?” Venus wiggled her hips trying to get the space orc’s cock inside her. “It seems so powerful. Aren’t you afraid of slamming into something with so much power between your legs?”
“I slam into stuff all the time,” teased Spike, thumping the head of his cock against her clit. “I especially like to slam into blondes.”
Spike grabbed the flare of her hips in his hands and drove his cock into the yielding folds of her clutching cunt and spanked her plush buns with his rangy green hips. She felt his heavy balls smack against her clit and let out a gasp as the vibrations seemed to deepen inside her.
The second stroke was amazing. The third had her moaning wordlessly. But it was as Spike drew back his thick cock and slammed it all the way in the fourth time that Venus got a big surprise.
Jeff had crept around to her front and rolled a mechanic’s dolly beneath her breasts overhanging Spike’s bike. She realized he was there when the mischievous goblin grabbed two handfuls of Venus’ heavy hangers and started milking her onto his face and into his gaping mouth.
“Ahhhhh! What are you doing!?” she cried, but it was self-explanatory as Jeff latched his goblin mouth to her left breast and started sucking her precious cream. His knobby fingers pinched and tugged at her other nipple, squirting his body with her milk.
“I think you know exactly what I’m doing,” laughed Spike, unaware of what his goblin buddy was doing.
“UnnnnggghhOOoooooo!” Venus stiffened and bucked her hips, unable to escape the pleasure of what was being done to her by the two bikers. The slamming cock and the sucking goblin conspired with the deep vibrations emanating from the bike’s seat to drive Venus to the brink. She sang with pleasure, throwing her hips back against Spike and causing her dangling tits to jiggle and swing against Jeff.
Her climax stormed through her body and caused her tight twat to throttle the fat orc cock fucking away in her tight, pink pussy. Spike groaned, slamming hard and deep, driving into her with fierce, guttural grunts, unleashing a hot flood of oily orc jizz.
“Yeaaahhhh! Take it!” he groaned. “Ooooohhhhh! That’s my good dirty girl!”
“Yessss! Yessss! Fill me up!” cried Venus. “I was so empty without all that cum!”
Her immaculate Heart honeypot drank the hot orc cum with almost as much thirst as Jeff and his slurping mouth. Spike’s strokes into Venus’ creampied pussy took on a similar lewd sound as he drained the last load and stirred the cum already inside her.
“You almost made me bust a valve,” laughed Spike, grabbing at his chest and staggering back. His fat cock slipped free of Venus’ creamy cunnie, and their mingled juices spilled out of her pussy, dripping to the dusty ground between her feet.
“My turn, boss,” said Doc Tugger and the big troll firmly shoved Spike out of the way. Venus cried out in surprise as she was lifted from one bike and carried over to another. This one had a seat so spacious and well-padded that it was like reclining in the booth of a space port’s diner. She was on her back, still trying to catch her breath after the hammering that Spike had given her.
She looked up at the huge, potbellied troll as he untied the metal cords serving as his belt and freed the biggest cock Venus had ever seen outside of an Equestellan Buster Bronco. It was green and as big around as her bicep and covered in darker green nodules. The troll’s balls were even bigger than the triple balls hanging under one of those Buster Broncos. He stroked his cock and thick, syrupy precum dripped out onto Venus’ tummy and thighs.
“You real pretty,” he grunted, giving her a lopsided, yellowing smile. “We can do fuck now?”
“I, um, suppose so,” said Venus, blushing at the tree trunk hanging over her midriff and almost up to her breasts. “But you will be gentle, won’t you, doctor?”
“I am doctor!” Doc Tuggers declared, thumbing himself in the chest. “First, do no harm. Second, make pretty ladies cum!”
“Honorary... doctorate,” panted Spike, still recovering nearby. “And it wasn’t in medicine!”
“Very honorable doctorate,” grumbled Doc Tuggers, working his huge hand on his cock and rubbing the bumps against Venus.
“I trust you,” she said, looking up at him sweetly.
Doc grinned and pressed the blunt head of his cock to her creamy cunt. He eased his tip past her folds, spreading her wide and opening her to his massive member. Venus’ eyes opened wide and she held back a cry of discomfort, but Hearts had a knack for adapting to adverse genital conditions. Four out of five scientists believed it had evolved in their species because they were so attractive to almost all aliens, they would have died out if they had not been able to adapt. One out of five scientists believed it was because Hearts were so very cosmically horny.
Venus gasped with pleasure as her body adjusted to the enormous cock stretching her wide and bulging her tummy. Doc’s cock was a flat-headed monster that seemed intent on pulling her inside out with each stroke. But the good doctor was true to his word. The enormous troll leaned over her, practically pinning her to his bike between his impaling cock and his heavy gut resting atop her. He worked his hips very carefully, thrusting in and out of Venus and spanking her with the weight of his swinging bollocks.
He was so careful and gentle that Venus began to moan as her milk filled tits swayed up her chest in tidal flows, “Harder! Ooooh! It’s so big! but... but you can go harder!”
“Is lady sure? Doc no hurt lady?”
Venus reached up and grabbed the troll by his thick jaws. She looked him straight in the eyes. “I want you to fuck the milk out of me.”
“The patient always right,” grunted Doc with a smile, working his hips faster and pounding his huge, belly-bulging cock in and out of Venus. White drops of milk began to form on her buds, then fine sprays of milk began shooting from her breasts every time Doc thrust his cock into her.
“That’s the customer, numbskull,” said Spike, looking a little miffed at how much Venus was enjoying the troll’s giant cock.
“She the customer too?” Doc scratched his head and furrowed his brow in confusion. But he never stopped thrusting. He made his whole, giant bike sway on it’s landing struts as he began to really pound Venus. Her breasts swung and splashed against her ribcage. Her hair spilled in a golden pool over the edge of a giant seat. Hot, pungent troll sweat dripped off Doc’s face and splashed onto Venus’ moaning, jug-jiggling, cock-hungry body.
Doc pressed her legs back, driving somehow deeper. Venus arched her back, feeling that giant cock filling her whole abdomen. A massive flood of pussy juice exploded from inside her, soaking the bike seat and spraying out between Doc’s legs.
“OoooUghhhnnnOOoooh! Doc!” cried Venus. “I’m cumming! I’m cuuummmmming!”
It was an experience somewhere between pleasure and pain. The ecstasy of her body driven to the absolute limit. Each spasm reminding her that the seams could barely hold. Each gripping ripple of her climax squeezed against the hard nodules lining the giant troll cock. Each womb invading thrust turned her into a milk fountain.
With a last bellow of pleasure, Doc Tuggers drew the massive column of throbbing cockflesh from Venus’ creamy cunt and erupted volcanically atop her. Yellowish troll spunk washed in tidal waves across her face, her breasts, her tummy, and coated her thighs. Far too much of it went into her mouth and up her nose.
Venus could only lie on her back on the troll’s seat, panting and blowing cum out of her mouth, only to feel more of it drip over her lips and back into her mouth. She felt like she’d just been sneezed on by a nose the size of a Mark 66 Autofreighter.
She could see Frenzode high above her, watching from the fogged window of his ship. Venus attempted a weak smile and tried to wave, cum dripping off her tits and between her fingers. She could see Frenzode’s shoulder moving rhythmically, but she didn’t think he was waving back.
“Ooooh,” moaned Venus, aching with emptiness. She could feel her insides already readjusting while her outside basted in troll spunk in the hot sun. She slowly rose from the seat, her blonde hair already beginning to plaster to the black leather.
“Dissss-Gusting!” laughed Spike. “I’ll get the pressure washer.”
Venus dug a dollop of troll splooge from her belly button with her thumb and flicked it into the dirt. “I’m a princess,” she said, reminding herself just for the hell of it. She gathered more of the funky spunk that was gathering under her tits. “A princess who just slayed a troll dick,” she said with a smile, then licked the cum off her fingers.
The rabble of catcalling aliens who had been scared off by the bikers’ arrival were beginning to emerge from their hiding spots, realizing the bikers weren’t there for them. Even Frenzode had descended from his cockpit. Though he always stayed within arm’s reach of his ship’s access ladder.
“All right, blondie,” said Spike, holding the pressure washer by the handle and down the barrel to steady his aim. A green cigarette was clenched in his thin lips. “Ready?”
“Ready,” replied Venus, her blue eyes shut tightly, arms and legs spread wide. The cum was already beginning to cake and fleck across her body and her hair was shocked into a rigid starburst of blonde.
Spike pulled back on the silver handle of the pressure washer. He had been kind enough to dial back the pressure so that the water did not strip off her skin along with the troll goop. Still, it rippled her soft tits, lifting and jostling them, and made her dance in little hops on the space port’s pavement. She leaned forward and opened her mouth to wash out the last of Doc’s cum.
Even above the sound of the washer, she could hear the whooping, barking, grunting sounds of the space port flies. It took several more moments to completely wash her body down. After getting all the cum out of her hair, she washed her breasts, her tummy, finally sticking her ass out so she could wash out all the jizz from between her cheeks.
Spike, of course, had perfect aim, hitting her velvet star right on the center. “Ooooooh!” cried Venus in alarm and pleasure. She was getting wet in places the washer wasn’t aimed.
The aliens went wild watching her rub down her asshole with her middle finger, working it’s way up and down her crack. Venus looked over her shoulder. There was one particular alien in the crowd who had been bugging her all day. He didn’t even have a ship, but he was always the loudest, the rudest, and the most vulgar one of them all.
Venus stood up straight and motioned the ‘cut’ signal to Spike, who turned off the washer. “Hey you!” said Venus, standing there completely naked, dripping from head to toe, her giant jugs glistening in a sun that never seemed to move. “The alien with the head fins, yeah you. Want me to give you a wash?” said Venus. She leaned forward and gave her wet tits a shake.
An ear deafening roar went up from the crowd of onlookers. The rude alien was suddenly silent. His buddies shook him up, shaking his shoulders and nearly pushing him out of his folding chair.
Spike kept his cigarette clenched in his lips, pressure washer in hand as his red eyes darted from Venus to this chump.
The alien began strutting across the tarmac to the cheers of his friends. Two pairs of tangerine head fins on either side of his face rose and lowered in a cocky way as he walked towards Venus.
“So, ah, how are we going to do this baby? Do I just pull my cock out, or you want me to smack those boobies around a little first?” he said, turning to the rabble to get a round of approval. His pals responded in hoots and grunts.
Venus smiled and delicately put her hand on his left shoulder. “Oooooh! Big boy! I want... you.. right... here.” She had lowered the alien to his knees, always keeping her blue eyes fixed on his compound orbs. In a single, fluid thrust of her left leg, she lifted it and put her dainty toes on the alien’s shoulder, pinning him in place.
The alien was mesmerized. Looking up, all the sky was blocked by her enormous breasts jutting magnificently from her chest. Looking ahead, his view of the horizon was her perfectly smooth pussy. He was so close he could smell her delicate feminine scent.
“You want a wash, baby?” said Venus, forcing the alien’s head back with one hand, and spreading her pussy lips with the other. “Then here you go.”
Before the alien knew it, a hot wave of pee gushed out of Venus. It flowed right into his open mouth and splattered across his face.
An even louder roar of laughter erupted from the crowd and even Spike was grinning. The other Dust Hawgs collapsed to the ground with Jeff pounding the ground with his fist as he gave out a shrill goblin cackle.
Venus held the alien in place till she drained every last drop of golden piss into the alien’s gurgling mouth. She gave her pussy one last wiggle to flick any remaining drops onto him, then let the pissy alien go. “Sorry, mister. No sale.”
Spike turned the pressure up to maximum and blasted the alien back to his laughing friends.
“That felt so good! Nothing like a good pee after a fuck!” said Venus, clapping her hands, and by extension, breasts, together. “Okay! Still one bike left to clean.”
Spike released his grip on the pressure washer and let it dribble onto the tarmac. “Wait you still want to,” he made a rude gesture involving his hands, “after that.”
But Venus was already walking towards Jeff’s chopped and modded sand scorcher, swaying her ass so much she almost bumped the parked space ships, her tits jostling so much they were visible behind Venus with each lusty step she took.  Spike bit his lower lip, taking in Venus’ perfect peach. “Damn,” was all he could say.




Chapter 5:

 Va Va Va Vroom
 
The eager goblin was showing Venus every aspect of his ride while simultaneously shredding every last piece of clothing he had. It was all a blur to her. Manifolds melted into plasma injectors. Neutrino pistons overshot dark matter quantum colliders. She couldn’t be sure, but she thought she caught the phrase, “Military grade gravity overloaders.”
“Wow, that’s a lot of really cool stuff, Mr. Reddee. Um, where did you learn all this?” she asked, but the space goblin had suddenly disappeared. She crouched low to look under the bike when suddenly Jeff popped up on top of his giant, forward mounted engine.
“Ta-da!” he exclaimed. Venus jumped. Her tits careening across her chest. “Oh! Mr. Reddee!”
“Jeff. Just Jeff! Ta-da!” The completely nude goblin held his arms wide, his scrawny little body was completely out of scale with his enormous cock. It wasn’t as big as Doc’s danger dick, but it was bigger than what Spike was packing, even if it was hanging between the skinny legs of a star goblin instead of a hunky orc.
“Oh, wow!” giggled Venus. “That’s even bigger than I thought it would be. But Jeff, I’m a little sore.” She pressed a hand to her tummy. “Is there some other way I can take care of your, um, bike?”
“Yes!” Jeff came bounding towards her, cock swinging. “I fuck big titty! I fuck them so good! Cum in mouth!”
“Well,” said Venus, slapping the sides of her thighs with her palms. “If you’ve already made up your-MMMMPHHHH!”
They didn’t even make it as far as onto Jeff’s bike. The goblin launched himself from atop the engine, bowling Venus over, climbing over her jugs, and thrusting his big green goblin cock between her squeezed tits. His green goo stick was so big it easily reached into Venus’ mouth. One hand on her head was all it took to hold her there while he thrust his cock between her wet, parted lips.
There was no negotiating with Jeff. Venus could only lie back and take it as the eager goblin thrust frantically between her breasts and into her mouth. She squeezed her tits tightly around him and gurgled moans of encouragement to him. Not that he needed any. He buried his cock as deep as he could into her cleavage and managed to get it deep enough into her mouth to hit the back of her throat.
“MMmmmphmmn!” moaned Venus through her cock stuffed mouth, looking up at Jeff as he pounded away at her soft valley and rutted into her sucking mouth. Her breasts gushed milk with each slap of his hips. Not only did the goblin have a surprisingly huge cock, but his balls were like ripe mangos, furiously battering the sensitive underside of Venus’ tits.
“OOOOooohOoOOO! That’s gooooood! You like cock in mouth?”
“Uhhhmmmmaa-ugnnnn!” was all Venus could say. The veins in the goblin’s dick were so pronounced she could feel his little heart beating away like a freight train.
“OoooOooo! OOOOHHHHhhhh! Can’t take! Feel too good! Gonna-gonnaaaa! Ta-daaaaa!” Jeff let loose a rapid fire throat-coater of goblin jizz, coming in spurt after spurt of salty-sweet spunk that sprayed down her tongue and filled her mouth. It was delicious! Venus, through all the cum being poured down her throat, suddenly realized she had never gulped goblin goo before! She loved it so much she kept sucking even after Jeff had cum, licking every vein, ridge and inch of his softening cock.
Venus’ eyes widened. She could feel the goblin’s dick getting hard again! “Buz-id shum-phing I dit?” Venus tried to say with a mouthful of cock, batting her big blue eyes at the heaving goblin’s grinning face.
“Oooooh! Boss! Boss! She want Jeff so bad,” moaned the goblin. “Maybe this time... I put in buns! You like that?”
He pulled his cock from her lips trailing strings of saliva so she could answer.
“Oh, yes,” beamed Venus with an eager smile. “My buns are sooo ready for a good goblin pounding. Please, fill me up with your tasty batter.”
“Not ready yet!” Jeff excitedly dismounted from Venus. He scampered to her right side, and tried to turn her over with his hands.
“Lift with your legs, not your back, little buddy,” jeered Spike who was leaning on his bike, smoking a cigarette.
“Yeah,” chimed in Doc. “Or you risk serious damage to your lower vertebrae and the joining musculature, including chronic-spasmodic episodes. Harhha! Right, boss?”
“Uh, yeah. Right,” said Spike who flicked away his smoke.
“Very honorable degree,” muttered Doc.
“I think he wants me to roll over,” cooed Venus. She flipped onto her tummy, resting on her pillowy breasts as she raised her hips and her luscious rear end. The goblin admired her cheeks and gave them a few testing smacks to judge their jiggle.
“Oooh! Come on Jeffy-baby. Put it in me. Put it in my butt. Please,” moaned Venus, ready for a good poke in the rear after so much other fun.
“Not yet,” said Jeff. “Got to taste!” He gave Venus’ tushy a playful pinch, making her squeal with delight.
Venus gasped as the goblin stuffed his face in her perfect peach and buried his tongue in her tight clench. Hot, throbbing goblin tongue thrust into her ass. It was rampant and relentless. Venus could feel every inch sliding into her hole. She clenched and released, wanting to pull the goblin deeper into her juicy butt. He rimmed her and tongue fucked her and left her ass dripping with his spit. He was such a good ass eater that Venus pushed back against him and began fingering herself.
“Is it good, Jeff? Does my ass taste gooooOOOoood!” she moaned as Jeff inserted his long goblin nose deep into her asshole to savor her perfect princess perfume.
“Rarrrarrroooooh!” cried out the goblin. “Venus have best butt! Me want smell it forever and ever!” and jammed his long tongue back into her star.
“Oooooh fuuuuuncakes!” moaned Venus. Her whole body lunging forward as Jeff tongue fucked her over and over and her wet fingers rubbed her clit and plunged against her G-spot.
Spike and Doc nodded at each other. This was as good a time as any to walk over and present their cocks to Venus. Unzipping in unison and letting their swaying manhood warm in the Tricos sun.
She opened her eyes enough to see the two bikers strutting towards her. She got to her knees, reaching behind herself to keep Jeff suction-locked to her ass. Not that the little goblin needed any help. He was clutching onto her hips like Barnaclad humping shrimp.
Venus could feel Jeff’s tongue sliding around inside of her as she changed positions, which made her pussy ache for stuffing even more.
She waited for the orc and the troll to come to her on her hands and knees, with her mouth open and her tongue hanging out. Her massive udders swayed beneath her.
Spike took out his cock and rubbed it over Venus’ cheeks, her nose, her forehead, even across her closed eyes, teasing her with the tip of his dick. “You really like orc wood, don’t you, blondie?”
“Uh-huh!” moaned Venus.
“An’ what ‘bout Troll dick? You like troll dick too, pretty lady?” asked Doc, pressing the fist sized head of his cock into her cheeks.
“Uh-huh!” replied Venus. She could still smell her aroma on both their dicks.
“Well,” shrugged Spike. “Let’s give the lady what she wants.”
Venus gratefully accepted and did her best to suck them both, though her one hand and her mouth felt a little inadequate contending with Doc’s titanic troll dick. She moaned and kissed and wanked the two cocks in front of her. Behind her, Jeff seemed to finally get his fill of her pink star and he hopped to his feet.
Venus pumped her fingers faster and faster into her steamy snatch. Whether it was due to the adrenaline coursing through her, or the gift of her Heart anatomy, but the soreness inside her was gone, replaced by an almost overwhelming need to be filled with hot cock.
Jeff paced back and forth, spitting into his palm till he had amassed pool of gooey, slippery spit. “Pretty Lady Butt Fuck! Pretty Lady Butt Fuck!” cackled the space goblin as he slathered his crude lube all over his plus-sized prick. He got into the starter’s position, took a deep breath, and lunged.
“AaahhhAAAAHHHhhhh!” moaned Venus as Jeff rammed his foot long dick right up her ass. She lurched forward, inadvertently deep-throating Spike. Her eyes watered. His cock stud was pressing into her throat. She bucked up against Jeff, relieving the pressure in her throat as Spike’s cock popped out the side of her mouth, trailing long ropes of spit.
“Ughnnn-agghhhh-ooOOOoh,” Venus gagged and moaned, catching her breath.
“Holy shit!” shouted the biker. “That was-”
But before he could say anything, Venus thrust her head through the air, hungrily searching out Spike’s spear. She sucked his cock deep into her mouth till her lips were flush with his tight groin muscles and his wiry orc pubes tickled her nose.
Not wanting Doc to be left out, she reached out and grabbed his bumpy cock with both hands, pressing it down onto the top of her head. With each cock-swallowing motion of Venus‘ head, she simultaneously deep throated Spike and rubbed the sensitive underside of Doc’s dick against her silky smooth blonde hair.
“Ever see a girlie do this before, eh, Spike?”
“Fuck no! She’s even crazier than Jeff!”
But Jeff couldn’t be bothered. He was frantically pumping away at her pink pucker, using his arms as an axis to lift himself high above Venus‘ ass till just the tip of his dick was inside her butt, then slammed himself downward, ass-jamming Venus till thick white cream was leaking out of her hungry pussy.
Venus realized she was satisfying all these men, but she was only getting a part of it. She reached behind her once again, securing Jeff to her ass and making sure he didn’t do any more anal acrobatics, and lifted into the air.
“Where big-titty lady going?” asked Doc. “Me no cum yet.”
“I’m not going anywhere, Doctor,” replied Venus. “You better be ready Spike.”
“Ready for what?” shouted Spike, his raging boner aimed at the sky where Venus was floating.
“This.”
With the accuracy of a Zwatgellan Range Sniper, Venus aimed her pussy right towards Spike’s stiff cock with Jeff huffing and micro-thusting inside her.
Bulls-eye! Spike slid right inside her cunt, hitting her G-spot on the way in. “Ooooh!OOOOhhhh!” she moaned.
Impacting the orc like that sent his balls careening. Jeff pushed deeper into Venus’ ass than he could ever have imagined. “IIiiiieeggh!” the Goblin shouted.
Once the trio got their footing, and Spike realized that the Heart didn’t just tear his dick off, they got into a rhythmic pump-thrust-pump routine. Venus gasped, sucking her tummy in, feeling both of those rock hard rods pumping away inside of her.
“Come here, Doc,” she reached over and pulled the troll in closer. She locked her lips around his, feeling his fat, wide tongue slide over hers. “Mmmmmnnnmmmm!” she moaned as they fucked with their mouths. She pulled away to ask, “Are you still hard?”
Doc just gave a wide, tusk-filled smile, then said, “Very.”
“Goody!”
There was a move she learned about at a fertility temple on a jungle moon deep in the asteroid belts of a Dezvaloo. But it required partners of such varying size that she had never been able to try. That is until now.
With Spike fucking her pussy, and Jeff pounding away into her butt, she leaned down to her left, guiding the troll’s cock up to her face. She moaned around Doc’s cock and stroked her fingers up and down his shaft. Spike leaned back, steadying his legs and took a mouthful of her teats. His tusks poked and prodded her sensitive areola while he flicked her nipple with his tongue.
“OooooOOHHHhh! Yes! Milk me, Spike! Milk me!”
“Doc want milk too!” So Venus let go of his cock and let herself ride Spike’s spear. Doc’s mouth was huge, but he was also so gentle. Pulling her nipples into his mouth and drawing out her sweet milk with his tongue. She was coming even before the bikers. One orgasm rolling through her and straight into another.
“OOoghh! Ooogh! Yess! Fuck me! Ahhh! Ughhhnn! Yessss!” she screamed.
It was all so intense and thrilling. Venus hadn’t had a proper foursome in twenty-parsecs of space. She massaged Spike’s and Doc’s head as they suckled from her tits and thrust back against Jeff’s jabbing jizz pole, moaning as an orgasm drained the goblin up her ass.
“Ooohhhh, just for you, Doc,” she moaned, fitting her mouth to his blunt troll tip, doing her best to suck him off. She gurgled as Doc pumped her mouth full and came again as Spike drenched her womb in hot cum. For her efforts, Venus was rewarded with another thorough glazing of hot troll goo, a tidal wave of yellowish jizz that rocketed out of the tip of Doc’s dick and coated her head, her hair, breasts and thighs in jizz. Only this time she also had goblin goo seeping out her crack and orc spunk dribbling down her thigh.
She reached behind her, gathering up another handful of yummy goblin jizz still oozing out of her ass. She knew it would take another thorough pressure washing to get clean.
Would she ever be able to get troll cum out of her ear? She pondered the question as she slurped her fingers clean of the sweat and raunchy goblin goo.




Epilogue

Departure, At Last
 
“You’re all set,” declared Skubz, giving the nav computer a last toggle. It rebooted, showing a flash of HeartOS before it activated the egg’s sensors and located their coordinates.
“So that’s where I ended up,” said Venus, leaning forward and tapping the screen. “That’s not so far off course. I should just make it in time for the ceremony. I hope they didn’t start without me.”
Skubz crawled out from under the console and turned over. Venus’ breasts were hanging almost directly in his face. He seemed to be enjoying the view. She’d managed to locate all the pieces of her uniform, even finding Frenzode smelling her thong, but that still left her mostly naked.
“Well, I don’t suppose you have time for a quick screw goodbye?” asked the four-armed alien.
“Aww, sorry, Skubz,” she said, standing up and giving him a pat on his head. “But I’ll swing by Grunx Mucket Tricos the next time I’m in the Rugburn Nebula.”
The alien mechanic shrugged and climbed out of the Cosmic Egg, giving Venus room to climb all the way into her ship. Skubz watched from the hatch as she removed the slim covering from her coochie and settled into her pilot’s seat. The ship purred to life and Venus shuddered with pleasure as the control probe initialized and slid warmly into her cunt.
“Better step back,” said Venus. “The launch can be explosive.”
“Before you go, could I ask you one question?” Skubz leaned in and lowered his voice. “What’s this ceremony you’re going to?”
“Oh! I won an award!” said Venus, beaming proudly.
Congratulations,” said Skubz. “Who is giving it to you?”
“Holy Deacon Slurps,” said Venus. “I’ve never met him before, but he wrote to me and said that I’ve been voted Supreme Broodmother by the Church of Lactorus.”
“The what now?” Skubz furrowed his brow.
“I don’t know, exactly,” giggled Venus. “I’d never heard of it. But apparently, it’s the main religion on El-Vee-427.”
“Oh, yeah. That’s the planet of the Jugsucker worms... wait....WHAT?! HEY! Venus! You shouldn’t---”
Skubz warning was lost in the hiss of the main engine activating. The door hatch cycled shut and Venus reclined on her control seat, a smile on her face as the Cosmic Egg prepared to blast her deep into the folds of space.


[image: Venus takes a moment from scrubbing down a dirty landing strut to pose for candid picture.]
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