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The warp core pulsed like a failing heart. Ronan Cole dropped to his knees on the deck plating, tools clattering from his belt as another alarm shrieked through engineering. Red light washed everything in shades of emergency, and somewhere above him, the hull groaned—a sound metal shouldn't make, the kind of protest that meant something had gone very wrong.

His fingers found the access panel by memory. Three months alone on the USS Nebula Voyager, and he knew every surface, every seam. The panel came free with a sharp twist, exposing the antimatter flow regulators beneath. They glowed an angry orange instead of the steady blue they should have been.

"Fuck," he muttered, yanking his tricorder from his belt. The readings made his stomach clench. Micro-fracture in the hull, section twelve, right above the primary coolant manifold. Nebula particles were seeping in—ionized gas that had no business anywhere near a warp core. The particles were disrupting the magnetic containment field, and if that failed completely, the antimatter would breach containment and vaporize the entire ship in a flash of light that would briefly rival a star.

His hands moved without thought, pulling tools from his belt, making adjustments to the flow regulators. Sweat beaded on his brow despite the environmental controls. The ship had been limping through the Kaelus Nebula for weeks, collecting data for Starfleet Science, and Ronan had been the only engineer aboard—a skeleton crew mission that had seemed reasonable on paper but had worn him down to something raw and frayed.

The isolation sat in his chest like a weight. Three months without another voice, another touch. Three months of systems failures and jury-rigged repairs, of falling into his bunk exhausted every night with an ache in his body that sleep never quite erased. He was a big man, broad-shouldered and thick with muscle from years of hauling equipment and wrestling with recalcitrant machinery, and lately his body felt like a prison. Every morning he woke hard, every night he lay awake fighting the urge to touch himself, as if denying himself even that small release would prove he was still in control of something.

Another alarm joined the first, a higher pitch that made his teeth ache. The antimatter flow was spiking. His fingers flew across the controls, rerouting power, adjusting the magnetic field geometry. The warp core's pulse quickened, light flickering from blue to violet and back again. He could feel the vibration through the deck, through his knees, up into his bones.

Tools scattered around him as he worked—a plasma spanner, a molecular calibrator, a hyperspanner that had seen better days. He grabbed the hyperspanner and reached deep into the access port, feeling for the secondary regulator valve. His shoulder pressed against the bulkhead, his arm buried to the elbow in the guts of the ship. Metal edges bit into his skin through his uniform sleeve. The heat from the core made his face flush, made his undershirt stick to his back.

The rhythmic pulse of the core echoed through the chamber. Thrum-thrum, thrum-thrum. Like a heartbeat. Like something living and desperate beneath him. It matched the ache that had taken up residence low in his gut, the tension that coiled tighter every day, every hour. He gritted his teeth and forced himself to focus. The valve was stuck. He twisted harder, felt something give.

The alarms cut off.

For a moment, there was only the steady pulse of the core and his own ragged breathing. The antimatter flow stabilized, readings dropping back into acceptable ranges. Ronan sagged against the bulkhead, his arm still buried in the access port. Relief flooded through him, making his hands shake.

Then he saw it.

A shimmer in the air near the breach point. Something that wasn't quite there, like heat distortion or a trick of the light. He pulled his arm free and pushed to his feet, wiping sweat from his eyes. The shimmer moved. Contracted. Expanded. Took on a faint iridescence, like oil on water.

"What the hell?" His voice sounded too loud in the sudden quiet.

The shimmer extended. Became something more solid. A tendril, maybe as thick as his wrist, curling through the air. It glowed with a soft bioluminescence, blues and purples and something that might have been green. Beautiful, in a way that made his engineer's mind go blank with wonder and his lizard brain scream warnings about contamination and unknown entities.

He should have been moving. Should have been reaching for the emergency containment protocols, sealing off engineering, alerting—well, alerting himself, since there was no one else on the ship. But he stood frozen as the tendril drifted closer, moving with an organic grace that nothing mechanical could match.

It brushed his neck.

The sensation hit him like a plasma shock, but instead of pain there was heat—liquid and immediate and absolutely forbidden. His cock went hard so fast it made him dizzy. He gasped, stumbling back against the warp console, and the tendril followed, curling gently around the side of his throat. Where it touched, his skin tingled, nerve endings lighting up like someone had traced a live wire across his flesh.

"No," he managed, but his voice came out strangled. His hips jerked involuntarily, his erection straining against his uniform trousers. The ache he'd been ignoring for months roared to the surface, demanding, overwhelming. His hands gripped the edge of the console behind him hard enough to hurt.

The tendril slid across his jaw, impossibly smooth, impossibly warm. Another shimmer appeared near the breach point. Then another. More tendrils pouring through, each one glowing with that soft inner light, each one moving with purpose and something that looked disturbingly like curiosity.

Ronan's breath came in short gasps. His mind screamed at him to move, to act, to do something other than stand there with his cock throbbing and his knees going weak. But the touch of that first tendril had unlocked something in him, some desperate need he'd been holding back through sheer stubborn will, and now it flooded through him like antimatter breaching containment—unstoppable, consuming, dangerous.

The tendrils drifted closer. He counted six. Eight. A dozen. They filled the air around him, their bioluminescence painting his skin in shades of blue and purple, and he realized with a clarity that felt like falling that he was in serious trouble. The kind of trouble that had nothing to do with hull breaches or antimatter containment and everything to do with the way his body was responding to something completely alien, completely unknown.

The first tendril tightened slightly around his throat. Not choking. Almost gentle. And Ronan felt his carefully maintained control begin to crack.



He couldn't move. Every muscle locked as more tendrils poured through the breach, thick as his forearm, pulsing with that inner light that made them look alive in a way that violated everything he understood about physics and biology. They filled the chamber like water filling a tank, curling through the air, reaching for him with what looked disturbingly like intent.

One wrapped around his right wrist. The touch sent another jolt of heat straight to his groin, and he jerked, trying to pull away. The tendril held firm—not painful, but unmovable. Another found his left wrist. Then his ankles. The pressure was gentle, almost careful, but absolute. He felt himself being lifted, his boots leaving the deck, and panic spiked through the haze of unwanted arousal.

"Let go," he growled, twisting against the hold. His voice came out rough, strained. "Whatever you are, I don't—"

The tendrils lifted him higher, suspending him above the warp console. His arms were pulled gently outward, his legs spread. Not painful. Not violent. But completely immobilizing, and something about the careful restraint made his cock pulse harder against his trousers. He could feel his pulse in it, a throbbing ache that had gone from uncomfortable to borderline painful.

More tendrils moved across his body, exploring. They slid over his chest, his shoulders, down his sides. Everywhere they touched, his skin lit up with sensation—too much, too intense, like every nerve had been stripped bare and exposed. He bit back a groan and failed.

Then the voice came.

It didn't enter through his ears. It bloomed directly in his mind, deep and resonant, with harmonics that felt like they vibrated in his bones. *Strong,* it said, and Ronan felt the word as much as heard it. *So strong. Built for this. Built for me.*

"Get out of my head," he snarled, but his voice shook.

*Such a fertile body,* the voice continued, ignoring him completely. *Wide shoulders. Thick muscles. Designed to take, to receive, to be filled.* A tendril slid across his jaw, almost tender. *I have drifted for eons, engineer. Searching. Waiting. So many empty vessels, so many weak forms. But you—*

A tendril pressed against his lips. He clamped his mouth shut, turning his head, but another wrapped around the back of his skull, holding him still.

*You are worthy.*

"I don't submit to anything," Ronan forced out through gritted teeth. His heart hammered against his ribs. The tendrils holding his wrists and ankles pulsed with light, and he felt an answering pulse in his cock, his balls. His body was betraying him, had been betraying him since that first touch, and the humiliation of it burned through him almost as hot as the arousal.

*You will not submit,* the voice agreed, and something in its tone made Ronan's stomach clench. *You will beg.*

Two tendrils slid under the collar of his uniform shirt. He felt them against his skin, slick and warm, impossibly smooth. They curled downward, finding his nipples through the undershirt he wore. The touch was light. Teasing. The tips of the tendrils circled the sensitive flesh, and Ronan's back arched involuntarily, a sound escaping his throat that was half protest and half moan.

"No," he managed, but the word had no force behind it.

More tendrils found the seam of his trousers. He felt them working at the fastening, felt the fabric give. Cool air hit his overheated skin as they pulled the trousers down his hips, exposing him. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, the head already slick with precome. Shame flooded through him—at being exposed like this, at being so obviously aroused, at the way his hips jerked forward seeking friction that wasn't there.

A tendril wrapped around the base of his shaft.

The sensation punched a groan out of him. The tendril was hot and slick, and it squeezed gently before sliding upward, wrapping around him in a slow spiral. Another joined it, curling around his balls, cupping them, rolling them with a pressure that walked the knife's edge between pleasure and pain.

"Fuck," he gasped. His thighs trembled. The tendrils at his nipples pinched, rolled, tugged, sending sparks of sensation down his spine. The one around his cock stroked upward, over the head, smearing his precome, then down again. Slow. Deliberate. Maddening.

*So much need,* the voice murmured. *How long have you denied yourself, strong one? How long have you ached?*

"Shut up," Ronan bit out, but his voice was wrecked. Another tendril had found the cleft of his ass, sliding between his cheeks with that same slick warmth. He tensed, but the hold on his limbs kept him spread, kept him open. The tendril circled his hole, teasing, pressing just slightly, and his entire body jerked at the sensation.

*Three months,* the voice said, and Ronan realized with growing horror that it was reading him somehow, pulling the information from his mind. *Three months alone. Three months of need building and building with no release. Your body is screaming for touch. For filling. For completion.*

"I don't—" he started, but the tendril around his cock stroked harder, faster, and the words dissolved into a ragged moan. His hips bucked into the touch despite himself. The tendril at his ass pressed more firmly, and he felt himself beginning to open, felt the tip slip just barely inside.

*I will give you everything,* the voice promised. *I will fill every empty part of you. I will take this strong, fertile body and make it mine, and you will thank me for it.*

"No," Ronan said, but it came out as a whimper. His thighs were shaking now, his whole body wound tight. The tendrils working his nipples twisted sharply, and the one around his cock tightened, stroking him with increasing speed. The pressure at his ass built steadily, stretching him, opening him, and his mind was fracturing under the onslaught of sensation.

He'd been alone too long. Had denied himself too much. Had held everything together through sheer stubborn will, and now that will was crumbling like a failing containment field. The pleasure built and built, radiating out from his cock, his ass, his nipples, until his whole body felt like one exposed nerve.

"Please," he heard himself say, and didn't know if he was begging it to stop or to continue.

The voice in his mind hummed with satisfaction. *Yes,* it said. *That is the beginning.*

The tendrils moved faster.



The tendrils pulled his shirt over his head with surprising dexterity. Ronan felt the fabric catch on his shoulders, then slide free, leaving his chest bare to the cool air of engineering. His undershirt followed, peeled away like skin. The trousers that had been pushed down his thighs were removed completely, along with his boots and socks, until he hung suspended and utterly naked above the warp console.

The vulnerability of it hit him like a physical blow. His cock jutted out from his body, thick and flushed dark with blood, still wrapped in that maddening spiral of slick tendril. His balls hung heavy, aching. Every muscle in his body was on display—the thick slabs of his pectorals, the ridges of his abs, the powerful thighs that had carried him through countless repairs. He was a big man, built solid, and now every inch of him was exposed to the cool air and the alien presence that watched him with something that felt disturbingly like hunger.

More tendrils poured through the breach. Dozens of them now, filling the chamber with bioluminescent light. They approached him like a swarm, and Ronan's breath caught in his throat. This was it. Whatever was about to happen, he couldn't stop it, couldn't fight it, could barely even think through the haze of need that had consumed his mind.

The tendrils touched him everywhere at once.

His nipples, his ribs, his hips. The sensitive skin of his inner thighs. The curve of his ass. Behind his knees, his ankles, his wrists. They wrapped around his biceps, slid across his shoulders, traced the line of his spine. Everywhere they touched, sensation exploded—too much, too intense, pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain. Ronan threw his head back and groaned, his body arching in the restraints.

*Magnificent,* the voice breathed in his mind. *Every part of you is built for strength. For endurance. For this.*

"I can't—" Ronan gasped. His voice broke. The tendrils circling his nipples tightened, twisted, and he cried out. Another wrapped around his throat, gentle but present, and somehow that touch grounded him even as everything else overwhelmed him. "I can't do this. Can't—"

*What frightens you, strong one?*

The question hit something deep inside him. Something he'd been ignoring for three months, maybe longer. The loneliness. The bone-deep exhaustion. The feeling that he was holding together a ship, a mission, an entire existence through nothing but sheer stubborn will, and if he let go for even a moment, everything would fall apart.

"I'm tired," he admitted, and the words came out ragged, raw. His eyes burned. "I'm so fucking tired. Of holding everything together. Of doing it all alone. Of being—" His voice cracked. "Of being strong enough for all of it."

The tendrils paused. For a heartbeat, everything was still except for the gentle pulse of light through the alien presence.

*Then let me hold you,* the voice said, softer now, almost tender. *Let me be what you need. I will fill every empty part of you, strong one. You will not have to hold anything together. You will only have to feel.*

Something in Ronan's chest cracked. A wall he'd been maintaining for years, maybe his whole life. The need to be in control, to be competent, to never show weakness. It shattered like failed containment, and what poured out was desperate and aching and entirely human.

"Yes," he whispered. "Please."

*Open for me.*

A thick tendril pressed against his lips. This time, he didn't resist. He opened his mouth, and it pushed inside—slick and hot and utterly alien. It tasted like nothing he'd ever experienced, something that wasn't quite salt, wasn't quite sweet. The tendril filled his mouth, pressed against his tongue, and began to move.

Slow thrusts. In and out. Fucking his mouth with a steady rhythm that made him moan around the intrusion. Saliva spilled from the corners of his lips. He couldn't swallow properly, couldn't breathe except through his nose. The tendril pushed deeper, hitting the back of his throat, and he gagged but couldn't pull away. The helplessness of it sent another spike of arousal through him.

At his ass, two tendrils pressed together. He felt them circling his hole, slick and insistent, and then they pushed. The stretch burned. His body resisted for a moment, then yielded, and both tendrils slid inside in one slow, relentless push.

The sound that came out of him was muffled by the tendril in his mouth, but it was animal—raw and desperate. The penetration was too much, too intense. The tendrils were thick, stretching him wide, and they didn't stop until they were buried deep inside him. Then they began to move.

Slow at first. Gentle. One would push in while the other pulled back, creating a rhythm that made his entire body clench. They curled inside him, exploring, searching, and then—

They found his prostate.

Ronan's entire body convulsed. The sensation was electric, pleasure so intense it blanked out everything else. The tendrils stroked that spot with deliberate precision, over and over, and he bucked in the restraints, trying to get away, trying to get more, he didn't know which. The tendril in his mouth fucked deeper, matching the rhythm of the ones in his ass, and the one around his cock started stroking again, tight and fast.

It was too much. Way too much. His balls drew up tight, and he felt his orgasm building like an antimatter reaction going critical—unstoppable, inevitable, about to blow him apart.

*Yes,* the voice crooned. *Give it to me. Let me feel you break.*

The tendrils in his ass slammed against his prostate, hard, and Ronan came with a scream that was muffled by the tendril fucking his throat. His cock pulsed, erupting in thick ropes of cum that spattered across the deck below him. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through him, his ass clenching wildly around the invading tendrils, his whole body shaking with the force of it. The orgasm went on and on, milked by the relentless stroking and thrusting, until he thought he might actually pass out from the intensity.

Finally, it began to ebb. His body went limp in the restraints, twitching with aftershocks. The tendrils kept moving—the one in his mouth, the two in his ass—gentle now, almost soothing. His cock was still hard, still wrapped in that spiral of alien flesh, and even through the haze of post-orgasmic bliss, he could feel need building again.

The voice hummed with satisfaction. *Beautiful. But we are not finished, strong one. Not nearly finished.*

Ronan tried to speak around the tendril in his mouth, but all that came out was a muffled moan. The tendrils in his ass stroked his prostate again, and despite having just come harder than he ever had in his life, his body responded. He could feel himself opening further, relaxing into the penetration, and the realization sent a fresh wave of arousal through him.

He wanted more. Needed more. Needed to be filled completely, to be overwhelmed, to let go of every last shred of control and just feel.

"Please," he tried to say around the tendril fucking his mouth. It came out garbled, desperate. "More. Everything. Please."

*Yes,* the voice agreed. *I will give you everything.*

The tendrils began to move faster.



The tendrils lowered him slowly, and Ronan felt the warm surface of the warp console against his knees. His hands came down next, palms flat against the smooth metal. The console hummed beneath him, vibrating with the pulse of the warp core, and somehow that familiar sensation grounded him even as everything else spun out of control. He was positioned on all fours now, his back arched, his ass raised and exposed.

The tendrils wrapped around his wrists and ankles shifted, tightening their hold. They kept him in place—head down, ass up—and the vulnerability of the position made his spent cock twitch back to hardness. More tendrils coiled around his thighs, spreading them wider. He was completely open now, completely accessible, and the knowledge sent equal parts fear and anticipation crackling down his spine.

*Beautiful,* the voice murmured. *Now you will receive me fully.*

The smaller tendrils withdrew from his ass, sliding out with a slick sound that made him whimper at the sudden emptiness. But the emptiness didn't last. Through the bioluminescent haze, Ronan saw something moving toward him—something massive.

The central tentacle was easily three times the thickness of the ones that had been inside him. It glowed brighter than the others, pulsing with light that ran in waves from base to tip. The surface was ridged, lined with raised bumps that looked designed for exactly what was about to happen. It dripped with slick, thick drops falling to the deck, and Ronan's breath caught in his throat.

"That won't fit," he said, his voice hoarse. "It's too—"

*It will fit,* the voice assured him. *Your body was made for this. Made to be opened. Made to be filled and bred.*

The massive tentacle pressed against his entrance. Even just the tip felt impossibly wide, and Ronan's body clenched instinctively, trying to resist. The tentacle pushed harder, steady and relentless, and the burn of the stretch made him cry out. His fingers scrabbled against the console, looking for purchase, for anything to hold onto.

"Wait," he gasped. "Please, wait, I need—"

The tentacle pushed deeper. The burn intensified, walking the edge between pain and pleasure, and Ronan felt his body beginning to yield. The slick coating the tentacle helped, easing the way, but the stretch was overwhelming. He could feel himself opening, feel his body adjusting to accommodate the massive intrusion, and part of his mind couldn't believe it was happening.

*Take it,* the voice commanded, deeper now, rougher. *Take every thick inch, engineer. Let your body open for me.*

Another inch. Then another. The ridges dragged against his inner walls, and when one of them caught on his prostate, Ronan's entire body jerked. The pleasure was sharp enough to make him see stars, and his cock dripped precome onto the console beneath him.

"Fuck," he groaned. "Oh fuck, oh—"

*Open,* the voice growled. *Let me fill you. Let me breed this strong, fertile body. You were made to take my seed, to swell with our union.*

The words should have been ridiculous. Should have snapped him out of whatever spell had taken hold. Instead, they sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through him, and he felt his body relax, opening further. The tentacle slid deeper, and suddenly it was past the worst of the resistance, sinking into him in one long, smooth thrust that didn't stop until he was completely, impossibly full.

Ronan couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. The tentacle was buried so deep inside him that he could feel it in his guts, stretching him, claiming him. The ridges pressed against every sensitive spot, and when the tentacle shifted—just slightly—he made a sound he'd never made before, something between a sob and a moan.

*Perfect,* the voice breathed. *Now I will make you mine.*

The tentacle withdrew halfway, then slammed back in. Ronan screamed. The pleasure was intense enough to whiteout his vision. The tentacle began to move, fucking him with deep, powerful thrusts that rocked his entire body forward on the console. Each thrust hit his prostate dead-on, and the ridges dragged across it with devastating precision.

More tendrils joined the assault. They wrapped around his cock, stroking in perfect rhythm with the thrusts. Others coiled around his balls, tugging and squeezing. Two more found his nipples, pinching and twisting. One wrapped around his throat again, not choking but present, a reminder of his complete submission.

The sounds filling the chamber were obscene. The wet slap of the massive tentacle pounding into him. The slick slide of the smaller tendrils working his body. His own ragged moans and gasping breaths. The hum of the warp core beneath him seemed to match the rhythm, as if the ship itself was participating in his claiming.

*Yes,* the voice groaned in his mind. *Take it. Take all of it. Such a perfect vessel. Strong enough to hold everything I will give you.*

The pace increased. The tentacle fucked him harder, faster, each thrust going deeper than the last. Ronan's arms shook with the effort of holding himself up. Sweat poured down his face, dripped from his nose onto the console. His cock was iron-hard, pulsing in time with his racing heartbeat, and the pleasure building in his core felt nuclear—too much to contain, about to go critical.

"Please," he gasped. "Please, I can't, I'm going to—"

*Come for me,* the voice commanded. *Let me feel you break apart.*

The tendrils around his cock tightened and stroked hard, fast, merciless. The massive tentacle in his ass slammed against his prostate, and Ronan shattered. His orgasm ripped through him like a warp core breach, explosive and total. His ass clenched wildly around the invading girth, trying to pull it deeper, and his cock erupted, cum shooting across the console in thick ropes. He screamed, his voice breaking, his entire body convulsing with the force of it.

The alien roared in his mind—a sound of triumph and completion—and the massive tentacle buried itself to the hilt and held there. Ronan felt it swell inside him, felt it pulse, and then heat flooded his depths.

The cum was thick and hot, almost scalding. It came in powerful jets, each one accompanied by a pulse of the tentacle that made Ronan's body jerk. More and more, pumping into him in seemingly endless waves. His belly began to swell with the volume of it, and still it kept coming. He could feel it filling him completely, pushing into every space, and when there was no more room, it began to overflow.

Thick, creamy streams of glowing cum spilled from his stretched hole, running down his thighs, pooling on the console beneath him. The tentacle kept pulsing, kept filling him, and Ronan sobbed with the overwhelming sensation of it. He was full. Completely, utterly full. Marked inside and out, claimed in the most primal way possible.

Finally, the flow began to ease. The tentacle gave a few more shallow thrusts, fucking its cum deeper into him, then stilled. It remained buried inside him, keeping him plugged, and the smaller tendrils gentled their touch, stroking soothingly across his trembling body.

*Mine,* the voice whispered, satisfied and possessive. *Complete. Renewed.*

Ronan couldn't respond. Could barely think. His body was wrecked, trembling with aftershocks, and yet he felt something he hadn't felt in months—maybe years. A sense of peace. Of completion. Like some fundamental emptiness inside him had been filled, and not just physically.

The tentacle began to withdraw slowly, carefully. Cum gushed from his gaping hole as it pulled free, adding to the pool beneath him. His body felt loose, used, utterly spent. The tendrils lowered him gently until he was lying flat on the console, his cheek pressed against the warm metal.

Around him, the warp core pulsed steadily. No alarms. No emergencies. As if in claiming him, the alien presence had somehow stabilized everything that had been failing. Ronan's eyes drifted closed. The tendrils wrapped around him like a cocoon, warm and gentle, and the voice in his mind hummed a sound that might have been contentment.

*Rest now, strong one,* it murmured. *You are claimed. You are mine. You are whole.*

And despite everything—despite the impossibility of what had just happened, despite the cum still leaking from his ass and the complete violation of every regulation he'd ever sworn to uphold—Ronan found himself believing it.

He was whole.
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