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HnnnH?!

Aagh!

MnnnH!

“Enough of 
that! Go bugger 
someone else.”

These little brutes 
can be both cruel and 
crude. Totally lacking 
any empathy, stemming 

from the fact that 
they never really had 

to share before.

I've been led to 
believe that Yeetran 
Commissars are just 

insipid, cowardly minders 
the empire assigns to 
their warships. Your 

apparent  wilfulness is 
swaying my opinion.

What the... 
Where the 

hell do those 
things come 

from?

What they are? 
That I can not 

answer. Where they 
come from? That is 

relative. Here, 
there, everywhere.
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They need to wear 
suits, so they can't 

breathe in our 
atmosphere?

“Suits? The anthropo-
morphic containments? 

They don't need to 
breathe at all.”

Don't bother yourself 
with matters that will 
have little bearing on 
your current circum-

stances, Commissar Natis. 
This I'll say; it's better 
that they're in those 

suits than out, for all 
our sakes.

You can call 
me Dr. Hess 
by the way.

“I don't think 
you'll be needing 

those restraints.”

Come, come. 
You would not 

want to be here 
should they 

return.

The crew of 
The Zola, the 

Commander. What 
have you done 

with them?

Those 
that survived 

have been 
reassigned.

Reassigned?
Aren't you 

afraid that I'll 
try to escape.

“You'll see.”

Containment?                  
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Escape? You're welcome 
to try. As you can see 

from the window, we are 
not on a planet and we 

have no ships capable of 
leaving this system.

That world down there 
is Biofaux 7. An ancient 

genetic weapons research 
planet of the fabled 

Thelessians, the first 
empire builders. Escape to 
there only guarantees an 

unimaginably horrific 
death.

“There is of course 
the martyr’s option, 
but I don't think you 

have that in you.”

“There you see are 
some of your ship-

mates. Their function 
as crew members 

have ended.”

“Believe it or 
not, there is a 
booming market 
for re-purposed 
Yeetrians among 
the Successor 

races.”

“The apparent 
sturdiness of 

Yeetrian bodies are 
well appreciated. 
Let me show you 

something.”

“Now they are 
being re-purposed 
for roles better 
suited to their 

natural traits.”
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You've seen 
the crew of 
The Zola.

Behind here 
you'll find... “...Your Commander. 

She was the first 
to be interrogated.”

“Her strength of 
character helped us 

calibrate our systems 
for faster data 

extraction.”

“It took some fine 
tuning, but it was 
worth the effort.”

“She's now been 
re-purposed.”

“I took this opportunity 
to manipulate her pain and 

pleasure receptors so 
they can work in unison.”

“Now pain and 
pleasure combine 
into an intricate 
ballet of sensa-

tions.”
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 I'd like to make some post 
operation comparisons but 
her unaltered state was 

not thoroughly documented 
and the process is not 

reversible.

Release 
her!

Aargh!
 Why should 
I do that?

Feel this?

If you don't 
release her, what I 
will do to you will 
not be reversible.

“Where on earth 
could you have 
possibly hidden 

that?”

“Very well.”

“I really 
don't see how 
this will end 
well for you, 
Commissar.”

We'll find our way 
out. A ship this big 
must have a way 
into hyperspace.

Commander, 
get up.

I can't tell if 
those tears are 

from pain or 
pleasure, maybe 

both.
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“Commander Zeina, 
are you alright?”

Na- Natis?

Commissar Natis, 
this is not a ship. 
We do not travel 

anywhere.

Then how did 
we get here, 

Hess?

Long range 
communications, 
you must have 

that?

Yes, that we 
have. Will you be 
calling for help, 

Commissar?

Weapons. Are 
there weapons 
we can use?

Natis.

Agh! 
What are 
You... NO!
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Commander, Let 
go! I'm trying to 
get us out. We 
need to escape. 

Ack!

I did mention 
that she had been 

re-purposed. I 
guess I failed to 
explain what that 

implies. 

But you gave me 
little choice. I'd like 
to be more precise,  
maintain as much of 

your distinct person-
ality as possible.

“But eradicate 
superfluous traits 
that inhibit sensual 

functionality.”

“I find it ironic 
that for a people so 
violently opposed to 
their sensual nature 

are so uniquely 
hardwired for carnal 

pleasures.”

You speak of 
the enforcer caste, 

we're from the 
science caste's 

explorers guild.

“Ah, the little 
known intricacies 
of the Yeetrian 

social classes. We 
should explore 
this further.”

I was hoping 
you would be a more 
willing subject as I 
refine the process. 
I did not want to 
resort to this.
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AAh!

Noo!!!
AAAIEEh!!!

This device will 
enhance all the 
nerves of the 

female clitoris, The 
entire clitoris and 

not just the 
vestigial bud.

“Time to unlearn the 
purpose of flesh. It 
would be appropriate 

for you to scream 
now.”

Nap times 
over, Bitch.

Wakey-wakey, 
my Yeetrian 

honey.
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Why are you 
doing this? It is 
imperative that 
we proceed with 

our mission.

And what 
mission is 

that?

The Restoration 
have taken our 
most advance... 

Wait!

Where is Karl 
Rothe? I have vital 
information for him 
alone. Your not... 
Who are you?

Xan, his confidant, 
fuck-mate and systems 
troubleshooter. Oh, 

and I also saved your 
ass from a reckless, 

dumbshit mass 
transfer.

And until we're 
sure you're not 
some sleeper 

assassin, you'll 
stay right there, 

Honey.

Assassin?
 No! I'm an analyst 
and data collator. 
I specialize in FTL 

reactors.
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You dispatched 
five men, dressed as 

you are, without 
weapons and you're 

not an assassin. 
Really now.

That's not possible, 
I'm not trained for that level 
of combat. I have no affiliation 
in any of the fighting guilds. 

I'm Commander Lhuun from the 
Executive Caste, Administrative 

Guild. 

I'm a bureaucrat. My 
commander designation is 
purely honorary when I 
was reassigned to an 

intelligence wing.

 Anything regarding 
“Intelligence” falls under 

the supervision of the 
Yeetrian Enforcer Caste as 
well as all the Specialized 

Killer Guilds. Would you like 
to reconsider your 

statement?

“What...? How 
would you know 

this?”

Everything is just 
under the surface 
with you. I'll need 

to coax it out.

What are 
you going 

to do?

Isn't it fuckin' 
obvious. This 
ain’t quantum 

Physics.

You and I 
are about to 
get intimate.
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Aagh!

AAh!

Open Trans-dimensional 
Communication link. Encryp-
tion entanglement protocol 

active.

Agh! 
Stop!

Really?

I Haven't 
broken a 
sweat yet.

Please, 
Stop!
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Hnnn...

HAh!

AAh!

I Guess 
you’re 
ready...

“Let’s see what’s 
really in that 
pretty little 

head of yours.”
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“There's still substantial 
resistance. I’m accessing a 

few surface details but 
nothing of import. I haven't 

seen anything like this 
before.”

“Coming out unscathed from 
a 17 point matter transfer is 
obviously no fluke for you. 

Memory profiles are literally 
being reconstructed and 

randomized at will. But you're 
not a machine are you?”

“No, I would have 
sensed that even at the 

molecular level.”

Well, you give me 
no choice. We'll be 
using this thing. I 
new it would be 

useful someday.

S-stop! I can't 
take this anymore. 
What do you want 

me to say?

I don't need you to 
say anything. Just 
open your mind and 

this will all be 
over.
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AAAh!!!AAAh!!!

AAh!

Open my... Ah! 
I don't... Ah!

We tried it 
the easy 

way.

“Now we do 
the hard.”

No 
Please!

If it's any 
consolation, 

This hurts for 
me too.

I should warn 
you. If you turn 

out to be a 
threat...

“That thing 
will kill 
you...”

“And not in 
a quick and 
painless 

way.”
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AAAh!!!

AAh!
No! St...

AAh!

“Resist all you 
want. I got all day.”

Finally! Despite 
your outward 

appearance, you are 
a cagey little cunt.

Hmm... The Zola, 
mark5 reactor, 

trans-dimensional 
drive.

A hypergate 
generator! The 
Yeetrians have 

reached that level 
of technology?

But what is 
that? She’s 

pulling me in?!

Huh? A 
subconscious 
environmental 
construct. Why 
would you have 
one of these?
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She can't be doing 
this. She's too busy 
processing all that 

sensory input to 
possibly generate 

this.

Stop poking 
around. You 
shouldn't 
be here!

You've got all 
the necessary 

information that 
you need, now get 
the fuck out of 

our head!

Aw, Fuck!
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HnnH?!

AAh!

Aw-AW! 
Burnt it right 
to the skin.

“Well? Is she 
going to be a 

problem?”

She's essentially 
harmless. More like a 

librarian than an 
operative. Except for... 

She has a Sylty. A 
Symbiotic Personality 

Construct. It's 
Eutronian technology.

Eutronian?

“<Sigh!> Don't ask.  As 
long as her mission is 
not compromised, it 

stays quiet.”

I'm really 
pissed right 

now. I'm going 
to fuck her.

“I guess you 
could. You are 
part of her 
mission.”

Is that so? 
How much 

pain can she 
take?

“She's 
Yeetrian. So, 
quite a lot.”
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AAh!!!

No!

Good to 
know.

Join in. This 
one could be 
a handful.

Shouldn't 
I be at the 

helm?

We're now in well 
navigated interstellar 
space. The automatic 
pilot can handle that. 

Just follow the 
beacons.

We'll be 
arriving at the 
Outremer's 

Outposts in a 
few hours.

“The Outremer Slavers 
have a morbid taste for 

Yeetrian flesh.”
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It has to be there. 
It has a hub connection 
running through much 
of the complex. But we 
can't pin point it unless 

she tunes in.

We should be 
focusing on our 

mission. I will tell you 
this. The consequence 

of failure is 
unimaginably 
catastrophic.

And can you 
please give me 
some clothes!

You won't be needing 
clothes where you're 
going. And you should 

have told me Brielle was 
dead. She wired me the 

credits but your 
assassins are still out 

for my head.

Dead?! 
She's not 

dead.

Could 
Brielle 

still be...?

All I saw was 
an energy flash with 

the intensity of a 
supernova. They say 

you can survive a 
nuclear detonation if 

you hide inside a 
refrigeration unit. But 
I wouldn't fuckin' bet 

my life on it.

She can't be. 
There was just 

the flash 
before...

The transfer 
beam overload... 
no. No one could 

survive that, 
could they?

But our 
mission. She 

was depending 
on us.

She'll tune in, 
she can't help 
but watch the 

show.
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Oh, The mission is 
a go. But on our 

terms. Believe it or 
not, I do understand 
the true gravity of 
the situation far 
more than you do.

You'll need to 
put this in. It's a 

transmission device, 
tracker, com hub 

tracer and a bunch of 
other staff I can't 
recall since I lost 

the manual.

Hold on, 
Hold on!

 I saw your little 
transmission 

thingy and it was 
nowhere near that 

big. That's not 
going to fit.

It has 
more 

features.

You'll need to 
turn around and 

bend over.

<Gulp!>

This goes in 
anally, by the 

way.

Look, Yeetrians 
heal fast, but we 
feel just as much 

pain as any one 
else.

 The lower intestine 
is 1.5 metres long 
so your bowels 

have more room for 
it. Don't worry. Once 

inside the body, it 
disassembles and 
assimilates itself.

“But going in, 
that's another 

story.”

 “It will be 
undetectable, 
you won't even 
feel it's there.”

Cry me 
river, will 

you.
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Alright, 
relax that 
sphincter.

Aw! I told 
you. it's way 
too big. Ah!

Come on! Can you 
back up a little so I 
can put my weight on 

it?

Ah! This 
is stupid.

For the love 
of... Xan, what 
are you doing?

Just having 
some anatomical 

issues.

I honestly 
doubt any amount 
of lubrication will 

work. <Spitew!>

XAN, In all my 
years, I haven't 
found a thing...

”...I couldn't 
shove up a 

Yeetrian’s butt.”

Maybe it is 
too big. I can 

purchase another 
in the black mar...

Spit 
on it.

Really?
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Aagh!Aagh!

All it requires 
is accuracy and a 
decent amount...

...of force. 
With or without 
lubrication.

How far in does 
this need to go?

S-Stop!
 I'm not.. Ah! A 
Hand puppet!

“So, that's what 
it looks like 

form this end.”

How far, 
Xan?

Groan!

What? 
Oh, you're good. It 
only needs to get 

pass the sphincter. 

You don't have 
to... Wait, did I 
remember to 
turn it on?
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She appears to be your 
average Yeetrian. Pretty 
face, big tits. Typical of 

her kind's genetic matrix. 
Why her? Why this?

There’s something more 
beyond the surface. An 
indomitable spirit that 
I don't encounter very 

often.

Then just 
mindwipe her and 
install a defiant 

memory 
construct.

But that defeats 
the purpose. I'm 

looking for 
uniqueness.

Uniqueness? From 
Yeetrians? In their 

Breeding facilities, they 
grow millions of these 
every day. How can that 

produce uniqueness.

“True that. Until they 
rebelled of course. Mind 
you, we too were bred.”

They merely followed 
our example. We're 

Eutronians, the warrior 
elite. We enforced 

Thelessian rule. It 
was only a matter of 
time before we threw 

off our shackles.

“And brought 
chaos in our 

wake.”

They were bred as 
whores for frontier 

space, before the time of 
advance radiation 

shielding. They took the 
place of real human 

females in under 
developed colonies.

Being fucked and 
subjected to all 
manner of sexual 

perversions is their 
sole purpose.
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MnnnH!

Chaos? Some 
would call it self 

determination.

“Warrior elite we were. 
Yet a band of well bred 
whores defeated us.”

We were 
outnumbered.

“Numbers count little 
against tactics. During 

the short period of 
Eutronian rule, they 
bided their time and 

learned how to fight 
and defeat us.”

They even 
brought a 

semblance of 
order in the 

chaos after the 
succession. 

Their methods were 
as draconian as 

ours, but it served 
them well.

I want her memories 
of freedom and self 
determination intact.

That is what's 
missing. Something 
re-purposing can 

never achieve, 
Authenticity. and 
that is what our 

benefactor 
craves.

 To have the 
crystal clear 

knowledge of what 
was taken away.

 and to truly 
understand the 

burden of 
forced 

subservience.
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HnnnH!

UnnnH!

Mmnnff!

Unnnf!

“Now to override her 
motor functions.”

“She'll only have 
limited control of 

her own body.”

“We have 
control.”

Any word, every 
command we 

utter she must 
listen and obey.

And she will 
have conscious 
knowledge of it 

all.

“Now, for the 
hyper-sensitizaton.”

“Our benefactor... 
Associate should be able 

to sense her unique 
anguish through the 

stream of sensations we 
indulge him with.”

“He would take notice 
of her presence. Her's 
would be undiluted.”
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MnnnH!

“Hess, before you finish. 
I wish to test the 

vaunted healing powers 
of the Yeetrian.” “Initiate 

surgical 
laser!”

“This is unwise. 
It will ruin the 

product.”

“I only wish to see how 
quickly she can ameliorate. 
They say with her kind, the 

sexual organs are the 
quickest to mend.”

Halt the beam. 
Our Associate is 

stirring.

He senses her. The 
humiliation, the misery, 
the pain, the fear, the 
conflict within. Potent 
and robust. How will 

he react?

“He is gathering! 
Aggregating more of 

himself into our 
plane.”

“What is 
happening?”

“Look!”

“I believe, my dear. 
We have provoked a 

reaction.”

“He is 
aroused!”
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AAh!

AAAh!!!AAAh!!!

“Well, this 
isn't going 

well.”
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Mmnnff!

Such 
waste.

You think? This 
over indulgence 
is destroying 
all my work.

“Wait, 
Look!”

It's 
forming.

“Forming 
What?!”

And it’s Outside the 
anthropomorphic 

containments. 
Before, it was just 
the extremities.

“I think we have 
reached the next 

phase.”

“If this is the 
next phase. What 

would be the 
final phase?”
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Final phase? 
Entropy. Two 

infinitely Massive 
objects cannot 
occupy the same 

space at the same 
time.

Entropy!
 The other members 
of the Restoration 

can not possibly 
agree to such a 

thing.

Agree or disagree. 
The process had 

started long before 
we brought the 

Associate into the 
equation. Entropy is 

inevitable.

What we 
offered them was 
the possibility of 

lifting the 
Yeetrian yoke.

“In the face of 
desperation. They will 
cling to any source of 
hope, no matter how 

illusory.”

“But they were not 
misled. We did not 
give them false 

hope.”

“What we 
offer is real 
and tangible.”

“Only the ultimate 
outcome is not what 

they imagine.”

© DOFANTASY.COM



“The longer the 
Associate stays in our 
plane, the greater his 
corporeal hold will 

be.”

“It won't be long before he is 
untether by the limitations of 
our machines. When that day 
comes, we will be able to 

strike everywhere at once.”

You interest him, 
Yeetrian. Offer 

yourself to him if 
you desire to 
remain intact.

“You won’t 
get another 

chance.”

“Be prepared to 
transcend. It will 

no doubt be 
excruciating.”
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Stop!
 Meat 

inspection. What the...?

Gotta 
confiscate your 
expired cargo.

You've 
got to be 

shitting me.

Move out 
of the way, 

Slut. I got a 
permit to 
use this.

Fuck, 
fuck!
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“Let's open her 
up, shall we?” Oh, She's not 

going to like this 
part. Yeetrians died 

in the millions 
fighting against 

this.

She has no 
choice. It's 
her mission.

Well, I'm not 
the one who’s 
going to break 

it to her.

“She'll have to 
give it her all, 
impersonating a 
newly acquired 
slavegirl.”

“Shouldn't be 
too hard. 

Yeetrans were 
initially bred 

for this.“

Huh... What? 
You can't expect 

me to... No! 
Absolutely not. 

I won't!

Special 
Delivery!

Manifest?
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Something's 
wrong. It 

doesn't match 
our copy.

She appears 
shorter and 
the breasts 
are bigger.

Take the 
mask off.

Not right at 
all. Our order 

manifest 
certifies for 
a red head.

This here 
is a blond.

If you check the previous 
request page, there's 

standing priority order for 
an authentic Yeetrian 

slavegirl of no particular 
type. Very hard to come by. 
So as soon as one became 
available it superseded the 

previous order.

I see.

We'll have to 
make a thorough 
inspection for 
tracers and 

trackers. Specially 
those that have 

organic blending 
properties.
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HnnnH!

If there's 
something 
hidden, this 
will pull it 
right out.

No need, 
Boys.

I came down 
as soon as I 

heard a 
Yeetrian was 

in stock.

I wanted to see 
for myself those 

much vaunted 
properties I've 
heard so much 

about.

They say no matter 
how much you fuck 

a Yeetrian, they 
remain in pristine 

state.

I Would 
like to 

test that.

And there is 
the matter 
of taste.

It’s been 
rumoured that 
Yeetrians have 

a hint of 
nectar.
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UngH?!

AAh!

She's the real 
deal. Bring 

her up.

Just sign the 
release form and 
I'll take her up to 
your special room.

“Special room? 
Ha ha ha! 

Funny, you.”

Female couriers 
are rare in these 

parts and none in my 
service. Boys take 

care of this- 
Whoever she is.

“Find out what 
she knows. Who 
she works for.”

“And be especially 
thorough.”
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HnnnH!

Aagh!

Noo!!!

Wha-what are 
you going to do 

with me?

"Besides the 
fuckin’ obvious. 
Better you not 

ask."

"It'll be a little 
less painful if you 

cooperated."
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AAh!

No!No!

AAAIEEh!!!

This!
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Agh!

You're likely 
contemplating on 

escape. Taking into 
account the obvious 
diminutive stature of 

your captors.

“Best you forget 
such notions. 

We’re not what 
we appear.”

“I'm an old veteran of the 
Coderian Campaigns, fought in 
every theater. The forgotten 
wars of the early Succession 
Period. Back then, they needed 

to pack as many troops as 
possible into their 

dropships.”

if those odds don't 
dissuade you. We 

have other ways of 
instilling compliant 

behaviour.

I don't mind adding 
a few more wall 

fixtures. They make 
great conversation 

starters. 

Come, come! 
It's not polite 

to stare.

And These 
fellows? Well, I 
really don't know 
what they are. But 
they're remarkably 
strong, resilient 

and lethal.

So they 
engineered 

smaller 
soldiers like 

myself.
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“Consider yourself 
lucky. When dealing 

with stubborn slaves, 
most would rather cut 
their loses and toss a 

girl into a coin 
operated servicing 
module until she 

expires.”

“I find that a few 
days of solitude 
can do wonders.”

“I'm a patient man. I take the 
time and effort to acclimate 
the girls to a life of sexual 
servitude. And none of that 
re-purposing bullshit. The 
buffoons. They might as well 

buy a sexbot.”

“Sometimes, just 
several hours a day 
of vigorous poking is 
all it takes to bring 
about an improved 

attitude.”

But I do make the 
occasional mistake of 
trusting a friend to 

unload his fresh 
stocks.

“And I wind 
up with 
this.”

“She's classified as 
Yeetrian. But in truth 
is just a fast healing, 
run of the mill, basic 

frontier slut.”

“Frontier sluts 
are stupid, hardy 

and cheap.”
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“Damaged goods. 
Can't resell them. 
So I use her for 

show.”

“I prefer the Synthetics 
for this type of work. 

They can keep on fucking 
for months without need 

of rest.”

“They run the 
bitch ragged.”

“When they turn up 
the heat, she can 
really put out a 

scream.”

“So I had to her 
gagged. Sound 
travels here.”

“Alright. Give 
her a rest, 

boys.”

Care to take 
her spot?
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Aah!?

Agh!

“Get over 
here.”

The Slut here will 
get to watch for a 

change. She may 
even participate in 

the fun later.

This will be you 
first initiation. One 
of many. Take your 
position. Please!

“We'll have to 
establish your 
specific pain and 

pleasure 
threshold.”

“Don't pull 
away. Rest 
your cunny 
right on 
there.”

“There you 
go. Not so 
bad, Eh?”
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Ulgk!

“Open that 
mouth and 
watch your 

teeth.”

”It helps if you 
can unhinge 
your jaw.”

“Oh, look. You have 
an audience. You've 
peaked someone's 

interest.” 

“Let's not 
disappoint 
shall we.”

“Who do you work 
for? You're clearly 

not from this 
sector.”

What? 
Nobody.

Tell us now,
 tell us later. Makes 
no big difference to 
us. But it will mean a 
whole lot of pain for 
you, the longer you 

hold out.
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HnnnH!

No!No!

AAAIEEh!!!AAAIEEh!!!

“I guess you 
know where 

this is going.”

“If you liked 
that, you'll like 
this even more.”

No, 
Please! 
Don't!

SIGNAL 
TRIANGULATION 

COMPLETE. TARGET 
LOCATION VERIFIED.

About 
time.
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Mmnnff!

MnhF!

?!

Nice and 
tight. But 
maybe a 

little too 
tight.

Come here, 
Slut. Let me 

see that.

Needs 
A change of 
Attachment.

“Go over there 
and work that 
ass of hers.”

“Go on. Bugger 
her like your own 
ass depends on it.”

“Get her to cum in 
five minutes. Or 
you'll learn the 

meaning of a Full 
burn Nelson.”
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The Proto
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