
        
            
                
            
        

    Gabrielle and the Leviathan


 




 

The quiet hum of the engines filled the darkened compartment and the only source of illumination came from one of the lit computer terminals. A console of green and tawny lights blinked sporadically, casting alternating gold and emerald hues across the control room. There was an air of quiet despite the steady thrum of the converter, slowly but surely changing the meta-stable metallic hydrogen into gas before it was burned. Four chairs were arranged around the control room, one at each station, but only the position at the master engineering board was occupied.


 

She was blond and her regulation French braid kept her golden locks tight against her head. The artificial gravity field would have brought her hair almost all the way down to a point between her shoulders, but like most space faring vessels, it was almost a religion that everything was either tied down or secured. Zero G was nothing to laugh about and floating through a veritable cloud of debris during an emergency was not fun. Neither was trying to hold on during a pressure hull breach while thousands of small objects pelted you from above.


 

Straight backed, she kept a close eye on the monitor board. She enjoyed working the third shift. Her job was simple. Inventory the various tools stored in the control room and monitor the main engineering console for problems. Anything major was handled by informing the on-duty bridge officer and then waking the chief engineer. It was an important responsibility and she had been pleased when she was selected for it. Once more she glanced at the board. Everything was in the green and she settled back into her chair, slowly pouring over an engineering manual on one of the side screens. Perhaps during her next cruise she could get promoted to Engineering Mate, rather than one of the lowest grades of engineering crew. 


 

She fidgeted in the ship suit, a solid one piece gray coverall that zipped all the way from her collar, down the front, between the legs and half way up the back. While sounding uncomfortable, in reality it served rather well. Using the restroom was dramatically easier and the suit’s built in protection shielded the wearer from stray radioactive isotopes, gamma rays, and even stabilized temperature. It could even serve for a limited time as a pressure suit. It was the perfect apparel for shipboard duty and if Amber had selected a rather tight fitting size, it wasn’t due to a vain or self-conscious attitude, but a genuine desire to fit her lithe body into an appropriately contoured uniform. A small sensor bundle was woven into the material just above her left breast, a spot which also sported her rank.


 

Suddenly a sound came from the elevator shaft and Amber stiffened in her seat, trying to look studious and professional. She heard the telltale whine of the lifter field cushioning the elevator and then the normal hiss of the doors told her she was no longer alone.


 

“Hey Amber,” a soft voice said from the doorway. Amber looked up from the main engineering station and saw another tightly fitting ship suit in the doorway. She grinned as Lori came into the control room, shaking out her long brown hair. It was definitely a violation of regulation, but Amber knew that Lori was off duty and frequently bent the rules when it was unlikely that an officer would find out. As it was, Amber knew that the ship’s executive officer, Rebecca, wouldn’t do her rounds for a few more hours. 


 

“Hi Lori. What are you doing down here this late?” Amber asked curiously as Lori sauntered in. They had both worked together on the second shift before Amber had been promoted, ostensibly with a pay bonus, to the solo third shift. Their friendship had just begun to get interesting when it was nipped in the bud and Amber had felt the loss rather disconcerting. 


 

Lori walked over to the control station and laid one hand on Amber’s shoulder. The touch was light and almost a caress. “I came to see if you needed anything sweetie, maybe keep you company for a little bit?”


 

Amber laughed. “I’m good. I’ve got one of the updated manuals on the transfer conduit control system and after that I can read the field system control manual,” she said brightly.


 

Lori shook her head and clicked her tongue. With a little push she turned the chair Amber was sitting in so that rather than facing the indicator console, the blond girl’s knees were touching Lori’s thighs. 


 

“Isn’t that boring?” Lori asked, leaning forward slightly, her face getting closer to Amber. The little blond blinked as the large and dark brown globes of Lori’s incredible eyes glittered inches away and Amber could smell the scented strawberry lipstick that she knew Lori favored. Amber swallowed, but then twisted her head to look at the console again.


 

“Uh… no. I mean… it’s… I’m… I should be…” Amber said, stuttering, but the words seemed to melt away as Lori let her finger glide down Amber’s cheek. The little blond stiffened slightly and let out a tiny moan. 


 

“Hush now, Amber” Lori’s fingers slid down the blond girl’s neck and across her shoulders, only to come back in at the nape of Amber’s throat. Slowly the zipper tab was pulled downward, opening Amber’s suit.


 

The exposure seemed to snap Amber out of her sexually induced haze. “Wait! I mean… we CAN’T, Lori! Not here! I’m on duty!” Amber said roughly, pulling away slightly. Lori let out an impatient sound and straightened. Her fingers found the zipper of her own ship suit and pulled. Seconds later tanned brown skin showed clear and Amber could only gape at the bare expanse before her. Lori had elected not to wear anything underneath the ship suit; something that, while not forbidden, was definitely discouraged. Even earth under things were better than going naked and the captain had made it clear that she preferred everyone to wear the issued support bra and briefs that had been handed out at signing. 


 

Lori pulled open the suit and Amber got her first look at Lori’s breasts. They were huge, capped with dark pink nipples that seemed to be in perfect contrast to the dusky skin and curled chocolate colored hair. The parted ship suit seemed like an opening curtain revealing the incredible curves and perfect skin to Amber’s eyes. Down past Lori’s belly there was a tiny trimmed sliver of hair, more stubble really, before the perfectly smooth petals of Lori’s shaven slit came into view. Amber let out another gasp. Lori was wet, dramatically wet, the glistening moisture of her arousal not only visually apparent, but aromatically as well. Amber could almost taste Lori’s need. The brunette woman leaned forward again, this time pushing her exposed breasts against Amber’s face, practically force feeding one of the soft and perfect mounds into the little blonde’s mouth. For a fraction of a second Amber resisted, but then it was just too much. She suckled the soft flesh, running her tongue over the nipple, smitten with the texture and flavor of Lori’s skin. She didn’t realize that Lori was pulling the zipper tab of her ship suit downward until her own bosom burst free of the restraining material, only to be caught short by a the rather bland elastic breast band issued as part of the uniform. 


 

Lori clicked her tongue against her teeth. “Oh for shame, Amber. I expected something a little sexier from you.” The metal zipper opened lower and pulled away from Lori’s questing lips. One of Lori’s nipples glistened with wetness from Amber’s mouth and the brunette knelt down between Amber’s legs, pulling the ship suit zipper down until Amber spread her thighs, giving the stunning brunette access. 


 

“Oh… now this is so much better!” Lori exclaimed. A thin layer of cotton covered Amber’s sex, an alternating white and blue striped set of panties. The small triangle of material barely covered Amber’s sex and the scent of the blond girl’s arousal mingled with Lori’s. The brunette reached forward and ran her nail down the center of the cotton covering, eliciting a hip rocking thrust from the blonde girl. Lori worked the zipper even lower until it curled up behind Amber. A lifted leg and a quick twist in the seat exposed Amber’s back side and the zipper moved even farther, coming to rest in the small of Amber’s back. She settled back down in the chair, slipping forward as Lori’s head came forward. Fingers moved aside the damp panties and Amber, totally intoxicated by Lori’s seduction, moaned loudly as the first electric touch of Lori’s tongue slipped through her petals and then dabbed against her clit.


 

Amber had never before felt anything like it. She was no stranger to self-pleasure. What girl on an all female crewed ship didn’t know the sensation of her own fingers slipping through that secret vault? But to have Lori’s tongue lapping at her clit, slipping through the petals, was so different and new for Amber that she couldn’t help herself. She spread her legs farther and lifted her ass up from the chair. Two fingers penetrated as Lori continued to work Amber’s clit and the cute blond was soon gasping, her hands moving from Lori’s hair to her own exposed body. The elastic band covering her breasts was yanked up and the hardened nipples of Amber’s bosom were exposed to the air. Amber pinched each nub, twisting them as her body’s needs overwhelmed all other considerations.


 

But Lori wasn’t quite ready to let her cum, not like that. With a grin, she pulled away from her gasping fellow engineering crew member and leaned far across the room to pull one of the tools from the nearby rack. It was a sonic wrench and she brought it back to where Amber was twitching in sexual apoplexy. With a grin, she turned on the wrench to its lowest setting and brought the socket up between Amber’s legs.


 

Had Amber’s eyes been open, she no doubt would have objected, unsure of what would happen. She had used sonic wrenches hundreds of times, but never had she had one applied to her clit! There was this amazing sensation of both buzzing and static electricity, a faint but delightful prickling, and then her clit seemed to vibrate and turn as if someone were rubbing it with the lightest touches. The feeling was beyond anything she had ever felt. It was even better than Lori’s tongue. She stiffened in her seat, lifting up. She felt Lori’s fingers thrust into her again, only to have one slip out and move to her other opening. The brunette slipped her forefinger into Amber’s ass while her thumb drove into the wide opening of Amber’s womanhood. And through it all the sonic wrench continued its maddening caress.


 

Just as Amber stiffened and was about to cum, Lori pulled the wrench away and once more brought her mouth down upon Amber’s sensitive clitoris. The wrench was raised and Lori pressed the tool against Amber’s exposed left nipple. As expected, the sonic field agitated the little tip, twisting and vibrating the pink button as Amber began trembling. Lori sucked harder, stabbing at Amber’s clit with her tongue.


 

The sound of the elevator was unmistakable and both women stiffened in alarm. Amber reacted first, pushing Lori out from between her legs even as the sonic wrench dropped to the floor. Lori stood and then darted away, slipping out of sight into a niche in the engineering access doorway. Amber stood, her sex literally dripping as she struggled to grasp the zipper at the small of her back. As it was, she barely had managed to get it down to the crack of her ass when the elevator doors whisked open and the executive officer and the captain herself waltzed onto the engineering deck.


 

There was an awkward moment as both older women looked at Amber. The poor girl had frozen, her ship suit still completely open, her bared breasts, wet slit, and glistening thighs completely in view. Her cheeks turned scarlet and her hands dropped down to her crotch as the XO glanced down at the fallen sonic wrench. It was fairly clear that both women had at least an inkling of what was going on.


 

“Get that suit zipped up, Crewman!” snapped the XO, an outraged look on her face as the Captain looked on with a stone cold expression. Amber nodded, tears already forming in her eyes as she struggled to zip up her suit. With her panties back in place and the elastic band covering her breasts, she brought the zipper up the front of her body, setting it into place under her chin. 


 

The executive officer approached and bent down, picking up the sonic wrench. She handed it to Amber. “Put this back in the tool cradle, immediately.” The XO’s crimson hair seemed to match her temper, tightly confined in the regulation French braid. Amber swallowed hard, nodding, and took the offered tool. It was quickly returned to the tool rack and Amber almost ran back to her duty post. 


 

The Captain was examining some of the various consoles that lined the walls of the engineering control room. Her hair was cut short, a curious mixture of brown and gray that gave her an unusual look of both aged wisdom and youthful exuberance, combined with the body of a thirty year old woman. Her angular face was impassive and the few times Amber had spoken with the captain, her impression had been one of cool calm. It was the XO’s fiery reprimands every one feared. But on the rare occasions that one of the ship’s regulations had been willfully violated, the captain had been cold hearted and ordered the expected lashing without pity or mercy. 


 

Amber quaked, her heart thumping.


 

“Crewman Amber, I’d like an explanation,” said the captain, still facing away from the trembling and frightened blond. “Your position on this vessel is one of major importance and I find it disturbing that you would willfully disregard your responsibilities. In fact, I find it odd considering the above average performance your evaluation reports have highlighted. Would you care to explain yourself?” 


 

Amber licked her lips, struggling with her explanation. Should she tell them about Lori, who was hiding from them only a few feet away? She took a deep shuddering breath and then decided against it. What good would it do to get both of them punished? It didn’t matter did it? She had allowed Lori to touch her, to lick her, to make love to her, hadn’t she? She had forgotten her basic duties! She hung her head as the tears began to pour down her cheeks.


 

“I have no excuse, Captain Jennifer. I’m sorry.”


 

It was Rebecca who stared at her incredulously. “So you’re saying you just decided that now was a good time to take a sonic wrench to your sorry cunt and give yourself relief?” 


 

Amber cringed at the crudity but she nodded. The XO snarled something and turned away. Amber stood there at attention. The captain finished her circuit of the room, making sure that nothing was wrong with the engine systems. Finally she turned toward the XO.


 

“Rebecca, you will relieve Crewman Amber at her post until I can have another engineering crewman assigned. It will be about twenty or so minutes. Sorry.”


 

Rebecca dipped her head, her tight crimson braid bobbing. “Certainly Captain.”


 

“As for you, Crewman Amber. You will report topside to the punishment square, to remain there until first shift for captain’s mast.”


 

The color drained from Amber’s face. She had expected it, but to actually hear the Captain’s words was like ice being forced through her veins. She actually trembled. “Yes Ma’am” she whispered, shaking like a leaf. She licked her lips and then headed for the elevator. The door slid open and she stepped into it, letting it take her upward toward the main deck and her looming punishment.


 

Captain Jennifer looked over at her XO. “I’m a little surprised at Amber. She seemed so level headed. This isn’t going to go well.” The captain let out a deep sigh. 


 

“She made her choice, captain.” Rebecca said. She went to one of the storage cubbies and pulled out a cleaning kit. She returned to the center station console and began wiping down the seat. It still had quite a bit of Amber’s personal lubrication coating the plastic. The captain merely watched.


 

“Captain, how did you want to handle that cargo problem?” Rebecca asked as she swabbed away the last of Amber’s arousal. The XO tossed the cleaning kit into the nearest incinerator chute and sat down at the control station, checking the various readouts and displays.


 

Captain Jennifer sighed and crossed her arms across her ample breasts. Despite her silver shot hair, she was still a beautiful and attractive woman. The captain seemed to think a bit more and then sighed. 


 

“I suppose if we’re to ensure that the crew get’s paid, we’ll have to keep the Leviathan alive.”


 

The XO gave the captain a hard stare. “You know what that means.”


 

The captain nodded. “I know. I’m not pleased about it. I’d do it myself or ask for volunteers…”


 

Rebecca shook her head. “There are only eight crewmen on board with the appropriate blood type. You can’t do it. Neither can I.”


 

The captain suddenly let out an explosive breath and slammed her fist into one of the metal bulkheads. It popped loudly and she shook her head. “This whole deal sucks. Never again will I be willing to provide transport for living creatures. This whole thing stinks. When Suuki briefed you on the process, did she explain why it had to be like this?”


 

Rebecca nodded. “Evidently the enzymes produced are a sort of catalyst for the Leviathan’s feeding. Their home waters have those enzymes in abundance, but in order for them to be transported, fresh compliments have to be generated, and they can’t be synthetic.” The XO grimaced in distaste. “I don’t like forcing a crewman to do this.”


 

The captain nodded. “It can’t be helped though. See if you can get volunteers first. We only have to get through four more days. Select them randomly and if you have trouble with motivation, you can offer a courage bonus to them for each feeding they’re willing to undertake. Four damn days.” The captain shook her steel gray hair. “I’ll send you some relief. I’ll need to go prepare the charges for the captain’s mast.”


 

Rebecca nodded as the captain turned and headed to the elevator. The doors opened with a hiss as the various atmospheric pressures equalized and then the captain disappeared from view, whisked back to the bridge and her cubical office. A sort of quiet descended on the engineering deck as Rebecca finished checking all of the essential equipment. When she was finished at the control station she stood up and moved with quick steps to the access control niche. 


 

She didn’t bother to look, but merely reached into the darkness and yanked. Her fingers found an arm and she hauled Crewman Lori out onto the main deck with a fierce glare.


 

“I should have known,” the XO snarled. Lori held up her hands. Her ship suit was immaculate, completely closed with the zipper latched in place at the hollow of her throat. Her hair, while not exactly in the regulation French braid, was still mostly contained in what appeared to be a hastily weaved style.


 

“Were you a voyeur or an active participant?” Rebecca demanded.


 

Lori blanched, but kept a straight face. “I haven’t done anything wrong!” 


 

“Really? So what are you doing down here on the engineering deck when it’s your normal sleep period? Catching up on your systems education? Think you might actually pass your next engineering promotion exam if you actually studied?” Rebecca sneered.


 

Lori’s face colored with anger but she was wise enough not to rise to the XO’s bait. She clasped her fingers together and grit her teeth.


 

“I wonder what I might find if I unzipped that ship suit,” asked Rebecca, stepping a bit closer. “I wonder what you’re wearing tonight.” 


 

The tall brunette took a step back, her hands coming up to the top of the suit, unconsciously cupping her breasts with her arms. “You wouldn’t dare!” she stammered. 


 

Executive Officer Rebecca took a step back, a self-satisfied smirk on her face. “You’re right of course. I wouldn’t. But I think I’ll be seeing what’s under that ship suit sooner than you think. You’re on my list, Crewman Lori. A negative, isn’t it?”


 

Lori gave the executive officer a perplexed but wary glance. She had no idea what the executive officer was talking about. “Am I dismissed, Ma’am?” she demanded, wanting nothing more than to escape from the engineering deck. Rebecca nodded, returning to the engineering console and Lori practically ran for the lift. As the doors opened Rebecca turned.


 

“Don’t forget to be there for the captain’s mast. I’m sure Amber wouldn’t appreciate it if you missed her flogging.”


 

Lori’s lips pressed together hard and then she was whisked upward, leaving the XO in the barely lit room.


 

“And then after Amber’s amercement, Crewman Lori, I’ll take you down to the Leviathan. And that can be your punishment.” The words were quick and sharp and lost in the darkness.


 


 

Part Two


 

It had been a long wait for Amber, plenty of time to mentally traverse the various emotional landscapes that she had encountered since being sent topside. Humiliation of course, had been first emotion she experienced. How could she have let this happen? She had been so vigilant, so willing to do whatever it took to get promoted. She had wanted to be an officer, maybe even captain some day. To have her own ship! And now her record would be marred with this unspeakable act.


 

Of course she also felt a bit of anger toward Crewman Lori. Had she not come down to the engineering deck, Amber would still be at her post, no doubt learning some important engineering fact that would be featured on the next promotional exam. But despite the flashes of hostility toward Lori, Amber knew that the brunette girl had only been a catalyst. Surely had Amber not WANTED to entertain sexual relations with her fellow crewman, she wouldn’t have, right? Not only that, but it had been Amber who had made the decision to allow Lori to seduce her. She could have said no. She could have resisted. She could have obeyed regulations.


 

Now she faced Captain’s Mast and undoubtedly a flogging as well. She had never witnessed one, but she had been told about them. Another wave of absolute humiliation flashed through her system as she contemplated her fate. Part of her tension came from her decision not to reveal Lori’s presence. Not doing it down in the engineering room had made it impossible to do at the hearing, not to mention that Lori would have merely waited until the replacement had arrived and then quietly snuck out. No one would know Lori had been down there unless they checked the sensor logs. Not likely. 


 

But there was another reason Amber decided not to expose Lori. It had felt… good. Not the violation of regulations, but Lori’s mouth, her fingers, and most of all, the sensation of the sonic wrench against clit and nipple. Already Amber’s mind had made the decision to purchase her own sonic wrench, an expensive tool for a mere crewmember to own, but one that now had dual functionality as far as she was concerned. Another temperature flash rushed through her and she squeezed her thighs together as she realized her body was reacting to the thought of another masturbation session with the wrench.


 

Time clicked by as she sank down to sit against the wall. The punishment square surrounded her, a thick metal frame that was flush with the floor but gave ample visual evidence as to its presence. A number of her fellow crew had already walked past, each one of them revealing shocked expressions at seeing one of the ship’s brightest young stars sitting in the punishment square, waiting. She closed her eyes, trying to make some sense of the emotions and thought rushing through her brain. 


 

A sound from one end of the topside deck drew Amber’s attention and she turned her head to see Lori standing down at the far entrance, her large brown eyes sad. Amber stood up, waiting for her friend.


 

But instead the bell for shift change rang and in moments the topside deck was full of women, all dressed in the form fitting ship suits. Most of them seemed to ignore Amber’s presence in the punishment square, not realizing that she was standing at the spot purposefully, upon the orders of the captain.


 

“Attention all crewmembers,” Amber recognized the executive officer’s voice coming over the ship’s intercom system. “All non-essential personnel are to assemble topside for Captain’s Mast immediately. That is all.”


 

As the announcement ended every eye already on the topside deck turned toward the punishment square and Amber. A sudden whispered roar seemed to start as Amber burst into tears. Her bottom lip trembled and she looked upward, not wanting to see the curious and shocked stares. “What did she do?” and “My God, not Amber!” seemed to flit across the wide open space. A few crewmembers hurried away, clearly moving to man one of the “essential” posts, while the rest began forming four lines across from where Amber stood. 


 

It was easily the most humiliating thing that had ever happened to Amber. She turned her back to her shipmates as the tears poured down her cheeks. Her head hung low as she tried to come to grips how this had happened. Booted feet shuffled behind her, moving into position and then the muted muttering and comments coming from behind her stopped.


 

Amber looked up. Captain Jennifer, along with the executive officer stepped forward, moving to the side of the punishment square. The XO held a display pad and looked down at it.


 

“Captain, Crewman Amber number 285923, rank E-8, assigned to the engineering division, was observed this morning at approximately 0526 hours improperly using and storing engineering tools, specifically one sonic wrench; exposing herself and engaging in sexual conduct in a lewd and unwholesome manner, and dereliction of duty by willfully neglecting her post while engaging in the aforementioned sexual conduct. This was witnessed by both myself and the Captain of the SS Gabrielle.”


 

The XO paused and took a deep breath. “Captain, all of these charges are punishable by flogging not to exceed fifty strokes for each offense. The ship seeks an immediate redress for said charges and wishes to implement the maximum number of strokes for each charge, to be served consecutively, not concurrently.”


 

There was a sudden mutter amongst the crew as the words of the XO filtered through the assembly. Even Amber suddenly went white, the thought of one hundred and fifty strokes of the lash against her body too much to bear. She stumbled and had to put one hand out to catch herself. Amber looked at the XO, trying to figure out why the woman had asked for such a terrible punishment, but Rebecca was looking out into the crowd. Amber followed the woman’s gaze and found her eyes on Lori. The brunette girl’s face was white.


 

The captain turned and looked at Amber. “Crewman Amber, how do you plead to the charges levied against you?”


 

Tears streamed down her cheeks and she struggled to wipe them away. She turned to face the captain. “I’m sorry! I won’t ever do it again! I promise! I swear! Please… don’t hurt me!” 


 

Captain Jennifer looked down at the deck once but then shook her head. “I’m sorry crewman, but the rules are there for a reason. If there are mitigating circumstance…” she trailed off, glancing over at Crewman Lori.


 

Amber bit her lip. She looked out across the assembled crowd and in an instant found Lori’s face. The brunette girl’s eyes were wide and she suddenly backed up a bit, only to be pushed back in place by the crewman behind her. Amber could see the slight shake of her head and Amber turned back to the Captain. 


 

“There are no mitigating circumstances. I’m responsible for my actions,” Amber whispered.


 

This time the crew couldn’t keep quiet, suddenly letting out a chorus of exclamation. How could Amber of all people be guilty of this? Amber flushed crimson again and then squared her shoulders, standing straight in the punishment square. A sudden surge of determination took hold of her and she decided that she would face her punishment with stoic courage.


 

“If there are no mitigating circumstances, it is my decision that Crewman Amber be given thirty three lashes for each of her violations, to be served consecutively, with no more than ninety nine lashes to be inflicted upon her. She will be demoted in rank and pay to E-9 effective immediately, and placed upon probation for the remainder of this cruise,” the captain said, her blue eyes looking at Amber with both disappointment and resignation. “XO, prepare Crewman Amber for punishment.”


 

The XO nodded and handed her display to one of the nearby crew members and approached Amber. 


 

“Crewman Amber, please remove your boots.”


 

Amber swallowed hard and nodded. She reached down to her boots and quickly pressed the pressure release fasteners and watched as the molded plastic form separated, exposing her bare ankle. The other boot followed quickly and she stepped out of the heavy footware to stand barefoot on the metal deck. It was a decidedly odd sensation, one that she had never experienced before. She wore her boots practically all the time except while in bed or taking a sonic shower. To have them off, especially here on the top side deck, seemed odd.


 

“Crewman Amber, you will remove your ship suit or it will be removed for you,” the XO intoned, obviously following the pre-set routine for the punishment process. Amber knew this was going to happen and so she turned to face the wall as she reached up to the zipper. No one said a word and the momentary feeling of relief that came from turning away from the assembled crew and officers gave her the strength to actually pull the zipper down from her neck. The sound of it moving lower, between her breasts and then over her belly, until her hands got to her crotch, was loud enough in the silence to be clearly audible. She twisted to the side, moving one hand down between her legs to pull upward, unzipping the suit until the crack of her bottom was perfectly exposed. Next she tugged at the wrists, pulling her arms out of the long sleeved suit. It fell off her shoulders and her magnificent and recently toyed with breasts were suddenly visible. Amber’s coloring hadn’t faded, in fact it had deepened, the flush of humiliation seeping downward to color not only her cheeks but her chest as well. Her nipples stood out at attention, hard as pebbles, pressed clearly against the elastic breast strap she wore.


 

Now, realizing that she would be exposed to her shipmates regardless, she turned to face them, peeling the ship suit down off her body and over her legs until she was finally able to step out of the folding fabric. Her blue and white striped panties had definitely raised a few eyebrows, but that oddity wasn’t that far fetched and quite a few women assembled would have found themselves in an equally uncomfortable state were they ever placed on display. Amber kicked the ship suit out of the punishment square and stood in her skivvies, looking out at the crowd.


 

“Crewman Amber, you will remove your breast strap and your panties. Lashings are to be taken nude.” Rebecca said, her voice becoming just a bit tight. 


 

Amber let out a choked sob and then reached up. She peeled the tight band from around her chest, exposing two large soft globes of flesh. The rosy pink nipples topped each mound and practically every woman assembled either felt a surge of jealousy or one of desire. Amber was incredible. The taut belly was a marble pillar of support for those magnificent breasts. When Amber peeled the blue and white striped panties out from between her legs, revealing a trimmed and sonically shaven slit, wet and ready, the crowd seemed to moan in desire.


 

Once Amber was naked, the XO stepped forward again. A few commands punched into a control panel on the wall caused the punishment square Amber was standing inside to rise up. It floated upward out of a depression in the deck until it had risen higher than Amber’s head. Then it rotated, elongating into a rectangle a meter and a half tall and a meter wide. The bottom edge slid into one edge of the floor inset and Amber found herself facing an empty doorway. Stepping through would have delivered her into the arms of her fellow crew members. 


 

There was another sound of mechanical movement and then two round holes appeared in the base of the punishment frame. They looked cold and hard and Amber looked over at Rebecca, wondering what the XO would have her do next. 


 

“You will put your feet into the holes, Crewman Amber. You will not resist punishment.” Rebecca formally intoned.


 

Amber stepped forward. The muttered tales about the lashing punishment hadn’t included this and she felt a little shiver of fear seep through her. Slowly, she dipped her right foot into the black hole. It was a little cold inside, but otherwise she felt nothing. She pushed her sole in to the bottom and felt the metallic boot lock down on her foot. She pulled backward but was unable to free herself from the tight clamp latched upon her arch and ankle. With a sigh of resignation tinged with fear, she followed suit with her other foot, ending up standing embedded in the punishment frame, her feet hidden from view by the metal construction. 


 

“Ouch!” Amber cried out suddenly, bending over to reach down to her feet. Two rather sharp spikes had been driven into the arches of both feet, a painful yet not debilitating event that she had been unprepared for. It was decidedly uncomfortable. Almost at the same time two metal hand grips swung down from the top of the frame. She carefully reached up when directed, and grasped both handles. A metal rod snapped into place over both wrists and when Amber pulled, she found that she was caught tightly, unable to free herself.


 

Both her wrists and ankles were drawn toward the corners of the frame, spreading her obscenely. The petals of her sex split, exposing her swollen and still wet clit and there was another quiet murmur of appreciation as well as an undercurrent of desire that seemed to energize those watching.


 

“XO, prepare the lash,” the captain called out. 


 

Rebecca nodded and stepped forward. Reaching out to the metal frame holding Amber, she touched it once half way up, then another spot a third of a meter higher, and then once directly between Amber’s steel encased feet. Those closest saw the three energy emitters pop out of the frame, pointing directly at various spots on Amber’s body.


 

“Ready, Captain,” announced Rebecca. 


 

“Then begin, and may God have mercy on her soul.”


 

Amber stiffened and looked over at the XO. Where was the whip? Wasn’t she supposed to be lashed? How were they going to do it if there wasn’t a whip? Amber heard a sharp hum and then suddenly her breasts exploded in pain. A single bright light seemed to shine across her bosom, emitted from the tiny protuberance that had been activated by Rebecca’s seemingly random touches. But the light seemed to be more than just visual. It felt as if a thousand pins had just been rammed deep into both of Amber’s breasts, eliciting a cry of agony from the blond bound girl that caused most of those assembled to wince.


 

Even as the pain began to fade, Amber felt another stinging sensation, this time across both buttocks. The white light shone directly across the meaty part of her ass, literally bombarding it with high energy fields that caused her nerves to misfire and burn with the same electro activity that would have resulted from a brutal and relentless whipping. Amber hips jerked forward as she tried to pull her ass out of the beam’s pathway, only to discover that another beam had activated, this one down between her legs. As it fried the nerves of her clitoris and literally spiked every inch of flesh between her legs, Amber could only scream in distress. Another beam landed on her breasts and each globe suddenly felt as if someone had hammered a thousand nails into her chest. Her ass clenched and tightened as the fire scaled her skin. Then it was her clit’s turn again, the nerves short circuiting as her flesh endured the energy barrage. Her petals swelled and turned red, the sensitive membranes reacting to the hyperactivity of the nerves. 


 

Once more her nipples exploded in paroxysms of agony and it felt as if someone had scoured her breasts with nanite cleaners before pouring oxalic acid over them. Then it was her bottom’s turn again, tightening into rock hard firmness before having the energy equivalent of heated spikes driven directly into both cheeks. As her hips swung forward her exposed pussy, now wide open, exposing the delicate interior, came into contact with the third emitter beam and a thousand bee stings seemed to happen all at once, making her gasp and tremble, her eyes rolling into the back of her head. 


 

On it went and Amber quickly lost count, the pain of her punishment so brutal and excruciating that it might as well been a real lash, excoriating her skin and leaving vicious welts of abraded and bruised flesh. Her body only recognized the pain of it and she trembled and pulled against her bonds even as her screams of anguish filled the topside deck. Through it all the captain and XO stood silent, watching even as some of the weaker stomached souls turned away. No one could leave however and as they passed the fiftieth stroke mark Amber’s torment you could hear the muttered prayers to various deities, asking for an end to the blond girl’s suffering. 


 

She was denied even the ability to pass out as stimulant chemicals were injected directly into her blood stream through the needles embedded in the arches of her feet. Tiny shocks to her fingers and toes were applied as well whenever the computer sensed Amber losing her mental acuity, focusing her attention on another part of her body between “strokes”. 


 

Each new burst of energy caused her body to shake violently. Perspiration beaded along her skin and she glistened, her muscles no longer under her control. Her sex swelled as another beam struck her between the legs and a stream of fluid squirted out from her. Her hips thrust forward in this obscene dance, almost seeming to want more. Pain wracked sobs escaped from her throat, already hoarse from her earlier cries. 


 

At the seventieth “stroke” her breasts, bottom, and sex had begun to show signs of damage, the flesh swelling and turning red as inflamed tissue reacted to the energy bombardment. Her body rocked in the punishment frame, her head rolling around as the strokes continued to land and she shook her head violently from side to side, screaming almost soundlessly, the muscles of her throat now locked. Each shriek was punctuated by a ragged gasp as she tried to breath through the incredible pain. Her clit had almost swollen to twice its normal size and by the time Amber took the ninetieth stroke the flush of heat had spread across her front and backsides, taut hot flesh that almost caused the layer of perspiration to vaporize, steaming from her body. She took the last nine strokes in a pain induced haze, the stinging shocks nor the stimulants enough to rouse her to pain filled discipline further. She hung in the punishment frame like a wet noodle, used, abused, and tormented beyond human endurance. There had been no way anyone would have been able to endure fifty strokes for three violations consecutively. Ninety nine lashes was almost beyond most women’s capacity to endure.


 

Rebecca caught Amber in her arms even as the punishment frame released the bound girl. Her eyes fluttered once and the XO yelled out “MEDIC!” even as her bare feet were pulled from the frame’s bottom restraints. One of the other officers hurried over and moments later the XO and the ship’s doctor, Lenore carried Amber away. 


 

“Crew dismissed,” the captain said softly and the top side deck suddenly burst into noise as the crew exchanged their dismay at Amber’s punishment. Dark rumors would be floating around the barracks and mess hall for not just weeks, but years and Amber’s endurance would become the stuff of legend. Captain Jennifer waited until the crew had cleared the compartment, most moving off to either eat or move to their assigned areas for work shifts. Slowly Jennifer moved forward and then deactivated the punishment frame. It lifted slowly on the magnetic repulsors and then reoriented itself parallel to the floor. The energy emitters folded back into the frame even as the hand and ankle restraints closed themselves. The frame resumed it’s even shape and then sank back into it’s setting in the deck, a punishment square once again. Hopefully it would never have to be used again.


 

The XO appeared as the Captain scooped up Amber’s clothing. The scent of Amber’s arousal was strong on the white and blue striped panties and the Captain took a moment to appreciate the delicate aroma. 


 

“Crewman Amber will recover shortly,” the XO stated as she approached the Captain. Jennifer nodded at her executive officer and sighed.


 

“I wish this hadn’t been necessary.” 


 

Rebecca nodded. “Yes Ma’am, but we can’t let discipline be lax. You did the right thing.”


 

Jennifer sighed and looked up. “Did I? Did I truly? Are we such a barbaric people that we rely on corporal punishment to fix our errors?”


 

Rebecca shook her head. “Rest assured, not only will Amber never make this same mistake again, but you’ve prevented it from happening with hundreds if not thousands of others. What’s that old saying? Learn from the mistakes of others? Trust me Captain, there won’t be any repeats.”


 

“Amber’s condition?” Captain Jennifer asked.


 

Rebecca shrugged “about what was expected. Doc says she’ll be taken off the duty roster tonight, but that the swelling of her tissue is already receding and except for a sore throat, Amber will be released with no serious after affects of the lashing. At least physical. Doctor Lenore did mention that she was positive that there would be some emotional damage done. Her tone of disapproval was quite obvious and I had to tell her to mind her own business and not interfere.”


 

The captain shook her head. “No, the doctor is right. We seriously need to rethink this punishment.” She sighed again. “But not right now. We will see to Amber later.” The captain gave Rebecca a pointed look. “Aren’t you supposed to be feeding the Leviathan?” she asked.


 

Rebecca nodded. “I’m heading that way.”


 

“Did you find a volunteer?” Jennifer asked.


 

Rebecca smiled and took two steps before answering. “Of a sort, captain. Of a sort.” Then she disappeared down the corridor. The captain knew exactly who would be “volunteering” and couldn’t help feeling that there was a little bit of justice in this cruel world.


 


 


 

Part Three


 


 

“You’re late.”


 

Lori let out a low sigh. “Well I was checking on a friend of mine who was just brutally tortured. You’ll have to excuse me.” The sarcasm in her voice was not lost on the executive officer.


 

Rebecca’s eyebrow went up and she said “do you want to add disrespect to a superior officer to the list of violations you’ve racked up?”


 

Lori shook her head. “Can we just do this please? I’ve heard some unsavory things about what you’ve got down there. Not to mention what happened to that girl.” She motioned toward the small hatch in the floor of the cargo bay. Both women stood in the anterior auxiliary bay, a built in attachment that provided a buffer between the main cargo hold and the ship. Originally designed to be able to serve as an airlock, sally port, or even a biohazard decontamination area, the auxiliary bay was frequently used as a secondary storage hold. For this trip however it had been modified into a sort of “zookeepers” office. Storage pods stood stacked in one corner and there was even an obvious sleeping cubicle. But the primary object in the room was the massive steel frame that hung from several overhead chains near the ceiling cargo hatch leading top side. It was easily eight feed wide and looked like the skeleton of half a cylinder. Large black rubber straps dangled down from several of the arms. The whole thing could obviously be lowered and raised, as well as be moved closer to one of the two connecting hatches in what was currently the floor.


 

Rebecca decided to ignore Lori’s impertinence considering what the insolent girl would shortly be going through. Rebecca had witnessed the procedure several times and knew that what was coming would provide ample, if unofficial, payback for allowing Amber to take the full punishment that both women had rightly deserved. Rebecca nodded and led the recalcitrant brunette over to the metal frame.


 

“So what is this thing, exactly?” Lori asked with a look downward as they approached the trap door and steel construction, obviously talking about the leviathan rather than the steel framework.


 

“It’s the indigenous top predator life form on the planet Umi. From what I’ve seen of it, it looks like a cuttlefish combined with an octopus.” Rebecca motioned Lori to step forward. “Go ahead and unzip your ship suit.”


 

Lori gave Rebecca a dark look. “Oh… so now you want some?” Her voice was tinged with condescension. 


 

“Would you rather take a turn on the punishment frame?” Rebecca asked sharply? “Double the number of lashes poor Amber had to endure?”


 

The scowl on Lori’s face was answer enough. She unzipped her ship suit down to the navel and pulled open the front. She wasn’t wearing a bra, issued or otherwise, and her large bare breasts popped into view. Both nipples were already hard and extended.


 

“Take your arms out of the sleeves.” 


 

Lori sighed heavily but did, pulling her arms free of the material. It left her bare from the waist up and Rebecca nodded in satisfaction. The XO had to admit that Lori was a beautiful woman, her full breasts just begged to be touched and squeezed.


 

“Now rest your arms on the top metal pipe behind you,” ordered Rebecca. Lori glanced backward at the metal frame and did as commanded. Her eyes narrowed as the XO wrapped one of the long black rubber straps around Lori’s wrist. It secured her arm to the metal frame and as the strap spiraled up her arm Lori realized that already she was bound in a way that would make it impossible to free her self. The strap went under her arm and then across her shoulders. Rebecca continued to bind until Lori’s arms were stretched wide along the bar, straight out and rigid.


 

“What is this?” demanded Lori. “You’re going to kill me?”


 

Rebecca gave Lori a disgusted look. “Kill you? Heavens no. But you’ll be handling the Leviathan feeding today and hopefully till we dock as well.” The XO grinned. “You’re uniquely suited to it, what with your overactive libido.” 


 

Lori scowled. “Excuse me? You said I would be feeding the thing! Why am I tied to this metal frame?” she questioned. Her eyes narrowed. “What happened to that Japanese girl who was supposed to be taking care of it? What was her name? Suuki? The scuttlebutt is that she had an accident” 


 

Rebecca shrugged. “She did have an accident. I was the one who was supposed to prepare for the feedings and she decided to attempt one herself when I was a few minutes late. She wasn’t tied to the feeding platform and it pulled her right into the cargo hold.” 


 

Lori’s eyes widened in alarm. “What? She drowned?”


 

“I have no idea. It might have eaten her before she got that far though. It DID eat the body. So you’ll be pleased to know that I’m making sure you don’t end up fish food!”


 

“Wait! I’ve changed my mind! I don’t want to do this!” Lori said, tugging hard against her bonds.


 

“Too late. You agreed so you’re stuck. I’m not going to lie to you, this will be unpleasant, but you’ll live. So shut up.” Rebecca said. She grabbed hold of Lori’s ship suit and finished unzipping it. The brunette wasn’t wearing any panties and a quick tug brought the ship suit down to her calves. Rebecca pulled off Lori’s boots and then finished stripped her.


 

“Wait! I don’t understand! How am I too feed it if my hands are tied up? And why do I have to be naked? Explain this!” Lori said, panic now clear in her voice. She pulled hard on the rubber straps even as Rebecca grabbed one twisting foot and lifted it, pulling her left leg up in an uncomfortable straight out position. She ignored Lori’s pleas for an explanation and concentrated on strapping the woman to the framework. Then she moved to the other leg.


 

“Putting it simply,” Rebecca grunted as she lifted Lori’s other leg, forcing the gorgeous brunette into a brutal and provocative version of the splits, “the leviathan comes from an ocean were there is a naturally occurring enzyme that acts as a digestive catalyst. The enzyme can not be artificially created and Suuki said the scientists figured that either the leviathans themselves create it, or it is being created by another life form in the ocean. Regardless, the enzyme is essential to jumpstart their digestive process.”


 

Lori shuddered, panic still in her voice. “Okay, sure I get it. What the hell am I doing here like this?”


 

Rebecca finished securing Lori to the beam. Her body was outstretched, her rippling thighs straining against the black rubber straps. Lori’s shaved sex bulged provocatively, and Rebecca reached down and began stroking Lori between the legs.


 

“I knew it! This is RAPE, XO!” squealed Lori as Rebecca’s fingers caused the bound girl to ripen. Her petals glistened and a quick series of thrusts in Lori’s well almost had the bound brunette cumming.


 

“Please, I’m not doing this for your personal pleasure, or mine for that matter.” Rebecca pulled her fingers out of Lori’s sex. Both were covered with the natural lubrication Lori produced and Rebecca looked at her hand with distaste. She bent down and wiped her fingers off on the inside of Lori’s cast aside ship suit. She turned and walked across the small auxiliary cargo bay to one of the storage pods and opened it. A small metallic wrapped object was extracted and Rebecca brought it back over to Lori.


 

“This is a highly concentrated protein food pellet designed by the Leviathan biologists to provide the same sort of caloric content the Leviathan would ingest at home. There’s just one problem; the enzyme.”


 

Lori, who was still straining against the metal frame, was pumping her hips in an unconsciously sexual manner and it drew Rebecca’s eye.


 

“You seem sexually stimulated,” the XO commented dryly.


 

“Well you were the one finger fucking me, you ought to know.” Lori said, her breasts heaving.


 

Rebecca nodded and unscrewed the cap on the small metal package. She reached in and pulled out a strange looking sphere, almost the size of a peach. It was coated in a noxious brown mucus that looked like barbecue sauce but had a rather unappetizing fishy odor. 


 

“Wait! What the hell is that?” Lori asked, cringing away from the disgusting ball.


 

Rebecca shrugged. “This is the protein ball. You, with your unique blood type, provide the appropriate enzyme.”


 

Lori’s eyes bulged. “Wait! You mean…” her voice trailed off in horror.


 

Rebecca smiled wickedly. “That’s right.” The XO lifted the sphere to Lori’s gaping hole and began stuffing it in. Her lubrication quickly coated the ball and she groaned, the penetration deep and sudden. Her hips jerked a bit as Rebecca worked the sphere in with her thumb. When it was set as deeply as possible the XO extracted her thumb and wiped her fingers across Lori’s thighs.


 

“That’s so the Leviathan knows where to look.” Rebecca said with a nasty sneer. She looked down at her hand as Lori shuddered and began to cry. Rebecca stuck several fingers back into Lori’s cunt and then pulled them out, coated once more with the brown gunk. Reaching up she smeared the chum across both nipples and around Lori’s breasts.


 

“And that’s for what you did to Amber.”


 

Rebecca wiped her hands again and stepped away as Lori began to shake her head. The words “no, no, no, no….” escaped her lips as the XO backed away and then turned. When she got to the wall, she reached up and turned down the lights. Only a single spot of illumination revealed the bound woman, smeared with the protein chum, and stuffed with the disgusting protein pellet. Rebecca smashed her palm against the hatch button and there was a small hiss as the pressure seal broke. The small door directly beneath the metal frame slid open and the scent of salt water permeated the auxiliary cargo bay. Lori screamed, shaking her head back and forth as Rebecca used the control panel to lift the metal frame a touch higher and then bring it forward a few more feet. The water in the hatch sloshed a bit and Lori let out another cry, straining both the bonds and her neck in an effort to see what was coming.


 

“It doesn’t last long. It will be done feeding in about ten minutes, but it might be a while before I can get back down here to let you loose from the frame. I’ll see you then.” Rebecca said.


 

There was a cry of despair from the bound girl


 

Rebecca took a deep breath, the emotions warring inside her. On one hand, she knew Lori would survive this and that while disgusting, it would be a fitting revenge on her for what she had done to Amber. Another part of the executive officer absolutely hated having to do this to anyone. Rebecca shook her head and stepped through the hatch, closing it behind her with a resounding clang. To Lori, it was like a death knell.


 

The water beneath her splashed, but she still couldn’t see anything. Her fingers tightened into fists as she fought the panic. But after a minute, when still nothing had appeared, Lori tried regaining control of her breathing. It took a moment but when she closed her eyes she was better able to handle the surge of adrenaline and the fight or flight response she was feeling. Slowly she settled down and was almost in control when something wet and living touched her thigh.


 

Her eyes flew open wide and she looked down, stifling the scream. A tentacle, complete with suckers, was probing along her gunk slathered thigh, exactly on the spot where Rebecca had smeared the brown chum. Lori twisted, trying to watch, but the position she was bound made it practically impossible. She ended up tilting her head back, letting it rest on the frame, staring up at the ceiling while the fishy probe lightly touched her leg. Slowly it slid along her thigh moving inexorably closer to her sex. Lori shuddered at the thought of it touching her petals, moving inside her. But even as she recoiled, thought became deed and the tentacle touched her open sex, seeming to caress her as it moved through the ripe petals.


 

Her horror was compounded by the fact that her pussy was pulsing, excreting the very substance the Leviathan needed to metabolize the protein pellet inside her. The tentacle pressed itself against her slit and then moved, gliding through the wet flesh. The suckers seemed to latch on, moving her labia apart and Lori gasped, her hips involuntarily jerking at the pleasure while her brain cried out at the wrongness of the touch. A second, then third tentacle rose from the watery depths of the cargo hold even as the first fleshy feeler began curling, using its length to open her up wider. 


 

The penetration came rather quickly and it was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. She had made love to both men and women and she had a whole cubby filled with various sex toys purchased across an entire quadrant of the galaxy. She had even spent one wild shore leave on New Amsterdam, using every available credit in her account to purchase the seventy two hour “sexual extravaganza buffet”. But nothing felt like the thick four inch feeler now writing inside her. To her horror, her pussy rippled in spasms and it seemed as if the tentacle was actually fucking her, not merely seeking its perverted pill. It withdrew a few inches and then went back in. The sensation was difficult for Lori to comprehend and she realized that her body was being tricked into producing more of the enzyme. 


 

She felt something slimy move lower and cried out as something probed against her anus. She tried wiggling her hips but it made little difference. Even tightening down meant nothing as one of the tentacles pushed its way into her ass, running itself deep enough that she could literally feel it pressing against the similar phallic probe in her pussy. The two feelers writhed inside her, churning her insides like butter as she yelled obscenities between racking sobs.


 

A movement against her clit caused her to gasp and then two additional feelers exploded up out of the water filled hatch, slithering their way up her body. Both new arms wrapped themselves tightly around her breasts, squeezing and pulsing while the end of each appendage seemed to seek out her nipples. Lori screamed, her body and mind at war as the creature deliberately worked her into a higher sexual state. The penetrative tentacles pumped in and out of her while her body trembled. Her nipples started to tingle and as she lifted her head, she saw that both breasts were turning purple, the blood squeezed into the tips. Her clit felt as if it had been subjected to hours of the sonic wrench, or at least a vibrator, with no stop. Her buttocks clenched even as the tentacle inside her drove deep again.


 

She couldn’t stop the orgasm and it was easily one of the most powerful she had ever experienced. The monster beneath her seemed to KNOW what to do… how to fuck her. Tears spilled down her cheeks as she tried to mentally sort out what was happening. How could Rebecca do this to her? How could the captain have ordered it? Yes, Amber had been flogged, but did she, Lori, deserve this? Both tentacles inside her throbbed in unison again and she felt something give way as she screamed out her body’s need.


 

As she came the movement of the tentacles became more agitated and then there was a tugging sensation. The sphere Rebecca had thrust up inside her came loose and was extracted with a sharp pull. The main tentacle withdrew, pulling the protein pellet with it. Moments later Lori gasped as the pressure on her breasts lightened. She could still sense the presence of the tentacles, though they were no longer squeezing as tightly. One feeler stayed between her legs, keeping her labia open and pulsing against her clit while the other continued to slide in and out of her rear end, fucking her ass mercilessly. 


 

Lori’s chest heaved as the thing began bringing her back up to the brink of orgasm.


 

“Oh please STOP! Just STOP! You have the damn food already! STOP IT!”


 

But it didn’t stop. It continued to rub at her slit and clitoris until she came again, squirting a spray of enzyme laden juice outward into the water. The thicker tentacle reappeared; penetrating deeply into Lori’s outstretched and slightly reddened sex. Her hips jerked with each powerful thrust and the strands wrapped around her breasts tightened once more. Between cries another tentacle exploded out of the water with asplash and jammed itself down Lori’s throat. The thick meat stifled her sobs and for all intents and purposes, fucked her mouth with as much speed and penetration as her other two holes.


 

Her body jerked in response, still bound to the metal frame and her brain began to shut down, unable to deal with the multiple phallic rape has her body was impaled in various spots. It became an unending rhythm of thrust and draw as the thing in the water continued to probe and fondle, almost as if it knew how to tantalize a woman. For Lori, it was never ending, as if time stopped and the only thing that went through her screaming mind was that Rebecca had left her down in the cargo hold, to be raped. The tentacles pressed through her, wriggling, forcing, squirming, taking…


 


 

Part Four


 

Rebecca paused momentarily before heading into the Auxiliary Cargo Bay. In hindsight she knew she shouldn’t have left Lori bound to the feeding frame for so long, but forty minutes of discomfort hardly paid the little bitch back for what had been done to Amber. Besides, Rebecca had watched several times as Suuki had fed the Leviathan, a quick and simple process that took less time than running a level three diagnostic on the MSMH converters. In fact, it looked like Suuki was having a good time, enjoying the weird sexual interaction with something akin to gusto. Rebecca found the whole thing unnerving and finally left for Suuki’s fifteen minute feedings during most of the voyage. Ten minutes feeding the Leviathan and thirty to think about what she had done was not much of a punishment for Crewman Lori.


 

Rebecca grabbed the cargo bay door lock and spun it with a little touch of anger. Lori was a problem. She was not exactly the best crewman on board, constantly a touch flippant, just lazy enough that you wanted to give her demerits, but doing enough brilliant work that you couldn’t bring yourself to actually punish her. If only she would apply herself!


 

As Rebecca stepped into the cargo bay there was a loud splash and then a scream. The XO found herself gaping in astonishment at Lori. The entire metal frame had been warped, the girl still bound and spread open. Her torso was covered in red lacerations, especially around her breasts and Rebecca could see bruises forming on Lori’s loins already. The skin was abraded and swollen and before she took another step Rebecca slammed her hand onto the communicator panel by the door.


 

“MEDICAL EMERGENCY IN AUXILARY CARGO BAY!” Rebecca shouted. Then she ran, skirting the open cargo hatch in the floor and the sloshing water. She almost slipped, the floor was so wet, and she quickly began pulling the rubber bindings off of Lori’s legs. The tortured brunette moaned, eyes fluttering as Rebecca worked desperately to free Lori’s legs. Lori’s heels fell toward the floor one at a time and the XO was already working on freeing the brunette’s arms when the ship’s doctor rushed into the cargo bay.


 

“What happened?” asked Doctor Lenore, already pulling out a medical scanner and running it over Lori’s naked body. “My God!”


 

Rebecca shook her head. “I don’t know! The feeding was supposed to be a simple and easy penetration. I don’t know what happened!” The concern in the XO’s voice was clear and she caught Lori as she dropped from the frame.


 

Lenore studied her instrument for a moment. “Let’s get her to the infirmary. She can be moved, so let’s go. Rebecca nodded and picked up Lori’s limp body. The girl barely mumbled, eyes still closed as she shivered uncontrollably. As Lenore and Rebecca made their way to the door with Lori, Captain Jennifer stepped into the cargo bay. Her gray eyes flashed over Lori’s semi-conscious nude body and her brow furrowed. She glanced at Rebecca with a harsh look.


 

“Report,” she said with firm authority. 


 

“Lori was hurt during the feeding, Captain. The Leviathan was…” Rebecca paused, trying to find the words, “raping her. It was… like nothing I’ve ever seen.”


 

The Captain looked at Lori and then at the ship’s doctor. “Prognosis, doctor?”


 

Lenore nodded. “Physically, she’ll recover. I can’t make promises about her mental state. We’ll see after I treat her. An hour or two in the regenerator should heal most of these injuries. They’re all minor, just… abhorrent.”


 

“Go, I’ll take care of securing the animal. I’ll join you in the infirmary in a few minutes,” the Captain said. Lenore and Rebecca, who was carrying Lori, quickly left and the captain strolled across the cargo bay to the main hatch in the floor. The dark waters sloshed and Captain Jennifer squatted down next to the water.


 

“Hurt one of my girl’s again and I’ll jettison your slimy filth into the rings of Jupiter without a second thought.” Then the captain stood and moved to the control panel along the wall. A moment later the hatch closed, sealing the leviathan away. The captain clenched her fist, furious over the whole situation. But it was not good for the crew to see the captain angry, so she locked up the feeling inside herself and proceeded to the infirmary.


 

Lori was already in the regenerator, her naked body only barely visible through the opaque glass as the nano-bot repairators fixed her injuries on a cellular level. Doctor Lenore was typing in a report and questioning the XO about the circumstances as the captain approached.


 

“How is she?” 


 

Doctor Lenore looked up at the captain. “Multiple contusions and abrasions, genital injuries to her anus, perineum, vulva, cervix, and extreme chaffing of her clitoris. There are what can only be described as ‘welts’ encircling both breasts as well as bruising on her nipples, arms and legs, and her specifically her loins. She has a split lip, and there is evidence of forced oral, anal, and vaginal penetration.” Doctor Lenore took a deep breath when she finished.


 

“Oral? Anal? What the hell happened, XO?” The captain asked, obviously wanting a more detailed answer.


 

Rebecca shook her head. “To be honest, Captain, I have no idea. I’ve watched Suuki handling the feedings several times. It took ten minutes, tops. I usually would leave her to it, come back in fifteen or twenty minutes, and she’d be there, waiting for me to unbind her. I’ve never seen the leviathan do anything like this before.”


 

The Captain nodded. “I see. How long was Lori on the metal frame?”


 

Rebecca took a deep breath. “Captain, she was there about forty minutes, but I was there for the first ten, so she wasn’t left alone longer than thirty.”


 

Captain Jennifer’s eyes narrowed. “Why did you leave her there alone for so long, Rebecca?”


 

The XO looked down. “I was punishing her, Captain. This morning after you left the Engineering Control Room I caught Lori in one of the control niches. There was no proof she was involved with Crewman Amber’s behavior, but I know Lori. She wasn’t scheduled to work and she is a bit overzealous when it comes to sexual relations with the other crewmembers. I suspect that she seduced Crewman Amber and just managed not to get caught.”


 

Captain Jennifer sighed. “I see.” She looked around the infirmary. “Where is Crewman Amber?” she asked.


 

Doctor Lenore smiled softly. “I sent her back to her quarters. She was fine physically, just a little worn out. Though I have to admit, she did ask an odd question.” Doctor Lenore grinned a bit.


 

Captain Jennifer knew the doctor wanted to be asked. “What was the question?”


 

Doctor Lenore gave the captain a wicked look. “If it was common for women being lashed to experience an orgasm. From what I can tell, that cute little blond was having a good time on the punishment frame.”


 

Rebecca stiffened and looked up at the Captain who was shaking her head. “That’s all we need, for it to get out that the punishment frame is a new sort of sex toy.”


 

“I can up the pain settings on it, Captain.” Rebecca offered, but Jennifer shook her head. 


 

“No, I’ll just have a chat with Amber. She’s a sensible girl.”


 

Doctor Lenore chuckled. “Maybe, but unless I miss my guess, Amber is going to look for a way to get back on it soon enough.”


 

Captain Jennifer shook her head and turned to the XO. “Rebecca, there will be no additional feedings. No volunteers. Dump enough of those feeding balls into the water to last it the remainder of the trip and if it doesn’t have enough enzyme at this point then it will just have to suffer hunger. I’m not risking another crewmember down there.”


 

“Yes Captain, I’ll take care of it right away.” Rebecca turned and left the infirmary, disappearing down the corridor.


 

“Doctor, do you have any idea why a creature whose reputation is to be relatively peaceful with humans, and who has never behaved in this manner, would suddenly turn into a sexual predator? I mean, it didn’t try to eat Lori. From what you’re telling me, it tried to rape her.”


 

“It didn’t try, Captain. It did rape her” Lenore replied. “Thoroughly I might add. It wasn’t feeding on her, and from what the XO has told me, it had never done anything like this with Suuki.”


 

“So why the change in behavior?” the captain asked.


 

Lenore shook her head. “I have no idea. But the only thing that comes to mind is that it tried to make Lori produce more vaginal secretion through sexual stimulation, which is disturbing as hell. And that brings up another question. How did it know what to do?”


 

“What do you mean?” the Captain asked.


 

Lenore pulled up a small chart on the computer monitor. “This is a readout of all of the various hormones and chemicals in Lori’s blood. According to this, she shows the signs of someone who has had incredibly powerful orgasms, repeatedly. There are elevated levels of endorphins, adrenaline, Dopamine, oxytocin, vasopressin, phenylethylamine, and a whole host of others. 


 

The Captain’s eyebrow went up. “You’re saying she enjoyed it?”


 

The doctor shook her head. “No. She didn’t. But her body did.”


 

“That doesn’t make any sense, doctor.”


 

Lenore held up her hand. “It’s a simple matter of physiology. Right now there are certain never centers on your body that I could stimulate with the appropriate equipment, that would make your body respond sexually, regardless of what mood you are in. I could have you screaming in ecstasy while mentally you were screaming ‘no’, and all with just the appropriate touch of a button.”


 

Jennifer gave Lenore a wry smile. “That’s disturbing.”


 

“Indeed. Lori got the fucking all of us want, just in a way none of us do.”


 

“All right. How long before Lori is released?”


 

Lenore shrugged. “An hour or two. Her physical injuries are superficial in most cases. After I heal those… well… she will be someone else’s responsibility.”


 

“I understand. When you release her please tell her I’d like to see her immediately.”


 

Lenore smiled. “You got it, Captain.”


 

Captain Jennifer nodded and left the infirmary, her boots clicking on the metal floor as her eyes lingered one final time on Lori’s body, healing in the regeneration tank. Would she be able to cope mentally? Captain Jennifer sighed. Only time would tell.


 


 

Rebecca wiped her hands and closed the hatch to the water depths. There had been no movement, not even a splash, from the Leviathan and it was almost like it didn’t exist. There was something about dark water, the hidden depths, and Rebecca was glad that the hatch was closed. The warped and bent frame she had moved to the side of the cargo bay and she left feeling a sense of regret. 


 

She wandered the bowels of the ship for the next few hours, occasionally startling some errant crew member busily working away. But Rebecca wasn’t really in the mood for inspections and after a cursory greeting continued on her way through the dark corridors. She found her way to the engineering deck, observed the bustle in the engineering control room, but then disappeared down one of the service corridors that led to the very engines themselves. As she walked, Rebecca passed one of the engineering tool lockers and instinctively she opened it to verify the tools were all in place.


 

A row of sonic wrenches lay cradled in their recharging ports and Rebecca reached out, lightly touching one. Her thoughts drifted away from Lori and her guilt at what happened to the lovely yet disobedient brunette and instead turned toward the innocent and bubbling blond who had used one of these on her own body. A sudden curiosity overcame Rebecca and she extracted the sonic wrench, using her com authority to check the tool out. She glanced around and then headed for a dead end branch of the corridor, a special hallway rarely traversed unless someone needed to check the lateral force field emitter pods. With a guilty glance, she opened one of the emitter pod niches and climbed in.


 

There was just enough room inside and Rebecca closed the door behind her. Slowly, she unzipped her ship suit, letting the material part. Underneath she wore a soft lycra bra, more inline with ship issue, but much finer and softer, but as the zipper moved lower, a rather delicate and lacy pair of black panties clung to her skin, all feminine grace and power. Rebecca ran her fingertips down her body and then pulled up her bra. Both nipples were already hard, responding to the rising levels of sexual need Rebecca was experiencing.


 

She lifted the sonic wrench and turned it to the lowest setting. She raised it to her breast and felt the tickling vibration as the tip got closer to her nipple. When she set the rotator head over her nub, she could feel the gentle back and forth twist against her skin, as if someone had grasped her breast and lightly twisted it. It felt incredible and she moved the sonic wrench back and forth between her breasts as her breathing slowly became more labored. 


 

It wasn’t long before she needed the wrench elsewhere and her thumb pushed and pulled at her panties until her clitoris was completely exposed. She lowered the wrench between her legs and felt the tug and draw on her clit, the caress driving her crazy. Slowly she increased the power and was shortly gasping, one hand on her breast, fingers tightly pinching the nipple trapped between knuckle and thumb, while the other frantically moved the sonic wrench back and forth, frigging herself until she was moaning, even shaking with built up pressure. She maximized the sonic wrench and her clit shook under the onslaught and twisted almost completely around. Rebecca let out a loud cry and shook as the release began.


 

The door of Rebecca’s pod suddenly opened and the XO’s eyes flew open wide. The orgasm was already in progress and even the dramatic appearance of Lori, hair wild and undone, eyes red, skin still pale and shiny from the regenerator healing, looked down at Rebecca with a maniacal and angry glare. Lori saw the sonic wrench between Rebecca’s legs and she shook her head.


 

“You fucking hypocrite!” Lori snarled and raised her fist.


 

Rebecca’s world went black.


 


 

Part Five


 

A sharp pain in her right wrist brought Executive Officer Rebecca of the SS Gabrielle back to the edge of consciousness. She pulled her arm downward, or tried to and discovered moments later that a thin strap of bonding metal was securing her wrist to the metal deck. She blinked and realized that her head was also hurting. Slowly she twisted, trying to figure out where she was. 


 

The gentle sound of lapping waves gave the executive officer all the clue that she needed and she realized she was back in the Auxiliary Cargo Bay, the site of Suuki’s death and Lori’s rape at the hands of the Leviathan creature swimming below. Rebecca swallowed her fear and looked around. Most of the room was in darkness, with only a few central lights illuminating Rebecca and the terrifyingly open hatch. Worse, Rebecca’s ship suit was gone and she felt the chilly touch of the wet metal deck, the stench of salt water and something more musky mixing with the oil and ionized air that came from the ship. She moved as far as the bound wrist would allow her and struggled to pull up the molecularly bonded strap.


 

“You’d have better luck trying to strap me to that damn frame again than getting out of that,” a husky and dark voice said. Rebecca whirled and saw Lori stepping out from the shadows. In her hand was one of the protein ball packets used to feed the Leviathan.


 

Rebecca’s eyes narrowed. “You’ve got a lot of explaining to do Crewman! Attacking a senior officer! Imprisoning me here like this! Release me immediately!” 


 

Lori laughed and came closer. “Release you? I don’t think so.” She tore open the package and poured out the contents. The brown viscous liquid fell on Rebecca’s naked torso, spilling over her breasts and down her hips. Lori made sure to splash some around Rebecca’s pressed together thighs. “Trust me, I’ve felt its strength. It will get in there.” 


 

Another shake dropped the protein ball into Rebecca’s lap. The XO pushed the disgusting pellet away into the darkness.


 

“Lori, please. Don’t do this. I didn’t know!” Rebecca said as a pressure wave caused the water in the hatch to bubble and splash out of the square opening. “It never did that with Suuki! I swear it! I didn’t know!”


 

Lori continued on like she hadn’t heard, dribbling a trail of the scum to the open hatch. “I think you’ll really like it when it goes into your ass because you’re so anal, such a tight icy bitch. You know that XO? And imagine what the crew is going to say when I tell them I caught you masturbating with a sonic wrench!” She laughed and then tossed the empty package into the water where it floated. She turned back around to the naked bound redhead on the floor and sneered.


 

“I could tell what it wanted. You know that? It didn’t want to hurt me, or eat me. It wanted to fuck me. It wanted to fuck me long and hard so I’d produce that fucking enzyme. That’s why it took Suuki too. It just doesn’t understand that we drown down there. In fact, I should be thanking you for tying me so well. It would have pulled me down.”


 

Rebecca blinked, trying to understand. “What? What do you mean that it wanted to fuck you? How could it possibly know how to fuck someone? And how do you know this?” Rebecca demanded.


 

Lori shrugged. “You’ll understand it all too, for a little bit. But I suspect that the silly little wrist strap I have holding you down won’t stop it from dragging you down into the water. It will rip you right out of there with just a twist and then you’ll get fucked and wet and eventually even eaten I suppose. I hope it doesn’t get indigestion!” 


 

With a sharp glance at the bubbling water Rebecca shook her head. “Lori! No! Please! I didn’t mean it to happen! I’m sorry! I didn’t know it would do those things!”


 

Lori laughed. “Do you think that matters? But you know what? Unlike you, I’m going to stay and watch. I’m going to watch it fuck your brains out. I’m going to watch as you take it up the ass and then are forced to suck that nasty tentacle with your mouth. I’m going to watch as it peels you like a grape and then takes you down.” She squatted down and looked right at Rebecca. “You’re going to die now. Any last words?”


 

Rebecca sat shivering in both cold and terror, her mind trying desperately to think of something. But then her eye spotted something behind Lori and she realized that the Leviathan had come. A mass of tentacles, many more than had ever risen from the water filled hatch rose over both women. Then they flashed forward toward the two of them.


 

“Lori! Look out!” Rebecca shouted.


 

Lori only barely managed to turn her head before the largest of the arms slammed into her, driving her a full twenty feet across the cargo bay. Rebecca gasped as the smaller tentacles immediately found her, twisting across her body. She clamped her legs closed but felt the strength of the creature as it opened her, giving itself access.


 

She heard Lori scream in the darkness, but was too occupied with her own troubles. Another thicker tentacle slid up between Rebecca’s legs and she kicked at it futilely. She let out an angry snarl as it touched her sex, slipping against the scum soaked folds. There was a quick penetration and then it was pumping in and out of Rebecca’s hole with rapid strong strokes.


 

Rebecca wailed and tried to curl up into a ball, but the tentacles and her own trapped wrist kept her open and exposed. She felt the monster moving inside her, more feelers coming closer, touching her clitoris and breasts. Then it got even worse. It began squeeze those delicate nerve packed spots and Rebecca felt her body betraying her, giving the Leviathan a taste of what it actually wanted.


 

Then to Rebecca’s surprise, it let her go. The tentacles retracted, pulling out and away from her. She blinked, body aching, her right wrist now stained with wet crimson blood from where the metal strap had cut into her skin. She lifted her head and looked over at the hatch. The pulsing mass of the Leviathan was still filling the entire portal, the tentacles streaming off into the darkness beyond. Rebecca could hear a strange sort of gagging slurping sound in the shadows and she turned back to the metal strap binding her to the floor.


 

It hurt, desperately, but she pulled, scraping off a good amount of skin as she pulled her hand through the metal retainer. The blood actually helped, lubricating the floor and her wrist as she yanked it clear, leaving a long strip of skin along the metal loop. She hissed as a splash of salt water landed on the exposed wound. But Rebecca leapt to her feet and ran toward the shadows where the monster’s arms led. It didn’t try to stop her, didn’t even seem to notice, and Rebecca moved forward.


 

Lori was against the wall, her ship suit shredded. Her mostly naked body was covered in tiny cuts and Rebecca only then noticed that a few of the tentacles seemed spiked. Lori’s arms and legs were drawn outward, held in place by the strong arms of the Leviathan as two thick feelers repeatedly drove themselves into Lori’s ass and sex. Another fleshy feeler had been rammed down Lori’s throat, stifling the girl’s screams. Both breasts were purple, bound around the base with additional tentacles whose tips seemed to be caressing the points of each breast.


 

Lori shuddered and seemed to be in the throes of orgasmic release and Rebecca realized she only had moments. Looking around wildly for a weapon, she grabbed a spare lifter bar from one of the nearby storage pods and swung it wildly at the largest tentacle. It impacted wetly, but the thick strand of boneless flesh merely bent, absorbing the blow, while continuing its disgusting rape of the brunette girl. A second blow from Rebecca stirred the creature to react and another tentacle burst forward and slammed into Rebecca, sending her sprawling across the cargo bay floor.


 

Lori let out another orgasmic whimper and suddenly was whipped away from the wall and pulled toward the hatch. Rebecca crawled, trailing blood, across the auxiliary cargo bay toward the hatch controls. She pulled herself to her feet and slammed her good hand against the control panel.


 

“Damn it! CLOSE!” 


 

The metal doors began sliding together, pinching the arms of the Leviathan. There was a massive spasm and Lori was dropped as the various arms thrashed around. Rebecca let out an explosive cheer and hurried back into the fray, clearly trying to get to Lori. The poor girl was practically catatonic, twitching in a wet pile, her pussy leaking copious amounts of both sea water and enzyme laden juice. Rebecca picked her up by the arms, blood from the damaged wrist spilling onto the ravaged girl’s body, and dragged her toward the door. They were half way when the sound of tearing metal filled the room and there was a powerful subsonic screech. Alarms started sounding and Rebecca looked up to see the cargo bay doors thrown across the room. Sea water exploded out of the cargo hatch and the Leviathan lifted itself into the auxiliary cargo bay, collapsing the bulk of itself so it could fit through the shattered opening.


 

“Oh my God!” Rebecca said, eyes widening. She renewed her efforts, but her hurt hand kept slipping between the blood and water. The tentacles of the beast probed the floor and then seemed to slide along in the trail dripping from Lori’s body, coming straight for them. They made it to the door even as the first tentacle wrapped itself around Lori’s ankle and pulled. Rebecca screamed in fury.


 

“NO! YOU CAN’T HAVE HER DAMN YOU!” The XO pulled with all her might but more feelers came toward them and in moments Rebecca lost the tug of war as Lori was pulled out of her arms. Rebecca fell face forward, pain lancing up from her wrist, but she scrambled to her feet even as Lori was once again impaled, both in the ass and vagina, before being heaved toward the waiting maw of the creature. 


 

The XO darted forward, dodging a few of the tentacles even as the creature seemed to reenter the water. It slipped back down into the dark depths as Lori gasped again, once more orgasming. Finally only a few tentacles and the woman were still in the auxiliary cargo bay and Rebecca dived forward, hand outstretch, to catch Lori’s hand.


 

“No! Lori! FIGHT IT! DAMN YOU FIGHT IT!” Rebecca held on with all her might, bracing her bare feet against the edge of the hatch frame. A piece of splintered metal cut her foot but she ignored the pain as Lori’s legs went into the water. The brunette gasped, her eyes focusing for a moment and she looked up into Rebecca’s eyes.


 

“My God! It KNOWS!” Lori stammered. She gasped, eyes rolling again as her body seemed to spasm in orgasmic flux.


 

“Lori! Please….” Rebecca said, tears streaming down her face. “Not like this! Please!”


 

Lori turned her face back toward the XO as thing began pulling again, towing her downward. Their hands were still locked and Lori let go. Rebecca held on tighter.


 

“Not you too, Rebecca. I always wanted to make love to you, XO. Get out of here… it knows how to…” and then a wave of salt water smacked Lori in the face. She tried to spit it out but sank another inch. Then she was yanked from Rebecca’s grip and disappeared into the murky water below.


 

Rebecca screamed Lori’s name, her body falling forward, one arm in the water. She stared down into the salty depths but there was nothing more. Only the sound of the alarm echoed in her ears. Finally she stood up. Rushing to the door she wiped her bloody left hand on her own naked body until her fingers were reasonably blood free. She hurriedly punched the communication panel.


 

“XO to Bridge! Security emergency in Auxiliary Cargo Bay! I need an armed team down here NOW! Sound General Quarters!” Rebecca yelled. Then she began turning the door lock. A high pitched alarm started sounding and several emergency bulkhead lights began flashing crimson. The ship seemed to hum as the engines automatically moved to maximum power and the shields and other internal force fields doubled in strength. Rebecca finally managed to get the door open despite her hand and she stepped through, shivering now from the cold and her nakedness. 


 

There was a detonation behind her of froth and water and the thing seemed to explode out of the depths of its lair. Rebecca gasped and jumped through the portal into the corridor beyond, shoving hard against the door. She managed to get it closed just before the first tentacles slammed into the metal and polytricarbonate window. Rebecca shouted, adrenaline coursing through her body as the thing pounded on the metal. She spun the lock, sealing the cargo bay closed.


 

“Take that you fucking bastard! Wait till I get back with a fucking disrupter beam and cook you solid, you fucking piece of calamari!” she shouted. The thing slammed against the door and Rebecca took a step backward. She heard metal starting to strain and there was a popping sound as the welds began to crack. Her eyes widened in alarm.


 

She looked around. “Come on! Where’s that damn security team!” she shouted. She didn’t bother to hold the door. The creature had too much brute strength. As the metal around the door buckled, the metal frame literally twisting against the MSMH welds, Rebecca darted down the semi-dark, red tinged corridor, looking for both escape and answers.


 


 

***


 


“What the hell is going on, Angela?” demanded Captain Jennifer as she entered the bridge. One of the junior officers, who had been sitting in the command chair immediately stood, her face pale.


 

“I’m not sure, Captain. We got a message from the XO to go to general quarters and to dispatch a security team to the Auxiliary Cargo Bay. I sounded the alarm and sent a team down there,” Angela replied


 

Captain Jennifer’s eyes narrowed. “Ship status?”


 

The junior officer glanced hurriedly at one of the nearby consoles. “All systems are online and functioning, Captain.” The girl leaned forward a moment. “Though the ship’s internal gyroscope is reporting having to make adjustments for a weight shift of almost two metric tons! How could that be?”


 

“Damn it. The thing’s escaped,” Jennifer said with a snarl, coming around the bridge controls toward the command chair. “Lock down all corridors and shift the internal force fields to maximum.” The bridge crew immediately began tapping on various computer controls, executing the captain’s commands. Jennifer stepped forward and hit the com button. “Attention all crew: We are initiating a lock down of all corridor bulkheads. Stay at your assigned battle stations until further notice. If you encounter any creature or unusual occurrence, report it immediately to the bridge and retreat. Do NOT attempt to fight or contain the creature.”


 

The girl at the controls paled noticeably. “You mean the Leviathan has escaped?” she asked, trembling. The captain nodded and hit the com control again. “Bridge to security team.”


 

There was only an answering hiss from the speaker. “Damn,” muttered the Captain. She turned to Angela. “You have the bridge. Stay on this course and report problems to me directly. Do not release the interior bulkheads accept for command authority alpha. Do you understand?” 


 

Angela nodded. “Yes Captain,” she replied with an appropriate nod. “That’s the XO, Doctor Lenore, and you.”


 

Jennifer nodded back and grabbed a wrist communicator from a bulkhead storage pod and quickly left the bridge, heading below. 


 

There were several internal bulkheads that Jennifer had to order the bridge to open individually, but she made her way through the ship toward the Cargo Bay. Two decks away from the Leviathan’s hole, she practically jumped out of her ship suit when a crew member popped her head out from an engineering access pod, a frightened look on her face.


 

“Captain? What’s happening?” asked Amber, glancing down the corridor.


 

“Amber? What are you doing here?” the Captain replied with her own questions. 


 

Amber looked confused for a moment. “It’s my battle station? I’m responsible for maintaining the MSMH converter alignments on the weapon systems. Are we under attack?” 


 

The captain blinked, reconciling Amber’s explanation. This was the blond girl’s battle station. “Of course. I’m sorry. Have you seen anything… strange?” 


 

Amber looked at the captain quizzically. “Strange, captain? No, nothing.”


 

The captain nodded, but then a thought struck her. “Crewman Amber, why don’t you come with me. I might need your engineering expertise.”


 

“But my duty station…” Amber stammered, motioning back to the engineering pod.


 

Captain Jennifer waved her hand and started moving down the corridor. “Immaterial. We’re not under attack. The damned leviathan got loose.”


 

“What! Oh my God! Seriously?” Amber asked, her eyes wide as she ran to catch up with Jennifer. Everyone knew about the leviathan, but to hear it got loose!


 

The captain started forward again and Amber fell into step beside her. “Crewman Amber, if you had to kill a sixty foot long squid with only the things you could find on board, how would you do it?”


 

Amber blinked. “Um…I guess opening the cargo hold to space isn’t really an option any more, is it?”


 

The captain barked out a laugh. “Hardly. I seriously doubt it’s in there anymore.”


 

“Could a drop in temperature do it?”


 

“The water it lives in ranges between four and eight degrees Celsius and since it’s probably moving around the ship, it evidently can withstand higher temperatures as well.”


 

Amber fell silent as they continued down the corridor. A soft chirp came from the captain’s wrist communicator and she lifted it up and lightly tapped the com button.


 

“Go ahead,” Jennifer said into the small device. 


 

“Captain? We’re showing internal bulkhead damage in the aft starboard quarter. It seems the leviathan is heading toward the crew quarters and engine room.” There was a pause. “And it really isn’t using the corridors.”


 

Jennifer frowned. “Damn. All right. Drop us out of warp. Impulse engines only for steering and navigation. If we’re anywhere close to a system get us set up in orbit around something I won’t have to worry about. Also direct engineering to reset the internal force fields to align with the bulkheads, rather than along the ship’s frame work. Maybe that will slow it down. Assemble another security team and arm it with thermal lances and plasma torches. Have them proceed via the upper levels to the engineering compartment and crew quarters to set up defenses.”


 

The bridge acknowledged the orders and Jennifer continued along toward the auxiliary cargo bay.


 

“Captain? Excuse me, but if the creature is down here, why are we going toward it unarmed?”


 

Captain Jennifer glanced back at Amber. “It’s not down here anymore. It’s trying to get to the engineering room, though why I can’t imagine. I need to see what it’s capable of though and that means seeing the cargo bay.” Jennifer didn’t mention the fact that already the XO and a two person security team was missing. 


 

The two women came to another secured bulkhead hatch and the Captain ordered the bridge to unsecure the door. A dank salty wet smell struck both women and the dark corridor in front of them glimmered in a mix of mucus and sea water. A few emergency lights were all the illumination and both of them could see the ruined door and bulkhead where the auxiliary cargo bay access used to be. Carefully, the two women moved forward. Emergency lights sent flickering glimmers across the water coated deck.


 

The Leviathan’s trail was easy to spot and it went aft toward the other end of the ship. Amber examined the damage to the bulkhead while the Captain entered the cargo bay. Jennifer looked around. There was no sign of the executive officer or of the two woman security team that had been dispatched. She tapped her fingers on her hips. 


 

“Captain? This bulkhead is an MSMH titanium alloy reinforced with nano-carbon fibers. If the leviathan ripped through this, there is literally nothing on this ship it can’t tear up,” Amber said, her voice trembling.


 

A popping noise startled both of them and Amber whirled to face the corridor as the captain stepped out into the hallway. 


 

“Computer node niche?” the captain asked.


 

“Twenty feet down the corridor, ma’am.” Amber said, pointing toward the direction the leviathan had taken. The captain immediately started down that way and stopped in front of a slimy and somewhat bent hatch in the corridor wall. She rapped three times, then twice more on the door, but there was no response. With a deep breath and a glance at Amber, the captain opened the door.


 

Rebecca, naked, bloody, and quite blue, fell out of the computer niche, unconscious, onto the floor.


 

 


 


 


 

 


 


 


 


 

Part Six


 

“Grab her! Quick!” Captain Jennifer said, even as Rebecca fell to the hard corridor floor. Amber scooted forward, hands already extended and she helped the captain lay Rebecca flat on her back. The XO’s right arm was a mess of smeared semi-congealed blood. 

 

“She’s got a pulse,” announced Amber, quickly laying a few finger’s on Rebecca’s neck. Jennifer nodded and the tapped her communicator. “Medical Emergency Auxiliary Cargo Hold, bring an extra ship suit!” The com link chirped, but Amber shook her head. 


 

“We shouldn’t wait, Captain. She’s too cold now.” The pretty blond suddenly stood up and unzipped her ship suit. A regulation set of bra and panties appeared beneath the falling zipper even as Jennifer blinked in surprise.


 

“Crewman Amber… you don’t…” stammered the captain.


 

Amber nodded. “Yes I do. A spare suit is coming but this will start warming her up, and I think we’ll need her. She might not survive otherwise. She’s not shivering and that means hypothermia. We’ve got to warm her up.”


 

Captain Jennifer nodded and as soon as Amber stripped out of the ship suit, they stuffed Rebecca into the slightly smaller uniform. Amber removed her regulation breast elastic to wrap Rebecca’s torn wrist, her delicate nipples hardening in the cold. When the suit was zipped up, the small power cell hummed to life and both women could see the heat radiating from the suit as it began warming the woman inside. Amber crossed her arms and rubbed her skin.


 

“Bridge to captain,” a voice said through the communicator.


 

“Go ahead,” Jennifer replied.


 

“Engineering reports that the Leviathan has turned away from engineering and is trying to get to crew quarters, however aligning the force fields with the bulkheads has impeded its progress and it’s been forced to move laterally. It stopped at the starboard pressure hull and is starting to work its way forward along the ventral corridor.”


 

“Understood” Jennifer replied as the two women glanced at each other. “Time to move, I think,” Captain Jennifer said quietly. Together they grabbed Rebecca and began carrying her down the hall. They made it through one closed bulkhead door when another woman carrying a medical pack and a duffle bag ran up to them.


 

“Sorry, every bulkhead is sealed between here and the infirmary. What’s her condition?” Dr. Lenore asked as she extended the medical scanner. 

“She seems to be unconscious and suffering from hypothermia,” the captain replied.


 

Lenore took a look at the readings. “Body temperature is very low but steadily rising. Minor hypothermic shock and,” she paused momentarily, “lacerations to her arm as well as some vaginal bruising.” Lenore paused and looked up at the Captain. “Just like Lori.”


 

The captain stiffened, eyes wide. Amber looked confused. “Like L-L-Lori? I d-d-don’t understand.” There was a faint bluish tint to Amber’s lips and she had started to tremble.


 

Dr. Lenore blinked and then realized that Amber was standing there in her skivies. She blushed slightly and then unzipped the duffle. “Here’s an extra ship suit, Amber. Put that on.”


 

Amber blinked but accepted the ship suit and began slipping into the outfit. It was a bit tight but adjusted well to her incredible figure.


 

“Doctor, I really need to talk to her. Is there anything you can give her?” Jennifer asked.


 

Lenore nodded and grabbed a hypospray, programming a cocktail of adrenaline, stimulants, and a sterile ampoule of cellular repair nanites. She injected it directly into Rebecca’s carotid artery. The unconscious woman’s eyelids fluttered, but she didn’t rouse.


 

A loud metallic clang from down the corridor echoed up to where the three women and their unconscious companion waited. 


 

“I think we should move right along,” Captain Jennifer said, hauling Rebecca to her feet. Amber got under the XO’s other arm and they quickly began carrying the unconscious woman forward while Dr. Lenore led the way. 


 

“Captain? How are we going to kill that thing?” Amber asked, grunting a little under the effort of supporting Rebecca. They paused momentarily as the Doctor radioed the bridge to open another bulkhead door.


 

The captain grunted, her silver hair swaying as she kept Rebecca on her feet. “I’m not sure,” she muttered. The door in front of them slid open and they continued along the corridor. 


 

“Wait,” the captain suddenly said. Dr. Lenore and Amber halted. The captain turned her silver gray eyes toward Amber. “Would the graviton pulse emitter work on a biological without the normal cargo container?” she asked. Originally, when the Leviathan had been brought on board, it had been stored in a standard cargo container and then released into the pre-flooded cargo bay.


 

Amber looked thoughtful for a moment, but then grimaced. “Unprotected, it would probably get torn to shreds,” she replied. “But under the circumstances, I can’t say I would object, Captain. The hardest part would be getting it topside. Even if we open the interconnecting passages, there’s no reason for it to go up there.”


 

The Captain frowned. “I wish we knew what it was looking for!” she exclaimed.


 

The words that came from the XO were barely intelligible and all three women stopped to check on Rebecca.


 

“Did she say blood?” Amber asked, a little frightened.


 

Lenore leaned forward and checked on Rebecca. There was a bit more color in the executive officer’s face. The captain stiffened as she realized what was happening.


 

“Not blood. It’s the damn enzyme. That’s what it’s looking for.” The captain leaned her face down toward Rebecca’s. “Rebecca! Where’s the list?” Rebecca didn’t answer. She was out again.


 

Dr. Lenore blinked. “The list? What list?” asked Dr. Lenore.


 

“She didn’t get it through you? There was a certain blood type that predicated the correct enzyme production. I assumed she asked you to check the crew medical records and make a list of potential feeders.”


 

“You were going to FEED us to the thing?” asked Amber with incredulity as the captain shook her head.


 

“There’s no time to explain, but no, we weren’t. It’s more complicated than that.” The captain growled as more loud clangs came from behind them. “Let’s get to the lift and head topside.” She tapped her communicator. “Bridge, have the armed security crew meet us topside near the main cargo bay doors.”


 

They hurried down the corridor and stepped into the lift. Just as the doors closed they heard the sound of tearing metal and watched in horror as a long tentacle suddenly burst through one wall of the corridor. The lift doors shut and then they felt the inertia as the elevator rose upward.


 

“That was close,” Amber muttered. 


 

When the lift doors opened they stepped out onto the topside deck. The crystalline hull above glittered and the passing blur of stars made the view spectacular. Together they hurried over toward the main cargo door, passing the punishment square that Amber had so recently been strapped in. The captain angled them toward a control pod and lowered Rebecca down. Dr. Lenore knelt next to the still unconscious woman.


 

“Lenore, I need to know who was on that list. It was a strange blood type. Lori was one of the few who had it.”


 

Lenore frowned. “I remember seeing it when she was in the infirmary.” She closed her eyes for a moment. “AB negative.”


 

The captain nodded and tapped her communicator. “Captain to Crewman Lori,” she said urgently. There was no response and she tried again. “Damn,” the captain muttered. “We need to be able to lure it up here.”


 

Amber swallowed. “Captain? Please… tell me why you need someone with AB negative blood?” she asked.


 

The captain shook her head. “Women with AB negative blood produce an enzyme in their vaginal secretions that mimic the conditions of the leviathan’s home waters. It needs that enzyme in order to kick start it’s digestive system. That’s what Suuki was for. She inserted a feed pellet in herself and then allowed the leviathan to extract it.”


 

Both Lenore and Amber looked horrified. 


 

“That’s what happened to Lori? You used Lori to feed that thing?” Amber demanded. The captain nodded. “It was supposed to be a painless and relatively quick process. But something went wrong. It continued to… stimulate… Lori to extract additional enzyme.”


 

Dr. Lenore let out a small chuckle. “I’ll bet she had more orgasms during that thirty minutes than she’s had in weeks!” The captain turned and glared at the doctor. 


 

“We only needed to keep it alive another four days until we arrived at our destination. Dead, and the crew wasn’t going to get paid.”


 

Amber’s lips were pressed tightly together. “So it wants this enzyme. Is that what it’s after?”


 

Dr. Lenore shrugged, but the captain nodded. “It headed toward the two most populated areas of the ship, Engineering and Crew Quarters. There are only eight women on board with AB negative though. Chances are none of them are near here though.” The captain grunted.


 

Amber took a deep breath. “I’m AB negative.” 


 

Lenore and the captain both fell silent and looked at Amber. For a moment no one moved or said anything.


 

“Well? How can I lure it up here? Do I need to go back down and find it and run back up here?”


 

That suggestion broke the stunned silence and Dr. Lenore was the first to speak. “Oh no. First of all you’d be caught in moments. The leviathan moves much faster than we do. Besides, it should be able to detect your enzyme via aerosol. We just need to open some ventilation to down below.”


 

The captain gave the doctor a quizzical look. “That’s it?”


 

Lenore coughed delicately. “Well, no. There’s one more thing.” She looked at Amber delicately. “You’ll need to be… sexually aroused. Very aroused. Orgasmic would even be better.”


 

“What!” exclaimed Amber. “Are you serious?”


 

There was a sound behind them and all three women whirled to see the security team, ten women, all armed with a variety of makeshift weaponry.


 

“Sorry we’re late, Captain. We got everything we could together,” the security team leader said.


 

The captain nodded. “Deploy in protective positions around the main cargo bay hatch. We’re going to lure it up here, contain it in a graviton pulse, and then your team will destroy it. Keep a mind on fields of fire, especially with that micro MSMH pulse emitter. I don’t want a pressure hull rupture.”


 

The security team nodded and then fanned out around the still sealed main cargo access shaft. The captain turned back to Amber. “Can you do this?”


 

Amber turned white, then scarlet. “I don’t know, captain! I’m not used to… you know.” She gestured emphatically. 


 

The captain nodded, a little perturbed. “We can give you some… privacy. Why don’t you go behind the engineering pod and uh…uh…”


 

“Masturbate,” Dr. Lenore said. 


 

The captain nodded. “Yes. Masturbate.”


 

Amber looked queasy but then nodded. She turned and marched around to the other side of the engineering pod, disappearing from view.


 

The captain turned to the Doctor. “You stay here with the XO.” Lenore nodded.


 

Captain Jennifer quickly moved over to the control panel. The main cargo access doors were there to allow the tug vessels to easily load the ships cargo into the central holds. The captain pressed the appropriate command to begin opening the three layers of bulkhead doors between the flooded cargo bay below and the topside deck. Moments later the distinct odor of saltwater permeated up through the open cargo hatch. 


 

“Be ready!” commanded the captain to the security team as she manned the graviton pulse emitter controls. “It could come up at any time!”


 

The captain bit her lip, eyes locked on the open hatch. Time seemed to crawl and then there was a delicate cough behind her. The captain turned to see Amber, dressed in her ship suit, the zipper all the way up.


 

“Amber? I thought you were…” the captain’s voice trailed off. Amber looked distressed.


 

“Captain… I’m sorry. I tried. I just couldn’t!” she whispered, tears forming in her eyes.


 

The captain took a deep breath. “So what’s the problem?” 


 

Amber looked stricken. “I’m just so scared! I can’t think about… you know… doing it!”


 

“All right. Think Amber, when was the last time you orgasmed? Was it with Lori?” 


 

Amber opened her mouth, eyes wide. “You know?” 


 

The captain nodded. “We suspected. The XO caught Lori down in engineering later, but we had no proof and Lori didn’t come forward to exonerate you.” The captain paused, “besides, even if you were seduced, it doesn’t alleviate the fact you abdicated your responsibilities.” 


 

Amber nodded, tears now falling down her cheeks. “I know, that’s why I didn’t say anything. I’ve ruined things, haven’t I?”


 

The captain laid one hand on the pretty blonde’s shoulder. “Nonsense. Now, is that the last time you orgasmed?”


 

Amber shook her head. “No, captain,” she whispered. “I came when I was flogged.” Her voice was barely audible.


 

The captain nodded. “Then think about that and try again please.”


 

Amber took a deep breath and once more disappeared behind the engineering pod. A few minutes later she came back out, but this time her ship suit was only zipped up to right below her breasts, her cleavage clearly visible.


 

“Captain?” Amber asked, her face blushing scarlet. “I still can’t. But… I uh… have an idea.”


 

The captain turned and looked at the blond girl. “What is it, Amber?”


 

The words came out in a rush. “Put me back in the punishment square. That will probably make me orgasm.” Amber looked conflicted, half wanting it, half terrified of the prospect.


 

“What? Are you out of your mind?” demanded Captain Jennifer. “You shouldn’t have had to spend as much time in it as you did!”


 

Amber nodded, her cheeks still flushed crimson. “I know, but… I can’t believe I’m admitting this, but I had an orgasm during the punishment.”


 

Lenore gave the captain a knowing glance, grinning slightly. Jennifer’s eyes narrowed and she scowled at the doctor. 


 

“Please Captain? I know I can do it! I just need the proper motivation!” Amber said, her huge blue eyes tearing up.


 

Jennifer gave Amber a dark look of consternation. “I can’t believe I’m even considering this. Can’t we just get you a sonic wrench or something?”


 

Dr. Lenore shook her head. “Captain, I don’t think we’ve got time to experiment. That thing is tearing apart the ship and we need to get it up here.”


 

Amber looked at Captain Jennifer and nodded. “I’m ready. Please… put me in the punishment square.”


 


 

The captain’s steel gray eyes flashed angrily as she looked at the comely blond girl before her. Amber certainly was willing, but Jennifer shook her head, despite Dr. Lenore’s urging.


 

“What if we got Lori up here?” Jennifer asked, still clearly unwilling to put Amber back in the punishment square.


 

Amber blinked, somewhat taken a back by the suggestion. “You mean…” she trailed off.


 

Jennifer nodded. “We can bring her up her and the two of you can finish what you started this morning. That’s a much better solution than putting you back in the punishment square.”


 

“I… uh… I guess so, Captain.” Amber’s reply was swallowed by another chirping of Jennifer’s comlog. The gray haired woman looked down at her wrist.


 

“What now?” she demanded angrily.


 

“Uh….captain? This is Angela. Sensors are showing the leviathan moving laterally across the lower deck. I think it’s trying to get into the life support shaft.” 


 

Jennifer bit her lip. She was running out of time. If it gained access to the life support shaft it would practically have access to every section of the ship. It was hard to imagine the massive sea creature fitting into the five foot wide corridor, but Jennifer had no doubts that it could. She shook her head and looked back at Amber.


 

“We’re out of options now. Quick… over to the punishment square.”


 

The square was dangerously close to the now open cargo door in the floor of the topside deck but Jennifer put that thought aside. Amber skidded to a halt by the yellow and black frame in the floor as Jennifer quickly punched in the command codes. A moment later there was a small hum and the square lifted up out of its crèche on the deck, floating on microrepulsors. Slowly it righted itself and then extended, becoming the large door frame sized object that settled down in one of the ridges of the crèche.


 

Amber had already shucked her boots and grabbed hold of her zipper.


 

“No. That’s not necessary. You can stay dressed.” Jennifer told her, glancing up. Amber frowned, a look of confusion on her face. “The neural stimulators will work right through clothing,” Captain Jennifer said.


 

“But… but… then why was I stripped?” Amber asked, a look of horror on her face. 


 

Jennifer took a deep breath. “Humiliation of course. The punishment frame is about deterrence. If the crew know they’ll be stripped naked and punished, they’re much less likely to violate regulations.”


 

Amber’s reply came out as a squeak. “Oh. All right.” She still looked a little wild-eyed. She shifted her bare feet and then nodded. 


 

“All right, if we’re going to do this, let’s do this,” Jennifer said. She looked pointedly at Amber who nodded and then put her delicate boned right foot into the punishment frame. She stepped into the metal rectangle, slipping her other foot inward. A moment later a hydraulic hiss sounded and Amber winced as the sharp little prick in the arches of both feet hit her. She lifted her hands and moments later felt herself drawn outward, stretched to the corners of the frame, her lithe frame elongating slightly as she was pulled taut.


 

“I’ve set the actuators at half power, so it won’t hurt quite as much,” the captain said, fingers gliding down the side of the punishment frame. Amber nodded, bracing herself and then Jennifer stepped back, watching.


 

The first sizzle of pain lashed across Amber’s breasts, a pin prick sensation that felt as if her entire chest had fallen asleep and was now trying to wake up. She gasped as her nipples tightened and she tilted, arching her back. The pain in her bosom faded suddenly to be replaced by a new tingling in her bottom, almost as if an electrical current was playing havoc with her nervous system. She cried out, jerking her bottom forward as if she had been struck across both cheeks, only to slam back again, pulling on her bonds as the nerves in her sex ignited as if one fire.


 

The cycle repeated and Amber began to cry, turning her head toward her arm as her body responded to simulated virtual whipping.


 

“God! It hurts!” Amber cried out. Dr. Lenore came up to the bound and tormented girl.


 

“Do you feel turned on, Amber?” she asked pointedly.


 

The blond girl shook her head violently, strands of flaxen silk escaping from the French braid. Lenore turned to the captain. “You should turn it up.”


 

“I think not!” Captain Jennifer declared. “This is taking things to far as it goes!”


 

A spark of energy leapt up from the deck to the punishment frame and Amber cried out. There was a popping noise and then a small curdle of smoke seeped out from inside the frame work. The emitter lights died and Amber slumped into the frame.


 

“What the hell?” Jennifer demanded. “A power surge? How the hell did that happen?”


 

“Bridge to captain. We’re experiencing power fluctuations all along the ship.”


 

“Can you reroute power to the topside deck?” asked Jennifer.


 

There was a pause. “We’re showing you still have it, Captain.”


 

Jennifer cursed and slammed her fists down on the control panel. Dr. Lenore shook her head and then quickly looked back at Amber. The little blond crew member hung in the punishment frame, her chest heaving. The tiny brunette medic stepped up to Amber, grabbed the zipper at the girl’s throat and pulled.


 

“Lenore! What are you doing?” demanded Jennifer, who stiffened as the zipper slid down Amber’s torso. Bare breasts almost burst free from the restrictive gray suit and Amber whimpered, still somewhat dazed. 


 

“We still have to make her cum. We’ll do it the old fashioned way!” Lenore declared. The zipper continued its downward path, flowing over Amber’s panty clad sex. Lenore ducked, reached between Amber’s legs, and brought the zipper back up to the small of the blond girl’s back. Then she took out her laser scalpel and quickly sliced Amber’s panties, exposing the shaven pink slit, glistening every so slightly. Amber’s hips rocked as the cool air touched her swollen clit.


 

“Is she cumming?” Jennifer asked, stepping over to look at Amber. 


 

Lenore shook her head. “She’s just damp.”


 

Jennifer thought for a moment. “Let me get a sonic wrench. She was masturbating with one this morning!” Lenore grabbed her arm. “That’s not a bad idea, but it’s too quick. We need her HIGHLY aroused, Captain. She needs to be begging to cum. Otherwise, we won’t attract the leviathan up here!”


 

“Well what do you suggest I do, damn it! Frig her myself!” Jennifer shouted at the doctor. 

Lenore shook her head. “No. Whip her. Old fashioned style.” Lenore popped open the maintenance door on the side of the punishment frame and ripped out a three foot long bundle of fiber optic cable. Her laser scalpel fused the plastic sheaths together with a broad beam dispersal. She handed the makeshift cat-o-nine tails to the captain.


 

“Hit her,” Lenore whispered.


 

Jennifer held up the whip. “My god, what have we come to?” The she pulled her arm back and swung at Amber’s breasts.


 

The fiber optic cable whistled through the air before slashing across Amber. Almost instantly the perfect white globes of her breasts turned a bright pink, the nipples hard and pointed. She cried out, throwing her head back, spine bending as Jennifer swung a second time, leaving a host of thin welts, like scarlet brush strokes, across the upper slopes of Amber’s bosom. 


 

Amber’s hips began pumping and Jennifer shifted her aim. The frayed ends of the plastic sheathed fiber optic cable sliced into the exposed and swollen petals of Amber’s sex, eliciting a harsh cry from the blond girl. Her teeth were clenched and she pulled her hips backward, but then just as eagerly swung forward again, as if begging for another stroke. Jennifer drew back again and let another lash strike Amber’s pubis, turning pink to scarlet as the inflamed tissue responded. Amber groaned and let out another whimper.


 

Lenore leaned forward as Jennifer readied another stroke. “It’s working! My god she’s wet!” The doctor reached out and slipped her finger into Amber’s sex, driving it in all the way up to the knuckles. Amber stiffened, her hips rocking violently as she finger fucked the doctor’s hand. Then Lenore pulled away and nodded at the captain.


 

Pain exploded through Amber, starting at her clit and flashing through her body like lightning. She had no control over her hips, thrusting them forward lewdly in expectation of the next stroke. Except the captain hit her tits again, sending a line of fire across both nipples which only added fuel to the fire. Another stroke hit her, this time across her bare bottom. A sharp sting took her breath away before a dark heat suffused her rear end. Before Amber could even register the new sensations, another stroke between the legs caught her clitoris.


 

Lenore stepped up behind Amber, reaching around. Her fingers found the poor girl’s nipples and she twisted them hard as Jennifer spun the makeshift whip, landing blow after blow against Amber’s groin. The tips whistled and the wet rubber sound of the fiber optic cables slapping and then sliding against the swollen thick petals of Amber’s pussy filled the air. Amber through her head back and then screamed, her body shaking as she exploded, spraying her juices through the air and splattering the deck for the second time that day.


 

“Captain! It’s coming up!” one of the security team girls yelled from the edge of the cargo hold hatch in the floor. Jennifer dropped the whip and jumped to the control panel. Her fingers flew wildly and then there was a scream as a large tentacle whipped upward into the air, smashing aside one of the security girl’s holding a thermal lance.


 

“Wait! Wait till I have it in the graviton beam!” Jennifer screamed at them. 


 

A strong sea salt odor assaulted them and then more tentacles appeared. They waved through the air and thrashed along the metal decking. One security girl was grabbed by the ankle, lofted into the air, only to have her suit literally ripped from her lower half. One odd looking tentacle came up, penetrated her swiftly, and then she was tossed aside like a rag doll. 


 

Jennifer finished at the controls and switched the graviton emitter to full and there was a subsonic scream that rumbled the very ship itself. The graviton emitter hummed into life and the entire leviathan was pulled like a wet oyster from its shell into the air.


 

It was huge, its body easily fifty or sixty feet long, with over forty or fifty tentacles. It spun within the field as the security team closed on it, but despite not being able to find a purchase, the tentacles were still able to lash out. Jennifer shouted orders, commanding them to start cutting tentacles. Greenish ichors and black gore suddenly splattered the deck and there was another sub-audible screech from the creature. Another girl was grabbed before she had a chance to cut the tentacle and she was literally torn in half. Red blood was added to the mix and Jennifer grabbed a MSMH Emitter Lance and jumped into the fray, slicing one of the thicker arms of the creature into bits.


 

“Captain! Help!” Lenore shouted. Jennifer wiped green slime from her eyes and she looked across the deck. Amber was still locked into the punishment frame while Lenore was trying to defend the blond girl with her laser scalpel. Jennifer snarled and ran, slipping on the slime. Her lance fell and she twisted up to see Lenore smashed aside, a thick tentacle sliding along Amber’s thigh. Jennifer pushed, sliding through the muck, one had catching hold of the lance.


 

Amber stiffened, eyes wide in alarm as the tentacle probed her depths. It delved deep, so deep that Jennifer could see it moving under Amber’s skin, deep within her womb. Amber jerked several times, her hips jumping up and down and then she threw her head back in another cry.


 

But it wasn’t a cry of agony. It was a cry of absolute pleasure and her loins met the thrusts of the creature with abandon. Jennifer regained her feet, screaming out a battle cry as she charged into the battle, her lance lopping off tentacles left and right. A powerful blow sent her spinning and she saw a strange tentacle, small and brown, without suckers, explode forth, heading for Amber. The proving arm that had ripened Amber so quickly had withdrawn and Jennifer watched as the little probe slipped into Amber’s sex. Amber whimpered, moaning, her hips still fucking the fleshy probe and a small bulge in the tentacle literally moved along until it disappeared inside Amber’s body.


 

“DAMN YOU!” screamed Jennifer and she brought the lance down across the smaller tentacle. It severed cleanly and a thick white mucus exploded out of the severed tube, spraying both Amber and Jennifer with cream. Globs dripped down over Amber’s bared breasts, but Jennifer merely wiped her face and pushed her wet hair away from her face. She stood in front of Amber as the last of the leviathan’s limbs were hacked clear and its body began to shred, subjected to the direct and brutal forces of the graviton beam. There was another cry, a death cry and then the leviathan exploded wetly, like a water balloon dropped from on high. It shuddered and then the creature collapsed in on itself, turning the animated monster into dead flesh.


 

Jennifer slipped and slid to the graviton control panel and quickly deactivated the machine. The leviathan’s body fell back through the cargo hatch, plummeting the sixteen decks to its watery graveyard below. Hacked off pieces of tentacle still twitched and rolled across the deck and the security officers who hadn’t been hurt in the fight quickly began seeing to their wounded. Jennifer saw two lifeless forms, torn in half by the monster and her expression turned grim. 

“Lenore?” The captain turned around and looked for the doctor. The tiny medic was lying in a puddle of muck, covered in the same white mucus that had splattered Amber. The captain slid over to the doctor and pulled her around.


 

“Lenore? Are you okay?” Jennifer asked.


 

“Ow. That fucking hurt.” Lenore whispered. “What happened?”


 

“It’s dead. But I need you to check on Amber, and we have wounded. Come on.” Jennifer ordered.


 

Lenore opened her eyes and winced as she sat up, gunk dripping from her hair. “I think I got hit by an interplanetary comet. Ewww… yuck.” She glanced over at Amber. The blond girl hung limply in the punishment frame, still dripping with the leviathan’s ichor. “You haven’t gotten her out yet?”


 

Jennifer shook her head. “Come on. I’ll work on repairing the power coupling while you check her out. I can’t release her until I’ve got power restored.”


 

The captain offered the doctor her hand and they approached Amber. Lenore quickly checked her pulse. “Well, she’s alive, but unconscious. I can’t do more until she’s out of this thing. I’ll go look at the wounded while you get the punishment frame repaired.”



 

Jennifer nodded. “All right.” Lenore walked off and in moments was quickly splinting a few broken arms and shouting orders as medical teams arrived.


 

“Captain?” a weak voice said softly. Jennifer looked up. Rebecca was standing there, using a battered thermal lance as a sort of support. The right side of her face sported a massive bruise. She limped up to the captain and the punishment frame.


 

“XO. You look like hell.” Jennifer said, then popped open the access panel to the punishment frame and began tugging at the wires.


 

“What the hell happened?” Rebecca asked, glancing around the deck before looking at Amber again. Topside had been practically demolished. Bits and pieces of flaming tentacle still smoked and a pungent mix of noxious odors assaulted everyone. The seriously injured had already been carted off toward medical and now the first damage repair crews had arrived. Already there were teams in hazmat suits collecting leviathan parts and storing them for incineration.


 

“We killed it.” Jennifer said simply as she attached an unburned wire to the power flow module, bypassing the burnt out coupling. 


 

Rebecca frowned. “I meant with Amber. Why is she in the punishment square, and why does it look like she’s been actually physically whipped?”


 

The captain paused and looked up at her XO. “Because she saved this ship, Rebecca. We had to lure it up here and she offered herself as bait. And I whipped her. Me.”


 

Rebecca swallowed but nodded. “Crewman Lori is dead. It got her down in the auxiliary cargo bay.”


 

Jennifer’s eyes closed and she took another deep breath. “I see. Is that all?”


 

There was a moment’s hesitation on Rebecca’s face, but then her eyes clouded and she shook her head. “No Captain. It was an accident. Lori was checking on me and the thing escaped through the cargo hatch.”


 

Jennifer nodded. “Then that’s what the report will reflect, XO.”


 

Amber groaned and both women straightened. “Hold on Amber, I’m bypassing the coupling so we can get you out.” Jennifer said in a rush.


 

“Captain?” Amber whispered. She had to spit some of the thick viscous cream out of her mouth and started coughing. It took a moment for her to clear her throat.


 

“Captain… I understand now.” Amber said. Jennifer looked up at the girl, noticing the tears in her huge blue eyes.


 

“Just a moment longer, Amber. XO, zip up her suit, would you?” Jennifer ordered.


 

Rebecca reached around to find the zipper but Amber twisted away. “No! You can’t!” she gasped.


 

“What? What are you talking about?” 


 

“It needs to breathe!” Amber stammered.


 

Jennifer took a step back. “What needs to breathe? Amber? What’s going on?” the captain demanded.


 

Amber shook her head. “I can hear it. its thoughts… it’s so strange.” Then the blond girl lifted her head.


 

“Oh GOD! Lori is dead!” She burst into tears, bawling like a child, her body shaking in the punishment frame. Her chest heaved, the bared and welted breasts shaking as she cried. Rebecca took a step closer and laid a hand on Amber’s arm, trying to comfort her. It took several minutes before Amber calmed down. Jennifer spent the time finishing the repairs and then the hydraulic locks hissed and Amber collapsed into the captain’s arms. They laid her down on the deck and called for Lenore.


 

“Captain… I know what it was doing now.” Amber whispered, her head in Rebecca’s lap. She still wouldn’t let them close the ship suit. “If you do, it will heat up and kill it.”


 

Jennifer didn’t like the sound of that. “Explain right now, Amber. What did it do to you?”


 

Amber gave her an astonished look. “I’m carrying its egg.”


 

Jennifer jerked back. “What? You’re carrying that thing’s EGG?” She reached for the thermal lance behind her.


 

“No! No! It won’t hatch for a long time, time enough for us to get it to water. That’s where the egg is supposed to be. I have to take it there. I can hear it. It knows us. It remembers being Lori.”


 

“Lori’s inside you? Lori’s the egg?” Rebecca asked, clearly confused. Amber shook her head.


 

“No… it… absorbed her. It took her memories. She’s gone but all her knowledge and thoughts and feelings it has.” Amber looked at Rebecca. “It doesn’t like you very much,” she said with a touch of embarrassment.


 

Rebecca rolled her eyes. The captain waved a hand, interrupting. “So what are we supposed to do? Just continue on our trip and drop it off in the nearest swimming pool?” 


 

Amber nodded. “Not a pool though, an ocean. A deep ocean. But for the egg to survive inside me I can’t overheat and I can’t close the jumpsuit. They’re designed to be semi-permeable, letting out heat and moisture, but I have to keep myself, my skin… and my…” Amber blushed, “privates… oxygenated.” She modestly laid one arm across her breasts and another over her still reddened loins.


 

Jennifer blinked and looked at Rebecca who shrugged. “Infirmary?” asked the XO. 


 

Jennifer grunted. “I suppose, and an armed guard I think. Let’s not take any chances.”


 

“Aye, captain. Aye Aye.”


 


 


 


 

Epilogue


 

“Come!” said Captain Jennifer from her desk. The door slid open and Crewman Amber strolled through the doorway with Executive Officer Rebecca marching beside her. The ship’s executive officer was holding a small narrow box.


 

“Good afternoon, captain. You asked to see me?” Amber said, smiling politely. Her gray ship suit was zipped to the chin and her lithe figure fit the contoured lines like a glove. She stood at attention, eyes glittering. There didn’t seem to be any damage from the events of the previous week. Indeed, the sun and sea she had been exposed to at their destination had worked wonders on her.


 

“I did. How did the procedure go?” 


 

Amber grinned. “I was quite the celebrity. Evidently no one knew that the leviathans had the ability to absorb memory through ingestion and the baby evidently is having no trouble communicating its needs. IT was a little strange giving ‘birth’ though, especially to something not human, but I guess I’m her mom in a way.” She screwed up her face. “She also seems to like twenty fifth century jazz, which she did NOT get from me.”


 

Rebecca coughed. “The marine biologists seem to think that the original Leviathan we had on board was near its spawning time and was inadvertently removed it from its home waters at the exact wrong moment. It sensed Suuki could help, but accidentally drowned her, and then ate the body, reverting to instinct. Because Suuki was already dead, the original leviathan was only able to access some of the knowledge Suuki had, which is what lead it attacking Lori. It wanted resources.”


 

Amber shook her head sadly. “Poor Lori.” She clasped her hands together as Rebecca continued.


 

“It takes awhile however to metabolize the information and make use of it. The original leviathans do not have human level intelligence, but the new baby does. So they think the mother was responding on an instinctive level, looking for the resources it would need to protect the offspring.”


 

Jennifer nodded. “I see. Well, in the meanwhile, we’ve been paid, as well as given a damage bonus and the families of Lori and the four security personnel we lost have been recompensed. There is just one more thing to do.”


 

The XO grinned as Amber looked on in cluelessness.


 

Jennifer stood up and pressed a button on her computer control console. “Computer, Captain’s Log, SS Gabrielle, Jennifer R. Connolly commanding. As of this date, Crewman Amber Russell is hereby promoted to Engineering Mate E-5. All previous disciplinary entries for Amber Russell are ordered deleted. Furthermore, let the record show that Crewman Amber is commended for her efforts to selflessly save the ship during a crisis and is recommended for command advancement based upon her knowledge and abilities.” The computer chirped as Jennifer finished the recording.


 

Amber was clearly taken aback. “Captain… I… uh… don’t know what to say.”


 

Jennifer shrugged. “The story of your punishment,” the captain suddenly blushed, “both of them, is traveling faster than light. You’re going to be famous for a long while. But there is no electronic record of these events and as time passes, most people will think it’s merely a story told of a highly successful, beautiful, and competent officer in an effort to slander her.”


 

Amber blushed this time and for some reason, two small bumps appeared at the front of her ship suit, clearly signs of her arousal. “Thank you, Captain but I’ve already been asked out on four dates because of the punishment frame!” she said happily. 


 

The smile fell from Jennifer’s face. “Ah… yes… I see. Well, just so long as you don’t deliberately violate regulations in order for another round…”


 

“Oh no! Not like that. I’m not interested in going back on it… not like that at least!” Amber grinned.


 

“Well that’s good.” Jennifer grumped.


 

Rebecca stepped forward. “I have something for you as well, Amber; sort of an unofficial thank you for saving the ship.” She handed the narrow box she had brought in to Amber. The blond girl gave the XO a suspicious look and then opened the container.


 

“A sonic wrench?” she asked, pulling the tool out of the box. There was a belt holster and the tool appeared brand new. There wasn’t even a com log key on it, meaning it didn’t belong to the ship.


 

Rebecca smiled. “It’s your very own sonic wrench. I purchased it out of my bonus.”


 

Amber’s eyes flashed with gratitude. “Thank you, ma’am!”


 

“Just remember to use it appropriately, whether on duty… or off.” Rebecca finished with a wry smile.


 

Bright red flashed across Amber’s face again.


 

“I… uh… know right where to put this,” she stammered.


 

Rebecca nodded. “I bet you do.”


 

Amber’s eyes widened. “No! I mean… that’s not what I meant! I mean….”


 

“Crewman Amber? Dismissed!” Jennifer said, interrupting the protestation. Amber shut her mouth and nodded gratefully. She saluted once and then left the Captain’s Quarters. Jennifer sank back down into her chair and Rebecca lowered herself onto the nearby couch.


 

“A sonic wrench? Really, XO?” 


 

Rebecca smiled and together they laughed.
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