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Chapter One

Bushes waved near the balcony as a blast of air hissed down from above, lifting up the blue tarp that had been idly thrown over the barbecue. The intensity increased as an array of purple and green lights drifted over the window.

This was soon followed by two orbs that landed with solid thunks as they hit the wooden decking. The capsules spun in tiny circles, most of their momentum absorbed by the impact. Slowing to a halt, the oblong shapes sizzled, blackening the area of impact.

For a long moment, nothing more happened. The wind ceased, the lights vanished. A calm breeze stirred the cool night air.

The capsules began to wiggle, rocking back and forth. Dots of white light lit up the center of the shells, highlighting a sharp seam. With a soft click, the capsules fell apart, revealing the cargo inside.

Each one contained a similar bundle–long, thin bodies wrapped around themselves in tight coils. A glow came from within the core of each mass, one of them purple, the other green.

The shock of impact may have stunned the creatures, but not for long. Their silvery bodies began to wiggle, shifting the bundles as they unpacked themselves.

Twin heads rose from their bodies. Oblong in shape, their mouths wiggled, round suckers tasting the air. Thin feelers waved to and fro as they looked for their intended targets.

They froze, both of them simultaneously turning to face the window. Dropping towards the floor, tiny legs sprouted from the sides of their bodies, clacking as they poked into the wooden floor.

Their bodies continued to unwind until the glowing cores contained at their centers flopped out. Their tails had rounded, stubby tips, their shimmering skin stretched over the top of small, glowing spheres that were embedded in their bodies a short length from their ends.

As they marched towards the building, the spheres thudded back and forth, waxing and waning in brightness as they hit the floor. Neither creature seemed to care, crawling up and onto the sliding glass door.

Moving farther upwards, their legs found no purchase, but this proved to be little trouble for the creatures. They simply popped their legs back into their segmented bodies, pressing themselves against the glass.

A sticky fluid excreted from the surface of their skin, allowing them to continue further upwards by wiggling their bodies back and forth. Soon, they had reached the top, their oval mouths puckering.

They stopped for a moment, their heads swaying back and forth as their feelers sensed for a path forward. Unable to locate anything, they clicked their legs against the glass.

When that proved too solid, they changed course off to one side, their heads pulling off the solid surface as their feelers wiggled frantically.

The one with the purple globe in its tail climbed over the top of the other creature, both of them headed for the side window. Crawling over the window, they stopped when the hard surface fell away, their heads questing forward to understand the situation.

One of them dipped down, pressing against the screen with its mouth. When it sensed that the material stretched, it pressed harder, searching for a way through.

The other creature joined it, prodding and pressing at a corner. Suddenly, the restriction gave way as the screen popped out of the window, flipping over the top of their heads as it bounced off a deck chair.

They both paused at the clatter, but when there was no response from inside, they twined their bodies around the glass and into the room beyond, sliding down the interior wall. A soft moan came from the bed as the sheets shifted. “It’s probably just a racoon,” a woman’s voice mumbled, her head settling back down.

The creatures waited until her breathing settled down, then they moved forward quickly, making little noise against the carpet. Their tails waved as they entered the room, the dull glow of their orbs casting faint colored light against the ceiling as they continued their mission.

Winding around the legs of the bed, they diverged, crawling up either side as they shoved their heads under the blankets. Their legs worked frantically as they levered their bodies inside.

This was soon followed by a flurry of activity and twin shrieks as the covers were flung off with great force. “What the hell is that?” shouted one of the women in the bed. “Something’s touching me!” cried the other.

Both of them struggled in the dark, trying to come to grips with the assault. One of them had the presence of mind to snap on the bedside light, her belly flipping as she began to understand the depth of the trouble they were in.

One of the creatures had infiltrated her friend’s pajamas, its head tangled inside her underwear. Fingers trembling, she was frantically trying to remove her garments.

“Calm down, Amanda, you’re just making it worse!” she shouted, her face pale as she tried to extract the second creature, which had shoved its head into her panties.

Grasping part of its body, she tugged hard, but its legs had gone stiff, shooting out into her clothing, giving it the leverage it needed to resist her attempt. Worse, she could feel something warm at the mouth of her pussy. It was trying to shove itself inside!

“I’m trying, Lizzie, I’m trying! I just can’t help myself! I felt something push into me, and I want it out! Shit!” Amanda spun, the bulbous tail of the creature smashing into the wall.

Lizzie was having her own troubles. Her strength wasn’t sufficient to extract the creature, and the tickling sensation at her snatch was indicating that it was getting closer. She needed a tool, she needed… oh.

The head of the alien was inside her, feeling the same as a girthy cock. It was stretching her out, her body reacting to the pleasure it was inducing as it pulsed its body, pulling itself deeper inside.

This wasn’t working. She needed to stop it before it pushed in any farther. Before she started liking it too much.

The horror of the situation hadn’t yet settled in, adrenaline in control. The kitchen. Was there something in there that could help her? A knife, perhaps?

Leaping off the bed, she scurried out the door and down a short hallway towards the front of the apartment. The alien’s tail coiled around her thigh, its sharp legs poking through her pajamas into her flesh.

Bile in her throat, she hurried faster, single mindedly heading for her target. With each passing moment, more of the thing’s body was being pulled into her tunnel, and she could feel a solid pressure growing at her cervix.

It was inside her! Oh geez, it was inside her, and it was pushing deeper!

She walled off the gibbering thoughts, pushing back the horror of the situation. If she let herself truly think about what was happening, she would freeze up, unable to do anything as the creature did whatever it wanted to her.

Padding bare footed onto the wooden floor, she reached out for the knife block, choosing the chef’s knife. She would saw the damn thing in half!

Grabbing the remaining length of the creature with her left hand, she swung the blade at its tail with murderous intent. At that moment, the pressure inside her increased, and she squeaked in pain.

The thing’s head had pierced her core, shoving itself through her tight muscular sphincter into her womb. She swayed as more of the creature triumphantly squirted itself inside.

The monster retracted its legs, the tail swinging around as it pulled itself through her grasp. She couldn’t hold on, its body acting like a long worm, slippery from the substance it was exuding.

This was her last chance!


She swung the knife like a cleaver, aiming for the spherical ball mounted to the creature’s tail. Her aim was true, but as the blade impacted against the thing’s body, it twisted, escaping her grasp. She spotted a faint hint of green ooze as the knife dropped to the floor, the tip embedding itself into the wood.

The creature writhed in pain, redoubling its efforts. She shrieked as the tail whooshed into her panties, a greenish substance left behind as the sphere dragged against her mons. Rattling over her pubic bone, it was drawn inside, the fat end lodging at the mouth of her vagina.

Stunned, her hands trembled as she tried to understand what had just happened. The creature’s entire body was gone from view, coiled up inside her. The only thing she could possibly touch was the stubby tail end, near where the sphere sat.

She scrabbled at her clothing, pulling down her underwear to try to get access. Her fingers slid against the wet, green blood the wounded creature had left behind, but she ignored this. She had to get it out. Had to remove it!

Leaning over, she tried to get a better look as she braced her fingers on either side of her pussy. A toxic, green colored orb was sitting in the entrance, with a small length projecting from the end, looking very much like a sex toy.

She wasn’t thinking of sex at the moment, however. She just wanted it gone.

She ran her fingers over the surface, wrapping them around the stubby end. She could pull on this, but it would be very much like stroking off a man. She braced herself, as she knew that it would feel extremely odd.

She needed to act quickly, however, as the creature was tugging from the inside, trying to pull its body all the way into her tunnel. If the pressure kept up, her body was liable to accommodate it, after which she’d have no chance of success.

Gripping the tail end, she pulled, hard. The creature popped out of her vagina a small amount, then it jerked itself back in, the tip slipping through her sticky fingers.

She groaned to herself. Who was she kidding? The creature’s blood was acting as a lubricant, preventing her from getting a good grip. There was no way she’d be able to remove it like this!

A sharp pinch came from within her belly, and she dropped to the floor, falling flat on her ass. What the hell was that?

A tremendous feeling of wellbeing began to spread outwards from her chest, rocketing up to her brain. She felt good.

The creature had injected something into her bloodstream. It was anesthetizing her so that it could continue its work. Had its mouth embedded itself into her uterus? It was so easy to imagine, terror welling up inside her mind. She couldn’t get it out. There was nothing she could do.

Happiness began to displace the terror, and she cracked a smile. A sharp laugh escaped her lips, the beginnings of hysteria. She was being pumped full of drugs, and she didn’t care.

For a while, she slid between tears of fear and tears of happiness, her body not knowing how to respond. Eventually, though, the adrenaline washed away, leaving her with the throbbing pressure in her pussy.

How curious. She wasn’t too concerned about removing the creature. She just wanted to feel good.

One of her hands crept towards her vagina, her fingertips pressing into the orb. It bobbed into her tunnel, her inner lips squeezing farther open. With the effort the creature was providing, it wouldn’t take much external force to thrust it in deep.

A mysterious glow highlighted the knife and the wooden cabinet beyond. It was green.

Curious, she shifted her torso forward so that she could get a better look. The orb in her pussy was the source of the light, glowing stronger the longer it remained within her.

A perverse desire tickled the back of her brain. No, that was weird, why would she do that?

But why not? She wanted to feel good, didn’t she?

Clamping her lips together, she gave the orb a little shove. Her pussy lips wrapped around the sides of the sphere as it bobbed a little deeper. She shivered, pleasure tingling through her body.

It wouldn’t hurt anything if she did that again, would it? She tapped her fingernails against the hard surface, and gave it another thrust.

This time, it bobbed even deeper, and the pleasure was more immediate. The creature’s orb was fucking her tunnel!

Unable to stop herself, she did it again, breathing hard as the globe sank even farther inside. Her juices squirted around the sides of the orb, lubing her up further.

Touching her fingers to the rounded surface, she pushed as hard as she could, feeling its solid length sinking as deep as a man’s dick. When it bobbed back up, she leaned back and shook, seized with a paroxysm of pleasure.

Soon, she couldn’t contain herself, her fingers jammed into her pussy, playing with the orb. She discovered that if she waited a few moments, it would push back out, allowing her to press it back in.

Awash in pleasure, she lost track of how long she played with herself in this way. She forgot about her friends, her college life, her bills, her worries, everything. All she wanted was to fuck herself with this glowing orb until she reached a brutal climax.

Push. Squeeze. Push. Squeeze.

She focused on the motions single mindedly, her pussy gushing as the orb tickled her insides. Her mouth gaped open and she cried out, propping herself against a kitchen cabinet as her muscles locked up, ecstasy dancing inside her.

Hands at her sides, palms up against the floor, she waited for it to fade out, a grin fixed to her face. That was glorious!

Better than any of the one night flings she had experienced with her classmates. Better, even, than her fantasies about Amanda. Frowning, she sat up. She hadn’t thought about those for a while, not since she had come to the conclusion that her friend wasn’t interested in her.

She shook her head to dispel the distraction. Could she do it again?

The sphere had descended through her vagina, showing up again at the mouth of her pussy, spreading her inner lips wide. Its domed surface glowed that unnatural green, sparkles of light flashing throughout the interior. It was really pretty.

Marveling at the display, she was about to start fiddling with the sphere again when she heard a scream from the other room. Amanda!

Lurching off the floor, she left her underwear and pajama bottoms behind as she rushed back towards the bedroom. What had the second creature done to her friend while she was losing her mind to the wonders of being fucked by the mysterious creature?

It had to be an alien, didn’t it? Her own alien sex toy?

She rather liked the sound of that. At that moment, she wasn’t even worried about getting it removed.

Her pussy tingled with every step she took, making her want to stop and play with herself again. Her concern for her friend overrode this impulse, however, drawing her through the open door.

Adrenaline spiked as she spotted her friend tangled up in the sheets, her hands wrapped around the second creature’s tail, a purple glow gleaming between her fingers as she clutched it against her chest. She looked up at Lizzie, her eyes wide. “Help me!” she groaned, her face pale.

Lizzie padded closer to her, a smile growing. She should have expected this outcome–Amanda was on the basketball team, and spent a lot of time in the gym. Of course she would have the strength and dexterity necessary to keep the alien from pulling itself all the way in.

Not that it was going to help her much, in the end. The alien’s head was already inside her, and had doubtless attached itself to her womb. No matter how much leverage she had, there was no way she’d be able to remove its anchor, even with Lizzie’s help.

And, Lizzie found that she was strangely reluctant to do so. She felt good. Amazing, even. Why would she ever want to remove her new sex friend?

She blinked. Where the hell had that thought come from? This thing wasn’t her friend.

Sure, it had given her an explosive orgasm, but that wasn’t a good enough reason to let it set up shop inside her.

Concerned, she climbed onto the bed, fighting against the notion that Amanda should simply let go and allow the creature to pleasure her, too. Her friend was a pacifist. Surely she would agree with this solution.

Lifting her hands, she wrapped them around the creature’s tail, just below Amanda’s grip. Its skin felt sticky and slippery at the same time, its body still pulsing as it tried to pull itself into Amanda’s pussy.

“One, two, pull,” commanded Amanda, her biceps bulging with the effort.

She tried to pull at the same time, she really did. Somehow, the remaining portion of the alien blood on her hands mixed with the ooze the creature was producing made her hold too tenuous.

Her hands rocketed upwards, colliding with her friend’s. For a moment, Amanda was able to hold onto the sphere as it rubbed against their fingers, but the alien contracted its body just at the right time to ensure their failure.

The globe flopped downwards as the alien pulled itself further inside. Slipping into her underwear, the glowing orb quickly vanished. Amanda grunted as it lodged itself in her pussy, in the same position the alien had taken up within Lizzie’s body.

This had all happened so fast that neither of them had much of a chance to react. When Amanda realized what had happened, though, her face drew into a rictus grin. “Fuck,” she said succinctly.

Lizzie slumped onto the bed. “I made it worse, didn’t I?”

A faint pulsing pleasure throbbed in her pussy, giving her a reminder that it wasn’t all bad.

What was she thinking? This was definitely bad. This was the worst.

She had an alien in her pussy, and there was no way for her to do anything about it. If she touched it again, she just knew she’d spend the next hour masturbating herself silly, which wouldn’t solve anything.

She looked up as Amanda gasped. Her friend was looking at the ceiling, her hands trembling. “I feel like I’ve just finished running a marathon,” she said, her voice strained.

She tilted her head down, looking terrified. “It’s lodged inside me, and all I want to do is touch it.”

At her words, Lizzie shivered. She sat back, her hand moving towards her pussy. She licked her lips, stopping herself. The urge was getting stronger.

She clenched her thighs together, trying to think about something else. That crossword puzzle she had been solving yesterday, the exams she’d be taking in a month, Amanda’s smooth, kissable lips, anything.

It was too late. Her hand started moving again, as if she was a puppet, being told what to do.

When her fingers pressed on the orb, she melted into the pleasure, unable to stop herself. A moan came from the other side of the bed, and she glanced at her friend, who was doing the same thing. The orb must be touched.

Their thoughts were being altered by the creature, bent towards pleasure. It wasn’t speaking to them directly, in their minds, but it might as well have been. She knew what it wanted. She cried out, ramming her fingers inside.

The orb jumped in her pussy, bobbing up and down from the thrust she had given it. That felt good, but there was something that would make her feel even better. She gazed at her friend with intensity, unsure whether she was thinking the same thing.

She wasn’t. Her fingers were dancing in her pussy, her head pushed forward as she grunted in pleasure. Lost in the rhythm, she didn’t even care that she was effectively masturbating in front of her friend.

Lizzie tucked her emotions away, bemoaning the fact that she had lost yet another opportunity to express her interest. Well, if that was the way it was going to be, there was no reason for her to hold back.

Getting on her knees, she pressed on the orb, rocking her hips forward at the same time to mimic the motion she would use with a dildo. She was pleasantly surprised that it appeared to work much the same, the hard orb dropping out just when she wanted it to.

She moaned as the creature began to help her, drawing the orb further up inside her with every push. Soon, she was a hot mess on the bed, juices squirting all over the comforter. She couldn’t believe how wet this was making her!

A second orgasm so soon after the first was unheard of for her, but she could tell it was coming. Sweat beaded on her brow as she moved her body faster. She needed more stimulation, needed to keep it coming, needed to feel it rocking deeper inside her.

Oh, yes!

She gritted her teeth as tingling pleasure spread throughout her body, legs trembling as she enjoyed the thick length of the monster in her tunnel. She relaxed back, letting the pleasure take her, hissing as the orb sank all the way back down to the mouth of her pussy.

Laying back, she stared at the green light filling the room. The light was coming from her pussy.

A long, drawn out moan came from her friend, and the dull glow was soon joined by a purple hue. Both of them had pussy lights!

There came a sharp pinch from somewhere inside her, and she suddenly felt both hot and drowsy. She had just gotten up in the middle of the night, and the adrenaline of the attack had worn off. She’d deal with all this nonsense properly after getting some more sleep.

Scooting her butt backwards, she kicked the sheets off the bed. She was too hot for that right now. Yes, all she needed was some rest, and everything would be fine.

A coolness flowed in her womb, and soon her brain slowed to a halt.


Chapter Two

Reality came flowing back in a flash. Had she really just orgasmed herself to sleep?

Her eyelids flipped open, and her breath caught in her throat. Her friend was lying right there, in front of her, staring at her with deep, brown eyes. Her short, black hair was a fuzz, dried sweat decorating her finely boned face. She was beautiful!

She frowned as her attention dropped to her friend’s lips. “They’re purple!” she blurted out in surprise.

Amanda got up on one shoulder, folding her legs under her. “Yes, and yours are green,” she said, sounding resigned.

“Really?” Lizzie placed her hands on her lips, but of course they didn’t feel any different.

A look of guilt flitted across Amanda’s face. “I don’t know how to say this, but… I’m feeling really horny, and…” Her words trailed off, but her eyes were fixed on Lizzie’s body.

The orb throbbed at the base of her pussy and excitement seized her. She would never get a better chance than this!

Biting her lip, she grabbed her pajama top and pulled it off over her head. Tossing it aside, she pressed her hands under her breasts, squeezing them together within her bra. “I’m horny, too,” she confessed. “I don’t think I can stop myself!”

She paused her groping, sensing her friend’s reluctance. “Well, what are you waiting for?”

Reaching around behind her back, she undid her bra clasp, letting the straps flop freely over her shoulders. Shrugging, she grabbed the straps and let the bra drop onto the bed.

This done, she returned to squeezing her breasts, moaning as she ground her privates into the mattress. The throbbing knob in her pussy was starting to get very distracting.

“Lizzie,” said Amanda, her voice high pitched. “What’s going on with your breasts?”

She stopped her groping and looked down, trying to figure out what had alarmed her friend.

Her breasts seemed to have more volume than she remembered, but that was probably just her imagination. There was something curious going on with her nipples, though.

Placing her thumbs above them, she rolled them up with her fingers to get a good look. The tips of her nipples were swollen, extruding from her chest. This, in and of itself, was somewhat unusual, but the areolae surrounding them had changed color, taking on a green hue.

She looked back up at her friend. “Are they the same color as my lips?”

Amanda nodded, her mouth gaping open. “What’s… happening to us?” she asked, sounding frightened.

Unbothered, Lizzie scooted closer to her friend. “I don’t know, but it feels amazing!”

She wiggled her fingers, taking hold of her friend’s pajama top. “There’s only one way to confirm it,” she said, tugging downwards on the fabric. “Are you okay with this?”

Amanda closed her eyes, nodding as she bit her lip. “I have to know.”

Lizzie bunched up the material, pulling her pajamas upwards to reveal her friend’s soft breasts.  She must not have opted to wear a bra to bed last night, as there they were, presented in all their glory. Her hands itched, wanting to play with her friend’s swollen flesh.

“What’s the verdict?” asked Amanda, tucking her head under the fabric.

Lizzie squinted. “I’m not sure, I need more light.”

Amanda grunted her impatience. Twisting her body, she pulled off the top and threw it away. Her breasts jiggled as she sat back down, increasing the terrible urge that was growing inside Lizzie. She wanted to touch them. Badly.

Her lips parted as she finally got a good look at her friend’s breasts. Sure, she had seen them in brief glances before, but she had never gotten the opportunity to ogle them.

Amanda’s skin was absolutely flawless, the twin creamy orbs firm and up front, with a soft valley in between. And they were so large, too! If she were to place them on a table, they’d doubtless deform like two wobbly puddings.

She wanted to touch them. She wanted to taste them. She could do neither without permission.

Amanda was staring at her, eyes hooded. “What’s wrong with them?” she asked, sounding a little self conscious.

She lifted her arms and placed her hands over her chest, hiding them from view. It was too late. What she had just seen would be seared into her brain for a lifetime.

Blinking her eyes, she looked away. “Nothing. They definitely look purple, though. Like your lips.”

As soon as she said the word, she knew it was a mistake. A competing urge rattled her mind, and this one she couldn’t suppress.

Leaning in, she gave her friend a quick kiss on the cheek, blushing as she scooted back and folded her hands together in front of her.

Shocked, Amanda pressed a hand to her cheek, looking up at Lizzie in surprise. “What was that for?” she asked.

“You look so pretty!” exclaimed Lizzie, her blush deepening. “I just couldn’t help myself.”

Amanda’s eyes flashed, and for a moment, she thought her friend would shout at her for her impertinence. Instead, she got up onto her knees and moved in closer, scowling as she took Lizzie by the shoulders. “I want to be serious now,” she said, her words slow and deliberate. “Do you… like me in that way?”

Lizzie began to look down, but quickly darted her eyes back up to Amanda’s face as she caught another full view of her friend’s breasts. Her embarrassment increased, making her words even more uncertain. “Y… yes,” she choked out. “I’ve been wanting that for years.”

Amanda bit her lip, looking pained. “You kept it well hidden, then. I had a passing attraction, but I dismissed it, because I thought you’d never go for it.”

Her hands tightened around Lizzie’s shoulders. “I’m feeling so horny right now, it’s terrifying,” she admitted. “I wouldn’t mind… if you touched me.”

“Really?” said Lizzie eagerly. Her hands began to move, but she froze. “Are you sure? This is all rather sudden.”

Amanda looked away. “I can’t think about anything else,” she said, her voice husky. “Do you not… want me?”

Lizzie shivered at the dismay in her words. Throwing away her doubts and fears, she clasped Amanda’s sides and gave her another kiss on the cheek, lingering longer so that she could take in the heady musk of arousal from the other woman.

Before her friend had time to react, she moved her hands up past her hips. She reached out her thumbs to hook the sides of her breasts, wrapping the rest of her fingers over the woman’s breasts. They felt silky smooth, and oh so soft.

Amanda shuddered, her hands stroking Lizzie’s arms. She turned her head back, staring at Lizzie’s collarbone. “I never thought it could feel this good to be touched by another,” she confessed.

“I don’t know, maybe it doesn’t,” suggested Lizzie. “The creatures are doing something to us, changing us.” Her pussy throbbed. “I want to worry about it, but I just can’t. I’m so horny.”

A moan escaped Amanda’s purple lips. “I know what you mean,” she hissed, her eyelids half closed. “My breasts feel swollen, and the more you touch them… I just don’t know how to respond.”

“Then don’t,” replied Lizzie. “Just feel.”

She stopped stroking Amanda’s breasts for the moment, pressing her body in close. As their nipples touched, it felt as though a spark of electricity shot between them. They both moaned as the orbs in their pussies began to pulse, the spheres being tugged up into their vaginas.

Amanda’s eyes lit up. “They want us to experience pleasure,” she groaned. “The more we play with each other, the better they’ll make us feel.”

Lizzie licked her lips as their breasts squashed into each other, nipples tingling. The thick length of the alien inside her was keeping her libido high, and she dearly wanted to give in.

“Is this really a good idea?” she asked, dubious. “We really should be going to the emergency room or something to get them looked at and removed.”

“Are you kidding?” asked Amanda, sweat beading her brow. “I don’t think we could stop, even if we wanted to!” She pressed herself into Lizzie, rubbing their breasts together as she moved up and down. “And I don’t want to!”

That was a fair point. She hadn’t exactly been serious about that suggestion. Not when her body was on fire and she was touching the woman she wanted to make love to most in the world.

Her eyes fixed on Amanda’s lips. Their color was deepening, the soft sheen strengthening. The woman was transforming right in front of her, and it was incredibly erotic.

Eminently kissable.

Lifting her arms behind Amanda’s back, she pulled her friend into an embrace, pressing their lips together. Amanda moaned, writhing against her as she stuck her tongue into her friend’s mouth.

The orb in her pussy had started churning up and down, moving faster the more she made out with her friend. The alien was giving her another incentive to explore every inch of her body.

She didn’t care. In her mind, her friend was rapidly being promoted to lover, her arousal growing with every liberty she took.

Her friend was responding, taking a more active part as the shock of their new situation began to wear off. Amanda’s hands shifted down, her fingers clenching around Lizzie’s ass.

Their tongues dueled as their hands moved, their earlier worries forgotten. All that remained was the sensations, hot bodies, and the pulsating orbs rocking back and forth in their pussies.

This was a recipe for climax, it was only a question of who would give in first. It wasn’t a competition, not really, but Lizzie sensed that she had a slight advantage. This was likely because she had experienced one more orgasm with the alien than Amanda had, and was getting used to its stimulation.

In the end, though, this perceived advantage amounted to little. Amanda let go of Lizzie’s ass and arched her back, pulling their bodies apart. One hand pawed at Lizzie’s left breast, while the other dropped to her pussy.

Lizzie’s thick tongue dangled between her lips as she gasped at her lover’s brazenness. “Don’t stop!” she begged, her whole body throbbing as it gave into the assault.

Letting go, she cried out her pleasure, not caring whether anybody else heard her high pitched, rasping whine. Her voice sounded strange, but she didn’t care about that, either.

Hips bucking, she grabbed for her lover’s breasts, intent on returning the favor. Stroking, squeezing, rubbing.

It didn’t take long for Amanda to give in, her brilliant purple lips puckering as she let out a long moan.

Unable to stay upright, she braced herself against her friend’s body as she shuddered, the orgasm tingling through her skin. She grabbed her lover and held on as their aching bodies trembled with pleasure.

As her lust faded into a warm glow, she let go of Amanda, sitting back on her heels, suddenly feeling shy. How could she have been so forward? It didn’t even feel real.

Amanda sat on her butt, crossing her legs. “That’s the best sex I’ve ever had!” she exclaimed, her eyes bright as she smiled at her friend. “I can’t believe it was caused by… an alien.” She frowned, glancing down at her privates. “What the heck are these things?”

Lizzie swallowed, tamping down her emotions. Amanda didn’t seem to be bothered by the fact that they had just had hot sex with each other, so why should she?

Besides, she had a point. They needed to know what to do about the creatures that had infested them. She definitely hadn’t heard about anything like this happening before.

Sure, there were tapeworms that could infest your intestinal tract, but she had never heard of a sexual parasite. It was kinky enough that people online would have been talking about it for ages if such a thing existed.

Her lips wobbled. “I’m not certain, but look!” She pointed at Amanda’s head.

Frowning, Amanda lifted her hands to touch her locks, which were now long enough to reach the tops of her ears. “Uh?” she mumbled. “Didn’t I cut this the other day?”

Lizzie nodded. “Yeah, you did. It’s longer, and it looks different. It has a purple tinge to it.”

Amanda stopped fiddling with her head, dropping her hands to her sides. She squinted at Lizzie. “I see what you mean. Yours isn’t exactly looking natural, either, and I know you haven’t dyed it recently.”

Heart fluttering, Lizzie grasped a lock of her hair and studied it. Sure enough, a distinctive green tint had colored the strands. Letting go, she tossed it over her shoulder to hide it from view. “Well, I guess we’re being changed in the same way. I just don’t know whether that’s good or bad.”

She trembled. “Will everything really be okay? I don’t know what’s happening to us.”

Amanda gathered her breasts in her hands, her earlier shyness completely forgotten. “I don’t know about you, but my boobs are definitely larger. I’ve gotten the double D’s I’ve always wanted without surgery.” She gave them a little squeeze and closed her eyes. “That feels way too good.”

“I don’t think you’re taking this seriously,” replied Lizzie, frowning. “It doesn’t matter how good it feels. We’re literally being changed, and it’s happening damn quickly. Look at us!”

She gestured at her own breasts. “I’ve grown a full cup size since yesterday, our lips and hair are changing colors, my tongue is a bit thicker and longer, and…” She frowned, swallowing. “My voice seems a little deeper, too.”

“More sultry, you mean?” chuckled Amanda.

She shook her head. “No, I get what you mean, I just don’t know what you want us to do about it. Every time I think about getting off this bed and going to get help, my limbs feel heavy and uncooperative. I just want to lie down and relax.”

A slanted grin took over her face. “All things considered, I’d rather be horny.”

Lizzie frowned. “Really? You’re stuck there? I’m going to give it a try too.”

It would be easy enough to turn and swing her body around to retrieve her phone from the nightstand. She just needed to do it. Like, right now.

Lethargy washed over her body, and nothing happened. Not even an errant twitch of a finger.

Her frown deepened. “It’s not working,” she confessed. “There’s something preventing me from picking up the phone.”

Amanda nodded. “You see? If you try to do anything against the creatures, they just won’t let you. I’ve already tried all sorts of things, but it had control over me before I was able to get off the bed. That’s why I haven’t been able to leave–I haven’t figured out a way to slip its leash.”

“Oh.” Lizzie’s brow creased. “Then I’ve rather made a mess of things, haven’t I? I couldn’t think past my lustful desires.”

“I don’t blame you,” sighed Amanda. “I’m having the same problems. I really couldn’t keep my hands off you, and it’s taking a supreme force of will to do so now. Is your libido ramping up again like mine is?”

Unsure, Lizzie spread her legs, trying to take stock of what her body was telling her. The lethargy was quickly dropping away, leaving her at a base level of excitement.

For a moment, she thought this was because the creature’s orb was still throbbing in her pussy, but that wasn’t really it. Sure, that felt nice, but usually after an orgasm she would have to start again from scratch.

Now, she almost felt as though she was ready to go again immediately. Puckering her lips, she looked back up at Amanda, her fingers flexing with desire. “This is bad. I want to touch you again already,” she blurted, her face flushing.

Amanda nodded gravely. “These creatures are turning us into nymphomaniacs, and if we’re not  very careful, we won’t be able to do anything other than think about sex.”

Cold fear ran down her spine, followed quickly by a soothing presence which tamped down her emotions. She blinked. “I don’t think they want us to worry too much about that. They just want us to be sexy, happy bimbos.”

She giggled, rubbing her hands against her thighs. “I hate to say it, but I don’t think there’s anything we can do to stop it.”

Amanda scooted across the bed, wrapping her arms around Lizzie. Pressing into her side, she gently kissed her neck. “I guess if that’s the way things are, we might as well enjoy ourselves,” she said, her voice deep.

Lizzie creased her brow, conflicting emotions roiling in her belly as Amanda began rubbing her chest. Her back stiffened and Amanda stopped. “What’s wrong?”

“It feels like I cheated,” she complained. “I’ve been wanting this for years and now that it’s dropped right in my lap, I don’t know what to do with it.”

Amanda chuckled. “You don’t have to do anything. Just relax, and enjoy.”

Her hands began to work their way up Lizzie’s sides. She sighed and closed her eyes, leaning back into her lover’s warm body. Why bother stopping this?

Sure, it was what the alien creature desired of her, but she wanted it too. For the moment, their goals aligned, and it felt glorious.

As her lover’s hands moved upwards to settle on her breasts, the glow of lust nestled in her belly grew into a raging fire. She had never been this consistently horny before, but she was already growing to love it.

Moaning softly, she could feel the creature beginning to stir in her chest again. It was going to bless her with another orgasm? How nice of it to be so accommodating.

It was its fault that she was in this situation to begin with, however, so she wasn’t certain why she was feeling so motherly towards it. There was something about it taking up residence within her womb that was causing her to have these strange feelings, which was making it far more difficult to think about having it removed. Just as it wanted.

Indeed, the more she thought about what it wanted, the better she felt. Each good thought was rewarded with a pleasurable pulse from the orb in her pussy. It was almost as though the creature was becoming a part of her, the nerves of its body growing into hers.

Oh, how she wanted that to happen! Pulse.

It felt so good to think the thoughts the creature wanted her to think. Pulse.

Encouraged by this, she pushed the same thought a second time, but the resulting pulse was smaller. Diminishing returns. She was going to have to get creative if she wanted the creature to reward her with another orgasm. Damn.

Maybe that wasn’t all that necessary, not when her friend was massaging her tits. Relaxing back, she gave in to her lust, creeping a hand down to touch her pussy.

She would have surely reached another orgasm while in this state, but a sudden bright light came from the open window, followed by a loud, spoken language that she couldn’t understand. Stunned, Lizzie held up a hand in front of her face to reduce the intensity.

“We didn’t do anything wrong!” she shouted, assuming for a brief moment that it was the police.

She cried out as the light increased to a level where she could see nothing. Amanda hugged her, whispering in her ears. “It’s all right, calm down,” she said.

Leave it to her friend to always sound so self assured, even when the world made no sense. Her fluttering heart began to settle down, but only until she lowered her hands.

The light had gone, but so too had their bedroom. They might still be sitting on their bed, but that bed was in a small, boxy room with metallic walls and dim, recessed lights. A red field of light pulsated over the only exit, leaving them trapped inside.

“What just happened?” she whispered, her mouth dry. “Where are we?”

Amanda gave her a squeeze, then untangled her body, frowning as she turned around, examining the room. “I… don’t know.”

Frightened beyond the capacity of the creature to control, Lizzie climbed off the bed. Her belly turned over as she noted the coolness of the surface. It looked like metal, but felt soft–an odd, sterile material that she had never experienced before. This only served to enhance the strange feeling she was getting about this location.

Amanda walked up to the entrance, leaning over to study the red energy field. Holding out a hand, she tentatively prodded the glimmering surface with her hand.

A spark of electricity crackled to the tip of her finger and she pulled it back instantly, shaking it off. “Ouch!” she exclaimed, looking pale. “It looks like we can’t escape that way.”

Turning, Lizzie began to study the walls, though the panels didn’t appear to offer anything that was terribly interesting. There was nothing else to look at, however, as the rest of the room was completely bare. She was starting to think that they had been teleported into a prison.

Footsteps came from the outside hallway, drawing their attention. The buzzing energy wall vanished, followed by four humanoid women marching in lockstep through the entrance.

They were wearing what looked like black leather combat boots and skintight bodysuits in two different colors: green and purple. The plasticky clothing was skintight, leaving very little to the imagination–the indentations over their breasts and private parts were very obvious.

Around their necks were clasped tightly wrapped silver collars, each of them possessing a glowing green light centered on top of their throats.

The most striking part about them was their fluorescent skin. Two of them were green, the other two, purple. Their lips, fingernails, and hair tendrils had the same coloration, though in deeper shades.

As they approached, they split into two groups, the ones colored purple heading for Amanda, while the others marched towards her. The leader humanoid held up her hand and said something unintelligible.

Lizzie backed away, spotting the silvery gleam of a collar in the alien’s hand. There wasn’t much room to retreat, however, and she didn’t have the physical aptitude to fight. Her eyes darted left and right, looking for an escape.

If she could just get past them, then… oh. Never mind.

The energy field had returned over the door, locking them all inside. Even if she was able to dodge the alien woman, there would be no way for her to get away from them.

Resigned, she straightened up, waiting for them to approach. She glanced at the collar, leery. She didn’t much like what they were planning on doing with that.

The one on her right said a few words she didn’t understand, though from her tone and the way she was moving her hands, she got the impression that she was trying to be soothing.

She frowned. That was an awfully human gesture. Had she taken lessons on how to handle humans?

At any rate, it was distracting enough that the other humanoid was able to move in with that collar. Before she could react, the silvery band had been placed around her throat, clicking shut at the base of her neck.


Chapter Three

The suddenness of their actions had stunned her. They had known exactly what they were doing, applying the collar with abrupt efficiency.

She instinctively reached up to tug at it with her hands, but it refused to budge, its cool presence sleek and tight against her skin. Blinking, she froze in place as she realized that her mind was beginning to clear, a thick layer of lust beginning to wash away.

That left her cold and shivering in front of completely alien life forms, facing the hard reality of her situation. She wasn’t leaving, she wasn’t going anywhere, she had no idea what was going on, and there was a freaking alien in her vagina.

Taking a step back, she shook her head, unable to deal with the totality of the situation.

“This place is a shock at first,” said the alien on her left. “Give yourself some time to adjust.”

Heart beating wildly, her eyes darted from one alien to the other. Both of them seemed serene, their hair tendrils waving in the air as they waited patiently.

“What did you just say?” she squeaked out. Were they speaking English?

No, that couldn’t be. These were aliens.

The alien on her right pressed her thick lips together. “Astra, I am starting to doubt the efficacy of this plan. She looks… less than intelligent.”

The other alien rolled her eyes, stroking her hair tendrils with a soft hand. “You know just as well as I that we had no other choice. She would not allow us to do anything else.”

“Excuse me,” blurted out Lizzie, touching the band of metal around her neck. “I don’t know how I can understand you, but I think it has something to do with this collar.”

“See, Besta?” admonished the one known as Astra, the freckles on her face glowing a light green. “All you have to do is give them a chance, and they show their intelligence soon enough.”

Besta crossed her arms, looking put out. She twirled her head in a huff, stalking back towards the entrance. Astra smiled benignly. “She’s high spirited, but she’ll come around soon enough. Now, why don’t you ask me your questions? I’m sure you have plenty of them.”

Lizzie pressed a hand against her chest. “This collar seems to be providing translations as well as dealing with… my arousal. What exactly does it do?”

Astra nodded, tapping her soft fingernails against her arm. “You’ve deduced its secondary usage correctly. Its primary function is to suppress the will of the krostnach embedded inside your body.”

Concern thrummed through her brain. With the collar tamping down the creature’s influence, her true emotions were beginning to surface. “What the heck is a krostnach?”

Astra shrugged. “We don’t really know. So far, our Mistress hasn’t deigned to tell us where She got them from. The Great Collector really could have acquired them from anywhere. All we know for certain is that they’re very rare. She wouldn’t bother collecting anything less uncommon.”

This wealth of information was too much for her. She didn’t know what she should ask about next!

She hesitated. “Mistress? Great Collector? What’s really going on here?”

Astra looked down, rubbing her hands together. When she looked back up, a measure of sorrow lit up her dark green eyes. “I suppose it makes sense to give you all the bad news right away.” She paused. “We’re collected curiosities. Slaves of the Great Collector.”

Lizzie went pale, but the alien wasn’t finished. “That creature in your pussy isn’t coming out. It’s been permanently attached to you. She wouldn’t allow it to be removed anyway, as its presence was her sole reason for collecting you two in the first place.”

Her skin felt clammy as the krostnach stirred in her belly. “Let me get this straight. This creature has been controlling me since it crawled into my pussy, and now that I’m wearing a collar to suppress its presence, I’m a slave of the Collector?”

Astra nodded. “You catch on quick. There’s certain benefits to this, of course. We get to live in a lush, artificial biome where all our daily needs are taken care of. We simply can’t leave. It would be far too dangerous.”

“Dangerous?” hissed Lizzie, clenching her fists. “Dangerous to who? The Collector?”

“To everyone,” said Astra blandly, nonplussed. “You don’t quite understand what that creature is doing to your body. You’ve been turned into a sex object, and you don’t even know it.”

She shook her head. “To be fair, there’s no way you could know.” She held up her hands, pressing her fingers to her face. “Look at me. What do you see?”

Lizzie stopped trembling, her curiosity taking over. “You’re green,” she said blankly. “What am I looking for?”

“Seeing is not so effective as doing. Here, let me show you.” Astra stepped over to her and leaned in, planting a soft kiss on her lips.

Surprised, Lizzie automatically responded, her tongue extending to touch the alien’s, wet flesh gently tickling each other. Eyes wide, she jumped as the humanoid’s breasts pressed into her naked nipples.

The alien let her go, taking a step back and tilting her head. “How are you feeling?”

Her lips were tingling where the alien had kissed them. She wanted to taste her again.

She licked her lips, trying to tamp down the sudden burst of libido. “That felt good. Was that caused by the creature?”

Astra planted her hands on her hips. “That’s right. It has increased the level of arousal in your body. The collar is temporarily preventing it from overwhelming you entirely, but it doesn’t try to suppress everything. What a joyless existence that would be!”

“Okay, that’s good to know.” She forced her hands to stay at her sides. Despite how freewheeling the alien appeared, she was not going to stroke her breasts in front of her.

She paused, waiting for the alien to say something, but she remained silent. “Okay, what are you waiting for?” she asked, feeling a bit obtuse.

Astra chuckled. “You’re reminding me of the past. I’m you.”

Lizzie choked. “You’re what?”

The alien rolled her eyes. “Your lingo is so difficult to phrase. No, I’m not a copy or a clone, and I’m not from that ball of rock you call Earth. What I really meant to say is that you’re like what I used to be. Before I became a slave of the Collector.”

Lizzie tried to relax, but the collar around her neck was too distracting. She touched it again, giving it a little tug.

“The collar’s translator is a bit rough,” explained the alien. “In time, you’ll want to learn Common Galactic, like everyone else. Otherwise, you’ll miss a lot of the nuances of everyday speech.”

Lizzie wasn’t in the right frame of mind to learn anything at the moment, but when she paid close attention, she could hear the lilt of alien sounding words. The woman definitely wasn’t speaking English.

The woman waved her hand in an odd gesture. “That’s enough questions for now. Let’s get you cleaned up and presentable. The Great Collector is quite interested in meeting you, and it’s not a good idea to make her wait.”

Turning, she marched back towards the door, giving Lizzie a good view of her ass. Her skin flexed under the skin tight bodysuit, revealing a rounded dome protruding from her privates below.

She might be a little out of sorts after being told she now belonged to a mysterious alien she had never met, but she wasn’t a fool. That woman had an alien creature plugged into her pussy, too!

Infused with curiosity, she padded after the alien, only stopping short when she realized that she hadn’t spared a single thought for Amanda. Gazing across the bed, she took in her friend, her heart lurching as her eyes rested on her lover’s bountiful breasts.

She had just been tasting those a few minutes ago, but now the idea of laying with her friend brought her up cold. The collar had effectively neutralized her libido, but not the affection she still felt for the other woman. The question was, would her friend feel the same way about her while not under the influence of the krostnach?

Amanda glanced up at her, but her eyes stared right through her, as if she didn’t see her at all. Whether that was due to the collar gleaming at her neck, or if she was just disinterested in general, Lizzie didn’t know. Either way, she felt as though she had been punched in the gut.

With nothing for her there, she turned her attention back to the aliens, who had failed to notice her lovelorn expression. Instead, they marched straight for the open door, where the energy field had once again been disabled.

Exiting into the hallway, Astra and Besta turned left, the green aliens vanishing from view. She sped up, trying to catch up with them.

She gasped as she exited the room, stunned at what she saw at the end of the hall. The walkway ran down an incline, bright light spilling through floor to ceiling windows at the farthest  intersection.

Those looked like trees, but what were they doing here? Was she still on Earth, whisked away to a secret facility by the aliens?

For a brief moment, she considered turning the other way and running for it. However, before she could fully evaluate this option, a red energy field buzzed to life, cutting off the passage. If the aliens had access controls like that, she doubted she’d be able to run for long anyway.

Resigned, she walked after the aliens, starting to become very aware that she was entirely nude except for the snug collar gripping her neck. Her pajamas had been left behind in what seemed like another world, and she hadn’t had the presence of mind to borrow any of the sheets off the bed.

Even so, her spirits began to lift as she trotted towards what looked like daylight. If she hadn’t guessed wrong, it appeared to be midday, and she was eager to regain some sense of normalcy.

The light seemed a little wrong, though. It was true that she had spent quite a lot of time playing with Amanda, but she hadn’t thought it had been that long.

A pit settled in her stomach as she approached the window. It looked out over a landscape that certainly appeared to be an Earth forest, at first blush. However, the area was surrounded on all sides by tall walls with windows similar to the one she was looking out of.

Above them was a huge, domed ceiling colored blue. It wasn’t a sky by any measure she could understand. If she looked at it closely, it seemed to be simulated, digital in nature.

The so-called ‘sun’ was the most disappointing thing of all: although the right color, it was putting out nowhere near the amount of energy a star could produce. That didn’t mean she could look at it for any length of time, however, so she quickly averted her eyes.

This must be one of the ‘biomes’ the alien woman was talking about. It was rather limited, and although it might be fun to visit, she certainly wouldn’t want to spend too much time in the artificial surroundings.

At a loss, she stood still, shivering at how wrong this all felt.

A hand touched her wrist. It was Astra again, looking sympathetic. “Come on, you’re not going to get used to it now. It’s only a test biome, anyway, nothing all that great to look at. There’s much better biomes on the Collector’s ship. You might even grow to enjoy this place.”

Bewildered, Lizzie put up no resistance as the alien tugged her down the hallway. This revelation had broken her. She didn’t know where she was, and she was not in control of anything.

The best she could do now was to follow the alien like a puppy and do what she was told. There didn’t seem to be any other option until she had a better understanding of what was going on.

They reached another intersection and made a left turn through a doorway, taking them away from the artificial forest. She actually felt better when her view of the biome was cut off. It was just a little too strange for her to accept.

As the alien humanoids marched up the ramp ahead of her, she found herself falling behind, not particularly eager to find out what would happen next. The urge to flee was growing, but so was her curiosity.

Where had these women come from? Their hair-like tendrils were certainly unlike anything she had ever seen before, though they were certainly curvy enough to pass for a normal human– despite their unnatural skin color.

The creature twitched in her pussy, reminding her that it wasn’t going anywhere. They had suggested that it couldn’t be removed, but maybe if she had a chance to talk to this… Collector, she could convince her to take it out and give it to someone… something else.

This was selfish thinking, and she knew it, but the strangeness of this place was really getting to her. She just wanted to go home.

Lost in her thoughts, she blinked as she realized that she was staring right at one of the alien’s asses. The motion was rather mesmerizing, as her shiny green bodysuit flexed delightfully around the bulging dome on top of her pussy.

Lizzie swallowed. This was not good. She couldn’t lust after these aliens. Sure, they looked like women, but their physiology was probably completely different! Besides, what about Amanda?

She slowed down even further, looking around. Her friend definitely wasn’t behind her, and the entryway to this ramp had been sealed off with another one of the energy barriers. It seemed that the Collector was extremely serious about holding onto her toys.

She pounded a fist against her thigh. How had she gotten so distracted that she had lost track of her friend?

The question was rhetorical. She was no fool. It was all too easy for things to slip her mind when so many new things were vying for her attention.

She was getting far too discombobulated. She was an engineering major, damnit, she should be able to analyze the situation better than this!

An interrogatory noise came from ahead, and she noticed that the two aliens had stopped, turning to look at her with their oddly shaped eyes. All of their pupils were a dark green, a pretty color that matched their skin.

“Coming!” she shouted, muttering to herself as she clambered up the ramp, feeling embarrassed.

Why did she care about what these humanoids thought of her strange behavior? She didn’t even know them.

Her brain began to work again. From what the aliens had told her, they weren’t her captors. She didn’t know whether their minds worked the same as hers, but it would behoove her to try and befriend them. If they were truly slaves together, they could possibly help each other out.

Determined to learn more, she pasted a bright smile on her face. “It occurs to me, I don’t know anything about where you came from. Was it far from here?”

The alien on her right curled her lip, flashing a set of short fangs. “Too far for you to comprehend, Earthling. The closest planet similar to yours is over four light years away, and my planet of origin is dozens farther.”

The other alien seemed serene. “Don’t be angry with her, Besta. She doesn’t understand. She hasn’t had the time she needs to adjust to her new reality.”

“I’m not being angry, I’m being blunt,” hissed Besta. “It’s always the same with new slaves. Mistress turns her attention to them, and then we get put back in the drawer, locked away and forgotten.”

Starting to understand some of the dynamics here, Lizzie made a split second decision. Turning her gaze to Besta, she brightened her smile. “If that’s what you’re worried about, then it would be in your best interest to get close to me, would it not? If you help me, your Mistress would naturally look more favorably upon your presence.”

Besta frowned, but Lizzie could tell that she had made an impact. She waited patiently for the alien to sort through her emotions.

Her scowl faded away. “Very well, Earthling, you’ve made your point.” A strange gleam appeared in her eyes. “I will train you to be the very best slave possible for our Mistress, and then she shall reward me greatly.”

Astra made a strange noise that her collar translated into a chuckle. “You’re in for it now,” she said smoothly. “Besta isn’t going to hold back. She knows more about how to use the krostnach than anyone else here.”

Lizzie gulped. That wasn’t exactly what she had been looking for, but she supposed it would have to do.

“We’re wasting time, though,” announced Astra. “Come on, let’s get you into a suit. You need to be dressed properly for the first Viewing.”

The way the translator treated the last word made it seem important, but the meaning was lost on her. All she could imagine was being presented to a council of shadowy figures, but that didn’t seem right.

Besta shuffled up next to her, grabbing her shoulder. “Come on, slave, let me help you. You have a long way to go to learn what it means to obey.”

Lizzie wasn’t feeling too good about the idea of obeying any of these aliens, but it looked like she didn’t have much choice for now. She was careful to avoid pulling away from the alien’s grip. She truly wanted the humanoid to like her, and she wouldn’t gain points by showing how freaked out she was.

She was less sanguine about the matter when the alien reached her other hand under Lizzie’s pussy, giving the orb sitting on top a little shove. She flinched, jerking as pleasure tingled up the length of her vagina.

Besta watched her with slitted eyes. “If that’s how you’re responding to the krostnach, I can tell that we’re going to have lots of fun together.”

“Besta,” interrupted Astra. “Stop teasing her, we’ve arrived. There will be time to get better acquainted with her after we’ve finished our duties.”

Lizzie shivered, looking with foreboding at the closed hatch in front of them. It was metallic, round, and far too large for her to open by hand. Once they stepped inside, there would be no going back.

Her lips quivered. What was she thinking? This was no better or worse than one of the energy fields. Those were just as effective at preventing her from leaving. Perhaps it was the visual cues that made her feel differently about this door. It was massive.

Three beams of light came from rounded ports on either side of the door, playing over their bodies. A chirping sound came from the wall, and a spinning yellow light turned above the hatchway. Metal creaked and a long line split down the center, the two halves rolling slowly apart.

“What the heck is this?” asked Lizzie. “For all the high technology I’ve seen so far, this seems fairly primitive.”

“It’s an airlock for decontamination,” explained Astra. “Our Mistress collects flora and fauna from all over the universe. It wouldn’t be good if anything escaped quarantine.”

Astra stepped over the ledge into the small room beyond. Lizzie hesitated, but Besta was still clinging to her arm like a limpet. “Come on, Earth girl, you need to get cleaned up before I can transform you into the perfect slave.”

Lizzie was rather starting to regret the effort she had made to change the alien’s mind, but it was too late now. She would have to go through this process and see if there was some way to change her fate on the other side.

Besta frog marched her up to a rounded pod built into the metallic floor. “Put your feet in the impressions, Earth girl, and close your eyes. The machine will clean you off.”

Lizzie looked at the pod, a little worried about what it would do to her. It consisted of two concave shells on either side, waist high, with a little lip at the front and back to allow for ingress and egress. An array of nozzles were mounted to small vertical tracks on the shells, with gratings along the floor for drainage.

Hoping that the attachments weren’t going to do anything too weird, she placed her feet into the twin oval depressions in the center of the pod and closed her eyes, as suggested.

There came a hissing sound and warm fluid sprayed at her from both sides, soaking her torso. Her legs trembled, but she stayed still, hoping this would be over soon.

The dual sprays began to move downwards towards her feet, the sticky fluid gelling together as it began to coat her body. Badly wanting to see what was going on, she chanced a quick peek, gasping as she spotted the pink fluid decorating her belly.

As she watched, it began to form into some kind of hard shell. Panicking, she tried to wipe it off with her fingers, but it was thick and hard, her fingernails bouncing off the surface. She tugged at her feet, but they were similarly stuck, the ooze climbing up her ankles.

She whirled her head around, looking for another option, but the room beyond was dark, and she could only barely make out the shadowy forms of the aliens. There would be no help there.

Dual twanging sounds came from the shell walls on either side of her, and suddenly she could barely move her head. Twisting her upper body, she tried to figure out what was going on, as her range of motion had suddenly been severely reduced.

Eyes searching, she spotted the reason. There were twin, solid cables that had attached themselves to her collar, and they were ratcheting tight!

She feared that she was going to be choked out, but quickly realized that she was being silly. As long as the collar didn’t deform, the only result was that she would be held in place, exactly where the machine wanted her.

It didn’t take long for her to find out the reason why. A lever arm was descending from above, a concave mask attached to the end.

As it approached closer, she could make out where her eyes, lips, and nose would go, tiny impressions built into the surface of the hard shell. Claw-like arms extended from the sides, meant to fit over her skull and secure it into place. She snarled, looking at it with distrust.

There was nothing she could do, however. With the thick shell coating her legs, she couldn’t bend her knees, and the collar around her neck wouldn’t allow her to move back and forth. She was well and truly stuck.

The lever arm moved closer, giving her a better view of the interior. The surface was flat black, with small holes for her eyes through which blue light shone through. A thick protrusion stuck out at mouth level, which had the bulbous shape of a dildo. The machine was going to gag her!

She began to struggle more, distressed by this thought. A click came from her collar, and suddenly her body was awash with endorphins.

The switch was immediate. Fear and panic vanished, replaced with an overbearing arousal. She was horny and needed to be used.

The creature inside her womb began to respond, its spherical tail pulling inside her pussy. She moaned, her vision sparkling as her body instantly went into overdrive.

She wanted what the creature wanted, and she would do anything to get it. Ignoring the spray of slime, which was starting to work its way up her legs, she grabbed at her breasts, which were so sensitive that she almost cried.

She was surprised to find that the weight and heft of her breasts had increased, and not just a little. It was almost as though her body thought she was pregnant.

She laughed harshly. Her womb had been filled, but not with a baby. It was a parasite, it was a thing, and it was making her love it with every throbbing tug of that tail. Her vagina was so full, and it just wouldn’t leave her alone!

Groping her swollen nipples, she gasped. It was just too good!

With the pleasure assaulting her body, she barely even noticed as the mask descended the last few lengths, the knobby end of the dildo pressing against her lips. Grunting and cooing, she opened her jaw and allowed it to slip inside.

The rest of the mask settled gently against her face, positive pressure from a hole in the spongy dildo keeping her airway open. There was nothing to do other than to settle down and enjoy what the machine and the creature were doing to her.

A hissing sound came from her face, and the claws around the sides of the mask closed around her head, locking into position. The blue light she could see through the eye openings began to change into the image of an alien woman, a self-satisfied smirk on her face.

Her skin was a soft blue, her head stretched upwards in the shape of an oval. Three thick tendrils sprouted from the top of her head, two of them coiled about her shoulders. Bands of gold wrapped around the central part of each ‘tail,’ the bottom ends terminating in what looked like small mouths.

A vertical, red stripe was painted across her lips, sunken eyes shadowed with a darker shade of blue.  When she opened her mouth, tiny fangs were exposed, giving her a ferocious appearance.

Another click sounded from her collar, and the pleasure caressing her body vanished, leaving her feeling cold and alone. She struggled against the coating, but by now the nozzles had sprayed their fluid all the way up to her neck, locking her into a cocoon.

“Welcome, Collectible,” the alien woman said smoothly, her voice caressing Lizzie with liquid tones as her alien words were converted by the translator into something she could understand.

“I’m sure this has all been rather distressing for you so far, but I assure you, most who join the Collection find that they rather enjoy belonging to me.” Her lips creased into something akin to a warm smile, but her skin stretched sideways, giving her an unsettling appearance.

“All of your wants and needs will be taken care of, physical and psychological. I take the health of all of my Collectibles very seriously. In time, you will adjust, as everything has a place in my menagerie.”

Lizzie groaned, wanting to tell the alien that she didn’t want to adjust. She wanted to go back to Earth, to pursue these strange feelings she was having about Amanda, to be normal.

The Collector was moving on, ignoring her consternation. Lizzie scowled, gnawing on the gag. This was probably a recording.

“The universe is a dangerous place, and I am not the only party looking to collect superb specimens such as you,” the Collector continued. “I am a jealous Mistress. I will not share.”

Great. That meant there were others out there who might want to kidnap her. She had become nothing more than a commodity. A valuable commodity.

“To ensure that everyone knows that you are my property, I will now apply my mark upon you,” said the Collector, baring her fangs. “By interstellar law, from this time forth, you are my property.”

Her mark? What was she talking about?

Sudden heat came from her forehead, and she tried to pull her head away. A hissing, sizzling sound bombarded her ears as a rounded patch of skin shrieked with pain.

She wheezed as she pulled against the collar, but it refused to budge. Slobbering around the gag, she began to choke.

Fortunately, the pain faded quickly, but it took her a considerable force of will to get ahold of herself and stop struggling. Not only was it useless, but she didn’t want to miss anything the Collector was saying. It could be important later.

The Collector didn’t seem to be all that interested in explaining, however, her hands resting under her chest, creasing her glossy black bodysuit. Lizzie’s eyes fixed on the alien’s breasts, wondering with abstract curiosity whether they worked the same as hers.

The alien changed her pose, the unnerving smile returning. “By now, you are beginning to understand the truth. You have been branded with my mark. You are mine. Now, all that remains is to show you off. One of the great joys of collecting is to make other collectors jealous of what you possess.”

Her face creased into something Lizzie interpreted as a smug expression. Her head tails twitched as she stared directly into Lizzie’s face. “I look forward to meeting you soon.”

The Collector’s figure flickered out, leaving behind the formless blue light from before. Lizzie closed her eyes, tears leaking from the corners. The pain of the branding had left her all out of sorts, and she wasn’t looking forward to what the Collector had in store for her.

The mask began to move, vibrating as the claws spread open, releasing her head. It pulled back with a quick jerk, the dildo slipping out of her mouth. She closed her jaw and ran her tongue over her lips, clearing off her dried spit.

Shivering, she swallowed heavily, unable to look around. The pink cocoon had coated her entire body, leaving her absolutely no room to tilt her neck. The collar was still suppressing her lust, too, so she was feeling rather grim.

There was no other way of looking at it–she was a branded slave of the Collector, and she had no idea how to escape!


Chapter Four

The machine didn’t leave her alone for long, the spray nozzles starting up again, this time aiming downwards. The fluid drizzled down and over the cocoon, sizzling as the two chemicals interacted.

Soon, cracks began to open, which she pushed against to hurry the process. Large, pink chunks fell free, dropping to the floor. She made an annoyed noise, grunting against the collar as she tried and failed to move.

“Patience,” said Astra, stepping in close to the pod so that she was more visible. “Decontamination is almost complete. Let the system finish its cleanup procedure.”

Besta stepped in, too, looking with intense desire at Lizzie’s body. When she noticed Lizzie’s glare, she grinned with lust. “What’s your problem? You’d be staring too if the collar wasn’t suppressing your desires.”

Lizzie didn’t doubt that, but that implied something more. “Does that mean… you’re currently experiencing the full measure of lust from your… kros… krost… your creature?”

Besta made a noise of amusement. “The krostnach. Yes, it’s doing its best to encourage me to copulate with you. For hours.”

Having sex with this gorgeous alien didn’t sound like such a bad thing, but she knew it was just the creature messing with her mind. If Besta was right, however, she should be able to regain some form of mental control, even if the creature was stimulating her.

But how?

She ignored the pieces of the cocoon that were flaking off her body, trying to come up with an idea. Thinking bad thoughts about getting rid of the creature wouldn’t do much of anything besides provoke a calming response from the beast.

Stroking its ego with ‘good’ thoughts would likely increase the amount of pleasure it wanted to impart upon her, which wasn’t exactly what she wanted either. The collar might be suppressing its influence, but that was probably only temporary.

Did the creature understand delayed gratification? If she promised it that it could have its fun later, would it stop bothering her in the moment?

It was an intriguing thought, but one she would have to save for later. Right now, she just wanted out of this contraption.

As soon as her hands were free, she pressed a couple of fingers to her forehead, trying to verify what had been done to her. There was a slight indentation, but otherwise her skin felt fine. She scowled.

“There’s no use in worrying about it,” chuckled Astra. “Everyone here bears the Collector’s mark. There’s no getting around it. In time, you will come to appreciate the freedoms it grants us.”

“That’s right,” chimed in Besta. “Better to be her slave than to be captured by pirates.” She shivered, looking off into the distance. “I’d rather not think about that.”

Astra waved her hand in dismissal. “All that is behind us. We belong to the Collector now. Our future is secured.”

Lizzie sensed there was a story there, but she doubted she could convince them to elaborate at the moment. Besides, the strange marking wasn’t the only change the machine had made to her body.

Her breasts were large, and swollen, and she could swear that they had grown just a little bit more. She suspected that was due to the creature’s influence on her body, however. The krost.. krostnach. She’d have to remember that.

What she was more worried about was the fact that all of her hair appeared to have been removed. She touched her armpits and mons, feeling only smooth skin. Her head was feeling strange, too.

Lifting her hands, she touched her skull. No hair.

Not even her arms had hair. Her entire body had been depilated, leaving behind perfectly healthy, pink skin.

“What happened to my hair?” she asked, tears forming in her eyes. “I spent so much time getting it right, and now it’s gone!”

Astra stepped in, setting a hand on her shoulder and giving it a squeeze. “Hair can hold all sorts of bacteria and allergens,” she said. “The only way to clean you thoroughly was for it to be removed. I’m sorry.”

Besta straightened her shoulders, not looking sympathetic. “It’s all going to regrow as tendrils anyway,” she announced. “Taking off your old hair is just the most efficient way to move you through the process.”

“It’s going to what?” asked Lizzie in a high pitched voice, staring at the two of them in consternation.

Astra squeezed her thick brows together. “What are you so alarmed about? It’s just a side effect of being infested by a krostnach.”

She lowered a hand in front of Lizzie’s breasts, palm up. “Look at these. Large, beautiful, bountiful. But still not as large as mine.” She tilted her fingers to point at her own chest.

Lizzie’s eyes naturally flicked up to examine the alien’s body. The purple bodysuit cupped her tightly, a small triangular window giving her a good view of the deep valley between her enormous breasts. Her skin was smooth, without blemishes, making her wonder what the rest of her looked like.

“And? What’s your point? This isn’t some kind of body olympics here,” she complained, unable to hide her jealousy.

“The point is that you’re going to look just like her. After a few star periods, you’ll be indistinguishable from each other,” interrupted Besta, her arms folded. “The faster it happens, the better. Whoever heard of peach colored skin? It looks awful.”

Stunned, Lizzie looked back and forth between the two aliens, an awful realization setting in. “You both… didn’t look like this before the krostnach?”

Astra and Besta glanced at each other, their faces crinkling. Both of them made different noises, which trickled through the translator as tinkles of laughter.

Astra stroked her fingers down Lizzie’s arm. “No, of course not, silly! We’re not even from the same planet!”

They weren’t? Lizzie’s jaw dropped.

The two aliens definitely weren’t the same. Astra was thin, tall, and waif-like, while Besta was shorter, stout, and voluptuous. She just hadn’t registered these differences as mattering.

Now that she was looking closer, she began to notice more variations. Was that a small set of gills nestled around the neckline of Astra? And what were those strange frills above Besta’s ears?

There was only one possible conclusion: despite the similarity of their hair tendrils, they were not of the same species. Only a fool would think otherwise.

She had to toss out all of her preconceived notions. Closing her eyes, she shook her head, rebuilding her mental model of the situation.

The two aliens had somehow been transformed by their krostnach. She was being transformed by the krostnach. She had better get used to this situation.

Blinking, she refocused on Astra. “I think I understand. If the krostnach isn’t removed, I’m going to end up looking like both of you, aren’t I?”

Both of them watched her with amusement and dipped their heads. “That’s right,” said Besta with enthusiasm, looping a hand through some of her hair tendrils. “You’re going to be an adorable green babe in no time at all.”

“And there’s no way I could give the krostnach to anyone else?” she asked, her faint hope beginning to wane.

Astra frowned. “Absolutely not. The creature has bound itself inextricably with your internal organs, and not even a top interstellar surgeon could remove it without mortally wounding you. Besides, why would you want to give up a creature that bestows upon us such delightful pleasure?”

Her face lit up and she sighed, touching her belly. “I know that it loves me, and I’m sure that yours loves you, too. Why don’t you show it that same love?”

“Is pleasure love?” asked Lizzie, being serious. “I’m not sure we should conflate the two.”

Astra shrugged. “They’re close enough as makes no difference for us. You’ll find out soon enough once the collar stops suppressing its influence. Now, let’s slip you into your new bodysuit so that you’re presentable for the Collector.”

Two pinging sounds echoed through the chamber and suddenly her neck was free. Lizzie hesitated, but Astra was already moving to the back side of the chamber, headed towards a different metallic pod.

“What’s the matter, Earthling? Don’t you want to see your fellow hyu-man again?” asked Besta. “If you dally too much, your friend is going to receive all the attention, and then I’ll lose any favor I might obtain from the Collector.”

The alien was right. For her to renege on her deal now wouldn’t be good for any of them. She forced her legs to move, her muscles feeling like jello after her time in the pink shell.

The pod in front of her looked mostly the same as the last one, though this one lacked nozzles on the sides. She still felt a bit of trepidation as she stepped over the lip and put her feet into the depressions.

She looked around suspiciously to see whether this machine would try to anchor her down by the collar around her neck, but all she could see was a series of blinking lights that swept up her body.

"Stand still or it will try to restrain you," ordered Besta.

Clenching her fists, Lizzie stood up straight, not particularly liking the idea of being held captive a second time. When the lights flicked off, a strange warmth glowed all over her body, caressing her breasts, butt, and thighs equally. As the glow faded, it was replaced by a tight, restrictive embrace.

Looking down, she gasped at the green bodysuit that had suddenly appeared on her body, as if by magic. It was a copy of the outfit the two aliens were wearing, with a small, triangular window to show off her boobs. The shoulders were smartly cut, and the swell of the material over her belly was skintight, as if the outfit had been created just for her.

As it undoubtedly had. This was technology well beyond her understanding, and only served to increase her anxiety. At this rate, she couldn’t see how she would ever regain her freedom.

And wasn't that a foolish thought with the krostnach emplaced in her pussy? She would never be free as long as the creature remained within her.

The machine pinged and shut down. She took a hesitant step forward, noting that the material was also covering her feet, her toes coated individually. It felt quite strange, but looked similar to some unique looking shoes she had seen once online.

She pressed her feet against the floor, surprised at the squishing sound they made. This was going to take some getting used to.

The aliens were back, touching her shoulders. "Come on, hyu-man," said Besta. "We don't want to be late."

Rubbing her hands against her sides, she sighed, shivering at how rubbery her body felt. A sudden urge came to press a hand over her crotch, but she resisted it. There was no time to play with the creature, and she was only feeling a trickle of lust at the moment. Easy enough to suppress.

They led her out of the dark chamber and down a gangway to a brightly lit corridor. In the center was a moving belt, which the aliens lightly clambered onto. Following them, she rubbed her thumbs against her fingers, trying to get used to the suit.

The way it clung to her skin felt strange. It was a little sticky, warming quickly to her body heat, creaking with every move she made. Her belly felt firm, hugged tightly by the material.

Its unusual properties were even more noticeable around her breasts, which appeared to have grown even larger during her time in the chamber. Despite their bulk, the suit held them in place without any problems, keeping them out of the way while she moved.

She was thankful for that much at least, but she couldn’t help but feel like she was being turned into an alien bimbo. She didn’t feel like a silly airhead, but she couldn’t deny that her body was being remodeled into a sex machine.

What biological reason would the krostnach have for doing such a thing? The bulk of its body was still plugging up her vagina, so there was no way to utilize the usual method of intercourse.

It wanted her to look sexual, yet there was no way for her to have sex with other beings, so there didn’t seem to be a point. At least, not one that she could understand.

These changes were likely the result of chemicals being manufactured inside the creature, as it had been pumping her body full of them since it had attached itself to her womb. She just wished she knew the purpose of all this.

Halfway down the conveyor, the creature stirred inside her and the pleasure returned, double what she had experienced earlier. She cried out as her legs felt weak, grabbing for the aliens to try and regain her balance.

Besta’s hair tendrils whipped around and under her shoulder, wrapping over the top. Before her elbows hit the conveyor belt, her weight was taken up by the alien’s hair. She was stunned to find herself suspended in mid air, staring at Besta’s feet.

The alien had six toes. Six!

She belched, tasting bile in her throat. This discomfort was soon overwhelmed by the warmth of the pleasure suffusing her body. The long tail of the creature tugged at her pussy, pulling the knot at the end slightly inside. Her krostnach felt good!

Her body went limp in Besta’s hair as she sighed out her pleasure. The creature was working her body over, dragging its tail halfway up before letting it slide back down the length of her tunnel.

It knew what she had been thinking earlier, and it wanted to cement its control over her. She thrashed, screwing up her face as the pleasure hammered at her brain.

The urge to procreate came from somewhere deep within her mind. It was atavistic and primal, a black surge of darkness. She needed.

Her hands jerked forward, seeking the breasts of the alien who held her in the air. Fingers tickling, clenching, groping, her nails slid over the shiny material of the humanoid’s bodysuit.

Besta grunted, but took her assault with aplomb. “It’s feeding on your desires,” she said calmly, an unreadable expression on her face. “You must conquer yourself, or you will be consigned to endless cycles of losing control until you accept which one of you is master, and which is slave.”

She was right. At the moment, she was nothing more than a rutting animal, allowing the alien creature to run rampant through her mind. It didn’t need to be like this. She could do better. Be better. All she had to do was let go of Besta.

For a long moment, she wasn’t sure that she could. Her body was humming, and the alien’s enlarged breasts felt so soft. Not even the usual social pressure of being in a strange situation could reduce her sexual ardor.

She needed another reason to stop. She began to dig in her memories, trying to find her purpose. She wasn’t just another whore!

That was true. Throughout her life, she had heard insults about ‘loose women’ from her parents over and over again. They had paid for books, study materials, and college tuition to support her dreams of becoming a scientist. They had given her everything.

And yet, there was something else she had been looking for. Something she had longed for. Sex. Affection. Love.

That was why she was having so much trouble with the creature. Somewhere, deep down, she longed to let go of all the restrictions placed around her by others. To cast off all their expectations and to float freely in a sea of sexual arousal.

Damn. This was going to be harder than she had originally thought. She needed a good reason not to let go and drown in the sea of pleasure being produced by the krostnach.

Amanda. She had to stay strong, for the sake of her best friend. If her mind was completely subsumed, there would be no one left to support her in this strange land.

She didn’t exactly know what her relationship with her friend was, not after they had experienced wild, hot sex with each other. It was something she badly wanted to explore further, however, and she wouldn’t get the chance if she allowed the creature to take control.

Holding onto that thought, she imagined herself treading water, keeping herself above the glowing pulses of pleasure deep below. She was better than this. She was in control.

The ocean began to roil within her. The creature didn’t like that.

Too bad. She wasn’t going to sacrifice her principles for momentary pleasure. Besides, if she achieved what she intended, there would be plenty of time for more fun with her friend and the krostnach later on.

The boiling depths began to cease their motion, responding to her assertion. She creased her brow. Did that mean her earlier guess was correct? Was the creature actually capable of accepting what she had planned?

Either way, the pleasure began to recede, coalescing into a solid orb within her chest, where the creature inhabited her womb. Much like a black hole, the pleasure appeared to concentrate, becoming thicker as it was leached from her brain and limbs.

Within moments, she had regained full control of herself, finding her body still floating in mid air. Sweat poured off her brow, and she was breathing hard, but she was still herself.

Her hands were wrapped around Besta’s breasts, but now that the lust was gone, they held little interest for her. Sheepish, she let go, her arms dangling towards the floor.

“You can put me down,” she requested, staring blankly at the tiled floor.

The conveyor belt had gone. They must have reached their destination, wherever that was.

Besta made a strange alien noise that sounded like she was being strangled. “Astra, I think this one has accomplished the impossible.”

The hair tendrils moved, twisting her body around until she was standing upright. Her legs were shaky, but they began to stabilize as she took in her surrounding environment.

They were standing in front of twin double doors, made out of a charcoal gray material. There were no handles on the doors, but transparent panes around the sides gave her a vague inkling that there was a large room with a table beyond.

Astra was staring at her, green eyes searching her face. “You’re correct,” she said, sounding shocked. “She accepted the krostnach’s presence without indulging in its pleasures. How curious.”

Her hair twitched. “Do you have any idea how rare that is?”

Lizzie frowned. “No. Am I that unusual?”

“Very. Usually, once the limiter comes off, a new implantee is lost for weeks, even months, exploring the pleasure the krostnach can provide. We’ve never seen anyone regain control of themselves so soon. Who are you?”

Lizzie blushed at the unexpected praise, surprised at the sudden attention she was receiving. “I’m just another Earth girl, trying to find her way in a strange new world.”

Besta tossed her head back, her jaw moving as she made an odd noise that Lizzie interpreted as laughter. “You’re no girl, Earthling! I rather regret calling you that now.”

She slapped Lizzie on the back. “You’ll do well with us. After the meeting, I’d like to get to know you better.”

“Sure, that would be nice,” she replied, a little taken aback at how Astra had gone silent.

The other alien woman was studying her intently, a curious glimmer in her eyes. She wanted to ask what she was thinking, but the doors in front of them slid open.

The two aliens turned to face the conference room, escorting Lizzie inside. They walked her around a table, leading her up to an elevated area that looked like a podium.

On one side, a tall lectern stood, with an interesting symbol fixed to the front. Hands circled a starry universe, with a silvery collar wrapping around a galaxy, like a ring.

The meaning was pretty obvious, if she had to guess. The Collector would capture and collar any being that struck her fancy.

It was rather odious, if you thought about it. All those creatures, being stolen away from their natural habitats, for the pleasure of a single being?

She paused. “The Collector, what kind of a mistress is she? Is she cruel? An idle elite, bragging about her toys?”

Besta shrugged. “It’s a mixed bag. She’s quite kind to her Collectibles, and she does collect and breed the rarest specimens, so some might call her a conservationist. It’s not that simple, though, as she clearly derives pleasure from playing with us.”

“Playing?” Lizzie asked, suddenly feeling nervous.

A set of doors opened up on the other side of the room, and three figures stepped inside. She held her breath as she examined them, noting and dismissing the purple skinned aliens immediately. She had seen them before, and they had doubtless been assigned to escort her friend. Amanda.

She was wearing a dark, purple bodysuit, of the same cut and make as the one Lizzie was dressed in. This exposed the smooth, creamy skin around her breastbone, giving her a glimpse of the deep slope between her breasts.

Her friend had always been fairly well endowed, but now her breasts looked enormous. Would they continue to grow as the creatures altered their bodies further? How long had the other aliens been infested, and were their transformations complete? Would they both look even sexier when the krostnach was done with them? She bit her lip, suppressing the sexy urges tingling in her belly.

Her heart lurched as Amanda turned and gave the alien next to her a long, sloppy wet kiss. They ground their bodies together for a solid half minute before the other alien tried to hurry them along.

A dull pain ached in her chest as Amanda pulled away, her eyes full of lust. She was clearly being controlled by the creature, so she shouldn’t blame her lack of control, but jealousy was once again rearing its ugly head. Would Amanda ever look at her the same way?

Amanda’s head lolled as her escorts seized her arms and frogmarched her up to the platform. Lips parted, she glanced at Lizzie, a dumb smile suffusing her face. “Sex?” she asked idly, her hands twitching.

Distressed, she turned to Besta. “Is she always going to be like this?” she asked, worried that her friend would be trapped in a haze of lust forever.

“Probably not,” said Besta, staring at her friend with a speculative gaze. “All of us regained control, but it took each of us a variable amount of time.” She glanced at Astra. “She took so long we weren’t certain whether she was ever going to stop being a needy slut.”

Astra grinned. “I just needed a good reason to snap out of it. She got so tired of my constant clinginess that she refused to play with me at all.”

They both gave each other a knowing gaze, and Lizzie suddenly realized there was an undercurrent there she hadn’t picked up on earlier. “Are you two… a couple?”

Besta made a strange sound in her throat. “I wouldn’t say that. It’s more like… a beneficial sexual relationship.”

“Ah, so it’s ‘friends with benefits,’ then?”

Astra cocked her head. “What does that mean?”

Lizzie choked, her mind racing. Of course they wouldn’t understand the human saying. Blushing, she looked at the floor. “You’re doing the horizontal boogie,” she mumbled.

“What?”

No, of course that wouldn’t work, either. Why was she being so prudish? “You’re fuck buddies!” she exclaimed, gritting her teeth as she tilted her head up.

“Ah,” nodded Besta. “Yes, that’s a pretty accurate summation.”

She stepped in close to Lizzie, crowding her personal space. “Would you like to join us?” she asked, stretching her mouth into a close approximation of a leer.

Lizzie’s heart raced. “I’m not sure, I need to think, I need more time,” she blurted out, trying to defuse the situation. She glanced over at Amanda, a cool sensation tickling down her spine as she spotted her friend attempting to flirt with her escorts.

“I see,” said Astra solemnly. “You already have your eyes set on someone else.”

Besta clutched at her arm. “Just remember that when your lust is up, anyone will do. Don’t allow that to make you bitter.”

“Oh.” Lizzie suddenly felt a bit better.

Amanda didn’t love the two aliens, she was simply trying to satisfy her needs. The same needs that were becoming rather insistent for her.

Although she had contained the creature’s lust for now, she could feel it building up within her belly. Sooner or later, she would have to give it what it wanted, and it knew this fact. All it had to do was wait.

A chime sounded, and both of her alien escorts turned to face the lectern. A creaking noise sounded from the wall behind the podium, and a series of horizontal metallic blinds shifted upwards, running on a track.

She had been so preoccupied with her situation that she hadn’t made an effort to inspect her surroundings closely, and now she simply gaped. The view beyond was stunning. She was in space!

There could be no other explanation for the blackness filled with a sea of stars just outside the viewport, bracketed by a glowing, silvery surface. The streaks of starry light shifted, bringing a gigantic spinning doughnut into view.

Lights glimmered up and down a central spire that was thrust through the center like a spear. It was growing larger in the window, thick arms sticking out from the spinning circle.

As the view began to stabilize, she could feel a faint hint of acceleration through her feet. The spinning structure appeared to slow to a stop as they approached closer, their velocity matching with one of the spinning arms. They must be docking.

Shivering, Lizzie wet her lips. She was truly nowhere on Earth.

She had to face reality–she had been kidnapped, and was now lost in space, mere property of the Collector, to be used as she wished. Never had she felt more vulnerable.

A glimmer of blue light appeared at the lectern, solidifying into the form of an alien. As it gained definition, she clenched her hands into fists. This was her supposed mistress. The Collector.

A serene expression was on the alien’s face as she rested her hands on the wooden stand. Two of her head tails were draped over her shoulders, the thin ends curling around her breasts. Lips pressed together, her gaze was piercing as she looked first at Amanda, then at Lizzie, studying them like bugs.

After a few moments of this, she stepped around the side of the stand, approaching their two small groups. Her eyes caressed Amanda, who was writhing in the arms of her escorts, low grunts emanating from her mouth.

She didn’t stop there, however, her feet gliding over the floor until she was standing in front of Lizzie, the alien’s tall frame looming above her with a satisfied, toothy grin on her face.

She gulped as the woman clamped one hand over her shoulder, the other running under her breasts. Triple jointed fingers flexed, fondling her flesh.

Her breast was being massaged by her alien mistress.

That thought sparked her libido, pulling an unexpected groan from her lips. She pressed her thighs together, but that only made the stimulation worse, as the krostnach’s tail throbbed in her pussy. If she wasn’t careful, the creature would seize this opportunity to turn her into a hot mess.

The worst part was, she wasn’t even certain that she wanted to stop it. The more her arousal grew, the less nervous she felt about the whole situation. The certainty of sexual release was beginning to overwhelm the fear centers of her brain.

“The selection process this time was perfect,” exclaimed the alien, as she continued to touch her soft flesh through the bodysuit. “She will be a perfect breeder.”

A what?

Lizzie wanted to ask what she meant, but the alien was already moving on, getting down on one knee. Touching the tip of a finger against her belly, she gave it a good prod.

There was something about her presence that was unusually arousing, the core of pleasure in her belly pulsing in resonance. Uncomfortable, Lizzie shifted from one leg to another. She didn’t want to interrupt the alien, but she badly wanted to know what she was looking for.

“Oh, yes, this is coming along nicely,” the Collector muttered, pressing her hands over Lizzie’s belly and giving it a squeeze.

Lizzie wanted to pull away, but she remained rigid, frowning down at the alien woman. No, this was her supposed mistress.

Her mouth opened before she could stop herself. “Excuse me. Are you always this rude?”

She clamped her jaw shut before she could say anything else. Trembling, she waited in terror. If she had offended the Collector, who knew what might happen to her?

The Collector seemed to take no notice of her interruption, continuing her examination. Her fingers slid over the bodysuit, stopping at various intervals. It looked like she was measuring the size of her belly.

She frowned. Besides the Collector’s interest, there was definitely something different about the size. She must have gained a few pounds without noticing. Had it grown at the same time as her breasts?

The Collector removed her hands from her belly and stood, her head tails curling over her breasts. Lizzie flinched as she placed a hand on her cheek, but the Collector simply stroked her as if she was a housecat.

“I know this has been hard for you, my pet, but you’re in good company. The others will take care of you after your birthing is complete. As a valuable breeding member of my menagerie, I will, of course, ensure that you receive the highest quality treatment.”

Lizzie spluttered. “Birthing?”

She was going to be a… mother? What in the hell had the krostnach done to her?


Chapter Five

The Collector ignored her outburst, moving on to examine Amanda. Stunned, she massaged her belly, trying to understand what she had just learned.

Yes, her chest definitely did seem to be significantly larger. Could this be a side effect of the creature growing, or was there something else gestating inside her?

Panicked, she looked at Besta, who appeared calm. “What is happening to me?” Lizzie demanded of her.

Nonplussed, the alien folded her arms. “Your krostnach is reproducing. What else did you think was going to happen? The whole purpose of infesting aliens and scooping them up to bring them here is to breed more krostnach.”

Lizzie tried very hard to be logical, but it was a losing prospect. “I’ve been reduced to… a breeding factory?” she squeaked.

Besta blinked. “Yes, that’s about right. The krostnach within you has converted your womb into a nurturing environment for its young. Your reproductive organs have been repurposed to make more of them.”

Astra broke in, her voice kind. “She’s being rather blunt, but she’s not wrong. All of us here have been turned into surrogate mothers for the krostnach.”

Her panic began to fade as cold reality set in. The creature had changed her, and there was no going back. The only way forward was through acceptance. No matter how much she railed against it, no matter how much she looked for a solution, this was a problem she couldn’t solve. Not as she currently was.

The creature twitched its tail in her pussy, and she sighed as pleasure tingled up the length of her vagina. It was going to do its best to make her not care. To help it reproduce.

Her mind rolled through to the inevitable conclusion: this creature was dangerous as hell. If it could infest multiple different species, subvert their reproductive systems, and keep spreading itself, it was more like a virus. Monstrous!

A lump formed in her chest. She had never wanted children, not really, but from what they were saying, it sounded like that possibility was gone forever, her reproductive system hijacked for the sole use of her krostnach. She pushed away the implications as the reality of the situation unfolded in her mind.

The only thing stopping the creatures were the obvious physical changes it made in those it infested. If the krostnach were able to infiltrate better, they could easily subvert enough of a fertile population to cause a civilization level collapse.

As it was, hosts like her would be easy to quarantine, but she could only imagine what sort of havoc would be wreaked by the unscrupulous if infested breeders fell into the wrong hands.

She frowned. And what kind of hands was she in, really? Was the Collector a force for good, or was she breeding them for nefarious purposes?

“Astra, Besta,” she said hurriedly, tension in her voice. “Tell me truly. Are we being bred as… weapons?”

Both of the aliens took a step back, their eyes bright as they covered their mouths. “Weapons?” gurgled Astra. “What made you jump to that conclusion?”

Lizzie explained her reasoning, her words coming haltingly. When she finished, Besta clutched at her chest and bent over, tears leaking from her eyes. Astra’s mouth trembled, her hair tendrils doing a strange little dance. Mystified, she stared at them, feeling a little lost.

“I can’t breathe!” she exclaimed, strange noises emanating from her lips. “The idea that the Collector would let anything out of her grasp… is ridiculous!”

Astra regained her composure fairly quickly, clearing her throat. “Besta is right. I can’t imagine there ever being a good enough reason for her to start selling off some of her collection, and she certainly wouldn’t work for anyone else.”

“If that’s the case, then why are we being bred?” Lizzie asked, perplexed.

“Because that’s the only way to grow my collection, of course,” interrupted the Collector with a sharp voice.

She had returned to the lectern, a self satisfied smile on her face. “The collection is always expanding,” she explained, her eyes beginning to glow a deep blue. “The krostnach were almost destroyed eons ago, for exactly the reasons you suggested.”

She lifted an arm, sweeping it across the expanse of space visible beyond the station. “They were consigned to the dustbin of history. Yet, the universe is a large place, larger than even I can imagine. I knew they must exist out there somewhere.”

She leaned over the lectern, her breasts pressing against the sloped surface. “You have no idea how long I’ve searched for them. It became rather an obsession. I neglected some of my other Collectibles, something that’s never happened before.”

Her mouth spread wide, revealing her toothy grin. “I followed the clues and rumors to the far outer rim, through several nebulas, then back again to my usual haunts. The creatures had been hiding under my nose all this time, and I hadn’t even known it!”

Her lips quirked upwards. “To be fair, nobody else knew it, either. I was forced to create an entirely new set of processes to incubate the eggs and develop the embryos into viable offspring.”

She raised her hands to encompass all of them. “Now, here you are at last! A perfect set of breeders for my children. The greatest conservation effort of all time is at hand!”

Feeling trepidation, Lizzie took a step forward and raised her hand. She didn’t want to interrupt the alien’s monologue, but this might be the only opportunity she had to get her questions answered.

“Excuse me? Miss…tress?” she said, her mouth stumbling over the unfamiliar word.

The Great Collector’s eyebrows rose, as if she was surprised that one of her Collectibles would have the temerity to question her work.

She gulped, almost losing track of what she wanted to say entirely. Despite what her teachers said, there were stupid questions, and she didn’t want to come off as a dullard in front of the mysterious alien.

She gestured at Amanda, who was being restrained by her escorts to prevent her hands from wandering. “You seem to know a lot about these creatures. Will my friend ever get better? I can’t stand seeing her this out of control.”

There were all kinds of questions she could have asked. About her future. Whether she’d ever be set free. Whether she’d ever see Earth or her parents again. When it came right down to it, though, none of that was as important to her right now as the health of her friend.

When the Collector appeared unmoved by her question, her mouth began to run away from her again. “I mean, I know you don’t really care about our interpersonal relationships. How could you? They’re not really a part of your plan. You just want us to stay alive and well so that the krostnach can use our bodies as breeding farms. You probably see us as miniature factories with necessary but regrettable inputs required to grow your collection.”

The expression on the Collector’s face was unreadable, so she pushed forward, unable to stop herself. “But you see, I’m a human, and I’m not like that. I understand single mindedness, sure, but we’re just huge, unmitigated balls of emotion that are easily led around by the nose.”

She paused. “What I’m trying to say in a roundabout way is that I love her, and I hate seeing her like this.”

Her heart drummed in her chest, threatening to explode. She kept her focus on the Collector, as she couldn’t bear to see how Amanda would respond.

Would she even be able to understand through the thick layer of lust that was clouding her mind? Could she ever live it down if Amanda rejected her?

The Collector blinked, her lips twitching. She threw back her head and a long, hissing roar escaped her lips. Frightened, Lizzie took a step back, unsure what this meant.

“Humans!” she gasped, clutching the lectern for support. “So unique! So full of emotions!”

Lifting a hand, she wiped a tear from her eye. “I knew I was missing something important from my collection! Yes, that’s what I needed. Love!”

Lizzie frowned, starting to get the sense that she was being patronized. “Yes, love. What’s wrong with that?”

“There’s nothing wrong with it. I simply don’t understand it, which is what makes you so interesting!” she exclaimed, beaming happily. “You humans don’t know how lucky you are!”

“How… lucky?” Lizzie felt like she was stuttering a lot, but the situation was just so confusing!

Baffled, she glanced at Astra and Besta, who appeared to be rather taken aback. Her mind might be dealing with a lot of interference, but she wasn’t slow.

“None of you have any idea what love actually is, do you?” she asked, astonished.

A curious expression slid across Astra’s face before she hid it. “No, I’m afraid I have no idea what you’re talking about, and it’s not just a translation error. This concept of being with a single person indefinitely seems abhorrent to me. Sharing sexual partners is common in my society.”

“Unlike you, we don’t share,” said Besta smugly. “It’s survival of the fittest. Whoever is strongest chooses his mates, and the others must beware his wrath!”

Two different species, two different behaviors. She should have expected this.

She turned back to the Collector. “How about you? How does your society work?”

The deep shadows around the Collector’s eyes looked darker than usual. “I’d rather not explain,” she said briskly. “Suffice it to say that there’s none of that human love between siblings in my pod. Which is why it’s my turn to gloat.”

She snapped her fingers and Lizzie’s collar buzzed. “Get in line, Collectibles. You all must be presentable for this short Viewing.”

The core of pleasure in her belly began to recede as the lust generated by the creature was suppressed by her collar. This momentary relief revealed just how much mental effort she had been expending to hold back the creature’s influence. It was no wonder Amanda hadn’t been able to cope.

Astra and Besta bracketed her on either side, turning to face the window. Following their lead, she did the same, her eyes lazily tracing over the connecting ramp. Her natural curiosity began to percolate. What kind of a station was this, and what were they doing there?

Snowy static blocked her view of space, a rectangular display appearing as if by magic. It was probably some sort of hidden projector, but Lizzie didn’t bother looking for it. She was far too interested by the familiar looking face on the display.

“Dear sister,” hissed the alien, bangles clacking against each other as her head tails folded under her neck like arms. “It’s good to see you. What are you showing off today?”

The alien looked exactly like the Great Collector, though her ornamentation was different. Magenta smudges highlighted her eyes, and her jawline was covered by a golden shell which extended down and around her neck. Her lower lip was pierced with a variety of different gemstones, and she wore a tiny tiara perched on top of her head, secured between the crevices of her head tails.

“Malia,” replied the Great Collector, sounding a little wooden. “I see that you are looking ostentatious as always.”

“Not all of us were blessed with the good fortune of being given a title,” replied Malia, clicking her tongue. “One might consider that some care should be taken to avoid having it taken away. There are always others thirsting in the wings.” Her eyes flashed a vibrant blue as she flicked her tongue out of her mouth.

Lizzie was starting to understand what the Collector had been saying earlier. There was clearly no love lost between them. They might not even be sisters in the conventional sense.

The Collector’s limbs moved jerkily, though she didn’t betray any inner anger she might be feeling as she stalked towards the screen. “Those others will remain in the wings. None of them has been as successful as I. None of them have vision.”

“Oh?” murmured Malia, flickering her eyes over the rest of them, her gaze dismissive. “I’m not impressed by this menagerie you’ve assembled. Hyu-mans, Crestians, and Bergians all come from common stock. Hardly worth preserving when they’re not even endangered.”

“That’s where what I was just saying about vision comes into play,” replied the Collector, her lips smoothing into a hungry grin. “Take a moment and try to figure it out.” She folded her arms, tapping her elbow with one of her supremely flexible fingers.

The alien leaned over the pickup, examining them more closely. Her eyes searched over Lizzie, making her shiver with revulsion. It wasn’t clinical, like the examination the Collector had made earlier. Her gaze contained avarice, anger, and lust, all mixed together.

She settled down a little when the alien moved on, but she was still uncomfortable. Somehow she had been inserted into this power struggle, and she didn’t like it. Not one bit.

The alien’s brow furrowed, and finally, she settled back into her red leather chair. “You’ve done it,” she said frostily. “You’ve found the krostnach.”

The Collector grinned, nodding once. “Not only that, but I’ve bred them, too. I’ve created new life, where there was none before.”

Malia frowned. “And what does the galactic council think of all this? I can’t imagine they’ll be happy to find that a biohazard level five creature now exists in this universe.”

The Collector shrugged. “I’ve never cared what they think. I’ve put severe control protocols in place, and they’re not as dangerous as you might think as long as you take the proper precautions.”

“You’re playing with fire,” hissed Malia, eyes glowing as they flicked back over Lizzie. She leaned forward with excitement. “I want to see them. When can I?”

“Tomorrow,” announced the Collector. “They need time to get settled in, and I’m sure you would like some time to refresh once you arrive?”

Malia’s hands flexed over the armrests. “Yes, but this could be the discovery of the century,” she said, her face animated. “I’m not sure I can sleep without inspecting them with my own eyes.”

“Too bad,” said the Collector with finality. “However, I can run you through the process and show you some samples that will illustrate how I managed to get to this point.”

Malia stood, folding her hands. “Very well. I shall arrive within one galactic wheel and I look forward to seeing you soon.”

She raised a hand and the display fuzzed out, replaced with the view of the station. Lights winked from somewhere out in space, closer and brighter than the stars. They were probably more arriving ships, perhaps one of which carried the odious alien.

The Collector grunted and turned around. “All of you are dismissed. Take the new arrivals to the comfort chambers and help them through the process. They don’t have much time.”

Raising her hands, she crossed them over her chest. Her body flickered and buzzed, as if a signal was being interrupted, then she vanished entirely.

Lizzie took a step forward and waved a hand through the air where her body had just been. Nothing.

Bemused, she turned around to look at the others. “This is technology way beyond what we’re capable of,” she said, adjusting her estimation of what the Collector was capable of.

“Standard light bending, it’s nothing special,” dismissed Besta. “The real value lies within the esoteric knowledge she’s collected over the years. Most any researcher out there would love to have a session to get some questions answered.”

Astra snorted. “If she did that, she wouldn’t have time for anything else. She already does vid conferences every so often to assuage their curiosity, but of course they’re never satisfied.”

Lizzie glanced over at the other group, distressed to find that Amanda still needed her escorts to support her body. They noticed her looking, raising their hands to give her a little wave.

They looked like cheerful women, and they were doubtlessly infested with their own krostnach, given their advanced state of transformation. She’d like to get to know them better, but right now she was feeling both tired and ravenous.

“Do these ‘comfort chambers’ have some food and water?” she asked. “I’m starting to feel overheated.”

“Of course,” Besta replied, a knowing smile on her face. “Just this way.”

She raised a hand towards an octagonal plate on the floor beyond the podium. Astra’s hair wiggled as she took a few steps down to stand in the center.

It was all Lizzie could do to avoid staring at the alien’s butt. Her bodysuit creased, showing off the faint dimple where her krostnach was situated. This was bad.

Her libido rose again as the collar’s control faded. Annoyed, she pushed it back. She didn’t need sex right now, she needed sustenance. After that was accomplished, then she could indulge the krostnach.

She furrowed her brow and thought this as hard as she could until the creature settled back down. Fine. At least it was listening to her.

She stepped into the octagon, standing near the edge. “What happens next?” she asked, looking at the floor suspiciously.

“You hold on tight,” said Besta, sounding amused as she grabbed her arm.

“What… whoa!” shouted Lizzie as she became weightless, her body being pushed upwards via an energy field that had popped on below.

She might have tumbled end over end if not for Besta, but as it was, she was still extremely disoriented. The room around her was quickly vanishing, replaced by metallic walls containing vertical strips of glowing purple lights.

This was certainly a fast way to change floors, but somebody needed to tell her stomach this fact before it completely rebelled.

Astra floated over to her, clinging onto her other shoulder. Leaning in, she gave Lizzie a quick peck on the cheek. “It’s not too bad if you think about something else,” she said in a sotto voice.

Her lust spiked again. Doubtless it was the same for the other aliens, but she was stubborn, and wouldn’t allow herself to give in.

This was for Amanda. She reminded herself of her new purpose. She was going to save her friend, no matter what it took.

That was all well and good, but it occurred to her that she didn’t really know how she could ‘save’ anything at this moment. With the krostnach embedded in their pussies, they couldn’t very well go back to Earth and allow the creature to spread further. Unleashing the ancient beast could cause major issues, and she had no idea what it would possibly do to males.

She screwed up her face, her brain whirring as improbable images began to spool through her mind’s eye. Ewww, not in the ass!

Astra squeezed her shoulder. “You seem distracted, is everything okay?”

That was a good question. Was she okay?

She giggled as her body continued to float upwards. “I don’t think I need to explain, do I?”

Besta patted her swollen belly. “No, you don’t. We understand perfectly.”

Did they? Lizzie wanted to question her further, but it was too late to worry about it now, as the tunnel was ending, their bodies floating through an octagonal opening.

The circular room they had entered was seriously plush, filled with all sorts of furniture upholstered in red leather. As her momentum slowed to a halt, Besta pulled her over to an overstuffed sofa, their bodies settling into the fluffy cushions. The Collector must have killed an entire herd of animals to create this room!

She recognized the thought for the coping mechanism it was: it was common for the brain to focus on the inconsequential when the consequential had no possibility of being addressed.

A flat panel display on the opposite wall was displaying views of the outside, but there were no windows within the small room. The walls were reinforced with thick columns, and there was only one obvious exit other than the way they had come in.

An itch to begin exploring set in, but she wanted to see how Amanda was doing first. The second group was just arriving, and she was hoping that her mental state had improved.

As her friend’s body levitated into the room, Amanda looked at her in dismay, clutching at her chest. “Lizzie?” she said in a small voice. “I’m not feeling so good.”

Her alien escorts held onto her arms as she bent over, retching. Nothing came out, but she was clearly out of sorts.

Lizzie stood, her legs wavering as she considered the hole in the floor. She wanted to help her friend, but there was no way she could convince her brain to take a step out into the open air. She gulped as she looked into the deep shaft. It went way down there.

Fortunately, there wasn’t a need for heroics. Two metal plates slid out from the sides, closing off the opening and providing a solid surface for the purple aliens to settle on.

“She’s in labor,” declared the one on the left. “Let’s get her over to the birthing area.”

The other alien nodded, the two of them adroitly shifting Amanda’s body around the sofa and over to the side of the room. Feeling useless, Lizzie clenched her hands as she watched them setting Amanda down on top of what looked like a beanbag chair.

The area they had stepped down into looked rather comfy, set aside from the rest of the room. More of the beanbag chairs were arranged in a circle, upholstered in greens and purples. In the center was a rounded pit of fine sand, surrounded by a decorative circle of paver stones.

The two aliens scooted Amanda closer to the sand, moving another purple bean bag chair into position to give her support as they laid her back.

By this point, Amanda was moaning uncontrollably, sweat beading on her brow. Feeling the urgent need to do something, Lizzie approached and knelt next to her side, grabbing her hand. “I don’t know what’s happening, but it’ll be okay,” she said, trying to sound confident as she squeezed hard.

“It’s huge and tight,” Amanda complained, groaning as her face was shadowed by pain. “It’s coming in waves,” she hissed, laying her head back to stare at the ceiling. “It feels like I have the worst kind of constipation. Next time I suggest going for Mexican, just shoot me.”

Lizzie held back a giggle. That sounded a lot more like the Amanda she knew.

Squeezing her hand again, she looked at one of the purple aliens looming over them. “Isn’t there anything you can do for her?”

The alien looked sympathetic, but she shook her head. “It’s not really necessary. Her krostnach will infuse her with a natural analgesic, it just needs time to take hold. After she gets the first one out, she’ll start feeling really good. Then it becomes difficult in a different way, because she’ll want to give birth all the time.”

Birth? She looked down at Amanda’s crotch, surprised to find the bulge of the krostnach missing. What was going on underneath that bodysuit?

One of the aliens pressed her hand over the top of Amanda’s pussy, jabbing her thumb into her friend’s clit. Amanda stopped squirming, gasping as she looked at the alien. “It’s coming,” she announced, grasping some of the chair’s soft material in her hands.

The alien stroked her thumb in a half circle over Amanda’s skin. When she removed her hand, a hole had opened up in the bodysuit, revealing her glistening pussy.

The glowing purple orb attached to the krostnach’s tail was missing, leading her to believe that the creature had somehow pulled itself further inside. Amanda’s inner lips were inflamed, a dark, gaping hole revealing the warm tunnel inside.

Women didn’t gape like that naturally, did they? She certainly couldn’t remember seeing anything like that herself, though she had to admit she wasn’t spending hours each day inspecting her snatch.

In fact, as she watched, Amanda’s pussy began to gape even wider. There was something inside, and it was coming out rapidly!

Looking wan, Amanda squeezed even harder, reduced to feral grunts. As the white object became more visible, the frown lines on her face began to fade, a bright smile replacing them.

“It’s not so bad!” she exclaimed between grunts. “I can feel that it’s about to come out!”

Amanda might not have been feeling so sanguine if she could have seen the sheer size of the object that began to protrude out of her vagina. The rounded top was an off color white, and it was easily the size of Lizzie’s fist.

Nervous, she reached down and touched the tip with her finger. It was hard and warm, a little wet from its passage out of Amanda’s womb. She pushed gently, and it squeezed back inside.

Amanda groaned. “Stop playing with it!” she hissed, staring daggers at Lizzie.

Lizzie shrugged and changed position, cupping her hands as Amanda began another contraction. It wasn’t long before the object shifted again, lubrication squirting around the edges as it was forced out.

The object ejected quickly, and she almost dropped the large ovoid as it dropped into her hands. She lifted it up to get a better view, making a curious noise as she studied the surface.

Pink blotches decorated the beige shell, though when she looked closer, there was a faint hue of purple ingrained in the rough surface. It looked like nothing more than an Easter egg.

Bemused, she stroked the surface for a few moments, turning it end over end. The dang thing could have just come out of the seasonal aisle of a local grocery store!

Amanda moaned again, and she peered at her friend, concerned. Her eyes rolled up into her head as another egg began to peek at her vagina, her hips bucking as she began to push once more.

“How many are in an average clutch?” she asked, trying to distance herself from the situation to remain sane.

“It varies,” replied one of the aliens, folding her arms. The tall ridge on top of her skull made her look somewhat avian. “Usually anywhere from five to ten, depending on fertility.”

“Do they reproduce asexually?”

“Technically, no. All krostnachs are considered male. They generate all the sperm they need inside their bodies.”

Lizzie set the egg she was holding into the pit of sand. “Where do they get the eggs, then?”

The alien looked a little sour. “They’re using our eggs.”

A shock of fright tickled up her spine. “Our eggs?” she asked, her voice quavering. “What do you mean by that?”

The alien shifted her pose, tapping a finger against her upper chest. “The creature changes our bodies to be more hospitable for its young. That includes using certain biological mechanisms that allow it to convert our eggs into something that it can breed with.”

Lizzie blanched, and the other alien punched the first one softly in the shoulder, ears mounted to her forehead swiveling around. “Oh, stop it, Rillie, can’t you see that she’s getting frightened?”

Huffing, she rolled her shoulders and addressed Lizzie directly. “I wouldn’t worry too much about it, that’s just the way things are for us now. We belong to the krostnach and are its surrogate mothers. It provides the fertility, and we provide the womb for its offspring to grow strong and healthy.”

Her mouth spread into a bright smile. “It makes us happy, and we make more of it.”

She patted her belly, which was obviously distended. “Give it another couple of wheels, and it will be my turn. I can’t wait to be blessed with the pleasure of birthing.”

Huh. That alien had definitely been brainwashed by the parasite. At the rate things were going, though, it seemed that all of them would soon share a similar fate. It just felt so dang good to have the krostnach infesting her womb.

The tail in her pussy began to stir, encouraging these thoughts. She didn’t really know how that worked, as it was connected to her body, not her mind.

With how it had attached itself, it certainly would be able to sample the swirl of hormones and adrenaline in her body, giving it a good idea as to her mental state. Or perhaps it had somehow tapped into her nervous system as well? She really had no idea how the thing worked.

Either way, the creature didn’t seem to care. The throbbing orb at its tail end was beginning to pull itself into her vagina with a slow, but steady pressure. She moaned as the thick length pulsed, the walls of her tunnel vibrating in sympathy.

“It’s coiling up inside me,” she grunted, her legs feeling wobbly. “What is it doing?”

Besta appeared, nestling up against her shoulder. A hand snuck in to pat her belly. “Don’t worry, it’s a natural part of the process. You’re about to give birth, just like your friend here.”

Lizzie grunted as a wave of pain hit all the muscles in her pelvis simultaneously. It was all she could do to remain standing.

Oh. Oh no. The tail had been retracted, but now there was something else coming into her birth canal.

“I need to lay down,” she said faintly. “I can feel it coming.”

This was all getting to be far too real. Her fingers tingled as she retched, fear overwhelming her mind. Not like this!


Chapter Six

Her vision swam as Astra and Besta took her hands, guiding her around the circular pit and into a soft chair. Her legs spread wide as she laid back, body vibrating.

The contractions were increasing, enormous waves of pain rolling through her. She cried out, squeezing the alien’s hands for all she was worth. She had dilated enough for the eggs to fit, hadn’t she?

It was all going to be fine. She wasn’t going to tear something and bleed out on the alien station. Even if something did happen, the Collector had wondrous technology. The standard of care must be high. She certainly wouldn’t want one of her Collectibles to expire on her.

That last thought came with some bitterness as her muscles contracted again, the first ovoid beginning to pass down her widened tunnel. She had never given birth to a baby before, but she imagined the pain would be somewhat equivalent.

It was hard to say for sure. The eggs weren’t nearly as large as a baby would be. She really should have no trouble passing them.

She just had to keep reminding herself of this fact, and keep pushing. Once they were out, she would get some relief.

That was easier said than done. The egg was about half way out, and it refused to budge, no matter how much she pushed on it. Cold sweat trickled down her back, and she shivered. Was it stuck?

An alien hand wrapped over her crotch, pressing hard against her mons. She welcomed the sensation as a brief distraction from the pain that shook her hips. It got even better when Astra ran her thumb over her pubes, the material of the body suit tickling her skin.

A surprising amount of pleasure tingled from down below, and she stared at the alien with naked lust. “More,” she commanded, wanting, needing something to counteract that pain.

Suddenly, a pair of hands were over her breasts, purple fingers kneading at her flesh. A small coo of pleasure escaped her lips, followed by another horrific bout of pain.

Fortunately, as the contractions continued, she could feel the pleasure increasing at the same rate the pain decreased. This must be a consequence of the chemical cocktail the creature was injecting into her body, and at that moment, she simply didn’t care. Relief was coming.

Better yet, the egg was on the move again, descending further until the rounded tip was pressing against her pussy lips. It would only take a few more pushes to get it out, and she was determined to expel the dense object.

Bearing down, she pushed, hard, but the egg only breached halfway before sliding back in. She sighed as a gush of pleasure flooded her pussy, suffusing her core.

Her muscles didn’t know what to make of this and lost coordination, clenching uncontrollably. Without a concerted effort, there was no way she was going to get that egg out.

With the pleasure ravaging her mind, she wasn’t certain she cared. The way that egg was bobbing was seriously doing a number on her, and she could barely pay any attention to the hands stroking her boobs.

This was a shame, because she was really enjoying that, too, but the extra sensations were getting lost in a haze of ecstasy. This was like nothing she had ever felt before.

Sure, there had been a few clumsy sexual encounters in her youth, but none of that had prepared her for being ravished by aliens. This was beyond the realm of anything she could possibly experience on Earth.

She supposed she ought to thank the krostnach for causing all this fun, but her logical brain wasn’t working very well right now. She giggled, the muscles in her pelvic floor spasming without her conscious control.

With her pussy as wet as it was, that seemed to be all that was required for her first egg to finally drop out of her snatch. The large, greenish shell settled into the pit of sand, as if it belonged there.

She might consider admiring it later, but for now, she had to focus. There was a second egg on the way, and she really didn’t know how she was going to remain conscious for the entire process.

Fortunately, the passage of the first egg appeared to have widened her tunnel enough so that the second came faster, her muscles pulsing as it dropped down into her pussy. Unable to help herself, she reached down, rubbing her fingers over the top of the soft shell.

It was warm, dripping with her fluids. Another life created. Another krostnach born to infest more humanoids, to breed themselves and grow strong. She loved the idea of being its breeding slave.

A pulse of pleasure rocketed into her core, the thought fixed in her mind. The way she felt now, she never wanted it to stop. It was addictive. It was horrifying. And there was nothing she could do. Nothing other than to lie back and let it happen.

The second egg dropped out, nestled next to the first. Then came a third, and a fourth. She felt around her belly, trying to figure out how many there were. She couldn’t feel anything, but that didn’t mean much. The krostnach was completely inside her now, forcing her womb to expand to hold its presence along with any remaining eggs.

She patted it, rubbing her hands in circles over her belly button. She felt large, full, and pleased. Pleased to be its breeding mother.

When the next egg entered her vagina, she lost her mind completely, all conscious thought subsumed by the orgasm that seized her body. Her feet rattled against the ground as her hips shook.

Comatose, the fifth egg slipped out, almost anticlimactic. She had been stretched wide enough by the preceding ones that there was very little resistance left to hold it back.

Slobbering, she licked her lips and swallowed, moaning her pleasure to the other aliens. One of them stopped and kissed her on the lips. She returned the affection, sucking as their tongues tangled together in a sloppy mess.

At this moment, she loved anything and anyone. There was plenty to spread around.

Oh. Oh, yeah. This was the best she had felt since coming here, and she never wanted it to stop.

Alas, she had hit the limits of her body, and the inevitable decline was setting in. Even the creature had a limited amount of hormones it could inject into her circulatory system, and they were beginning to wane.

Her muscles relaxed, and she felt extremely tired. She would stay here for the moment and try to regain the sense of self that had been subsumed by the birthing process.

It was a long climb back to the surface, but she was determined to make it. Frowning at the alien looming above her, she tried to figure out which one it was. “Besta?” she asked, a little confused. “Is it over?”

Astra held up one of her eggs, beaming. “That’s right!” she exclaimed, tapping the leathery shell with her knuckle. “They look and sound perfectly healthy. Would you like to see one?”

“Sure,” she said, biting her lip. “I don’t think I can get up, though.”

Besta chuckled, taking the egg from Astra’s hands and lifting it above her swollen belly. “See the pink dots here? Those are the markings of a krostnach egg,” she explained. “The coloration of the shell is dependent on the surrogate mother.”

Dazed, Lizzie tried to process all this. “What does the color mean? Are you saying that your skin color isn’t natural?”

“That’s right,” nodded Astra. “When the Collector resurrected the krostnach from the dead, she needed a way to make sure she knew which strain each one came from. It’s surprisingly easy to lose track of your experiments if you don’t have a system for labeling them. To that end, right after birth, she injects different dye colors into the orbs embedded in the krostnach’s tails to mark which strain they belong to.”

Besta turned the egg around in her hands, cupping the ends and giving it a soft squeeze. “In the end, two strains became dominant from two simultaneously successful experiments: the purple, and the green. In all other respects, we’re exactly the same. Just… different enough to be unique.”

She poked at Lizzie’s arm. “You’re looking pretty green these days yourself.”

Lizzie lifted a hand, flexing her fingers slowly as she studied them. “You’re right,” she sighed. “It seems I’m destined to be a brainless brood mother, my body stained green by the krostnach. It’s almost as though I ate too much food coloring.” She laughed bitterly.

“Don’t be like that,” said Astra, stroking her arm. “I think you look beautiful. Everyone bearing a krostnach is strangely alluring to me.”

“Right, I’m sure that’s a side effect of being infested by one of these creatures.” Lizzie grunted, lifting her head. Her eyes quested for Amanda, pleased when she spotted the other woman smiling back at her.

Her frown dropped away. She couldn’t worry about her future when her friend was looking at her like that.

She strained to sit up, but her abdomen muscles were rather worn out by the birthing process. She chuckled when Besta gave her some help, clutching at her belly as she leaned over. “That was a little too much,” she grunted. “Is it always going to be like that?”

“No. Sometimes it can be worse,” admitted Astra, a dark shadow rolling over her face. “Once, I had a clutch of twelve, and that was bad.

She patted her chest. “The bloating was atrocious! But I do admit, that isn’t terribly common, and your body does get used to it.” She gestured at the purple aliens. “Those two have both had tiny clutches since their conversion. That’s a possible side effect of the way their strain was developed, though there does seem to be a lot of variability.”

Her muscle pain was beginning to fade, so she scraped up the bravery needed to stand. Legs shaky, she hobbled around the sand basin, looking for a seat.

The purple alien with the tall ears brought up another bean bag chair next to Amanda. “I’m Silith,” she said shyly. “Nice to meet you.”

Lizzie gave her a short nod. “Thanks. I’m Lizzie. Sorry about my mood, I’m just exhausted.”

Silith’s ears twitched, and she moved back. “Don’t worry about it. I understand.”

Lizzie gave her a grateful smile as she sat, folding her hands together. She twiddled her thumbs nervously as she looked at her friend. “How are you feeling?” she asked.

“Much better now that I have some kind of control over this beast inside me.” She grimaced, shaking her head. “No, but seriously, it was like I just took the most amazing dump ever.”

Lizzie laughed, trying to tamp down her nervousness. Was what they experienced earlier a one time thing, or did Amanda actually have feelings for her outside of the krostnach’s influence? Was she really going to try and press it?

She had never been as confident as her friend. Not even in the subjects she was competent in. But the urge to try was still there, and it wasn’t going away.

She squeezed her hands together, then let go. Wetting her lips, she reached out, setting a hand on her friend’s leg, stroking up and down. “I was worried about you,” she confessed, feeling rather timid. “I thought something terrible was happening to you.”

“Well, I can’t say it was fun at the start,” said Amanda, barking out a laugh. She got her arms under her, using her elbows to sit up. “It was better than food poisoning, though. Remember that hole in the wall joint we went to a couple of months ago? It was ever so slightly better than that.”

“Yeah, but in that case you had stuff coming out both ends.” Lizzie shook her head, stopping her stroking. This small talk was fun, but it wasn’t what she wanted. “Say, Amanda, about what happened earlier…”

“You wanna know whether we’re a thing now, don’t you?” her friend said bluntly, her joviality fading. “In all seriousness, I don’t really know. I’m certainly getting aroused by your presence, and, damn it, I like you, but it’s hard for me to get over what’s been done to us.”

She scowled. “Yeah, I know the statistics. Most women experiment with other women. I just don’t know if I can wrap my mind around the idea that I’m never going to be with a man again. That the krostnach is effectively the only dick that’s going to be in my pussy going forward.”

Her expression changed again, a small smile growing. “Still, I gotta say it feels damn good.” She sighed, squeezing her thighs together. “It’s coming back down again, basically saying that it owns my reproductive organs. I can’t really say otherwise. It’s definitely in control of my body.”

Love through sexual stimulation by an alien creature? That didn’t seem right.

If she remained squeamish, though, she’d never get what she wanted. Time to step it up a notch.

She shifted on the seat, fingers flexing as she wrapped them around Amanda’s waist. “I don’t care about any of that!” she declared, her voice high pitched. “I want to know if you want to be with me.”

Embarrassed, she stopped squeezing, though her face was as red as a beet. Did she need to try harder?

Amanda’s eyebrows rose, but she didn’t move away. “This is the most assertive I’ve ever seen you. I like it.”

Lizzie took that as permission to go for it. She flipped her body around, moving on top of her friend and straddling her waist. “I want to touch you,” she announced. “All of you.”

She gazed at her friend’s breasts, marveling at their size. They looked quite swollen, even though they were held tightly within the pockets of the purple bodysuit. Her friend had certainly been well endowed before, but now they were massive. She could barely restrain herself from giving them a little squeeze.

Amanda grunted and laid back, linking her fingers behind her head. “Why don’t you stop talking and start doing?” she asked, smirking.

Lizzie’s embarrassment increased further, but she was the one who had made the first move. She wasn’t going to stop now.

“Fine,” she murmured to herself. “Fine.”

Screwing up her courage, she leaned over and settled her hands over Amanda’s breasts, her fingers seeking the open window of fabric where she could touch her friend’s creamy skin.

They were soft, as soft as she had expected, and the more she groped, the softer they felt. Like bread dough. They were luxurious, they were large, and she wanted to squeeze them even more!

Amanda’s lips parted as she moaned, delight on her face. “Please, don’t stop,” she said as her shoulders shook. “My krostnach is pulsing its tail in my vagina. It seems to like this idea just as much as you do.”

There was nothing like approval from an alien being to give her the confidence to redouble her efforts. This was so weird, so strange, so taboo, it was making her aroused, too.

This was further enhanced when a large orb dilated her cervix, popping out into her birthing canal. She grunted, her eyes bulging. “I think my krostnach agrees,” she gasped, propping her hands on Amanda’s rib cage. “It wants to get in on the action, too.”

As the length of the creature squeezed down her passage, she grunted, bracing herself against Amanda. “Is it always going to be this freaking good?”

A presence was suddenly at her side, hands stroking down her back. “Of course it is,” hissed Besta. “It’s encouraging you to enjoy yourself, to breed more of them. A biological adaptation that makes us unbearably horny.”

Astra appeared on her other side, touching her shoulders. The aliens couldn’t seem to keep their hands off her. They were probably unbearably aroused, just as she was.

She felt a little sympathy for their condition, but her attention was entirely on Amanda. Details she hadn’t noted before began to pop out at her.

Her lover’s lips had become a deep, glossy violet, conspicuously kissable. Her skin had taken on a similar sheen, imperfections smoothed away. There was something odd about her hair, too. New strands had grown past her ears, clumping together into thicker tendrils.

Leaning over, she took a lock in her hands, feeling down the length. She then turned to Besta. “It’s changing. She’s like you, now.”

Besta’s eyes shone. “Speak for yourself.”

Lifting a hand, she touched Lizzie’s hair, giving it a little tug. It felt spongy. Springy, even. Lizzie frowned. She really wished she had a mirror right about now.

She sighed and let it go. This was inevitable. She might as well embrace it. Besides, she was feeling far too aroused to worry about it now.

Letting go of Amanda’s hair, she placed her hands on her friend’s cheeks, scraping up her courage. “I don’t know what our future holds, but I’d like to spend as much of it as possible with you.”

Amanda’s lips worked and she blinked, tears gathering in her soft, violet eyes. As Lizzie stared at them, she caught streaks of brown in her pupils–fading evidence of their original form. “Beautiful,” she whispered, stroking her friend’s chin with her thumb.

Tears gathered in Amanda’s eyes. “Damn,” she said, biting her lip. “Damn.”

Lifting her arms, she wrapped them around Lizzie’s head, pulling her in for a kiss. She closed her eyes, savoring the softness of her friend’s lips.

Resting her body on top of her lover, she pressed her swollen breasts into her friend, her flesh squeezed inside the bodysuit. The tingling sensation coming from her nipples was glorious. She was totally ready for this.

The other aliens were, too. Four pairs of hands descended upon their bodies, rubbing, groping, touching.

Her skin was on fire. The way their fingers tickled her through the material of the bodysuit was simply stunning. She moved her body, thrusting her torso against Amanda as the krostnach vibrated in her pussy.

The stimulation was rapidly setting her up for another orgasm, which was the only thing she wanted at that moment. The fact that she was turning into a green skinned slave girl just didn’t factor into the equation. Not when her new lover was right in front of her.

Her heart pounded as their bodies ground together, the krostnach matching its thrusts to the pace she was setting. It wanted her to enjoy this. To embrace this love.

She saw no reason to stop. She was even starting to enjoy the attention she was getting from the other aliens. Their fingers were expertly plucking at her suit, running over her ass and down her thighs, shifting between her legs.

She gulped as one of them began to finger the rounded end of the krostnach’s tail, pressing it into her with a thumb as it jolted and throbbed.

She splayed her legs, giving them better access as she licked her tongue over Amanda’s cheek. “You taste wonderful,” she said, wrapping her hands around her lover’s shoulders.

Amanda pressed her nose into Lizzie’s neck. “You smell wonderful,” she purred, her body vibrating as Lizzie shifted over her chest.

Lizzie pressed her lips together, letting out a moan as the krostnach began to move faster. “I don’t think I can stop myself,” she groaned, clenching her hands into fists as she pressed them into the soft material of the chair. “It’s too much!”

“Then don’t. Why bother stopping?” grinned Amanda. “This is what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it? To grind your slutty body up against your best friend. To orgasm your brains out while being stroked over and over again by anonymous hands. Losing control, being used by others without needing to give explicit permission.”

Lizzie frowned, a bit discombobulated. How could she possibly know that?

She halted her movement, a shiver of embarrassment running up her neck. “You knew!” she hissed. “But how?”

Amanda had the good grace to look a little sheepish. “You’re not as clandestine as you think you are. Even if you wear headphones, you’re weren’t exactly hiding your midnight escapades. Or your browser history.”

Lizzie blushed. “So? A lot of women have similar fantasies.”

Amanda shook her head. “Don’t get me wrong, I don’t have the same kinks as you, but I understand how it could be arousing.” She gritted her teeth, hissing as a wave of pleasure rolled through her. “I never expected I’d be getting my jollies off by being masturbated by a glorified giant worm.”

Her eyes rolled and she laid back, her chest heaving. “It didn’t like that label,” she moaned, her hips bucking against Lizzie.

Lizzie was practically on edge, too. She couldn’t keep herself up while the krostnach was pulling itself in and out like a piston. She collapsed against Amanda, cooing as a wave of heat blew through her body, the alien hands stroking, touching, petting her body.

The krostnach kept pumping, and her body responded, her muscles lurching, tensing, squeezing until she was an exhausted wreck. Despite the sweat collecting under her suit, with the way her skin was tingling, it felt as though she wasn’t wearing anything at all.

The alien tail jerked in and out of her, prolonging the orgasm. If her muscles weren’t already drained from the birthing, she would probably enjoy this more. As it was, she could do little except gasp out her insane need, carried along for the ride. A very long, pleasurable ride, with no end in sight.

Cupping Amanda’s head, she ground their lips together in a sloppy kiss, tasting her polished, purple skin. She knew that she was just as green, and she rejoiced in her transformation. Without the krostnach’s influence, there was no way she would have been able to get with her friend. She had to give it that much.

Amanda wasn’t really her friend any more, though, was she? There was something more between them. Something ill defined. They might be linked together by the desires instilled in them by their creatures, but a more intangible bond was forming between them, too.

This served to excite her further, but her body had reached its limits. Exhausted, she splayed over Amanda, unable to scrape together enough energy to hug her.

Mercifully, the krostnach responded to her fatigue, stopping its movements. The bulb at its tail end was finally quiescent, taking up position at the mouth of her pussy, as if it belonged there.

For all intents and purposes, it did. She wasn’t sure if it was ever coming out. She didn’t know if she even wanted it removed.

“You’re crushing me,” murmured Amanda, looking pale.

“Oh, sorry,” said Lizzie, embarrassed. She shifted her body so that her ass was resting against the other side of the chair.

Dazed, she looked up at the other aliens, who were all smiling down at her like a gaggle of pleased geese. She groaned. “Is it always like this?” she asked, frazzled.

“Of course,” grinned Besta, hands folded over her bulging belly. “Birthing is always followed by unbearable horniness. It’s a natural part of krostnach reproduction. From what we can tell, that’s when it starts the cycle again, inducing our bodies to release more eggs that it can fertilize.”

Lizzie sat up, forgetting her fatigue. “That should be impossible, though. A complete human menstrual cycle takes about a full month to get through.”

Besta’s shoulders twitched backwards. “I know nothing of hyu-man physiology, but it doesn’t matter. The krostnach is linked to you now. It has remodeled your body to suit itself, and everything you used to know is out of date.”

Leaning forward, Lizzie tapped her fingers on her knees as she glanced at the sand pit. “What about our eggs? How long do they take to hatch?”

“Oh, we don’t really know that,” said Astra, sitting on the side of the elevated pit. “They get taken to a hatchery for intensive care. I’ve heard the Collector has managed to increase yields by pampering them under heat lamps and via other interventions, but I’m not involved in that process. None of us are.”

“That’s right,” said Rillie, her ridged head flashing as her glossy purple skin caught some of the soft light gleaming down from the fixtures above. "They keep us separated from the other krostnach to avoid the possibility of escape. That’s another reason for our coloration–so that we’re easily identifiable to the galactic police. Could you imagine what might happen if some of them were set loose without those identifying characteristics? It would be an utter disaster.”

“Ah,” nodded Lizzie. “She needs to isolate them until they grow large enough that they can be dyed for identification. That all makes perfect sense.” She sighed, standing so that she could examine the eggs better.

“They’re actually kind of… cute,” she exclaimed, patting the top of one of the green tinted eggs. “I still can’t quite believe I produced this.”

Frowning, she touched her belly. “I don’t feel that bloated anymore.”

“I wouldn’t get used to it,” advised Besta. “Our krostnach like to keep us fat and happy. Gestation is variable but it can be anywhere between a day and a week.”

Lizzie trembled. “That means I’m going to be exhausted every freaking week?”

She turned around, shaking her head. “I don’t know if I can handle that.”

“Really? You certainly seemed to enjoy yourself just now.” Amanda propped her head on her hand. “Or are you saying that I’m not that attractive?” She spread her legs, revealing the glowing purple orb sitting on top of her pussy.

“It’s not that,” Lizzie complained, unable to look away from the arousing sight. “I just don’t like the idea of being so exhausted. It means we’re never going to have the opportunity to even properly think about how we’re going to escape!”

“Why would you ever want to do that?” asked Silith, the ears on her forehead sinking against her skin as she pulled up another chair. “Unless you can figure out a way to remove the creatures and reverse your physical transformation, there’s no way out of here for any of us. Either we’d be picked up by the police and returned, or we’d be captured by pirates or corpos. Our bodies would be used as husks to breed militarized monsters.”

“Yeah, we’ve already thought about this a lot,” said Rillie, “and the conclusion is always the same–if we get away from the Collector, something even worse is likely to happen to us.”

“So what then?” asked Lizzie, feeling a little hysterical. “Do we just give up? Give in to our desires and turn into slutty creature breeders forevermore?”

Astra and Besta looked at each other, pausing as an indecipherable expression flickered between them. Besta took a step forward. “I don’t think you understand just how harsh reality is throughout the galactic arm,” she began, her eyes avoiding Lizzie. “But I don’t know how to explain, or where to start. There’s too much to know.”

Astra waved her hands in the air. “Let’s not get into the specifics, that would take too long. Suffice it to say that the universe is much larger than you ever imagined down on your tiny little dirt ball, and now there are so many more things to consider. It’s an entirely new world of politics, with everyone maneuvering for their little slice of power.”

Lizzie swallowed. “I can understand that much. The politicians were vicious on my planet. But you didn’t really answer my question, did you?”

“But that’s my entire point!” exclaimed Besta. “While we remain here, our fate is at least known. If we leave the environs the Collector controls, we have no idea what will happen! We might be kidnapped, vivisected, or used as breeding cows for far more nefarious purposes!”

She loomed over Lizzie, cold eyes peering out of her frozen face. “And if you don’t think it can happen to you, think again!” she said, her words harsh.

Lizzie shivered. “I’m getting the sense that something bad has happened before. Am I right?”

All of the aliens looked at each other and shivered. “Okay, it was that bad,” grimaced Lizzie. “Does anybody want to explain?”

They all shook their heads, but Besta finally stepped forward. “The Collector was doing some experimentation, and she had created a new strain. This one, she dyed red, and there was only one prototype. She gave it to an alien named Alyth, a bull headed, hot tempered Regalian with more muscles than sense.”

Astra tapped her fingers against her elbow. “In retrospect, it was probably a bad idea, but nobody has ever been able to stop the Collector when she’s in pursuit of the unique and unusual.”

“There were problems right from the start,” continued Besta. “She could not accept the situation. She started breaking things, threatening us.” Her face was pale. “We were afraid that she might start hurting us.”

Silith stared at the floor, her ears dangling. “It was actually a near thing. If Besta hadn’t interfered, she would definitely have punched Rillie.”

“So, what happened?” Amanda asked, sitting up and folding her arms. “Did the Collector get rid of her?”

“No, of course not,” chuckled Besta. “The Collector doesn’t discard her toys, no matter how broken or wretched their existence. Don’t get me wrong, she tries to keep them all in top condition, but that’s not always possible.”

“Then what happened, then?” Lizzie asked sharply. “Did she die in a horrible experiment?”

“You seem to think our Mistress is more of a butcher than a collector,” said Astra sourly. “Her fate was self-inflicted. Alyth jumped off a transport while we were being moved to a new biosphere. Her body disappeared into the slipstream of another transport, and we never saw her again.”

The two purple aliens moved in close and hugged each other. “Ah,” said Lizzie, not wanting to dig further, but she needed to know everything. “You didn’t see her die, though, did you?”

Astra scowled. “No, but it’s not likely she survived the drop. It’s over five hundred nashtars to the depths, and nothing but solid metal awaits you below. I’m sure the Collector had to dispatch a squad of robots to go clean up the mess.”

Lizzie sighed. “That’s one form of escape I don’t plan on trying,” she said, looking pointedly at Amanda.

Her lover raised an eyebrow. “I’m glad to hear that,” she said in a dry voice, folding her hands. “So. What happens next?”

A soft whirring noise came from behind Lizzie, as if in answer to her friend’s question. She took a step back and turned, mouth gaping wide at the buzzing energy field surrounding the eggs. Alarmed, she watched as a blue beam intensified in the center.

For a brief moment, she thought the eggs were going to be vaporized as their shells rattled in the small sandbox. Instead, the ovoids began to levitate in front of her eyes, as if by magic.

After experiencing the energy elevator, she knew very well that this was some kind of advanced technology, but her brain still couldn’t comprehend what it was seeing.

“How does it work?” she asked in wonder, watching the eggs bounce off each other as they disappeared into the ceiling.

“It’s a microgravity inhibitor,” said Rillie, letting go of Silith. “Don’t worry, they’ll receive proper care.”

Lizzie frowned, watching as the opening above cycled shut, the energy barrier clicking off. “What happens if we don’t put our eggs in the sandbox?” she asked, rubbing her thumb and forefingers together to relieve some nervous energy.

“The robots come and get them,” said Astra, shifting her hips as she took a step forward. “Look, I get that you’re trying to figure out a way to game the system, but there’s really nothing we can do–other than enjoy each other.”

She grinned, giving Lizzie a closer look at her completely flat teeth. She shuddered. Although she had been getting along with the alien up until now, she had just been hit in the face again with the fact that they weren’t human, and didn’t think like her.

She gathered up a wodge of her strange hair, which seemed to have grown even longer. They certainly looked like her, though. She should probably cut them some slack, as all of them had been transformed. She wasn’t really human anymore, either.

“I don’t know how I feel about that,” she said honestly. “Yeah, I might fall into bed with you while under the influence of my krostnach, but I don’t really know you all that well.”

The alien’s smile brightened as she bustled forward, reaching out to take Lizzie’s hand. “Well then, this is the perfect opportunity to change that! We have the time now to get to know each other!”

“Okay,” said Lizzie, a little overwhelmed at the alien’s ebullience. “Is there a place we can clean up first, though? I’m kind of a mess.”

“Sure, it’s to your left at the end of the open… whoa!”

Astra fell into Lizzie, sending both of them spinning backwards into the sand pit. Lizzie landed with a grunt, her ass absorbing the impact.

Taking stock of the situation, she realized that she was unhurt. “What the hell was that?” she gasped out.

“I don’t know,” grumbled Besta, “but it can’t be anything good. Look at the lighting.”

Lizzie scanned the ceiling. The alien was right. Something had changed. The neutral colors were gone, replaced with darker shades of blue and red.

She opened her mouth, but realized she didn’t need to ask the question. It was pretty clear that the Collector’s vessel was now facing an emergency.


Chapter Seven

Astra clapped her hands together. “Gather up, everyone. Let’s go hole up in a rest chamber until we are called for.”

Adrenaline pumped in Lizzie’s chest. “Why should we hide?” she asked. “Shouldn’t we be getting ready to repel any attackers?”

“Are all hyu-mans like you?” scoffed Rillie. “Always assuming that you’re under attack?”

“It’s probably just a minor malfunction,” said Silith, her long ears twitching. “If we sit around and think of worst case scenarios, we’ll drive ourselves mad.”

“In any case, we don’t have any tools or weapons at hand, even if we are under attack,” continued Astra. “We might as well go get ourselves cleaned up and trust that the Collector has the situation under control.”

Lizzie frowned, but she couldn’t argue with the woman’s logic. She stepped up next to Amanda as the rest of the aliens turned and headed towards the open hallway, their heads lit by the lurid glow of red lights from the arched ceiling. “I don’t get their fatalistic attitude,” she whispered to her lover, clutching at her hand. “Keep an eye out for any opportunities.”

Amanda patted her arm. “Calm down,” she murmured. “Remember, we’re still strangers here. We don’t know how any of this works. Even though they look humanoid, they don’t think, feel, or act quite like us. They seem loyal to the Collector, too. It could be Stockholm syndrome or something else, but I get the sense they’d betray us in a heartbeat if we were to go against her.”

“I get it,” said Lizzie in a subdued voice. “When did you become the voice of reason?”

“Someone has to take the reins in this relationship,” she chuckled, resting a hand over Lizzie’s swollen belly.

Lizzie hummed and smiled softly at the sense of possessiveness in her touch. At least they had each other. That was the most important thing.

They stepped into the hallway, built in the shape of a half circle. It felt like they were walking up a large culvert, and she could already imagine a rush of water coming down that would push them back out.

Nervous, she twisted her head around, trying to note all the little details to banish the unhelpful thoughts. There were various rooms and passageways extending from the main branch of the hallway, some of them with obvious uses, while others were more curious.

That one there looked like a nice sitting room, with windows to peer out at the stars. The one next to it had what looked like kitchen equipment, but she recognized none of the colorful devices on the counter. There was a small gym, and other amenities, with an alien style that she couldn’t figure out.

The purple and green color choices seemed odd at first, but the way the shades were tastefully combined together created a whole that was more than the sum of its parts. It was a subtle hint that the green and purple strains of krostnach were more alike than different.

Perhaps that distinction carried over species boundaries as well. She had to stop thinking of the other aliens as different from her, as they all shared the krostnach.

That was easier said than done–they had grown up in different cultures, and acted so differently. Was there anything she could do to bridge the gap?

Her mind was whirring again, but she set that idea aside. They might be in physical danger, and all she could think about was fixing social issues!

“Did you see those appliances on the counter?” she whispered. “Maybe there are kitchen knives or something else in the drawer.”

Amanda squeezed her hand. “What are you planning on doing?” she hissed. “Is it going to work out as well as when you tried cutting apart your krostnach?”

Lizzie bit her lip, hard. “How did you know about that?” she asked unsteadily.

“You had some green blood on your hands when you came back to the bedroom before we were transported onto this ship,” explained Amanda. “It wasn’t difficult to figure out.”

“Huh,” said Lizzie. “I guess I need to reconsider the idea that I’m the brainy one between the two of us.”

“It’s a different kind of intelligence,” grumbled Amanda. “The fact that I enjoy learning about working out and figuring out how to improve my body doesn’t mean that I’m not clever.”

“Ah,” replied Lizzie, feeling all out of sorts.

She had never really thought that her friend was stupid, of course, but her bubble of superiority had just been popped. She really wasn’t smarter than her friend, and it would behoove her to remember that.

She gritted her teeth. “Please remind me when I start to spout something that sounds arrogant. I think my head has been puffed up the last few years.”

Amanda punched her lightly in the side. “With pleasure!” she declared, sounding rather amused. “More seriously, I don’t think we’re going to improve our condition with physical force. While we wear these collars, the Collector has control over our krostnach, and by extension, us.”

“I get the sense that us ‘hyu-mans’ are seen as being aggressive and dangerous.” She tapped her fingers against the side of her skull. “We need to use our brains to find a more diplomatic solution.”

“Okay,” said Lizzie reluctantly. “Human ingenuity isn’t magic, though. We need tools to solve our problems.”

“Of course, keep your eyes open, but for heaven’s sake, try to avoid doing anything that might end up isolating us from the others! I’m beginning to suspect that we’re going to need their help.”

Lizzie nodded, sighing. “Okay. I’ll make nice and avoid doing anything too… provocative.”

“That’s all I ask,” said Amanda, dipping her head. “I know our lives have changed drastically in a short period of time, but there’s no reason we can’t do our best to adapt. We’re ‘hyu-mans’ after all. That’s what we do. Survive.” She grinned, showing off her teeth.

“If any of the others saw you looking like that, they’d be terrified,” giggled Lizzie.

Amanda squeezed her hand again. “Better put your game face on, looks like we’ve arrived.”

The corridor terminated at a large, wide open room. Down a set of stone steps, there were a series of frosted glass stalls in the center of a large rectangular area. Rillie, Silith, and Astra stepped into different ones, their bodies vanishing from view.

Besta stopped and gestured at the stalls. “You can use one of these to freshen up,” she explained. “It’s not as complicated a process as decontamination, so don’t worry. Just follow the instructions on the wall and you’ll be done soon enough.”

Lizzie gave Amanda a dubious look, but her friend was already stepping into one of the booths, clicking the glass door shut behind her. She wished she possessed that kind of confidence.

There was nothing for it, then. She walked a few steps to one side, selecting the next booth over. Wrapping her fingers around the cool handle, she tugged it open, feeling trepidation about what was going to happen next.

The interior wasn’t that scary, however. It was simply a tiled box with a bench on one side to set one’s clothing. She didn’t know how this was intended to work, however, as she had never removed the bodysuit she was currently wearing.

She certainly was rather sweaty from her earlier sexual encounters, however, and she would love the opportunity to rinse all the dust and dirt away. Frowning, she looked down and tugged at the material cupping her breasts.

All this accomplished was a slight pinch against her flesh, and when the material snapped back into place, a very distracting pulse of pleasure shot through her sensitive breasts.

Damn. With all the excitement, she really hadn’t had much time for self exploration. Her breasts really were huge.

She ran her hands over her soft flesh, biting her lips as tears came to her eyes, suppressing a moan. If she wasn’t careful, she might end up losing herself to the pleasure, which would be more than a little embarrassing.

Spreading her thumbs wide, she pressed her hands into her chest and tried to wrap them around the bottom of her breasts. Even with the material of the bodysuit constraining them, this proved rather impossible to do. They were simply larger than her hands!

When had that happened? She had always considered herself to be below average, but these had grown into monsters!

She couldn’t say that she disliked them, though. They were soft, bouncy, and oh so sensitive. She gave them a little grope, this time unable to mute her soft sigh of pleasure.

A soft chime sounded and a rectangular screen on the wall in front of her came to life. A small, animated figure of a humanoid appeared, showing a woman pressing her hands against the wall inside two hexagons highlighted in yellow. Similar looking hexagons began to glow on the screen in front of her, shoulder width apart.

This was just like the decontamination chamber from earlier, and at first, she refused to do as the display commanded. It didn’t appear to be giving her any more instructions, however, so she could either do as it wanted, or remain uncomfortably sweaty.

Muttering under her breath, she clenched her hands, gathering her courage. This couldn’t possibly be as bad as last time, could it?

Lifting her arms hesitantly, she set her palms over the lit hexagons and squinted, waiting for something horrible to happen.

A mist began to spray down from the top of the cube, so she hung her head and closed her eyes. Were restraints going to pop out from the walls and attach to her collar again?

She cringed, but nothing else happened. Just the gentle hissing of the mist. She could almost imagine herself walking near a waterfall, the spray thoroughly soaking her body.

Except this liquid was warm and sticky, globs of it forming on top of her suit. A syrupy blend that was becoming rather gummy as she rubbed it into her belly.

The sensation against her skin was rather weird, like jello. It was unpleasant, but at least she hadn’t been restrained for this.

Fortunately, the thick shower spray shut down, swapping to something with less viscosity and more pressure. The thick, pudding-like masses began to dissolve, dropping to the floor with unpleasant squishy noises.

She ran her fingers over her skin, suddenly struck with a desire to get it all off. No more of this spongy, gunky, oily material. It all had to go.

She frantically began to rub her neck and upper body, flinging more of the material at the floor. Fortunately, the new liquid splashing over her body seemed to make it less sticky. The goo clumped together as she pulled it off, large slabs sloughing off onto the floor.

Mercifully, as the shower continued, the rest of the material seemed to melt off her entirely. When the spray shut off and she opened her eyes, there was nothing left on the floor at all. Everything had somehow dissolved, disappearing into the drains.

The bodysuit she had been wearing was gone. Her skin was still wet, but bare, a light, fluorescent green, made shiny by the oily sheen of the shower. Curious, she touched one of her breasts, surprised at how sensitive her flesh had become. Pinching the flesh around a nipple, she turned it upwards, marveling at the dark green areolae.

The glossy, swollen tip begged to be touched further, but she didn’t dare. She could easily spend an hour or more playing with herself, and she wanted to be finished with the cleanup.

There was an emergency on, wasn’t there? This wasn’t the right time to delight in all the changes the krostnach had made to her, no matter how much she might want to.

Still, she couldn’t stop herself from giving her breast a little slap, watching as the oiled surface jiggled enticingly. She forced her hands back to her sides and squeezed her thighs around the krostnach in her pussy. It had remained surprisingly dormant throughout all this, but its simple presence was enough to juice her up.

She was getting used to being stuffed full all the time, and was secretly starting to suspect that nothing else could satisfy her. Another adaptation implemented by the krostnach? Making her comfortable with its presence would certainly be a smart breeding strategy.

Sighing, she folded her arms, shivering a little. Despite the warmth of the fluid, it was now evaporating, taking the heat of her body along with it.

The residue it left behind was slick, shiny, and appeared to be making her skin even more supple. She supposed that was one way to get out of using moisturizers and cleansers, though she really had no idea what the alien formula was capable of.

The image on the display was changing, showing the humanoid figure standing with her arms up. This would be over faster if she followed the instructions, so she lifted her arms, moving her legs apart to match the figure.

Bright lights shone over her body, increasing in intensity. She was forced to close her eyes again to shut out the glare. Despite their brilliance, she felt little heat, and soon they faded away, leaving her in the dark.

Blinking rapidly, she lowered her arms, stunned at how quickly this had unfolded. The screen had gone blank, and there were no new instructions. That must mean it was done.

That didn’t seem right. It had just removed her old bodysuit, and… oh. She was still wearing one.

Her brain short circuited for a moment until she could sort out what had just happened. That light… must have created a new one, from thin air!

That certainly beat having to put on one of the sleek bodysuits manually! What a time saver!

She turned over her arms, examining the new material. It was just as thin and stretchy as the one before, but the hue more closely matched the skin color of her wrists. This was yet another acknowledgement of her transformation, but she didn’t find herself too alarmed by this fact. The krostnach probably had something to do with that.

To be honest, though, she had reached the acceptance phase already. She was going to keep fighting for Amanda and herself, of course, but removing the krostnach didn’t seem within the realm of possibilities available to them. It was time to force back her emotions and let her rational brain take over.

She sighed. This new bodysuit was all well and good, but why did it have to have so many open panels?

In addition to the window showing off the tops of her boobs, there was now an open triangle below it as well, leaving just a thin thread of fabric stretching across the middle. With the size of her enlarged breasts, it almost looked as though they were going to spill out of the suit at any moment.

This was followed by a series of diamonds that showed off her belly button, stretching down her chest as the openings became smaller.

Did that mean? She grimaced, reaching below to verify. Yes, that was right. There was definitely an opening on top of her pussy, giving her easy access to the knob of the krostnach’s tail. They were treating her like some kind of harem slave!

Which, if she thought through the totality of her situation, might not be far off. She was a Collectible, a belonging, a pet, a slave to this Collector, and she didn’t even know the alien!

If she wanted to improve her life, that was where she needed to start, but she didn’t know how. Their brief meeting hadn’t revealed much, and she was worried they wouldn’t get another opportunity for quite some time.

She castigated herself. Here she was, worrying about the future, instead of addressing the present!

An obvious course of action was right in front of her–by getting to know the other aliens, she could make new allies and pry out more information at the same time. Nodding to herself, she turned and opened the door to the cube, determined to get some answers.

Her breath caught as she spotted Amanda. She was wearing a purple bodysuit that was similar to hers, the material seeming to blend into her body as if she was made to wear it.

Her eyes followed the open diamonds up Amanda’s chest until her gaze settled on her friend’s breasts. They were huge, at least twice the size they had been before her transformation, barely retained by the skimpy fabric.

She followed the curves around and around, her fingers itching to touch them. “Ahem,” said Amanda, clearing her throat. “Do you like how I look?”

Embarrassed, Lizzie took a step back, readjusting her focus to take in the whole scene. Her friend and sometimes lover was the center of attention of the other purple aliens, the women stroking her arms. A tickle of irritation stuck in her throat, but she managed to suppress the jealousy before it began to rear its ugly head again.

There was no reason to be upset. The aliens were clearly more open about their sexuality, and their friendliness was doubtless an additional side effect of being infested by the krostnach.

Recomposing herself, she minced her way towards the group. “You’re looking absolutely stunning,” she got out, holding her gaze steady to avoid staring at her friend’s breasts.

“I know, aren’t they amazing?” asked Amanda, cupping her breasts and giving them a good jiggle. “I used to think that they were pointless, only used to attract unwanted attention, but now I know what they’re for.”

She gave them a squeeze and moaned. Lizzie couldn’t stop herself from staring, flexing her fingers as she felt desire flooding her body.

“Sex,” Amanda whispered. “That’s what they’re for.”

Lizzie shook her head. “Don’t do that. We need to focus on our surroundings right now, not each other.”

Amanda grinned like a cat. “Looks like I have control over both my body and yours.”

Lizzie didn’t bother denying it, rolling her eyes. Astra and Besta were approaching, so at least she didn’t have to favor her lover’s statement with a remark.

“What should we do next?” she asked the aliens, stroking the soft material of her bodysuit.

“We wait,” declared Besta, trotting up next to Lizzie. “Maybe we watch a few vids and get some food. How does that sound?”

“Positively domestic,” Lizzie murmured, scanning the room.

There didn’t seem to be anything else to do here, so she shrugged. “Okay, let’s do it. I’d like to get to know you all better anyway.”

As they climbed up the steps away from the stalls, a series of two toned beeps came from their left, and everyone halted. They were being rapidly approached by a brigade of odd looking robots, their bipedal feet hissing as they clunked against the carpeted floor.

Their bodies were thin, tall cylinders, topped by rectangular heads that contained blinking red screens. They had no arms, but there were several closed ports on their bodies that could be hiding almost anything.

As they approached, they slowed down, the one in the lead turning its head from left to right. “SCAN COMPLETE,” it announced, the harsh words echoing in her ears as the collar automatically translated the alien text on the display for her.

“PLEASE EXCUSE OUR INTERRUPTION,” continued the robot. “YOUR PRESENCE IS NOW REQUIRED ON THE BRIDGE.”

Besta scowled. “We better do as it says. Being involuntarily transported by them is not a pleasant experience.”

Lizzie couldn’t see how that was possible, as the robots lacked arms. Energy fields, perhaps? She didn’t relish the idea of being moved around by one.

At least the robots hadn’t arrived before they had managed to get dressed. The dirt, grime, and sweat had been removed, and she now looked respectable again. She glanced down at the excessive windows in her bodysuit. Somewhat.

Astra was leading the way again, following the robots to the other side of the room. The rest of them followed suit, Amanda scooting up next to Lizzie. “What do you think this is about?” she whispered. “Could it be related to the alarm?”

Lizzie frowned. “Stay on your guard. I don’t like the implications of this. Why would the Collector be calling us during an emergency? We’re just another set of Collectibles to her, one among many. I can’t help but feel that we’re somehow linked to all this.”

Amanda nodded, and took her hand. Lizzie cracked a grin, pleased at this evidence of their burgeoning closeness. It gave her some comfort as well, given the strange circumstances they found themselves in.

The robots led them to a circular space at the side of the room. There was a yellow stripe on the floor, within which no furniture had been placed. Lizzie looked up and spotted the telltale indentations of a closed portal. Another transportation lift. She’d be ready for it this time.

When the beam popped on, her heart lurched anyway, her hand squeezing Amanda’s. Amanda turned and hugged her as the ground opened beneath them, revealing a long, dark tube below.

She gasped as they began to drop, her mind barely able to register how wrong she had been. Of course the passage was two way! She was such an idiot!

There was little time for recrimination as they moved slowly, their bodies held in suspension by the energy beam. What if something happened to the power? Would they drop like a sack of potatoes, smashing into the bottom of the shaft?

She swallowed back bile and looked straight ahead, at Amanda’s chest. That was a far more comforting sight. Feeling impulsive, she leaned her head forward, burrowing her nose into her lover’s soft neck and giving it a long sniff.

“You smell wonderful,” she declared, picking up a faint hint of what her brain thought smelled like sandalwood.

Amanda chuckled, her breasts bouncing in an enticing way. Lizzie bit her lip, but controlled herself. She didn’t want to look like a lecher to the Collector when they arrived on the bridge. Or did she?

A sudden thought struck her brain, like lightning. “Listen, Amanda. When we get up there, I have an idea. It’s possible that the Collector has been subverted, and if that’s the case, we might have to take action. I don’t want you to be surprised if I suddenly come on to you. Just accept my advances and let it play out.”

“Okay,” blinked Amanda, her deep purple lips curling into a smile. “You’re being too self conscious about this, though. You know I would never reject you.”

A warm feeling glowed inside her, wrapping around the slug of pleasure that now lived in her belly. Both she and her krostnach liked hearing that. “That’s so sweet,” she said, her eyes tearing up. “I’m starting to think I don’t care so much about getting back to earth. Not if I’m with you.”

“Wow. Wow.” Amanda began to blink too, and Lizzie thought she spotted a faint sign of tears.

She hugged her friend tighter. Look out, universe. If the two of them were together, she wouldn’t let anything tear them apart.

Their comforting reverie was short lived, however, as they were nearing the bottom of the energy elevator. A doorway was opening, leading out into a circular passageway.

As their feet settled onto the metallic floor of the tube, the beam snapped off, the robots clanking as they stepped out onto a beige vinyl-like material. She was far more interested in the window outside, however.

It was built into the outer wall as a long, horizontal strip that extended out on either side, wrapping around in a circle. It was a little like they were standing in the middle of a giant doughnut. This gave them an excellent view of the space station beyond, with the dark blackness of space all around them.

She slowed to a halt as she admired a far away nebula. This wasn’t something she really got the opportunity to see on earth, given the constantly gray skies where they lived. Even if they cleared, the light pollution made it quite difficult to see anything at night.

Here, though, she could see everything, and it was absolutely stunning. She almost felt as though she could reach out and pluck down one of the stars, setting it in a brooch or necklace to serve as her personal fusion reactor.

It was a fanciful thought, of course, and she chuckled at herself as soon as she thought of it. Besides, she wasn’t some kind of galactic queen. At the moment, she didn’t even have any personal freedom. She belonged to the Collector, and her krostnach. A practical slave to her desires.

The robots moved further down, and she pulled herself away from the view as Amanda tugged at her hand. Besides, watching the shimmering bodysuits of the other aliens backlit by the stars was yet another stunning sight.

Fortunately, the two of them were at the back of the pack, so Lizzie was able to get her fill before the robots walked onto a spiraling ramp that led downwards. Her view of space disappeared, replaced with various workstations and colorful displays.

There was a large schematic on the wall, with various status descriptions she couldn’t read. The shape was pretty obvious, though, with bulbous sections for the biospheres and a jutting, ringed doughnut at the bottom. It was an image of the Collector’s ship, and many of the statuses were blaring amber or red.

The lighting here was bright, with only a few sparkling red lights high above to show the current state of alarm. As they cleared the ramp, more of the room became visible, a spacious, rounded chamber with multiple levels.

Equipment racks and workstations filled the walls, but they were currently unoccupied. A railing surrounded the large center section, with smooth ramps running up to a flat platform, which was cordoned off by a thick railing.

The lead robot beeped as it stopped next to the ramp, its display distorting into flat, red letters. “SHE WILL SEE YOU NOW,” it announced, waiting for them to obey.

There didn’t seem to be any other option, especially since the other robots had moved around behind them, closing off their escape. They could probably make an attempt, but there was nowhere for them to go if the robots had locked down the elevator. It was best to see what the Collector wanted from them.

The others didn’t seem so reluctant, marching up the ramp as if this happened every day. She supposed that once you accepted the idea that you were chattel, it didn’t really matter to you what your master decided to do with you.

The idea rankled her. Of course she still cared, and she would fight against anyone who didn’t have her best interests at heart.

This determination immediately cooled when she finished mounting the ramp with Amanda. The Collector wasn’t there, or, at least, not in any form she recognized.

Her brain was refusing to register what she was seeing. There was a humanoid that looked a lot like the Collector, but her blue skinned body was restrained inside a cylindrical tank, with only her head visible on top like some sort of strange mushroom cap.

The triple tails extending from her head sagged over the sides of the cylinder, looking rather bedraggled. A tight collar was cinched around her neck, interfacing with a rubbery flange at the top of the tank.

When their group arrived, her eyes lit up. Her lips worked, but no sounds escaped her throat. She tilted her head, her eyes looking off to one side as her hands made a little pattern inside the fluid filled tank.

Lizzie had no idea what she was trying to say, but a sudden fear seized her body. If this was the Collector… who had done this to her?


Chapter Eight

A low chuckle filled the room, velvety undertones caressing her ears. She shuddered, deciding instantly that she didn’t like whatever had elicited this amusement.

A large, rectangular chair mounted near the front of the platform slowly turned, revealing what looked like a carbon copy of the alien restrained in the tank. She was draped over the chair like a queen, a smug expression on her face.

Her chin and neck was hidden under gold plated armor, a tall, red stole about her shoulders. Her head tails were dangling over one side, her legs resting on an armrest. The tiara she wore caught the light as she jangled a golden chain in her hands.

A red skinned humanoid shuffled around the chair on her hands and knees, dipping her head towards the floor. Twin tusks jutted out from her cheeks on either side, with more horns decorating her forehead.  Her collar rattled with every move she made, her muscles bulging as she maneuvered around in front of her mistress.

Besta took a step back, a look of utter astonishment on her face. “Alyth!” she hissed. “You survived!”

The alien acknowledged her presence with a smirk, licking her lips as she inserted herself between her mistress’ legs, lapping at her pussy.

The blue skinned alien moaned, smiling happily as she stroked her slave’s obedient head. “Oh, yes, you know what I like, slut, keep it up.”

The chain rattled as she gave it a jerk, forcing the alien to keep her head on top of her mistress’ pussy. The red skinned alien looked up at her, giving her doe eyes as she thrust her tongue into the alien’s snatch.

The alien’s toes curled, showing off her prehensile digits. Unlike human toes, these had extra joints, with a curling, chitinous protrusion at the tip of her heel that would almost make them work like hands. They looked extremely useful, and Lizzie wished that she had evolved more useful feet.

Lizzie took a step forward before she could help herself. The alien raised her head, giving her a speculative look. “Oh, look, there’s one brave enough to question me. Yes? Go ahead, I might find this rather amusing.”

A soft hiss of pleasure escaped her lips, her eyes hooded. This would probably be her only chance, given the generous mood she appeared to be in.

“You’re the Collector’s sister, aren’t you?” she asked, glancing at the blue skinned alien floating in the tank. “I saw you earlier when the Collector introduced us.”

“Yes, that’s right, I’m Malia,” she said lazily. “But with her deposed, that makes you all my slaves. You may call me Mistress, or Owner, I care not which.”

“Very well, Mistress,” she said, stressing the word. She had barely gotten used to the idea of thinking of the Collector in that way, and she still didn’t see this new alien in that light.

“So. If you’re our new owner, what do you want with us? The Collector must have an enormous collection. Why are we so important?”

The alien’s eyes glowed, as if lit from within. “That garbage she’s been hoarding for years? What a laugh. As if I would want any of that.”

She shook her head. “I went through all this trouble for one reason. To get my hands on the krostnach.”

She patted Alyth’s head, scratching one of her horns as though she was a cat. “My lovely pet here has shown just how powerful the krostnach can be in the right hands. My sister would never have used them for anything more than a curiosity. To show off. To gloat.”

She raised her hands in an expansive fashion. “And why not? She now has the most dangerous alien species in the galaxy under lock and key!”

Her expression became darker. “But not any more. Now I have the lock, and the key, along with the will to use both.”

“You didn’t answer my question,” Lizzie said softly, her voice hitching. “What are you planning on doing with us?”

A wide grin bloomed on the alien’s face. “We’re going to have a lot of fun together. As my new breeding sluts, I’m going to pump you full of the optimal mix of hormones to make the krostnach produce more offspring as fast as possible. You’ll be full to bursting with new clutches of eggs, day after day, birthing more and more, growing my profits, my armies, my influence, my power.”

She rose from the chair, dismissing Alyth with a sharp smack to the face. “It’s quite a simple proposition. I’ve already proved my methods. Let me show you what I’ve managed to accomplish with her.”

She jangled the chain. “Slave. Display yourself.”

Alyth moved sinuously, shifting on her hips as she pressed one knee against the ground. With a sudden force of effort, she lifted herself to her feet, as graceful as a cat. Her enormous breasts didn’t jiggle at all, twin bony ridges underneath supporting their weight.

She hissed, showing off her slitted, yellow eyes and sharp fangs. She spread her legs to shoulder width, resting her hands over her mons, her talons forming a heart shape to frame the glowing red orb sitting on top of her pussy. It was the tail end of a krostnach, sitting fat and happy.

Alyth stared straight ahead, her mouth fixed in a fierce grin. “Your slave is ready for you, Mistress,” she hissed, holding the pose.

Lizzie looked at the other aliens, trying to get a feel for what they were thinking. Their expressions were closed off, and they had unconsciously moved closer to each other.

She was confused. Where was their sense of outrage? Their spirit of rebellion? They looked… broken, and the alien hadn’t even done anything to them yet!

A mercurial smile grew on Malia’s face as she dropped the end of the chain to the floor. “As you can see, those who possess a krostnach are perfectly trainable. The infinite pleasure one provides is the perfect tool for those of us who hold the reins.”

Moving in, she grabbed Alyth’s jaw, squeezing her fingers into the slave’s cheeks. “Aren’t you, my little pet?”

“Yes, Mistress, I am your tool,” she murmured, keeping her head straight.

Lizzie watched with growing dread as Malia grabbed at one of the alien’s breasts, giving it a possessive squeeze. Alyth didn’t react, her eyes looking dead until her Mistress tapped a quick pattern onto the thick collar around her neck.

Suddenly, life returned, tears gathering as she pressed her hands into her pussy. “Thank you, Mistress,” she whispered, her brow creasing as her body relaxed into Malia.

“See? She’s so very malleable after my training. I barely need to provide any reinforcement at all.”

She tapped the collar again, and Alyth stood up straight, breathing heavily. “It is ready for you, Mistress,” she announced, spreading her hands apart.

Lizzie was shocked to see that the bulbous end of the krostnach’s tail had extended from the alien’s pussy, the thick length sticking out like a phallus. The krostnach was being treated like an exotic sex toy.

Malia turned, stepping in front of her slave with confidence. The shiny black pants she was wearing were made out of the same futuristic material as the bodysuits, though they were far more stylized, with carefully stitched stripes around the edges. The fabric rode up and around her hips, leaving her privates completely bare.

The reason for this was soon evident. Alyth grasped her Mistress’ hips and bent her legs. The bulbous end of the krostnach swung beneath Malia’s legs, the glowing red orb sticking out from below the alien’s mons.

Malia grabbed the thick protrusion, twisting it upwards until it touched her pussy. Alyth straightened her legs, and the large orb disappeared inside, pushing into her tunnel with little resistance.

Alyth began to shift her body, slow fucking her Mistress with the exposed end of the krostnach. Malia grunted, the smile never leaving her face. “As you can see, her body, mind, and krostnach belong to me. Obedience in perfect synchronicity.”

She patted Alyth’s hip, and the alien increased the speed of her thrusts. The patterned length of the krostnach blurred as it stretched out farther, allowing Alyth to push it ever deeper.

While Malia appeared to be in perfect control of herself, the same couldn’t be said for Alyth. She was bleating like an animal, tossing her head in pleasure as she fucked her Mistress. Her krostnach must be throbbing and shifting in her tunnel with every thrust, sending her into a dizzy spiral of ecstasy.

That awful jealousy was returning. Lizzie wanted to experience this, too.

She bit her lip. That’s what the alien was banking on. If she gave into her lust, she’d fall under her control, and there would be no escaping it. She would become just as much a slave as the red alien, forced to perform on demand. Disgusting.

The worst part of it was, the other aliens didn’t seem to care. They were all cowed, awaiting whatever Malia would do to them.

This was too much for Lizzie. She bit her lip, gearing up to say something when Amanda squeezed her hand. Shocked, she watched as her friend took a step forward, shoulders stiff.

“What about what she wants?” Amanda said harshly. “Doesn’t she get a say in all this?”

Lizzie’s heart swelled. Her pacifistic friend was finally taking the lead. She was proud of her.

Malia looked at Amanda as if she had grown another head. “Why does it matter what a pet thinks?” she asked, grunting as Alyth adjusted her position.

She bent over, allowing her slave better access as she continued to be pounded. “What nonsense. Slaves don’t need to think for themselves. Their masters know what’s best for them.”

She tapped her fingers against Alyth’s thigh again, and the alien let out a little shriek, rocking her hips as fast as they could go. Blobs of sticky lubricant splattered across the ground, attesting to the violence of the pistoning rod.

Malia stroked one of her head tails as she opened her mouth, releasing a small coo of pleasure. “Besides, once a slave has devoted themselves utterly to pleasure, they do not want to think for themselves. The totality of their existence is to live for the pleasure of their Mistress. Isn’t that right?”

Alyth could barely respond, her body shuddering in orgasm as her krostnach writhed in her vagina. “Yes, Mistress!” she hissed, her tongue catching on one of her sharp fangs.

A small stream of blood sprayed from her gaping mouth, landing on Malia’s back, but she didn’t seem to notice at first, lost in the throes of pleasure. As her orgasm faded, she gritted her teeth in pain. Her face was pale, her muscles clenching, but she never stopped pushing, never stopped obeying.

It was obvious that she had gone far past the point of enjoying the tryst, but Malia didn’t care. She was going to extract as much pleasure out of her slave as she desired.

“Why won’t you do something?” Lizzie cried out, looking accusingly at the other aliens. “She doesn’t want this. She can’t want this!”

The aliens studied the floor, unable to meet her gaze. Infuriated, she was about to say something scathing when Besta looked up, her face sallow. “But.. she’s right. There’s nothing we can do,” she said softly.

She touched the collar at her neck. “You don’t understand how things work in this galaxy. We’re slaves. We belong to our Mistress. It doesn’t matter whether it’s the Collector or Malia. According to galactic law, our ownership transfers whenever the previous owner is deposed or dies. We cannot change the fact that we are slaves. We have to obey her now, no matter how much we might hate her.”

Malia let out a long, satisfied sigh, and straightened back up, smacking Alyth’s rib cage. The alien slave rolled her eyes and took a step back, reluctantly, the krostnach slipping out of Malia’s snatch.

Malia rubbed her hand over her back, examining the blood her slave had left on her outfit. A sudden rage lit her eyes and she turned, grabbing Alyth by the throat. She tossed her to the floor, giving her shin a vicious kick. “Keep your mess to yourself,” she hissed.

Satisfied, she turned back to the group of aliens, shifting her hips slowly in a sexy walk, glancing at Besta. “Well said.”

She clapped her hands together, focusing their attention. “It matters little to me if you do hate me. It is evidence that you are still capable of emotions. You will give me your obedience, however, or you shall be taught what happens to those who disobey me.”

Her eyes flickered over Amanda, stopping at her breasts. “You are all infested with krostnach. It will require little training to secure your loyalty. I will make you all into proper breeding sluts, willing and able to produce the offspring I require.”

A great belly laugh escaped her chest as she glanced over at the alien in the tank. “Besides, how is that any different from what the Collector would require of you? She was planning on breeding you like factory animals!”

The Collector shook her head, frowning, but Malia had already discounted her presence, turning her attention to Lizzie. “I’m going to figure out what makes your brain tick. I’m going to change what you want, what you need, until all you desire is to please me. It doesn’t matter what kind of alien you are. They all fall eventually. They all obey eventually.”

Lizzie took a step back, feeling sweaty as she kept her hands carefully at her sides. “I’ll never obey a monster like you.”

Malia smirked. “Won’t you? That remains to be seen. Let’s see what your krostnach has to say about that.”

Her blue eyes flickered, and suddenly Lizzie’s collar stopped working. The sexual tension that had been building in the room flowed over her like a wave, her krostnach eager to show her what she had been missing.

The pleasure filled her up, urging her to give in to her base needs, but she had already harnessed the sexual needs of her krostnach–it didn’t affect her logical mind. The alien had made a fatal mistake without even knowing it. This was her chance!

She turned to Amanda, leaning in to give her a wet kiss on the lips. Her lover responded, her hands running up Amanda’s sides. Before she could react, Amanda was grabbing at her breasts, squeezing and pulling at her flesh.

Her body reacted immediately, a hot flush of pleasure flowing from her nipples. The krostnach had her on edge, and it wouldn’t take much to send her into the throes of an orgasm.

That wasn’t her goal, however. She pulled back from Amanda, searching her eyes. “Snap out of it,” she whispered harshly.

A lustful haze colored her friend’s violet eyes, a dumb smile on her face. At this rate, it wasn’t going to matter what her plans were. She couldn’t slap Amanda, or it would signal to Malia that she wasn’t as lost in the pleasure as her friend. Shit.

In that case, the only way out was through. What was the fastest way to bring her lover to orgasm?

The krostnach. That was her best bet. If she could enlist its help, Amanda would be putty in her hands.

Running her fingers over Amanda’s belly, she slipped them down to the opening at her crotch. The krostnach’s glowing orb seemed to be extended out of her friend’s pussy, which gave her an idea.

Grasping the bulbous end of the krostnach, she tugged on it, as if she was pulling on a bell cord.

Amanda wheezed, her eyes bulging. “Fuck yeah, do that again!” she gasped, her hands frozen over Lizzie’s breasts.

Lizzie shuddered. That had felt rather nasty, like unclogging a drain filled with soap scum. Needs must, however.

She tugged again, feeling a little less disturbed this time as she got used to the situation. If she imagined that she was stroking a dick, it wasn’t too far off–a dick that had a bulbous end and an endless length. Okay, perhaps that wasn’t a good comparison, but it was the best she had.

After every jerking motion she made, the krostnach responded, tugging its body back up into Amanda’s body. This seemed to be a reflexive motion of some kind, returning to a state of equilibrium in a similar way that it worked when the bulb at the end was pushed inside.

While she was making this scientific observation, Amanda sucked in a sharp breath, bending her legs. Lizzie hadn’t expected this reaction, barely keeping hold of the krostnach’s knob. “Please, don’t stop,” groaned Amanda, her eyes rolling.

Lizzie gritted her teeth. She hadn’t intended on slowing down, but Amanda wasn’t making it easy for her. Green tendrils of hair whipped around her arm as she stretched herself out, pulling on the krostnach again.

Amanda moaned, but she ignored the woman for a moment, a sudden curious thought springing into her mind. She hadn’t paid much attention to how the krostnach had transformed her hair, but she had seen what the other aliens had done with theirs.

Had hers grown long enough for her to control the strands? If so, this was a hell of a way to find out.

Desperate, she concentrated, trying to command the writhing strands to wrap around her friend’s body. They wobbled to and fro, caressing her wrists, but otherwise didn’t respond. There must be a key to controlling the unruly locks–she just had to find it!

She was running out of time, however. She couldn’t allow herself to look rational. She needed to be fondling Amanda’s body, pretending to be completely lost in her lust. She just needed Amanda to hold still so that she could have sex with her!

Her hair tendrils froze. Unwrapping from around her arms, they weaved through the air, splitting into two masses as they gathered together, pushing under Amanda’s shoulders. As she watched in surprise, they twined together, looping back around until they were secure.

Amanda giggled, her legs collapsing as her body slumped into the grip of Lizzie’s hair. A pressure came from Lizzie’s skull, but otherwise she didn’t feel the weight. She was holding up her friend’s body effortlessly!

How could that be possible? Had the krostnach’s transformation added deeper attachment points somewhere inside her skull?

A sudden flurry of ideas popped through her brain, but she dismissed them all. She could do the science to figure that out later. Right now, she needed to hop to it before Malia got suspicious.

It wasn’t as though that was going to be difficult. Despite her anxiety over their current predicament, her lover was right in front of her, dressed in a skimpy outfit. There was plenty of exposed skin for her to explore.

Her krostnach took this opportunity to lurch to life, squeezing part of its bulk into her vagina. She groaned, taking a step towards her friend, hands outstretched.

Leaning her head down, she stuck out her tongue, resting it in the valley between Amanda’s voluptuous breasts. She stuck her thumbs under the swell of her boobs, bracing her hands against Amanda’s upper body. This gave her enough confidence to begin moving down, tracing a thin thread of saliva over her friend’s creamy skin.

Amanda shoved her hips forward, jamming their bodies together. “It’s my turn, now!” she announced, running her fingers down to Lizzie’s snatch, where her krostnach was vigorously pumping away.

She grabbed the end of the knob, giving it a short yank as she placed the thumb of her other hand on top of Lizzie’s clit. She rubbed it in a circle as she pulled, moaning as Lizzie’s tongue ran over the edge of the bodysuit’s material, moving towards her nipples.

Lizzie was almost forced to stop, but she was far too juiced up to allow Amanda to take the wheel. She was determined to show her friend just how much she could accomplish with her tongue.

She wrapped her fingers around Amanda’s left breast, squeezing it so that her flesh would distend outwards. Her nipple was trapped under the glossy material of the bodysuit, which might deaden any sensation she could provide with her tongue, but she was going to give it a try anyway!

Closing her mouth over the top, she gave it an experimental suck. There wasn’t much give, but Amanda moaned anyway. Despite their recent tryst, her body was ready for more stimulation.

With the collars turned off, the krostnach had been given free reign over their bodies. Malia was probably hoping that they’d be too sexed up to resist her plans.

She couldn’t allow that to happen. Determined, she stuck out her tongue, licking a circle around Amanda’s nipple, then lurching forward to suck on it as hard as she could.

Her lover responded by jerking on the krostnach’s tail, sending her into a paroxysm of pleasure. She seemed to be losing this battle, if the way her body was reacting was any measure.

She made an annoyed noise. This wasn’t enough. She needed a new plan if she wanted to bring Amanda back to her senses.

Grabbing her lover’s sides, she ordered her hair to move. A cool sensation sparked from her brain, running down the individual strands. Amanda’s body was tilted backwards as she set her lover on the floor. She moved her hips until she was sitting on top of Amanda’s mons, trapping her hands down below.

She grinned as Amanda looked petulant, her attempts to stimulate Lizzie thwarted for the time being. “I’m in control now,” she said darkly, leaning over to brace herself on top of Amanda’s shoulders.

Her hair uncoiled, wrapping into a single ponytail that flowed down her back. How convenient.

A sense of power rushed through her as she looked down at her lover, a heady sensation she had never experienced before. She was the smaller girl, but in this position, she had complete control. Amanda wasn’t going anywhere.

She scowled. What was she going to do with all this power? It was a great position from which to examine her friend’s voluptuous breasts, and to cop a feel here and there, but what she really wanted was pure sex.

Seeing Alyth couple with Malia had given her an idea, but it wasn’t one she could accomplish alone. Twisting her head, she looked around for the malevolent alien, hoping that she hadn’t left the room.

She was startled to find the sinister woman looming above them, her fingers pressed together as she stared. “Look at you two, rutting like animals!” chortled Malia. “It’s exactly as the intel said. Hyu-mans are entirely driven by emotions. What about your vaunted intelligence now? It’s all worthless. You’ll become my pets just like all the rest. Obedient breeding sluts.”

She needed to feed into this assumption. Pretending to stare right through her, she increased the speed of her breathing to give the impression that she was heavily aroused. Just a touch–she didn’t need to hyperventilate and pass out.

“Mistress,” she said, trying to say the word as naturally as she could. “I want to fuck her. Tell me, how do you use the krostnach like a male appendage?”

A wicked smile grew on the alien’s face. “That was an experiment that took quite some time to come to fruition. I’m proud of what I’ve managed to accomplish with Alyth, but I’m afraid you won’t be able to achieve that kind of fine tuned control while lost in the krostnach’s pleasure.”

Her head tails writhed as she got down onto her knees. “I am a benevolent Mistress, however. Let me show you a small portion of what I know.”

Reaching out, she pressed her fingers under Lizzie’s butt. It took all she had to remain still, knowing that showing her hand too soon would scuttle her plans.

It was hard to bear having the alien rummage around down there, though. What was she attempting to do?

The alien’s fingers grasped the knob of her krostnach, and a sudden spike of pain shot into her womb. She hissed, shifting a little with discomfort. “Stay still,” ordered Malia, her words cracking over her shoulders like a whip.

She was in pain, though. Grimacing, she tried not to move, but was only partially successful. It almost felt as though the alien was milking her down there, and she really wanted to see what was going on.

Fortunately, the alien finished soon, withdrawing. Shuffling across the floor, she lifted her hand to show off what she had gathered. There was a smear of green on the palm of her hand, looking like slime on top of her blue skin. “This is some of the essence a krostnach generates,” Malia explained. “It is highly addictive, but what most don’t understand is that it forms a bond between the host of the krostnach and their favored partner. A sexual bond that can’t be erased.”

Raising her hand to her mouth, she stuck out her tongue, revealing the studded surface. She slurped up the green extract, running her tongue over her lips as she swallowed it whole. “This essence will bond with my body, changing my pheromones so that your krostnach will always recognize me. Always desire me.”

Lizzie frowned, not quite understanding. She didn’t have feelings for anyone other than Amanda. Nothing the alien could do would change that fact. Could she?

A sickening realization hit her belly as the krostnach lurched in her snatch. She was aroused, and it wasn’t because she was thinking about her friend.

Nonplussed, she stared at the alien, her eyes landing on her breasts. She wanted to taste them. Wanted to squeeze them. Wanted to worship them.

She licked her lips, barely holding back these sudden desires. “This is how you subverted Alyth, isn’t it?” she asked. “She desires you, and you control those desires.”

“That’s more or less right,” nodded Malia, slurping down the rest of the green essence. “She is bonded to me, and I give her the pleasure she requires. As a result, she obeys me in all things.”

What of the other aliens? Lizzie looked around wildly, hoping that they might be able to give her some help.

No, it looked like they had all been cowed. They were corralled against the railings, and Alyth was linking their collars together with a golden chain into a coffle. They didn’t even appear to be protesting this treatment.

Just like humans, they had become habituated. Used to being controlled by others, they didn’t even think of trying to escape.

That left her, Amanda, and the terrible desire that was threading its way through her loins. If she didn’t do something soon, she was going to throw herself on Malia and proclaim her as Mistress. After that, she’d win.

Hands pulled her back around, large breasts pressing into her nipples. “Why are you ignoring me?” asked Amanda, her pouting lips extremely close.

She could feel her lover’s hot breath on her face, and her libido exploded. Crying out, she rested her forehead against Amanda, tears streaking from her eyes. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I can’t hold back any more.”

“Don’t bother,” chuckled Amanda darkly. “Just feel.”

Amanda’s hand grasped the bulb of her krostnach, giving it a long, sharp tug.

This was too much for her. All of the sexual tension rushed to her head, and her mind exploded. Thoughts scattered, she writhed against her lover, orgasming out all of her concerns and worries.

For a long time, she didn’t think about anything at all. Her tunnel was on fire, her belly distended from the presence of the krostnach. Their swollen breasts rubbed against each other, the stimulation extending the ecstasy she was experiencing.

She couldn’t help herself, gasping and moaning like an animal. Finally, inexorably, it began to wane, bringing her back to sanity.

She could tell she’d only have a few moments of clarity, though. Whatever Malia had done to her had increased her libido further, and she was struggling to maintain control. This was bad.

Amanda made a low noise, burbling her lips as they drew into a smile. “Did I manage to act the way you wanted me to?” she whispered, looking coy.

Stunned, Lizzie gave her the evil eye as she realized what had just happened. “You’re kidding me!” she hissed. “You’ve been playing me for a fool all this time! No, don’t say anything more. Our fun is over. It’s time to move. Keep them off me!”

“As you wish,” hissed Amanda, giving her a sound kiss on the lips before pushing her up and away.

Lizzie used the momentum to regain her feet, eyes darting around the platform to take in their current situation.

The other aliens were corralled, moaning as they played with each other’s bodies. It was devolving into an outright orgy, and they didn’t seem to care that they had been captured by a malevolent being.

Their new Mistress was watching them with amusement, hands braced on her knees. With her attention diverted from the two of them, an opening presented itself. This was the opportunity she had been looking for. Perfect!

Darting towards Malia, she pressed her hands against the alien’s back, giving her a hard shove. Malia grunted, losing her balance. As she fell to the floor, Lizzie stepped around her flailing arms, sprinting towards the tank that contained the Collector as fast as she could.

There would be no way to get the Collector out in time to help, she knew that much, but the Collector had been signaling something when they had first entered the room. Wringing her hands, she stared at the alien’s head, hoping that she could tell her what to do.

At first, the Collector looked resigned, but when she spotted Lizzie’s presence, she became rather animated. Raising a hand, she bumped a finger against the side of the tank.

Lizzie frantically looked around, spotting what appeared to be a rounded, glowing switch. She hit it with her fist, and the fluid inside the tank began to swirl, draining through a hole in the bottom.

She looked back at the Collector for more instructions, her heart thumping. The alien’s lips worked, but all she could manage was a wheeze. She pointed again, this time somewhere off to the side. Her neck and eyes strained, but she wasn’t able to turn far enough to give Lizzie further instructions.

There must be another button or switch on a different console. Spinning, she climbed up a short flight of stairs to another level, swinging her eyes over the multitude of controls in front of her. There had to be something here, but everything was blinking various colors, labeled in alien symbols that she couldn’t possibly translate with the limited time she had.

She imagined Malia looming behind her, and began to touch random switches, messing with anything that looked like it might help. A cry came from behind her, cold fear tingling up her neck. She didn’t want to divert her attention, but this didn’t seem to be working.

She glanced down at the platform, her pulse throbbing in her neck. Amanda had somehow managed to put Malia in a headlock, her hair twisting around the alien’s body to hold her in place despite her strength. Unfortunately, Alyth had arrived to assist her Mistress, pummeling her lover in the side with sharp, rapid blows.

“Hurry up!” shouted Amanda, wheezing as she took a hit to the stomach.

Her heart ached at seeing her friend treated this way. Despite her muscled exterior, she normally wouldn’t hurt a fly. She shouldn’t have to do this!

Hate grew within her, mixing with the cloying arousal directed at Malia. The bond the alien had created might make her want to fuck her, but she would never love her.

She turned back to the Collector, hoping for a hint to end this nightmare. The alien’s head tails were twisting around her head, gesturing in a definite pattern.

She studied it for a few moments, still totally confused. The Collector was getting more frantic, which wasn’t helping. She turned to the console, taking a step back to take it all in.

There were so many colors, so many displays, so many buttons. Even if she knew the alien language, it would be impossible for her to know what each console did without extensive training. It was useless. She was useless.

No. She was one of the only ones trying to fix this problem. If it was up to the other aliens, the Collector would become Malia’s pet. They all would.

There must be something she was missing. What was it?

She pursed her lips. Perhaps… she was looking in the wrong place?

What was the one thing humans were bad at doing? Looking up?

There didn’t appear to be anything hanging from the ceiling, but there was a display on the wall in front of her. A line of alien symbols was printed across the middle, a spinning cursor below. It looked awfully like a command line prompt from an earth computer.

If she knew how to read the console, she could probably activate it, but maybe there was another way. Did it have voice recognition?

“Proceed!” she shouted. “Confirm!”

She felt rather silly. Even if the collar was translating her words, they might not make any sense to this mysterious machine.

Or, she might not have landed on the right keyword. What might the Collector have chosen?

Her brain ran around in circles for a few moments, her breath catching in her throat as she spotted Malia extricating herself from Amanda’s limp grip. She was in bad shape, doubled over as Alyth tossed her to the ground.

Malia stalked towards her, light sparkling off her tiara as her hands formed into fists. She had just seen the alien physically handling Alyth, and could only imagine what kind of damage she could inflict.

As her eyes flashed at Lizzie, heat flowed into her body. A desire to submit welled up from deep within her. The opportunity had vanished. She was going to fail, and both her and Amanda would be stuck being this alien’s slaves. Forever.

“Krostnach!” she shouted, the word springing to her lips unbidden.

The spinning cursor on the display blinked out, followed by a chime. For a long moment, nothing happened, and Malia began to laugh wickedly. “All that effort, and in the end, her trap had already been defanged! Did she not think that I wouldn’t check carefully to make sure I knew what I was stepping into?”

She gestured at a group of robots, which had silently assembled around her body. “There is no point to all this. The poison has been detected and nullified. You can scream all you want, but there is nothing you can do!”

Small ports opened in the rounded bodies of the robots as their legs trundled over the ground. They beeped, but nothing came forth. They must have been defanged, as Malia had suggested.

Gaping, Lizzie looked between Malia and the Collector, hoping that she was bluffing. It couldn’t be true. Could it?

The Collector’s mouth moved, but she could still say nothing. A strange gleam was in her eyes as her lips drew up into a smirk.

Malia wasn’t so pleased at this evidence of her resistance. “What are you so smug about?” she hissed.

She took a step towards the captive alien, raising her hands. “From where I stand, I am in complete control. You can do nothing but watch as I turn your slaves into my slaves. Given enough time, I’ll enslave you, too, and everything will be perfectly above board.”

Lizzie swallowed, noticing that the robots behind Malia had stopped moving, their fishbowl heads spinning around and around, almost as though they were unscrewing. She adjusted her gaze back to Malia, hoping that she hadn’t given the game away.

It hadn’t mattered. Malia was too busy castigating her sister.

“All of your vaunted collection, mine. Your slaves, mine. You, mine. It didn’t even take that much arm twisting. The council has gotten tired of you and your freewheeling ways. They much prefer to deal with someone who can be bought.”

The Collector raised her eyebrows and pursed her lips. It was a very human gesture, and Lizzie could almost imagine the woman shrugging.

This only served to enrage Malia further. She lifted a hand, shaking a fist at the Collector. “You cannot imagine how difficult this was for me!” she continued. “The sacrifices I had to make to gain the position I have! The disgrace your name has brought the family! All of that ends now.”

The Collector folded her arms and tilted her head back, a sense of steel in her eyes. If Lizzie was in a courtroom, she could have been the presiding judge, reading the verdict. She blanched. It didn’t look good for Malia. What was she planning?

The tops of the robots popped off, their heads falling to the ground with a series of clanks. Lizzie caught a glimpse of their interiors, which were glowing with a deep blue color. Glowing. Color.

Her brain connected the dots faster than she could think consciously, and she gasped. Each of their rounded metallic heads had been filled with a mature krostnach!

Their tails whipped around as they broke out of the confined spaces, legs sprouting from their bodies, making them look like gigantic centipedes. Lizzie froze, immediately brought back to that first night in the bedroom, when they were attacked by the alien organisms. Somehow, seeing them outside her body was far more frightening than dealing with the creature nestled inside her womb.

They certainly seemed rather aggressive, crawling up and around Malia’s legs. She stomped at the ground, trying to remove them, but their sticky bodies and clawed feet were poking into her flesh, giving them the leverage they needed to keep climbing.

Alyth seemed unable to help her Mistress, facing off against a second pair of the creatures. She kicked one away, but the other leapt onto her foot, and wouldn’t let go. Soon, she was having just as many problems, the second one attacking her from behind.

The two of them began what looked like a ridiculous dance, crying out and shouting as they grappled with the creatures. Lizzie wasn’t interested in standing and watching, as she didn’t know whether the krostnach would prevail. Her only way to make sure they won was to release the Collector. That had been her plan all along.

Clambering down the stairs, she sprang over to the Collector’s container, gesturing with her hands. The Collector seemed amused at her gesticulations, slamming against the back of the tank with the heel of her right foot.

Lizzie didn’t know what this meant until she circled around the rear, spotting a depression in the floor. Sticking her foot on top of what looked like a button, she pressed down firmly.

The container hissed, and split apart into two sections, revealing the Collector’s bare ass. Lizzie was struck with a perverse urge to slap it, but she suppressed the strange desire. Her krostnach was acting out again, naturally. Horny bastard.

She couldn’t help but be amused, though, leaning over to help the Collector stand. Even in such a dire situation, her body still had needs. She doubted she’d be satisfying them with her so-called Mistress any time soon, however. That definitely wasn’t the boon she desired.

The Collector reached up to her neck and tapped a rhythmic beat against the collar. It clicked, and she opened it into two halves, sighing as she threw it away. “Finally!” she said, sounding a little annoyed. “That was far too close to failure for my liking.”

Striding up to Malia, she snatched the glowing tiara off her head, twisting it in her hands until it became a lumpy mass of metal. Lizzie’s collar immediately beeped and the lustful thoughts that had been clouding her mind faded away.

The krostnachs assaulting Alyth had arrived at her pussy, sniffing out the glowing globe of the krostnach already embedded inside her. The spade shaped heads of the creatures tilted away, looking disgruntled. Their legs retracted, their bodies falling to the floor with wet slaps.

Malia wasn’t so lucky, however. The first krostnach to attack had speared its head through the material of her pants as if they were made of paper, making a neat hole as its body pressed into the alien’s pussy. She was holding on, trying to pull it back out, but it was a losing battle.

Her eyes flashed as a terrible realization bloomed within her. She dropped to her knees, hissing as the krostnach wiggled its body into her snatch. Laying her hands on the ground, she keened out a long, pleasurable moan.

“How?” she hissed out, clenching her hands into fists. “My planning was meticulous. How did I lose?”

The Collector crossed her arms over her chest, emphasizing her bulging breasts. “That’s true,” she admitted. “I was almost defeated here. It was purely chance that my new Collectibles were of a variety you were not familiar with.”

Malia’s dark expression swept over Lizzie. “Them?” she croaked out. “Hyu-mans aren’t special. They’re nothing more than brute animals, enslaved to their lustful emotions.”

“That might be true,” blurted out Lizzie. “But we’re more in control of ourselves than you at the moment.”

It was true. The bulbous tail end of the krostnach infesting Malia’s body was slapping up against her pussy, causing small exhalations of pleasure to escape her body. Still, she held on, by iron force of will, not allowing herself to succumb.

Her evil eyes roamed back over to the Collector. “And you. Why were you immune to my drugs? You should have been completely comatose in that tank!”

The Collector’s face lit up with amusement. “There was something else you didn’t know.”

Her lips squeezed together as her skin flushed red. A hissing breath escaped her mouth as she spread her legs. Lizzie’s eyes widened as the bulbous end of a krostnach pushed out of her pussy, its tail end throbbing a deep magenta.

It didn’t stop there, however, the slimy body squeezing itself out in a long, slender tube. Legs thrust out, clicking against the metal floor as it backed itself out, its head slapping against the floor with a wet thud. The neck twined around, tiny mouth flexing as beady eyes speared Malia.

The Collector moaned, swirling a finger over her clit, her empty hole gaping wide, but not for long. Lizzie spotted a light somewhere deep within, the telltale glow of another krostnach.

This one was a deep blue, matching the skin color of the Collector’s body. A satisfied smile snapped onto her face as the bulbous end settled into place on top of her pussy as if it belonged there.

Malia gasped, clutching at her breasts as the influence of her krostnach took hold. Her face was pale, but she scowled, her force of will evident. “You’ve been infested all along,” she spat.

“That’s right,” nodded the Collector, rubbing the glowing orb at her snatch. “There’s no way your injections could overwhelm the hormonal control of my krostnach.” She pressed the sphere into her pussy, her breasts shaking as pleasure suffused her body.

“You don’t know me as well as you thought you did. Before unleashing these creatures on others, I made sure to test them on myself. I needed to know what effect they would have on alien physiology before I increased my Collection. Anything less would have been… unethical.”

She stopped rubbing the creature. “Face it, sister, you’ve made more than one mistake here. You underestimated the hyu-mans, and you underestimated me. An utter, complete failure of your plans.”

Malia grunted, spreading her legs so that she could access her privates better. A hand darted to her pussy, stroking and touching as the heat of the ecstasy the krostnach provided took hold. “Unlike hyu-mans, you are unable to stop yourself,” explained the Collector, looking at her with pity. “In time, you will regain control over yourself, but that all depends on your force of will. For now, your plots and plans are over. I’ve won.”

Malia cried out her rage, but there was nothing she could do. Her body was sweaty, suffused with the heat of sex. Body writhing, she groped at her chest, doing her best to increase the stimulation. A hot mess, she could do nothing but think of the pleasure.

“Mistress,” hissed Alyth, moving to stand by her side. She looked rather confused as she inspected the pitiful form of the alien who had just recently been dominating her.

Her head snapped up as she peered at the Collector. “Mistress,” she said again, this time with more confidence.

The Collector nodded gravely. “That’s right. By the rules, you belong to me now, and you will obey me. Please, take care of your former Mistress’ needs. Afterwards, we will address your mental needs.” She squeezed her lips into a frown. “I don’t know what she’s done to you, and I would very much like to find out.”

Alyth loomed over Malia, staring at her with undisguised lust. Her hand dropped to the glowing orb at her crotch, where the bulbous end of her krostnach had extended out of her pussy. She tugged on the creature a few times, grunting at the pleasure it was providing her. “Yes, Mistress. I understand and obey.”

Leaning over, she grabbed Malia’s shoulders, dragging her to her feet. Pressing a hand into Malia’s butt crack, she slid it towards the front, pressuring her legs open.

Malia was in no state to resist, saliva dribbling down her chin. “Do me,” she sighed, her eyes dulled with pleasure.

Alyth grunted, maneuvering her krostnach into position. The dick-like lengths of both krostnachs touched together, their globes flickering in sympathy as she lined up the first thrust. The gasp of pleasure that escaped Malia’s lips was nothing sort of rapturous, their hips slamming together as Alyth speared her in one, quick motion.

The smell of sex filled the air, and the other aliens certainly weren’t immune to its aura. They continued touching each other, lips sucking, fingers touching. The entire platform had descended into a sea of debauchery, lust suffusing the chamber.

Lizzie had eyes for none of this, however. Mission accomplished, she cared little about the dynamics between the two alien sisters. She would extract her reward from the Collector later. She was owed. However, right now, she needed only one person.

Amanda rolled over, a bruise under one eye. Once she spotted what had happened, she began to chuckle. This soon grew into a laugh, and then a wheeze, her hands clutching at her belly.

Lizzie rushed over, helping her to her feet. Amanda leaned into her body, letting her take up most of the weight. “Are you okay?” she asked, concerned.

“Not really,” admitted Amanda. “She used me as a punching bag. It was all I could do to hold on.”

Lizzie embraced her, not wanting to let go. “I can’t believe you just did that!” she exclaimed. “Usually, you wouldn’t hurt a fly, and there you are, taking all those hits for… me.” She spat out the last word, a little choked up.

“Yes, well, I was thinking about what I really wanted in this galaxy,” Amanda murmured. She turned in Lizzie’s arms, until their faces were close together.

Leaning in, she gave Lizzie a quick peck on the lips. Stunned, Lizzie froze. “Do you really mean that?” she whispered.

Amanda’s violet eyes glittered, and she darted in for a firmer kiss, giving Lizzie’s lips a little lick. “Does that answer your question?” she asked, her belly jiggling with amusement.

“Yes, yes it does,” replied Lizzie, her face flushing with arousal.

With their swollen breasts mashing into each other and their bellies burbling, it was all she could do to restrain herself from pulling Amanda back to the ground and obeying the endless lust of her krostnach.

Her lover looked pretty bruised though, and she didn’t want to cause her more pain. An alien was standing next to them, too, deflating the mood.

She turned to face the woman, a little peep of alarm escaping her lips. She hadn’t expected the Collector to be waiting patiently for them to notice her.

“I admire your passion,” the alien said, her eyes roving over their bodies. “That’s why I selected you two from the start.”

She reached in, settling her hands on top of their bulging bellies before they could react. “Yes, your eggs are coming along nicely,” she said, giving them both a good pat. “Fertile, too. I do not regret recruiting you.”

Amanda took a step back, but Lizzie stayed put, keeping her face neutral. With Malia out of the way, they needed to make a deal with the Collector, or risk being nothing more than her chattel.

It might be a bit gauche asking for some kind of reward now, but the alien owed them, and she wasn’t willing to wait. “What are we to you, then?” she asked, her spine tingling. “Brood mothers? Should we be content to spend our days creating krostnach for your purposes? How does that make you any different from Malia?”

The Collector’s eyes crinkled with amusement. “So straightforward. I admire such audacity.”

She folded her hands together, the extra knuckles on her fingers making them look odd. “Most Collectibles remain where I put them, but you hyu-mans have extra, useful qualities. It would be a shame to leave you locked up in a gilded cage.”

Her head tails twitched about her shoulders as her gaze increased in intensity. “I have a proposition for you two. Help me to take down the corrupt galactic council. Be my partners.”

Shocked, Lizzie looked at Amanda, who was just as flabbergasted. They both opened their mouths at the same time, knowing that what they said would change their lives forever.


Chapter Nine

Lizzie sipped her warm beverage, looking out over the railing onto the forest below. At her elevation, she had a good view of the entire biosphere, laid bare in front of her.

It was difficult to see the pathways and roads below being diligently built by crews of worker robots to her specifications. She wasn’t planning on developing the place into anything resembling a city, but she was hoping that eventually they’d be able to erect a quaint little town, much like some of the frontier ghost towns she had visited with her family during road trips.

She missed them, of course, but there was no going back. The krostnach in her belly ensured this, and the work she was doing was important–far more important than the studies she had been planning on undertaking back during her earth days.

At their request, the Collector had put together an education program for them, uniquely suited to help them understand and undermine the corrupt nature of the galactic council. She had never expected to be using her brain to memorize facts about the power structure of the universe, much less figuring out how to maneuver and control them in ways that would destroy many of their worst excesses.

They wanted to do even more, but this would have to wait for the right moment. They were getting better at manipulation and infiltration, but they still had much to learn. They also still needed to satisfy the demands of their krostnachs which were permanently bound to their bodies.

The Collector explained that even she had been aghast at how intertwined all of their bodies had become with the alien creatures. The experiments she had performed around figuring out how to separate the two had failed, which was why she had refused to allow them to be used outside of her collection. They were far more dangerous than anyone seemed to realize. Or they didn’t care.

Aliens, in a lot of respects, were just like humans. They never worried about the consequences of their actions until it was too late. As far as the krostnach were concerned, they couldn’t afford to become complacent. If the creatures were to be exported and bred elsewhere, they could cause untold damage across the entire galaxy.

That’s why working with the Collector was the right thing to do. At least here, she could control how many new aliens were infested, preventing them from spreading too quickly. That did mean they needed a place to house them, which was the main reason for reworking this biosphere.

She chuckled at herself, then sighed. Her thoughts had chased each other around in a perfect circle, getting nowhere. This was a frequent occurrence when trying to figure out the future.

A warm hand settled on her shoulder. “Are you getting morose again?” asked Amanda, a strand of her hair caressing Lizzie’s cheek. “Why? Everything is going well for us so far.”

“I know,” said Lizzie, taking another sip to settle her thoughts. “I still wonder whether this was the right course of action.”

Amanda pressed her body into Lizzie’s back, her large breasts mashing into Lizzie’s shoulder blades. “Was there another, better, option?” she pointed out, her hands sneaking around the sides, encroaching far too close to her bustline.

She grabbed Amanda’s hands, turning to face her lover. “No, there really wasn’t.” A bright smile lit up her face as she leaned forward, giving Amanda a quick kiss on the cheek. “I’d love to spend some time playing with you, but I’m afraid my belly has been gurgling lately, and you know what that means.”

Amanda leered at her breasts. “Of course I do. It’s not a big mystery, you know both of our krostnachs are on the same cycle.” She gave her lover a little hug. “Let’s go greet the others, then, before our eggs come in. They’re probably already waiting for us.”

Taking her by the hand, Amanda led her away from the window, around the tables and chairs made out of a species of earth hardwood. Lizzie had once asked the Collector where she had gotten them from, but the answer had been less than helpful. She got the sense that the Collector didn’t remember everything she had collected, which was a little alarming, to say the least. That was a big reason why she needed such a large army of robots to keep everything running smoothly.

She had gotten to know the alien better lately, and she was surprised to find that she rather liked her. She was eccentric, warm, and surprisingly funny. Exceedingly crafty and sharp, too, which was a good thing, or they would have been outmaneuvered a long time ago.

She had deftly fended off legal challenges, sabotaged businesses, and generally diverted the council away from messing with her plans. At the same time, she was training the two of them to help her more intimately, because she really would rather spend her time searching out new and unique things to marvel over.

In Lizzie’s opinion, keeping her away from such things was all for the good, as once the alien found something amazing, she would stop at nothing to gather it up and put it in her museum. Lizzie found some of this behavior morally questionable, but she had started to come around once she had seen some of the Collector’s methods.

She was the sole reason why several species even existed, so she supposed she couldn’t fault this behavior entirely. Still, she didn’t like the idea that these unique things were being hoarded, hidden away so that others couldn’t enjoy their existence.

“Have you made any progress on convincing the Collector to open this place up to the public?” she asked, clasping Amanda’s hand and giving it a good squeeze.

Amanda cleared her throat. “Yes, it did come up again, but she’s rather reluctant. Not because she doesn’t want to share, but because she’s afraid that will make her Collectibles objects to be admired, not living beings who are striving to survive.”

“Yes, but like any zoo, this place needs funds to survive,” protested Lizzie. “That’s the primary reason why she fell into the council’s trap in the first place.”

“Yes, we both agree on that,” nodded Amanda, stepping over the threshold into a rounded tunnel, the sides a glimmering white hard plastic. “She’s a bit set in her ways, though, and it’s going to take some time to convince her that this will help her to reach her goals.”

She frowned. “It’s also going to take a large capital expenditure, which will take money away from her collecting habits. Prying that away is going to take a major force of will.”

Their feet rattled against the metal floor as they climbed up a ramp that connected the cabin to the main habitat ring. Lizzie sighed. “Well, we’ll keep trying. She knows that what she’s doing now isn’t working. She can’t keep collecting without making sure she’s taking care of the things she already has.”

Lizzie made a noise in agreement as they stepped off the gangway, their feet sinking into a plush, neutral colored carpet. All of them had been involved with designing this place, and they wanted to choose something that wouldn’t favor anyone’s particular krostnach. This was a gathering place for everyone to relax and regroup.

They stepped down into a wide circle of sand, looking out over the large, rounded pool that had been installed in the center of the enormous chamber. The dome above showed blue skies at the moment, though it could easily be configured to reflect the atmosphere of any of the alien’s home planets, if they were feeling homesick.

Rillie and Silith were floating out in the pool, relaxing on a giant inflatable alien creature that Lizzie still didn’t know the name of. They had sunglasses on, which seemed a little silly to her, as the artificial environment didn’t bother replicating UV rays. Perhaps some of her hyu-man sensibilities were rubbing off on them.

Astra and Besta were splashing each other in the shallows, looking like giddy schoolchildren. She had learned that Astra had grown up on a planet where all room temperature fluid was poisonous, so she had little experience with public pools.

When they had suggested the idea of expanding the birthing area to make it more like a vacation spot, the aliens had looked at her as if she had grown head tails. The Collector was at least willing to entertain this idea, however, and now everyone saw the benefits of the miniature resort.

With the number of aliens infested with krostnach growing, they needed more room for the birthing. It also made coming here fun, reducing the stress of producing the endless amounts of eggs the krostnach kept churning out.

Fortunately, as her krostnach had become more mature, the frequency of her pregnancies had decreased. This was a welcome change, because it took at least a few hours out of her day, and always left her insufferably horny afterwards.

Some of this could be taken care of by Amanda, but it was still a distraction she didn’t need when working on galactic politics. They certainly didn’t care that she became a sexy mess whenever her krostnach demanded it of her.

It was odd that they had never seen the Collector indisposed in this way, but it was possible that she was simply hiding it. They only saw her infrequently as it was, so she might be dealing with it in her own way–or her physiology was simply different.

They’d be able to confirm this suspicion if they could have observed Malia, but they hadn’t seen any sign of the alien’s presence since their final encounter on the bridge. Alyth was missing, too. Had the Collector decided to execute the two of them?

The idea made her uncomfortable, but she didn’t really want to ask. The two of them had already caused plenty of trouble, and it did make it easier for her if their existences had been cut short.

She frowned. She really shouldn’t think that way. Their lives had worth, and most anybody could be redeemed, as long as they chose to change.

Tucking her bloodthirsty thoughts away, she tugged at Amanda’s hand. “Come on, I’ll race you to the pool!”

Letting go, she giggled as she ran across the sand as fast as she could, her breasts jiggling in her bodysuit. At her suggestion, some alterations had been made to increase the amount of boning weaved into the suit so that she wasn’t completely flopping around, but they were just so large now, there was only so much that could be done.

The great thing about the bodysuits was that they easily doubled as swimsuits. She didn’t even have to change before diving in, which meant that she didn’t have to slow down.

She needed the head start, as Amanda was quickly gaining on her. She had been training her body lately, but she still had a long way to go to catch up with her lover.

Breathing hard, she grinned widely as she spotted Astra and Besta’s alarmed faces. “Here we come!” she shouted, jumping off from the tiled edge of the pool.

Pulling in her legs, she hit the pool with a gigantic splash. Blowing bubbles out through her nose, she swam to the surface, tilting to place her legs underneath her. If she stretched, she could barely touch the bottom.

Her head breached the surface, her body rocking back and forth from the secondary waves caused by Amanda’s entry.

“I win!” she declared, grinning at Amanda as water streamed off her face.

Amanda rolled her eyes. “Let’s try that again another time, with a more level playing field.” Raising her hands, she gave Lizzie a small splash.

Lizzie thought about returning the favor, but Astra and Besta had swum over, looking at both of them with barely disguised lust. “Is there a reason you’ve favored us with your presence?” asked Besta, the frills above her ears opening wider.

“Lizzie’s about to give birth,” said Amanda, looking a bit impish.

Lizzie touched her shoulder, giving her a shove. “So are you!” She grimaced. “It still feels a little weird talking about it so openly, but I’ve gotta get used to it.”

This declaration put an immediate damper on the lusty aliens, their faces creasing with alarm. “We had best get you out of the water, then, or it’s going to be terribly uncomfortable.”

Lizzie’s burbling belly agreed with her. “What about that?” she asked, pointing at the inflatable raft.

The jaw line of the creature was slowly turning towards them, its long neck bobbing from the motion of the raft. Its body was bulbous, a mixture of dark grays and blues with painted scales. There were a bunch of seats attached to its sides so that riders could dangle their legs in the water, and a nice, rounded sitting area perched high on its back.

“Of course!” exclaimed Besta, sidling closer to her. “But only if you don’t mind spending some quality time with all of us. You two have been super busy lately, and we miss you.”

She twisted her face into a pout, forcing a laugh from Lizzie. Besta had been picking up hyu-man mannerisms as fast as Lizzie could explain them, and using them against her with deadly effectiveness.

“Fine. Let’s have a good old group birthing session.” She leaned forward, launching herself into a sidestroke.

The other aliens followed behind, performing a modified doggy paddle. Amanda was determined to teach them different types of strokes, but nothing seemed to have caught on just yet.

Rillie spotted them coming closer, alerting Silith to their presence. The two of them rose from their seats, clambering over the side of the creature to access the group seating. Their bodies momentarily vanished from view, popping back over the side to watch them like hawks.

They certainly were odd looking birds, as she had never seen anything with that kind of coloration on earth. Twin ducks dunked in a batch of purple dye, maybe.

Lizzie suppressed a laugh, as it would take too long to explain. She definitely didn’t feel like explaining what a terrestrial bird looked like when the gurgling in her swollen belly was beginning to grow more urgent.

Pushing off with her legs, she easily mounted one of the seats on the side of the inflatable, climbing over the rim. “How are you doing, girls?” she asked, setting her wet feet on the rubbery bottom.

Silith and Rillie scooted around the edge of the seating, bracketing her between them. She made a noise of surprise as they wrapped their hands around her sides, hugging her like limpets. “What’s this all about?”

“We missed you,” exclaimed Rillie, nudging her ridged head into Lizzie’s neck. “You saved us, all of us, and I feel like we haven’t had the proper opportunity to thank you for it. You’re always off training, or working.”

“Or spending time with Amanda,” interjected Silith. “We don’t feel right about inserting ourselves, but we want to spend time with you.”

“That’s right,” continued Rillie. “That’s why we made a deal with the others.”

“A deal?” Lizzie frowned. “I’m sorry, you’re going to have to back up. I just don’t understand what you’re talking about.”

“It’s very simple,” explained Rillie. “For the day, we’re trading partners.”

“Partners?” repeated Lizzie, even more confused. “I’m sorry, I don’t know what that means.”

Silith laid a possessive hand over her belly. “Today, we take care of you.”

Before she could react, Rillie kissed her right cheek, slipping a hand between her legs to grab the knobby end of her krostnach. Lizzie moaned as her hips shifted forward naturally, following the girth of the creature as its body was tugged out of her snatch.

Silith massaged her belly, running her hands up, down, and around in circles. Her body shuddered at the attention she was getting, the glowing core of pleasure suddenly growing larger in her belly.

She blinked hard as Amanda clambered into the sitting area, followed closely by Astra and Besta. She looked mischievous as she peered at Lizzie. “Ah, good, they’ve started already,” she murmured, settling onto the inflated seat opposite Lizzie.

“You put them up to this?” asked Lizzie, flabbergasted.

“Of course,” said Amanda, nonchalant. “You’ve been far too uptight lately.”

She spread her arms out along the cushioned edge of the rounded seat back, gathering Astra and Besta next to her. The aliens looked rather bemused, their eyes drifting to look at her lover’s breasts.

Lizzie stared daggers at her lover. “I won’t forget this,” she threatened. “You’ve been cheating on me with those alien… sluts.”

“Cheating?” a big belly laugh exploded from Amanda’s lips. “With me, what you see is what you get. I only play with others when you’re around to supervise.”

Her eyebrows rose. “So, what’ll it be? Will you allow them to pleasure you while your eggs pop, or are you going to deny their feelings?”

Lizzie’s face glowed. She understood what Amanda was doing. Although she loved being exclusive, the krostnach had other ideas. It knew that the other aliens were infested with krostnachs, and it wanted her to have fun, too. That’s why the length of her krostnach was twisting and gliding inside her, exhorting her to give in.

She scowled. “Fine. I’ll do it. But only because you want me to.”

Amanda laid back, her cool expression interrupted by her alien escorts, who had begun to stretch the top of her bodysuit down to expose her enormous breasts. Her lips trembled as Astra latched onto a nipple, her stolid face cracking as lust rose within her.

“Don’t lie to me,” Amanda hissed, pushing her chest out. “Birthing always causes unbearable arousal. You want this, too. Just calm down, we’re among friends!”

She was right. Her heart ached a little, but her body was on fire. Rillie’s hands were creeping over her breasts, and her resistance was beginning to crumble.

“Okay,” she said reluctantly, giving in to the inevitable. “I don’t like being ambushed with an orgy, but I guess I’m okay with it.”

Amanda barked out a laugh. “You don’t sound that reluctant. Come on, just relax and enjoy the attention. We’re both going to be in plenty of pain soon enough.”

She wasn’t wrong about that. The birthings were getting easier with time, as her muscles stretched out to accommodate the strange process. They were never all that pleasant to start with, though. If she could survive the first egg, she would be flooded with endorphins, putting her into a haze of lust that wouldn’t quit for at least an hour.

That’s why they both loved and hated birthings. They were debilitating, but oh so pleasurable. Having the others here would certainly help, so she begrudgingly forgave Amanda her presumptuousness.

She was tired of the half assed groping, though. This would never do.

She stood, brushing off Rillie’s attentions, bringing her hands to the invisible seam that ran down the front of her bodysuit. Sliding her fingers inside, she parted the seal, pulling the rubbery material apart.

“We could help you with that,” murmured Silith, her ears twitching as she stood too.

Rillie pressed her body into Lizzie’s side. “Yeah, why do you have to be so self sufficient? You know we want to help you have as much fun as possible.”

Lizzie sighed, shaking her head as she looked out at the edge of the pool. “Fine, you two do what you’re going to do. I’ll just stand here like a coat rack.”

“I’ve never seen a rack as good looking as yours,” said Rillie suggestively, pulling the material of the bodysuit away from her swollen breasts.

Lizzie giggled, letting some of the tension dissipate. “Did Amanda teach you that slang?” she asked.

“No,” replied Silith, pulling the upper part of her green bodysuit down her right arm and over her manicured fingernails. “We’ve been doing research on some of your strange hyu-man phrases so that we can get to know you better.”

“Oh,” said Lizzie, nonplussed. She turned to the alien, re-evaluating her feelings. “I’ve been a stick in the mud, haven’t I? I’ve been isolating myself from all of you, instead of trying to build a community.”

Silith looked confused. “I guess I still don’t know enough of your hyu-man phrases,” she groaned, looking dismayed. “I spent so much time learning them, too!”

Her brow furrowed. “Some of them didn’t make any sense, though. Why are two stones in the bush better than one?”

Lizzie burst out into a peal of laughter, pressing a hand to her forehead as tears streamed down her face. “I just… can’t, oh damn, that’s too good.”

Silith’s ears folded over in dismay, making Lizzie want to pat her head so badly. Heck, why not? They were all trying to grow closer together.

She lifted her free hand and set it on top of Silith’s head, giving her short hair a little rub with her thumb. The alien’s eyes lifted upwards and her ears tilted at a jaunty angle, making her look even more like a puppy.

“You’re so cute!” Lizzie exclaimed, running her hand up and over her head.

Silith shook, purring like a small animal. It made her want to keep touching the alien, stroking her hair as though she was a pet.

Rillie pulled the bodysuit over her hips, giving her ass a little smack. “Stop giving her all the attention,” the alien complained. “It’s not fair. We all want a piece of you.”

Lizzie stopped petting Silith, though her fingers itched as the humanoid cooed in pleasure. She was freaking adorable.

She glanced at Amanda, who was giving her a knowing gaze. “See? You miss out on a lot when you spend all of your time on your studies.”

Lizzie dipped her head, taking her point. It would do no good to feel ashamed now. All she could do was try to rectify the situation. “I get it. We should talk more, try to understand each other. Uh…” she said, grimacing as a belch escaped her lips. “I think my eggs are ready.”

A cramp seized her chest, and she doubled over as her krostnach pulled its tail end up into her body, the spherical plug dragging against her walls all the way up into her womb.

Silith held her up while Rillie finished removing her bodysuit. They set her gently on the bench as the pain began to come more regularly. Breathing hard, she made an experimental push, but the first egg was stubborn. It would take more than that to encourage it to come out.

This was no time to be churlish. Looking up at the aliens, she gulped. “I could use some help here,” she said, grimacing as another wave of pain flowed through her.

“Just lean back,” suggested Rillie, kneeling so that she got a closer look at the intricate ridges on the alien’s head. “That’s why we’re here. We’re going to pamper you until you feel better.”

She placed her hands on Lizzie’s thighs, prying them apart. “And then we’re going to give you your lifetime.” She paused, looking a little confused. “That is how the hyu-man saying goes, right?”

Lizzie shook her head, a giggle turning into a grunt of pain. “Close enough. Oh, that’s bad.”

Rillie knelt, her head dipping in. A warm tongue licked around the edge of her pussy lips, increasing her arousal further. She jerked and moaned, surprised at how quickly things had escalated.

Silith sat by her side, the way her mouth was set making her look vulpine. She was giving Lizzie a heated stare, her hands kneading Lizzie’s shoulder. “Touching my head was unfair,” she declared. “How did you know that triggered my submissive behavior?”

Lizzie shrugged. “What can I say? I’m a hyu-man, we can’t stop ourselves from petting cute things.”

“Well, it’s my turn now,” declared the alien, stroking her fingers up Lizzie’s hair tendrils until she was playing with the strands on her head. “It’s so pretty!” she exclaimed. “You have to let me style it.”

“Maybe later,” gasped Lizzie, her thighs clenching at the dual assault of Rillie’s talented tongue and the feeling of a huge egg entering her birth canal. “It’s starting,” she warned the alien, sweat beading her brow.

Silith stopped stroking her hair. “I better hurry up, then!” she announced, slumping forward. Her soft lips slipped over the top of Lizzie’s nipple, her tongue darting out to spear the tip.

The end of the alien’s tongue was not perfectly round like a human’s. Instead, it tilted inwards, forming a small concavity where her nipple gently rested. This allowed Silith to suck and lick her without having to stroke around in circles, greatly enhancing the sensation.

She trembled under the assault, overwhelmed. She was tremendously aroused, but the pleasure was fading in the face of the pain that seemed to keep growing. This was the part she dreaded the most, because it made her start to worry whether there was something wrong with her body.

It didn’t take long for the krostnach to respond, however, injecting her with a flow of chemicals that took the sharp edge off the terrible cramps. With the pain dealt with, she settled into a new frame of mind, getting ready for the next wave of pain so that she could push.

Rillie pulled her head back as Lizzie grunted hard, her pelvic muscles pulsing as the large egg dropped further down. This only caused the alien to re-evaluate what she was doing, however, and soon she returned, stroking a finger tip over Lizzie’s clit and tickling her skin with her fingernails.

Damn, she really knew what she was doing. Her mind drifted, skirting away from the immediacy of the egg laying. This was no time to get distracted, however, as her first egg was beginning to breach the opening of her vagina, pushing aside her inner lips.

Gritting her teeth, she gave it a good push, and it slid free, hitting the floor with a thump. The inflated fabric cushioned the blow, the greenish, speckled egg rolling away, out of view.

That didn’t really matter–there was another one coming, and she was sure the egg would be safe. The Collector was keeping close tabs on them these days, and every one of them had to be accounted for to make sure that none were removed from the Collection.

Here came the second egg. She had forgotten how painful it had been during the last birthing, or she might have begged the Collector to take away her krostnach again.

Fortunately, the endorphins were starting to take a firm hold over her, twisting the way she perceived the pain. Oh, yes. This was what she had been waiting for.

It was all starting to come back to her. The krostnach hid this from her after every birthing–the initial pain, then the absolute ecstasy she experienced afterwards.

It was on purpose. If all she remembered was the pain, she would think about it nonstop during the run up to another birthing. If the pleasure was all that remained, she’d never want to do anything else.

She’d like to study this adaptive mechanism further, but she probably wouldn’t remember after the eggs were all out. Relaxing into the pleasure seemed like a much better option. Too much thinking, not enough being.

Sighing, she rubbed Silith’s back, enjoying the feeling of the alien’s lips on her distended nipple. Silith clutched at her flesh, rubbing and teasing her other breast. She knew exactly what she was doing. Who knew how many birthings the alien had attended?

It occurred to her that she didn’t know how long the aliens had been here before she had arrived. She didn’t really know when she had been kidnapped away to this place, either. Time didn’t seem to have as much meaning when you were at the mercy of others.

One egg popped out, then another. Her belly was deflating rapidly. There couldn’t be many left. Mercifully, she didn’t tend to produce large clutches.

She squeezed hard, but the next one didn’t want to come. That wasn’t too unusual, she’d just need a little assistance. Staring at Rillie, she pursed her lips. “I need you,” she said harshly, imbuing her words with the overwhelming lust she was currently feeling.

She didn’t need to tell the alien twice. Rillie moved forward, sticking her tongue all the way into her pussy. The bumpy surface was a little surprising, but welcome nonetheless. What amazed her more was just how long it was, stretching out the length of a man’s penis.


The alien doubtless had other hidden talents, too, but she had been too wrapped up in her relationship with Amanda to entertain the idea. Her krostnach knew, though, and it approved of her indulging her baser instincts.

There just wasn’t any advantage in resisting at this point. Her eggs were coming, and Rillie was helping.

The alien twisted her head left and right, sucking at the mouth of her vagina. The extra pressure was just enough.

Her hips bucked as the egg shot down her canal, meeting the alien’s lips as her eyes sparkled. She puckered her lips as she moved back, teasing her tunnel all the while, keeping the egg from dropping out completely.

This slowed its progress to a crawl, keeping her on the sizzling edge of arousal. No more. This was it.

Silith’s tongue kept working at her nipple as her body went rigid, her muscles spasming with joy. The alien knew what was happening, and she increased her efforts, sucking and squeezing as much as she could.

Her eagerness was rewarded with a sudden jolt, pressure releasing from Lizzie’s tits. This wasn’t something she had expected, and she was very surprised to find that a generous trickle of milk was being expressed from her areolae.

Silith was firmly latched on, cleaning up the milk from her other breast, but this one remained bare, showing off the gushing stream her body had decided to produce. Excitement washed through her body as she realized what had just happened.

Somehow, the krostnach had released a hormone which had told her body that she was pregnant, and she was now responding in kind. What a strange situation to be in! The krostnach’s offspring certainly had no need for her milk, so it all seemed rather pointless.

She received her answer when Rillie abandoned her pussy, letting the egg fall out in favor of moving up to her free breast. Soon, she had two aliens suckling from her prodigious boobs. The krostnach had surely turned her into its broodmother, and now she was feeding the others with her largess.

She cooed with soft pleasure, relaxing back as she allowed them to continue sucking and pulling at her teats. It was easy to imagine that she was a farm animal relaxing after coitus, her offspring drinking their fill.

The fantasy was somehow fulfilling, more so than worrying about her eggs. The two aliens didn’t need the nutrition her body was producing, but it felt so good to feed them, she just didn’t care.

Her breasts bobbed and weaved as they were tugged on, spraying the two alien’s mouths. They drank down every last drop, licking the tips of her nipples as they cleaned up the remainder. Silith gave her nipple a little kiss before settling down on her ass, cleaning her hands with her tongue.

It was such fox-like behavior that Lizzie had to stop herself from exclaiming ‘cute’ once again. The other alien was much less cute, but she looked well satisfied with herself.

Lizzie wheezed, blinking as she worked to regain control. She looked up at Amanda, a little surprised to find that her lover was in the same situation. Face red and legs spread, she had just finished her birthing as well.

As they stared at each other, a flush of heat darted through her loins. This was the aftereffect of the birthing, coming to take over her mind once more. If she didn’t mate with her lover after all that, she might just go mad.

Her fixation on Amanda was interrupted by a splashing in the water. Soon, a reddish hand flopped over the top, followed by the whipcord body of Alyth, her biceps bulging as she tossed a bucket over the side. Her tusks and horns were just as prominent as ever, but she looked strangely demur, wearing not a stitch of clothing.

A set of blue hands pulled a second nude body over the side, this time stunning all of them. “You!” hissed Lizzie, frozen in her seat.


Chapter Ten

Malia’s head tails twitched over her shoulders like dead worms, but her face was as haughty as ever. “Yes, me,” she said wryly, stiffening her back.

This attempt to look regal fell flat, as she was clearly uncomfortable. Like Alyth, her body was nude, a bulge in her belly showing off the krostnach implanted inside. This similarity should have brought them closer together, but Lizzie couldn’t help but shiver at the woman’s presence. The alien had tried to enslave them all. What the hell was she doing here?

Malia took a seat, her back stiff against the far wall as she eyed them. “I see you’ve finished your birthing,” she remarked, taking in the multicolored collection of eggs strewn across the floor.

Lizzie shook her head. “No, we’re not doing it this way. We’re not going to sit here and try to be pleasant to each other this soon after we tried to destroy each other. Let’s get straight to the point–why are you still alive?”

Malia looked up at the blue ceiling, her mouth slanting into a strange grin. “The power to destroy is just as potent as the power to create, and takes less than half the effort. I fell into the trap of believing that I needed to destroy my sister to get ahead, but she’s shown me that wasn’t necessary.”

She stopped talking for a moment, tilting her head back down to stare at Lizzie with resolve. “Her krostnach has released me from my bondage. I was a slave to my desires, and now that I am her slave, I can see the truth more clearly. I never really wanted the money, or to be in charge. I just wanted the power to be in control of my life, for once.”

Lizzie was silent, sizing up the alien as her mind whirred. “It’s a redemption play,” she said finally. “The Collector is loath to destroy anything unique, and her sister certainly classifies as uncommon.”

She turned to Amanda. “We can’t trust her.”

Amanda set her hands on her knees, nodding slowly. “Of course not, but we don’t have to. She’s wearing the Collector’s collar, and her leash. If the Collector thinks that this is a good idea, who are we to disagree? I say that we should give her a chance to prove herself.”

Lizzie frowned, but she didn’t want to disagree with her lover in public. She’d have to list out the reasons this was a terrible idea another time. For now, she was willing to humor her. Besides, she didn’t want to rule out the idea that this might actually be genuine. For now.

She turned back to the alien, her brow furrowed. “Fine, but I’m going to watch every move you make. The Collector will be the first to know if you step out of line.”

The alien tilted her head, the crooked smile becoming even more pronounced. “I have to prove myself to a… hyu-man? What an interesting idea.”

She snapped her fingers, and Alyth hefted the blue bucket she had brought with her. Lizzie, still breathing hard from her birthing, wasn’t connecting the dots. “What’s in there?” she asked, flexing her toes against the floor.

Alyth tilted the bucket over so that they could get a good look inside. A concerted gasp came from all of the aliens, and Lizzie gaped. At the bottom, coiled in a circle, was a quiescent krostnach, its bulbous red tail glowing dimly.

“What? How?” asked Lizzie, her mouth dry.

“I was given special dispensation, so I can show you a trick,” grinned Malia, a gleam in her eyes. “These little monsters are more special than you might have guessed. They are quite… helpful when given the proper stimuli.”

Lizzie wiggled her butt, discomforted as the bulging end of her krostnach began to push itself back into her tunnel. It was pulsing as it moved, making her increasingly aroused. Irritated at Malia, she leaned forward. She wanted the alien to get to the point so that she could give in to the pleasure and allow the krostnach to do its job.

“Okay, so what is it?” she asked curtly. “It’s just another krostnach, and all of us are already infested.” She gestured out towards the sandy beach surrounding the pool. “Unless you have another poor alien sitting out there somewhere, I can’t figure out what you’re going to do with it.”

“Of course not,” replied Malia, a hint of superiority in her voice. “Those who are narrow minded never perform the experiments that unlock real progress.”

She thrust her hand into the bucket, seizing the krostnach by its neck and pulling it out. The length of its body rattled against the sides, but it didn’t appear to be hurt, its beady eyes shimmering as its mouth parts swung open.

This close up view of its tiny teeth made Lizzie shudder. She knew these were what her krostnach had used to attach itself to her body, and she loved some of the changes the creature had made, but she didn’t want to know what the process looked like at this level. She could already imagine the creature slamming its head into the soft part of her womb, embedding itself inside her body. Ugh.

“There isn’t much you can do with this end,” announced Malia. “Once the krostnach buries its head inside you, it’s not meant to come back out. The eyes and teeth atrophy as your body heals itself, growing around it until it is permanently attached. As the creature changes further, its legs disappear as well, leaving behind a smooth, rounded body with multiple segments.”

She tapped her fingers down the krostnach’s side, pointing at the tiny holes between each crease where the legs would extend. “Its skin secretes a slippery fluid that it uses to lubricate your pussy, allowing it to fuck you to its heart’s content.”

She grimaced. “It’s fortunate that it has some form of rudimentary link to our nervous systems, as it can tell when our bodies are ready for action. Otherwise, it might unintentionally injure us.”

She flipped the krostnach over, showing off the glowing orb on the tail end. “It’s a beautiful system, really. It’s no wonder they were hunted to extinction eons ago. They’re too much fun to have inside you, and once you’re implanted, you want to do nothing but birth more of their eggs.”

She squeezed the glowing bulb. “I already demonstrated the chemical link you can induce by using some of the krostnach’s essence,” she said, giving Lizzie an intense stare. “No doubt by now you have discovered that it’s not permanent. Not unless you feed it to your intended lover over an extended period of time.”

Lizzie let out a breath, relieved to know that the connection had been severed. She wasn’t feeling particularly attracted to the alien, but it was nice to know that nothing lingered.

“Now,” she said clinically, wrapping her hand under the spherical bulge. “If you tug at the base, you can get your krostnach to help you with masturbation.” She continued watching Lizzie with a knowing gaze. “I’m sure all of you know that already from self experimentation.”

Astra blushed, but Besta was stone faced. The Collector’s sister had guessed right.

“What you might not know is that your krostnach has a different mode.” She gripped the sphere tighter, twisting it hard enough to elicit a sharp cracking noise from the creature.

Lizzie thought that she had snapped the tail off, but the krostnach didn’t appear to be in distress. The glowing sphere was pulsing in a fast rhythm, the creature’s body wiggling with excitement.

Malia lowered the tail end to her mons and thrust it inside, shoving back the pulsating orb at the entrance to her pussy. She opened her mouth in pleasure and grunted, jamming the creature inside as far as it would go.

The head end of the krostnach writhed back and forth, a visible ridge running down its body as it flexed its outer skin like a snake. The roll of flesh pushed up and inside Malia, her expression changing to one of pure bliss.

Leaning back, she sighed as she began to work the creature in and out of her snatch. “Once you put a krostnach in this mode, it gives you more control,” she grunted. “You can’t remove one that’s attached to your body, of course, but you can use the length like a proper dick, or even use it like a double ended dildo. Here, let me demonstrate.”

She turned to Alyth, who was already reaching down to tug at her own krostnach. Her hand twisted, and the sharp cracking sound came from the creature, the glowing orb pulsing rapidly as the woman drew near to her lover. Malia stood, giving them all an amused smile as the krostnach with the red orb slipped out of her pussy, curling up on the floor.

Lizzie got a good view of the tip of Alyth’s krostnach dangling between the gap of Malia’s legs. The glowing red orb seemed almost malevolent, the flickering sphere squeezed between the alien’s thighs.

Malia closed her eyes as Alyth wrapped her arms around the alien, giving her a soft squeeze. It was gentle, almost motherly.

Lizzie was weirded out by their odd relationship, but she wasn’t going to allow that to distract her. “So, you can wield a krostnach like a dick,” she said bluntly. “How does that help if your pussy is already filled with one?”

Malia thrust her chest forward as Alyth began to massage her breasts, a trill of laughter escaping her belly. “You’re thinking too hard about this,” she hissed, biting her lower lip as her neck flushed. “Once she pushes into me, my own krostnach won’t get in the way. They want us to enjoy each other.”

Troubled, Lizzie sat back, uncomfortable with the display the alien was putting on. She felt like an awful voyeur, but Malia didn’t seem to be at all embarrassed. Bending over, she thrust her arms backward, taking Alyth’s hands with her multi jointed fingers as she looked at the floor.

Alyth’s face glowered as she lined up her hips, the glowing end of her krostnach lifting upwards, as if seeking her lover’s pussy. She blinked as the pulsing orb vanished, buried inside Malia as the alien thrust forward.

Malia grunted, tears streaming from her eyes as she expelled a long moan. “This is why a krostnach is so addictive,” she wheezed. “It’s vibrating in my tunnel, injecting me with its chemicals to increase my arousal. Oh, yes.”

Alyth was grunting too, her horns tilting as she pounded into her former mistress like a wild animal. Malia’s massive breasts bounced forward and back from the urgency of her thrusts, her blue skin flexing with each rocking motion. They continued like this for a full minute, the wet sound of their fucking filling the air.

Lizzie turned away, looking at the other aliens to see what they thought about this development. Astra seemed curious, but Besta had risen, looking at the curled up krostnach on the floor. Neither of them seemed too bothered by the hot sex happening right in front of them.

Grabbing the spare krostnach, Besta turned, holding it up like a trophy. The creature lay dormant, dangling from her hand. This alternate mode Malia had put the creature into seemed to turn off its natural instinct to seek out new aliens to infest.

Besta’s smile promised wicked things. “Do you want to try it?” she asked Astra, who was watching her with interest.

Astra gave Amanda an apologetic look. “It looks like our playtime is over, but you have someone just as eager waiting for you. You don’t need us.”

She stood, wiggling her hips in an exaggerated fashion as she approached the other alien, running her fingers seductively over Besta’s shoulder.

Besta lifted the krostnach, snapping it taut between her hands as if it was a whip. “Which side?” she asked, running her thumb into the creature’s mouth.

“Your choice,” said Astra coyly, pressing her breasts into Besta’s side.

The krostnach began to suck on Besta’s thumb, but there didn’t appear to be any intelligence behind the action. It was acting purely on instinct.

How much intelligence did a krostnach really have beyond its imperative to breed and spread? That still wasn’t very clear to Lizzie.

The way it multiplied seemed much like a virus. That being the case, once the infestations grew too large, surely they would die off naturally? It didn’t seem like the best way to propagate one’s species, especially when they were destroying their host’s fertility.

Her idle thoughts vanished as Besta leaned over and jammed the head end of the krostnach into Astra’s pussy, forcing the glowing green globe of her personal krostnach inside.

Astra’s legs shook as the body of the krostnach roiled inside her tunnel. Besta didn’t try to cram all of it in, however, curling it over once a good portion was inside.

She lifted one of her feet and set it on the seat, spreading her legs to expose her pussy, which was currently filled with a glowing orb of its own. She crammed the pulsing, red sphere against her green one, forcing them both up and in.

Moaning, she pushed them as far as she could, shaking at the sensations. Astra grabbed the end of the krostnach buried inside her, working it at the same time as Besta until both of them were groaning hot messes.

Astra got down onto the bench, pressing her left leg into the back of the seat, into the crease. From this position, she began to use the krostnach like a double ended dildo, gasping each time she pressed towards Besta. Besta did the same, until both of them were lost in the pleasure, cooing and touching themselves.

Again, Lizzie was uncomfortable. She just wasn’t used to such blatant displays! She didn’t really want to watch the other aliens having sex, anyway. There was only one person she wanted to be with.

And boy did she need some stimulation! She was always unbearably horny post birth, and watching the alien sex was making it even worse!

An odd thought sparked in her brain. Well, why shouldn’t she? The other aliens had been taking liberties with her!

Rillie and Silith were sitting next to her on either side, enjoying the show. If she was careful, she’d be able to accomplish her goal before either of them could react.

Giving Amanda a villainous grin, she moved her hands to either side, sliding them between both sets of alien thighs and underneath their privates, grasping the telltale globe of their krostnachs.

Mimicking the motion she had seen Malia make earlier, she set both of the alien’s creatures to their ‘alternate’ mode with sharp clicks, producing a hum of pleasure from both of them as they realized what she was doing.

Retrieving her hands, she patted their thighs. “There. Have fun with each other. I have someone I want to talk to.”

Rising, she hobbled towards Amanda, stopping to grimace at the feeling of pins and needles in her feet. “Aren’t you going to help me?”

Amanda hid a smile with her hand. “No, you seem to be doing quite well on your own.”

A surge of anger mixed with desire rose within her. Her lover was sitting there so passively. Did she want Lizzie to take control of the situation? Did she have the courage to do so?

Why did she care so much, anyway? Her lover had never rejected her advances before, so why was she nervous about this?

She was tired of being indecisive. It was time to be bold.

Straightening her body, she looked Amanda directly in the eyes as she reached down towards her own privates. “Keep laughing,” she said in a low voice, seizing the end of her krostnach. “I’m going to replace that mirth with a squeal.”

She gave the creature a sharp jerk, twisting it as hard as she could. The alien throbbed within her, its body extending outwards. She kept a lid on her own pleasure, but it was difficult, as the creature was rubbing her insides in such a delicious way. Once she rammed it into her lover, it was only going to get even better.

With the other aliens occupied, there was nothing to stop her. She was going to satisfy her overbearing lust, by any means necessary.

Resting her thumb behind her krostnach’s glowing green orb, she gave it an experimental tug. The way it dragged at her insides was almost too much for her to bear. Once she buried this in her lover’s snatch–all bets were off. There was no way she’d be able to hold herself back.

Amanda didn’t seem all that concerned, raising her shoulders and bracing them against the lip of the seat back, exposing her breasts. Lizzie stopped her advance when she saw this, her hands trembling as desire rolled off her in waves.

“You’re okay with this?” she asked, suddenly uncertain.

A dirty grin appeared on Amanda’s face. “You think too much,” she said, lurching forward to grab the jutting end of Lizzie’s krostnach.

Lizzie’s eyes unfocused as Amanda played with the tip, sliding it in and out of her like an accordion. “Oh,” she blurted, her eyes tearing up. “If you do too much more of that, I might lose my concentration.”

“That’s exactly the plan,” murmured Amanda, dropping to her knees.

She took the end of the krostnach into her mouth, sliding the tip all the way in until the glowing green orb sat against her teeth. She closed her jaw, giving it an experimental suck.

Frowning, she let go, sitting back. “That didn’t work quite as well as I had imagined,” she admitted. “It’s warm, but not as soft as I had expected, and there isn’t very much give to it. It’s more like a crustacean’s exoskeleton.”

Lizzie made a frustrated noise. “It might not be that pleasant from your end, but it caused all kinds of fun inside me. Damn, we’re going to have to experiment some more with that idea.”

Amanda turned her head up, grinning. “Is that so?” she asked, coy.

Her head darted back in, seizing the tip of her krostnach’s tail. At the same time, she wrapped her hands around the shaft, pulling on it as if it was a rope.

Her eyes bulged as her krostnach’s body spooled farther out. “How… long is it?” she gasped, her tunnel tingling with excitement.

Suddenly, a rush of endorphins flooded her brain, her vision whiting out. The krostnach was writhing in her pussy, jumping in Amanda’s mouth like a rattlesnake. What had just happened? She didn’t understand.

Opening her mouth, she breathed out, trying to find equilibrium, but there was none to be had. A pulsating green glow was visible inside her stomach, pumping in time to the beat of her heart. With every pulse, a tingle of pleasure slid up her spine, splitting off and racing towards the top of her head.

It wasn’t putting her on edge. She simply felt as though a warmth had taken hold of her body, one she wanted to hold onto forever.

She grinned, studying the gap between Amanda’s breasts. She would be touching them soon. Playing with them. They would be hers. All hers.

This dominant desire was surprising and a little alarming to her. Sure, she was usually the one to take the lead in their relationship, but the desire to control her lover came a little out of left field. The urge was only growing stronger, however, and she knew exactly what she needed to do to satisfy it.

This wasn’t like her. Something was wrong. She made a small noise and Amanda stopped what she was doing, letting the tip of the krostnach fall from her lips. “What’s wrong?” she asked, then gasped. “Your eyes! They’re glowing!”

Lizzie touched her face, but of course that was useless. She would need a mirror to figure out what was going on, and she didn’t think she could wait that long. “I want you,” she whispered, seizing Amanda by the shoulders. “I need you, and I’m terrified that I’m going to scare you away with how strong these emotions are.”

Amanda’s smile grew as she stood, trapping her breasts between them as she squeezed against Lizzie’s body. “I can see the desire that’s taken hold of you, and I’m not afraid of it. Show me what you’re made of.”

Sliding her arms behind Lizzie’s back, she pushed their chests together as she gave her a bear hug. “You’re fully erect, right? Don’t you want to stick it in me?” she hissed, running her hands down to Lizzie’s ass to give her cheeks a rough squeeze. “Don’t you just want all of me?”

“You don’t know what you’re asking for,” said Lizzie, feeling a little subdued.

The reality of the situation was beginning to hit her–she was not entirely in control, and if she indulged, she didn’t know whether she would have less control the next time.

If the krostnach could do this to her every time she engaged with Amanda, her self control would be chipped away, bit by bit. Eventually, she’d do whatever it wanted, without even considering that the desires weren’t her own.

She didn’t want to lose herself in its power, but she couldn’t see another way out. She was stuck.

Yet, she didn’t want to let this moment slip away. She wanted to experience everything the krostnach had to offer. She had to figure out a way to live with it.

She squeezed her hands into fists, her arms jutting out like awkward sticks. She needed something or someone to break this impasse, and Amanda’s hug was only making it worse.

Suddenly, another alien was there, inserting herself between the two of them. “Are all hyu-mans as foolish as you?” asked Malia, a curious expression on her face.

She was insufferably self assured, as usual, looking like she was in charge even with the Collector’s collar securely fastened about her neck. Her usual golden ornamentation enhanced the look, arousing Lizzie’s jealousy. Who was she to interfere in their relationship?

“Could you please go away?” she asked forcefully, her face burning with humiliation. “This is none of your business.”

“If I do as you request, you will regret it,” replied the alien, folding her arms under her jutting breasts. Her smug expression oozed arrogance.

Amanda touched Lizzie’s shoulder. “You know what? I want to hear what she has to say. If we’re always offended by her presence, we’ll get nothing out of this.”

Always the diplomat. Well, in this case, talking it out was probably the better option. With the hormones being pumped into her body by the krostnach, she was barely retaining control of herself.

Recognizing this fact, she grimaced, wrapping an arm around Amanda’s back. This was a compromise, allowing her to touch her lover and grasp her possessively at the same time.

Her aggression receded, allowing her to calm down. Yes, she would follow what Amanda said, and then she would fuck her, taking her like the slutty possession she was.

That this thought no longer alarmed her was troubling in and of itself. She squeezed Amanda’s side, staring at the alien.  “Okay, then. What do you know that we don’t?”

Malia scooted her arms upward, emphasizing the size of her breasts. “It doesn’t take a genius to see that you’re extremely uncomfortable. How are you feeling now?”

“Horny,” replied Lizzie bluntly. “Angry, possessive. Dominant.”

The alien nodded with understanding. “That’s because you’re in conflict with your krostnach. It wants to dominate. You want to dominate. As a result, you mistakenly believe that it wants to dominate you.”

Lizzie barked out a laugh. “Now I’m being psychoanalyzed by an alien. What makes you think that you could possibly understand how I’m feeling?”

“Because it was exactly the same for me,” replied Malia, her face serious. “Messing around with your krostnach is no joke. You need to know how to handle it, or it will handle you.”

Amanda rubbed her belly. “I think you should listen to her,” she said, her voice calm. “You’re not acting like yourself.”

She was right, damnit!

Lizzie pressed a hand to her forehead, struggling to suppress an unexpected rage. “I know, I know. I just can’t seem to control it, though. I feel like I’m fighting myself.”

“That’s because you haven’t accepted that this is a part of you,” declared Malia. “If, instead of trying to push back against its desires, you embrace them as yours, suddenly it will start working with you, instead of against you.”

Ah. Well. That was easier said than done. She hated being introspective.

She had to deal with this now, though, before it got worse. Sighing, she tried to separate out where the source of her different desires were coming from. What was her, and what was it?

She spent a few fruitless moments, finally throwing up her hands in frustration. “I just can’t seem to figure out what I want! Am I the one who’s angry, or is it the creature?”

“That’s entirely my point,” said Malia, unmoved. “You shouldn’t have to differentiate the two. The creature is you. You are the creature. You must accept what it has done to you. Everything it wants is now what you want.”

“Oh.” That put a rather different complexion on things.

Sheepish, she looked away from the alien. “You’re saying I have to learn to accept myself.”

Amanda patted her on the back. “I know you’ve never been able to do that before, but why don’t you give it another try. For me.”

Yes. She was worth it.

Turning inside, she examined her emotions again. She wanted to dominate Amanda. To hold her down, and violate her with the krostnach until she squealed like a pig.

Was that really such a bad thing? Why was she so worried about losing herself?

She needed to accept that this was who she was now. The krostnach might have caused her to feel this way, but it was her choice to bring these desires to fruition. If she chose, then there should be no danger of the creature gaining control over her mind.

She nodded, muttering to herself. “Okay. Okay. This is me now. This is who I am.”

She lifted her head, spearing Malia with a sharp look. “You are certain that taking control in this way will prevent me… from becoming the krostnach’s slave?”

“Do I look like a slave?” chuckled Malia.

“Yes,” hissed Lizzie. “Just as much as I am.”

Malia made a small moue as she touched the collar at her neck absentmindedly. “I guess I didn’t really consider my wording, did I?”

She shook her head. “That’s not what I meant. I am in control of my krostnach, not the other way around. I learned these lessons the hard way, by experimenting with Alyth.” She paused, crinkling her lips. “That’s why we became so close.”

A red hand appeared on her shoulder, followed by Alyth’s tusks peeking around from the rear, a toothy grin lighting up her face. “We haven’t finished yet, Mistress,” lisped the alien.

Lizzie was surprised to see the familiarity with which the alien treated her former mistress, but understanding soon blossomed. This alien liked being treated like a slut.

A new heat blossomed within her. Could she… have the same dynamic with Amanda? Her friend had shown submissive tendencies in the past, but never with Lizzie.

She turned to her lover, intending on asking her what she wanted to do, but Amanda was occupied, staring at Alyth, an unreadable expression on her face. When she noticed Lizzie watching, determination welled up in her eyes.

“I want you to treat me like her,” she announced, straightening her shoulders. “Dominate me. Make me yours.”

Lizzie worried that she was only saying this due to the influence of her krostnach, but it seemed genuine. Why was she always searching for hidden motives? Did it really even matter?

As Malia had said, the krostnach was a part of her now, and the resulting feelings it was generating within her belonged to her, too. It was the same with Amanda, and she shouldn’t discount what her friend was telling her.

As these ideas firmed up in her mind, she realized what she wanted to do next. A devilish grin spread over her face. Reaching down, she grasped the end of the krostnach firmly in her fist, pressing her thumb into the glowing, green orb.

The krostnach jumped, its body swelling inside her. It was ready for this, as much as she was.

“Well, then,” she hissed, her arousal rising in anticipation. “Let’s do this.”

Malia was suddenly behind her, a whisper of air in her ears. “That’s right, be the dominant bitch you’ve always desired to be. Order her to spread her legs and expose her wet pussy. Break her upon your krostnach and force her to be yours.”

She didn’t need more encouragement, but she wanted to do this in her own way.

“Turn around,” she barked. “Climb onto the seat and lean over the side.”

Amanda raised her eyebrows. “Yes, Mistress.”

Heat bloomed within Lizzie as her friend turned and did as she was told. Having this kind of control over another was addicting. She could definitely grow to like this kind of power.

She frowned. That was the exact trap Malia had fallen into. She would need to be careful to ensure she didn’t follow the same path. She needed to remember that, no matter how much power she might possess in the personal arena, it didn’t bleed over into her dealings with the Collector. She was still her slave.

Hierarchies within hierarchies! It was all too much to worry about for the moment. Right here, right now, she was in control. Amanda was hers.

Stepping up to the seat, she smacked Amanda’s right butt cheek, admiring her lover’s flesh as it wobbled from the impact. Giving it a little rub, she grasped a portion of her flesh and squeezed, hard.

“You’re nicely endowed down there,” she remarked, running her fingers up and over the large expanse. “Large butts are so sexy.”

Amanda giggled, tilting her hips back and forth. “Stop it, you’re making me blush.”

The sexy movements were too much for her. Her feet stepped forward, as if on autopilot, the krostnach’s tail twitching upwards. Yes, she was going to do this. She was going to take her lover, and pound her until she submitted, utterly.

She grabbed Amanda’s thighs, giving them an assertive tug. “Spread em,” she ordered, bringing up the twitching end of her krostnach into position.

Amanda shuffled her knees against the seat, pulling them apart. She grunted as she leaned over, pressing her huge breasts over the lip of the seat, staring off at the water.

Lizzie rubbed her fingers around the edges of her lover’s swollen pussy, admiring the gentle purple pulsing of the krostnach’s orb. Touching the surface, she gave it a little shove, smiling as Amanda’s muscled back rippled in response, her head lifting up as a moan escaped her lips.

“Please, don’t tease me,” she groaned, clenching her hands over the railing. “I don’t think I can stand it.”

“Who is in charge here?” Lizzie asked, giving her a chiding smack on the ass. “Calm down, and let me have this. I know what to do.”

Amanda made a rude noise, but she subsided, splaying her legs wide to expose her wet pussy further, juices leaking out from around the krostnach’s knob.

This was it. If she took this step, she would be the dominant one in this relationship.

“Do it!” hissed Malia. “Take what you want. Seize what she’s freely giving. You both want this. There’s no need to delay!”

Still a little skeptical, she hesitated. Everything they had done together was culminating here with this–a very public fucking, with a very alien creature. Just a short time ago, this would have seemed unimaginable.

And on top of that, she was doing this on the recommendation of a villain who wouldn’t have batted an eye at turning them into broodmothers to breed an army of krostnachs. Unbelievable.

None of that changed what was in front of her. Amanda wanted her to do this.

In the end, that was all that really mattered.

She blinked, stepping forward and bracing herself against the seat as Amanda lowered her butt into position. Here it was. There were no more good excuses for delaying.

This was the fruition of all her desires. She was at peace with this decision. With herself.

Grasping Amanda’s ass, she touched the tip of her krostnach against the glowing purple globe. “Are you ready?” she asked, her voice husky.

“Do it,” whispered Amanda, trembling.

She pressed forward, the krostnach’s body rattling within her womb as it firmed up, its jutting length pushing the other krostnach inside Amanda’s pussy. The glowing purple orb disappeared, leaving only her flickering green one behind.

Soon, that was gone as well, buried inside Amanda. She wasn’t going to stop now, however. She wanted to see how much of the krostnach could fit inside her lover. Adjusting her feet, she moved her hands up Amanda’s sides, stroking her distended belly.

Amanda froze, hissing as the krostnach slid deeper, replacing the body of one krostnach with another. Lizzie leaned over, running her hands under Amanda’s swollen breasts, hefting them as she tweaked the nipples.

Resting her own breasts against Amanda’s back, she took her time with the first stroke, dragging the tips of her erect nipples against her lover’s skin. “Feel the length of my krostnach as I pull it out of you,” she whispered, stopping with her hips drawn back, straightening up. “Now, beg for it.”

Amanda grunted, breathing hard. Lizzie waited patiently for her mind to work, wondering idly whether or not the woman would actually submit.

Finally, she raised her head, twisting to look back at Lizzie. “Yes, Mistress,” she hissed, a smug smile on her face.

Lizzie gave her lover’s ass a good smack, rewarding her insolence with pain. “You’re enjoying this way too much. For that, I’m going to take it nice and slow.”

“Yes, Miss-tress,” replied Amanda, stretching out the words to make them sound even more cheeky.

Lizzie grunted, shoving herself back in, moving as slowly as she could. It didn’t look like she was going to get much obedience this time, but as she leaned into this role more strongly, she was sure she’d pick up some tools to make her lover act more submissive. Maybe Malia could give her some tips?

What an odd thought–taking lifestyle advice from a villain? Though, in their current dominant positions, they were more alike than different!

She would never tell the alien this, though. Her ego didn’t need to be stroked.

Besides, it wasn’t safe to trust her too much. Not until they understood her motives.

Ugh. Why couldn’t she focus? Her lover was right in front of her, being crammed full of her krostnach. She was dominating her slutty body like the slave she was. Her mind was far too scattered.

Determined, she grasped Amanda’s thighs, pushing her krostnach in as far as it would go. “I’ve changed my mind,” she said sharply. “I’m going to rail you like the little slut you are.”

She jerked her hips back quickly, then shoved back in, ignoring how the krostnach twitched in her snatch. It felt weird, but strangely good.

It was a tossup as to whether she was going to get more out of this than her lover. Some of that tied into her psychological state. She was dominating Amanda, just like she had fantasized. Together, they would reach new heights!

Suppressing a moan, she began to move quicker, jerking and thrusting as fast as she could go. Amanda’s pussy squelched as lubrication squeezed out around the length of the krostnach, making her thighs wet with her arousal.

“What a slutty mess that hyu-man is!” chuckled Malia. “Finish her off. Claim her. Make her yours.”

That’s right. Despite their allegiance to the Collector, none of that mattered here. She was the true Mistress in this relationship.

She squeezed Amanda’s ass. “Do as she says,” she said huskily. “Give it up. Moan out how much you want me. How much you want to do what I tell you. That is the only true pleasure you will receive from me.”

Amanda’s body rocked back and forth, her distended belly pressing against the seat back. “I love this Mistress, and I love you,” she groaned out. “Please, don’t stop. Do what Malia said. Finish me!”

Malia laughed. “That’s right, do as I say!” she exclaimed.

A strange noise came from behind Lizzie, and suddenly there was a second bare ass exposed against the seat back, next to Amanda. She slowed her thrusts, her mind trying to process this new addition to the equation.

“Ignore her remarks, she’s rather forgotten her place,” declared Alyth, her red eyes glowing with hunger. “Stay down, Mistress, and let me do my thing.”

For a brief moment, the alien’s shoulder’s remained stiff, hair tails twitching across her back. She soon gave up, slumping against the seat back as she slid her thighs apart. Tilting her head down, she peeked under her shoulder. “Who is the Mistress now, I wonder?” she asked, her eyes crinkling as Alyth pressed her krostnach into the alien’s exposed pussy.

Lizzie reached out and smacked Malia’s ass. “That would be the Collector, and you know it.”

Malia’s lips twitched. “I’m starting to regret teaching you how to be dominant.”

Lizzie smacked her again. “You’re going to regret a lot more than that if you don’t stop talking and let me finish.”

Malia grunted, but stopped talking, a strange expression on her face as Alyth began to thrust into her harder. She hid her head, moaning as the alien began to pick up the pace, her body vibrating from the force of the fucking.

A sense of satisfaction lit up Lizzie’s belly. That’s right. She should shut up when being dominated by her so-called slave.

She glanced at Alyth, gauging her lust. The alien’s eyes were cloudy, focused single mindedly on forcing herself into her former mistress. So much for the dominance of Malia. Right now, it was worth about as much as a wadded up piece of paper.

Amanda made a noise in protest, and she refocused on her own slave. That’s right. She needed to make sure she finished out this little game, to show the other aliens what she was made of.

She was starting to get a little tired, but her libido was roused. She could finish this strong, and secure a win over both the alien and her lover.

She began to push again, slowing back to a crawl when another alien joined the seat on her left, flexing her legs to show off her green butt. Another alien moved in, her glowing krostnach trembling in the air, ready to be inserted.

A hand briefly touched her shoulder. “You helped to show us the way,” murmured Astra. “Maybe sometime we’ll trade sides and you can see what it feels like from the other end.”

She stepped forward, nudging Besta’s ass with her krostnach. “Pitch it up!” she ordered. “No slacking!”

Besta grunted, her breasts flopping forward as she tilted upwards, waiting patiently as Astra rammed her krostnach home, the length slipping into the alien with ease. The two of them bounced against each other, obviously comfortable performing such acts.

Amanda made an irritated groan, protesting Lizzie’s inattention. She wasn’t going to apologize to her lover, however. This was all new to her–what did she expect?

“Don’t worry, slave, you’ll get what’s coming to you soon enough,” she promised, restarting her thrusting.

It was a raw mechanical action that seemed almost ridiculous. These weren’t real penises, and they weren’t really breeding. This was only being made arousing by the krostnachs in their wombs.

That was all well and good to say intellectually, but her body was literally on fire. The krostnachs wanted this, so they wanted it too. It was as simple as that.

She was thinking too much, as she so often did. The only way to stop that was action.

Fortunately, the krostnach in her vagina was beginning to respond to the stimulation, moving minute amounts with each thrust to enhance the pleasure she was receiving. It wanted her to feel good.

She was grateful for this assistance, even though she knew it was yet another way the alien being had integrated itself with her body.

No, that was the wrong way to think of it. They were together. They were one. She was done thinking of the creature as a separate entity.

Grunting, she gasped as her pleasure ticked up another notch. She was well on her way towards an orgasm, and the other aliens were adding to the ambience with their fucking. All three of them, pumping out of time with each other, making their submissive partners groan and writhe with pleasure.

She was finally settling into a groove when Rillie and Silith appeared next to her, watching with curiosity and envy. She grunted with displeasure. “What do you two want?” she asked, continuing her thrusting motions to keep Amanda occupied.

“Pardon us,” Silith asked cutely, her ears fluttering. “Would you mind if we… serviced you?”

She looked like she was ready to be told off, her hands curling over like paws. Rillie didn’t seem all that confident, either, unable to find any words.

“Fine,” exclaimed Lizzie with exasperation, throwing up her arms. “You might as well, everyone else is joining this orgy.”

Silith giggled, setting her hands delicately on Lizzie’s back. “Don’t worry, we won’t bother you much. We just want to taste your arousal.”

Before LIzzie could ask what she meant by that, the alien had leaned over, placing her lips squarely on top of Lizzie’s left nipple, nibbling at the tip.

She opened her mouth and hissed, her fingers trembling against Amanda’s ass as Rillie joined Silith on the other side. There was very little room to maneuver, but it didn’t matter, as both of them were terribly eager.

Nobody could withstand this combined assault for long. Heat exploded from her body, her nerves on edge.

As the pleasure peaked, her hair squirmed above her head, rising upwards to defy the artificial gravity. Amanda’s did the same, curling around and behind the back of her head as it shot towards Lizzie.

The strands rolled over the wiggling ends, embracing each other as they intertwined before her eyes. Obvious evidence of the connection between the two of them.

It looked odd, but somehow, she needed this.

As the strands pulled taut, her mind began to wander again, but she was soon pulled up short as her krostnach roiled in her belly. It was preparing, but for what?

A big ball of something was moving down the length of the krostnach’s body, and it definitely wasn’t an egg. Not this soon after giving birth.

She didn’t understand this. The tail of the krostnach didn’t have an opening at the end, so she couldn’t understand where it could possibly be headed!

Whatever was happening, it was going to finish soon. The bulbous section was moving rapidly down the creature’s body, bulging her inner lips open as it was expelled from her vagina. Running down the remaining length, it pushed towards Amanda quicker than she could react.

Amanda groaned, her pussy flexing around the girth of the bulge as it disappeared inside, rushing up towards her womb. She stopped moving, crying out as she trembled in ecstasy. She had clearly been seized by a massive orgasm, trembling as she lifted her head up towards the sky.

Lizzie stopped shoving into her, disturbed by what had just happened. She was more concerned about her lover than the fact that she had just missed out on an amazing orgasm of her own.

“That felt amazing!” gasped Amanda, turning to give her a wild look as their hair began to untangle. “What the hell was that?”

“I don’t know,” replied Lizzie, mystified.

She wrapped her hands over the shoulders of Rillie and Silith, who were still sucking on her breasts. “That’s enough, girls, I want to find out what my krostnach just did.”

She took a step back, sliding the thick end of the krostnach out of Amanda’s snatch so that she could examine the bulbous end. It was glowing, a solid green color, but it was somehow duller than before, covered with a sheen of greenish fluid.

Lifting up the tip, she ran her finger over the sphere to gather some of the liquid, lifting it to her nose. It smelled somewhat like peppermint.

A warm feeling blossomed in her belly as Amanda turned around and braced a hand against her cheek, shooting Lizzie an adoring expression. “Why did you stop?” she asked, fluttering her fingers over her pussy. “Didn’t I say that I love you?”

“It’s not that,” responded Lizzie. “I… uhh, think I’ve just bound myself to you.”

Malia twisted her head. “What did you expect?” she groaned, sweat beading her brow. “She just asked you to dominate her. Now she’s your slave, for real. What’s the problem with that?”

The alien was making way too much sense. Even if they were now bound, and even if that meant that Amanda would be unable to disobey her… the only difference was that she now had real, tangible power over her lover. That would only be a problem if she decided to abuse her position.

She clamped her lips together. “I am going to rely upon all of you to keep me honest. Please, tell me when I step over the line with you or… with her.”

She furrowed her brow as Amanda giggled, pressing a finger between her lips as she gave Lizzie a sultry gaze. “When are you going to stop being so serious?” she asked, shaking her chest to emphasize her pouting breasts.

“Seriously,” said Rillie, shaking her head. “Stop being such a bottom feeding grub!”

Lust returned to her loins, her krostnach flexing in response. Everyone wanted this. Including her.

All of her reasons for resisting faded away, leaving her with only lust. Naked lust.

She stalked up to Amanda, pulling her to her feet. “Are you sure you want this?” she asked. “If we continue down this path, the roles we’ve chosen will only deepen.”

“Of course,” said Amanda calmly. “We have each other, and that’s all that matters. Who’s in control, and who isn’t? That just adds to the spice of life, but it doesn’t change who we are.”

“In that case,” hissed Lizzie, “I’m going to show you just how much I am in control here.”

Lizzie’s hair flew forward, wrapping around Amanda’s thighs and lifting her from the floor. The twitching end of her krostnach rose up, spearing Amanda’s pussy without mercy.

Lizzie grunted, moving Amanda up and down with her hair, squeezing her onto the blunt end of the krostnach with abandon. In turn, the krostnach wiggled within her own pussy like a demon unchained, driving her forward with urgent lust.

Within a few seconds, she was on fire again, her libido working overtime as she reached new heights. A few seconds more, and she could barely contain herself, watching Amanda wiggling on her krostnach like a hooked fish.

When the climax hit, the other aliens faded away, the soft face of her lover paramount in her mind. More of the krostnach’s juices rushed down its length, and she pumped them into her lover until she climaxed too, a chain reaction of love.

They were connected together with these creatures, forever and always.

The master and slave dichotomy was meaningless. Here she stood with her mate, in full control of her fate. That was all she had ever wanted.

She was free.


Author’s Notes

Being under the control of an alien entity can be extremely scary, especially if body horror is involved. This is especially so when the alien being has unknown motives.

This has formed the plot of many novels, such as War of the Worlds, and video games, such as the X-Com franchise. This fear of the unknown drives us towards discovery, and makes us reflect upon the mystery posed by our own existence.

So much about our universe is still unknown. One hopes that any alien life, if it exists, won’t be as interested in our reproduction as the krostnach are. Though, perhaps, that might be less terrifying than the other possibilities.
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