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Introduction

Escape from Arcadia Station: Curt Cutlass and the Ultimate Ugly Bastard was one of my favorite books released in the past couple years. The high-flying space adventure and the sleazy underworld of smuggling and bounty hunting made for some great, fun, but still very kinky erotica. It was inspired by a Patron with an amazing cover by AJ DinoRokski.

When I suggested a sequel to the Patron, they agreed Curt Cutlass should come back, but they wanted to broaden the story with a new adventure and new characters. I don’t remember which of us came up with the idea of making a sci-fi squadron of aces sort of parody with hot pilot babes and lusty aliens, but it developed quickly into Angel Squadron.

With lots of intense space action, lust with aliens, a new cover by AJ, and even romance, I think it will satisfy fans of Arcadia Station will introducing some new elements and new ideas. This one has more of a lesbian angle to it with the mostly female pilots, although there are plenty of alien cocks to satisfy the girls as well.

If you’re waiting for the Slippery Pig to fly back into action, you might have a while to wait since it takes many months to write one of these collections.

In the meantime, I hope you enjoy the action of Aura and Angel Squadron!

XOXOXO

Amanda Clover

2025
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The Last Patrol

JENORA SYSTEM

OUTER RIM

“This is Angel Leader to Liberty Base. We’re going to be out of communications in the nebula while we check on that ship.”

“Copy that Angel Leader, good hunting and fly safe.” The reply was already dissolving into static as the beaked nose of the fighter hit the chop of the nebula cloud.

Aura Octavian’s cold green eyes narrowed as she banked her swept wing starfighter through the cerulean nebula. Her fighter’s quad thrusters formed vortices in the nebula gas and left a trail in the fighter’s wake. This was quickly erased by the constant flow of gas pluming from the blue supergiant being cooked by its ugly red star.

“This is Angel Leader to Angel Two,” said Aura. “Anything on the short-range sensors?”

“SKRONK! Nothing but your fine tail Angel One,” replied her wingman, banking his own fighter through the nebula on a parallel course. “That ship we spotted for a second must have jumped out of the system. Might’ve even been a SKRRRRRONK sensor artifact.”

“That was no artifact,” said Aura. “It had a shape. It looked like some sort of bulk hauler. If it had jumped there would be hyperspace residue detectable, even in this nebula.”

“Why would a ship like that even be this far out on the galactic rim?” asked Deggster Hoggens.

Aura could think of a few reasons, from smuggling and piracy to mercenary scouting for the Xorthian Empire. Ships just didn’t accidentally end up in a system like Jenora. It was too far out of the way and too difficult to navigate with the red giant star slowly eating all the planets in its orbit.

“I don’t know, Hoggens, but we need to find it. We’re not going back to base until we do.”

“Past shift change,” muttered Hoggens. The Porcian pilot wasn’t the most diligent or intelligent pilot in the Free Stars Alliance, but he was wizard behind the stick and always had Aura’s back.

They took three more passes through the nebula field and Aura was about to call it and head back to base when she spotted the return on her sensors again.

“There it is! Close! Moving behind that moon! Angel Two, on me!” She hit her pursuit thrusters and was pressed back into her gravity seat by the force of the acceleration.

The two starfighters followed the shape of the bulk hauler trying to hide behind the moon. It was a heat-scored old wreck of a thing. Big, but slow and unarmed. The sort of barge of a ship that should never leave the core systems without a large escort. The fighters swooped past it close enough for Aura to get a good look. All the hauler’s armor shutters were closed and there wasn’t a single marking or running light.

“Unidentified bulk hauler,” commed Aura. “This is system patrol. State your identification and your purpose for being in this system.” She repeated the hail three times. When she didn’t receive a response, she warned, “Prepare to be boarded for inspection.”

“Ugh, really?” Hoggens groaned.

“Shut it, Angel Two,” snapped Aura, angling her fighter to approach one of the hauler’s obvious outer airlocks. “Follow me in.”

Once her ship was magnetized to the hull of the hauler, Aura cycled open the docking hatch on the underside of her fighter and climbed through into the ship. She landed harder than expected under full planetary gravity. She pulled herself upright, weak after being in the zero-g cockpit for so long. She took off her helmet and shook out her long, sweat-damp, platinum blonde hair. She was human, one of the most plentiful races in the galactic melting pot, but rarer among the Free Stars Alliance.

Her FSA flight suit was padded for high-g maneuvers but still did little to conceal Aura’s shapely body. She was fit and tall for a human, but with ample breasts and wide hips that gave her a bit of a large backside. She was self-conscious about it, particularly in her tight flight suit, and had to put up with more than her share of lewd comments from her devoted wingman.

“Where is that hammy oaf?” she wondered aloud, shining her light up and down the dark passageway inside the hauler.

There was a booming thud one corridor over, followed by a squealing grunt of pain. Aura drew her neutrino pistol and hurried towards the sound. She discovered Hoggens, a pig-snouted Porcian barely able to squeeze into the largest size of flight suit, grappling with a pile of cargo netting he had landed atop when he entered through the nearest hatch.

“SKROONK! I’ve been attacked,” he cried, fighting to escape the nets.

“Come on, Hoggens, it’s nothing,” said Aura, yanking and untangling the cargo net from Hoggens and helping the panting, sweaty pig man to his feet. Hoggens, of course, used her assistance as an opportunity to grope the roundness of Aura bottom. He got a good squeeze and then she shoved him away. “Stay focused, you oinking pervert!”

“SKREEEONK!” he protested. “Alright! Fine!”

Hoggens snorted, unfolded his plasma blaster, and followed Aura down the hallway. There were lights up ahead visible through an open hatch. Aura drew it wider with one hand while keeping her neutrino pistol at the ready. The hatch swung wide and revealed the bridge of the hauler jam packed with blinking electronic equipment.

“What is all this?” murmured Aura, running her hands over a display screen. Familiar characters flashed on the screen and her stomach tightened with fear. “That’s Xorthian. They’ve rigged this old freighter full of computers.”

“What for? A spy ship of some kind?”

“Look,” said Aura, jabbing a finger at a display screen. It revealed a scan map of the system, highlights a red indicator where Liberty Base was located on the icy planetoid of Jenora VI. Numerous green indicators were scattered throughout the system. “It’s a drone control ship. They’ve launched probe drones throughout the system searching for our base. And they’ve found it.”

“So why hasn’t it jumped out of the system to report back?” asked Hoggens, leaning down to study the map display.

Aura found her answer on another screen. A short countdown cycled and one of the displays flickered and announced something in Xorthian. The countdown started over.

“It’s a jump beacon,” whispered Aura. “Oh, shit, Hoggens. Blast these computers! Now!”

She stepped back as her porky wingman shouldered his plasma blaster and opened fire with banging, sizzling blasts of blue plasma energy. They tore through the computers and caused several to catch fire. In seconds, the entire bridge was burning, and Aura and Hoggens were forced to retreat to their fighters as the flames spread into the corridor.

By the time they had climbed into their cockpits and detached from their magnetic locks, they knew it was too late. Garbled transmissions were coming in from Liberty Base as an entire sector fleet of Xorthian cruisers, corvettes, and fighters were jumping into the system near Jenora VI.

“To all fighters on patrol, jump out of the system! Leave immediately! This is an order!”

“Commander Lupin!?” cried Aura, her heart aching with fear for the wolflike Garou leader of the Free Star Alliance forces in the system. She was already engaging her fighter’s pursuit engines and vectoring towards Liberty Base. “We are enroute to you, Liberty Base! Hold on as long as you can!”

“Negative!” shouted Commander Lupin. “By the stars, Aura, is that you? Get out of here! Our shields are collapsing and they’re assaulting the main doors! Get out of here! FSA needs… get… find… Angel Squadron!”

Aura wasn’t listening to her wolfman commander. She adored Lupin and had made no secret that she wanted to be his mate, but Commander Lupin was always business when she was all passion.

In that moment, her anger and fear overrode her commons sense. Swarms of Xorthian fighters raked the skies above Liberty Base. Massive Xorthian armored walkers were already on the frozen surface, firing at the shield generators as hundreds of Xorthian troopers mounted their attack. Plasma cannons and gauss gun turrets on the cruisers in orbit opened fire at Aura and Hoggens the moment their fighters came into range.

With tears in her eyes and Hoggens on her wing, Aura mounted a nearly suicidal attack run on the largest of the Xorthian cruisers. Blue tracers zipped through space all around her sleek fighter as she made her approach. She fired off every missile she had and kept firing with the plasma cannons on her fighter, destroying turrets, crippling the cruiser’s bridge, and knocking out its main thrusters. It floated past them, adrift, its running lights flickering and losing power amid a cloud of debris.

But it was only one ship in an entire fleet and that fleet’s full attention was on Aura and her wingman. Fire from the Xorthian turrets converged and a formation of blunt Xorthian fighters turned to engage.

“Follow my jump coordinates, Hoggens,” said Aura, wiping her tears. “We’re obeying our orders, for now, but we’re coming back for Commander Lupin and the others. Long live the Free Stars Alliance!”

“SKKRRONK! Copy that, Angel One! Angel Two is ready to jump! Long live the FSA!”

The Xorthian fighters were closing in, lining up for an attack that would shred Aura and Hoggens in their cockpits. The two ships activated their jump drives almost simultaneously. To the perception of the Xorthian pilots, already opening fire, the two fighters flashed and blinked out of existence.

The smearing starlight of the hyperspace tunnel rushed past Aura’s cockpit. She could see Hoggens’ fighter on her wing, vibrating inside the shared envelope of their jump. All at once, the stars slowed and they emerged in a system with a cold, blue star orbited by a single bleak, rainy planet. 

“SKRROOoonnnk. Where the hell are we, Aura?” asked Hoggens.


-2-

An Unwelcome Place

GOTHEMERE SYSTEM

OUTER RIM

The two starfighters were concealed in the shadow of a rock formation atop a rainswept mesa. Aura helped Hoggens pull his camouflage netting over the wings of his fighter and stepped back. The holographics activated and the netting concealed the fighter beneath false rocks that blended with the surrounding terrain. The rain pattered down from the gray sky onto the dark survival poncho covering the ample curves of Aura’s flight suit. 

“Looks even worse from the surface,” muttered Hoggens, pulling up his hood to cover his pink Porcian head from the rain. “So why are we here?”

“Come on. I saw a town not far from here when we were landing. I’ll explain on the way.” Aura set off down the rock formation and into the valley below. Hoggens struggled with the walk, huffing and puffing to keep up as she told him why they had come to this ugly gray backwater. “The last orders from Commander Lupin were to reform Angel Squadron.”

“I thought you and me were Angel Squadron,” said Hoggens.

“No,” chuckled Aura, steering their path towards the distant lights of a small village that seemed to crouch beneath the oppressive rain. “The two of us are just using the Angel callsigns. Back during the war, before the betrayal at Iztavan, Angel Squadron was the top formation of fighter pilots in the Free Stars Alliance. I was the squadron leader.”

“You? SkRRRONK!” Hoggens gave her a surprised look. “Don’t get me wrong, you’re a hot pilot in more ways than one, Aura, you kicked ass back there against those Xorthians, but you’ve spent the last three years flying circuit patrols in the back end of nowhere.”

“That’s where I ended up after Angel Squadron disbanded. But before that, Hoggens, we were a squadron of aces. All of us had at least 10 kills. Most of us had a lot more than that. The best pilot in the unit had 77 kills.”

“You?” snorted Hoggens, his snout dripping with runoff from the cold rain.

“No. She went by the callsign Raven. When our unit disbanded, she told me she was returning to her home world. Gothemere. She lives there.” Aura pointed towards the village, but not at the village. Beyond it, in the misty gloom, stood a range of black mountains and atop them lay the dark spires of Castle Tenebre.

Much to Hoggens’ audible misery, they did not stop and rest in the village. As they passed through, they were watched by pale, hard-eyed villagers standing in the doorways and windows of soggy old wooden buildings. If the unwelcoming looks weren’t enough, some even held pitchforks or crude plasma muskets.

One man called out in warning, “Leave here the way ye came! Beware Castle Tenebre!”

Another shouted, “You won’t come back from the castle!”

A woman holding a baby to her bosom screamed, “The baroness will have your blood, she will!”

The baby began to wail and several more townsfolk jeered from their windows.

“Superstition has poisoned their minds,” muttered Aura, but she was trying to convince herself more than speaking truth. She adjusted her poncho hood, put her head down, and hurried through the village and into the mountains. Hoggens scurried breathlessly to keep up with her.

It was certainly hard for Aura to dismiss superstition as she stood outside the sinister entrance to Castle Tenebra. The peaked turrets and sharply sloped roof towered over her. The castle’s black stones glistened with rainwater, and the huge double doors were painted red and carved with leering gargoyles and buxom nymphs.

She climbed cautiously up the steps and kept one hand on her pistol as she reached for the huge doorknocker with her other hand. Before her fingers touched the brass knocker, the door groaned and began to swing open. She was ready for just about anything, except for the pair of pale housemaids that greeted them.

The two women, dressed in frilly white aprons, lacy chokers, and dark, body-hugging uniforms, invited Aura and Hoggens inside and introduced themselves as Helena and Britta. Helena was the blue-eyed redhead with a slender body and perky breasts. Britta was the voluptuous, shorter woman with curly brown hair and friendly brown eyes and freckles to match. Helena hung up their rain ponchos and did most of the talking, Britta mostly giggled and made eyes at Hoggens.

“We don’t get many visitors,” said Helena, leading the into a parlor with a dreary opulence of cobwebbed stuffed animal heads, corroded suits of armor, and dusty old tapestries. There was at least a large fire going in the hearth, making the room smoky, but pleasantly warm. Helena beckoned, “Come over to the fire. Warm yourselves. Britta, you go and fetch them some tea.”

“Yes, tea,” giggled Britta, casting a last flirty glance at Hoggens before jiggling off to another room.

“So why have you come to Castle Tenebre?” asked Helena.

“We seek an audience with Cordelia Von Vektor,” said Aura, warming her hands by the fire.

“Ah, you must be one of those pilots from the baroness’ adventuring days,” said Helena, pressing closer to Aura. Something intense flickered in her eyes, a wild smile curling her lips. “The baroness told us of your bravery. You and all the pilots. May I ask… what was your callsign?”

“Archangel,” said Aura.

“Oh! You are one of the greatest of the pilots!” exclaimed Helena, clutching her hands to the pert swell of her breasts. “It is so thrilling to meet you! I am honored.”

“Yes, thank you,” said Aura. “But this is an urgent matter. If I could just speak with Coredial – with the baroness – it would be appreciated.”

“Oh, forgive me, the baroness departed to hunt strygs only minutes before you arrived. She might be gone only an hour or two or all night if the strygs are elusive.”

“What’s a stryg?” asked Hoggens.

“Hmmm?” Helena seemed disappointed to be reminded that Hoggens was even there. “Strygs are like large bats with sharp talons. They take sheep and small cows and the occasional careless child. The baroness enjoys hunting them for sport. You know, to help the village.”

“They didn’t seem very grateful for her help,” muttered Hoggens, casting a wary glance at Aura.

“They are most ungrateful,” agreed Helena. Then her expression brightened as Britta returned carrying a silver tray with a steaming teapot, cups, and accoutrements. “Ah, the tea is here. Please, sit by the fire here and have some tea.”

Aura was not eager to sit around sipping tea, but she could see she was in for a wait. She settled her shapely bottom into a high-backed leather chair beside the fire. Hoggens sat across from her. Helena filled their cups with hot, red tea and Britta served cream and sugar as requested. None for Aura and three lumps and cream for Hoggens.

“The tea is made from herbs picked in the mountains,” said Helena, watching with apparent delight as Aura sipped her tea. “The mistress favors the Astavian root red tea.’

“It’s very good,” said Aura, thinking the tea actually tasted quite bitter. She glanced over at Hoggens who drained his cup and leaned his head back against his chair. Britta climbed astride his lap, which Aura thought was very strange. The voluptuous made maid caressing and kissing Hoggens and Hoggens, grunting like a pig, groped her round bottom and lifted her skirt to bare Britta’s plump ass practically swallowing up her white panties.

“What… what are you doing, Hoggens?” asked Aura, feeling a heat begin to creep from her stomach up into her face. Hoggens ignored her, passionately kissing Britta and falling out of the chair and onto the fireside rug with the shapely housemaid. Aura turned to Helena. “What… what have you done? What is… what is in this tea?”

“I told you,” purred Helena, plucking the nearly empty cup from Aura’s grasp and setting it aside. “It’s red Astavian root tea. A powerful aphrodisiac. It will make this all so much more enjoyable.”

“Make… what… more enjoyable?” wondered Aura, her heart pounding and her body growing warmer by the moment.

“This,” whispered Helena, climbing atop Aura’s lap and pressing a hot, hungry kiss to Aura’s lips. Their mouths opened, tongues met, and in the thrilling warmth of that embrace, all of Aura’s worries were forgotten.

“Let’s leave the fire to Britta and your pigman,” whispered Helena, her eyes seeming to glow in the firelight. “My bedroom isn’t far.”

She took Aura’s hand and led the way. “This way,” said Helena, drawing Aura by the hand towards the door to the parlor.

Aura cast a last glance over her shoulder at Hoggens and the voluptuous maid Britta grappling by the firelight. They were already mostly undressed and she could make out the twisted length of Hoggens’ cock wrapped in Britta’s deft fingers. The maid lifted her skirt and settled atop him, guiding his cock to the glistening cove of her cunt.

Aura was pulled along behind Helena and into the corridor as she heard Hoggens let out a soft squeal of delight.

“This wasn’t… how… I’m supposed to see the baroness,” said Aura, feeling the pulsating warmth of the tea suffuse her body. “Not… not… go somewhere with you.”

“Oh, but my room is very nice,” said Helena, drawing Aura against her side. The pale, redheaded maid smelled very nice and she was certainly beautiful, but there was something not right about her. Aura couldn’t say what it was, but even that wrongness seemed to stoke the heat in her core. She offered no further objections as she allowed Helena to lead her to a cozy bedroom.

Flames sprung to life in the hearth and cast a warm glow about the small castle quarters. Helena led Aura to a fourposter bed with a burgundy canopy fringed in black lace. She parted the dark, veils and Aura crawled inside. Helena lingered beside the bed and Aura turned to find the comely maid undressing.

The maid’s uniform slipped from her slender shoulders and parted to reveal Helena’s extremely pale skin and firm, smallish breasts with stiff pink nipples visible through the sheer fabric of her bra. Helena smiled mysteriously, a bewitching wickedness in her eyes as she unbuttoned her skirt. The ruffled skirt dropped the length of her legs and exposed the hairless mound of her cunt through the gossamer material of her panties. Helena stepped out of the skirt and climbed onto the bed wearing nothing but her stockings and underwear. Her smooth, cool body pressed against Aura and stirred the pilot’s desire.

“The baroness,” gasped Aura, even as Helena pressed her back among the pillows on the bed. “The Free Stars Alliance… needs…”

Helena kissed her, those lips seeming to drink the height from Aura. Helena’s youthful curves collided with Aura as Helena began to undress Aura. At the same time, Helena’s lips stifled any objections, and her tongue thrust and teased into Aura’s mouth to excite her desire.

Not that, Aura’s desire needed much exciting. She began to kiss Helena in reply and her hands traveled all over the slender maids body, exploring the cool firmness of her body. It seemed to come alive and warm at Aura’s touch and Aura unbuckled Helena’s bra and leaned her face down to taste those small, but lovely breasts. Her tongue dragging over Helena’s stiff pink nipples. Her lips sucking at one pale pink bud and then the other until both were rosy red and glistening with saliva.

“Ooohhh, so eager,” moaned Helena, working down Aura’s trousers and panties.

Aura lifted her hips and her bottom to allow Helena to slide her clothes down her legs. The moment she was naked from the waist down, the beautiful maid set upon her. Helena pushed Aura’s legs wide apart and fairly dove between them. She giggled softly, eyes full of hungry mischief as she began to kiss her way towards the hot mound of Aura’s cunt. Aura was trembling with anticipation by the time Helena’s lips and tongue found Aura’s clit.

Pleasure fluttered through her with each lash of Helena’s tongue. The young maid pressed her lips to Helena’s bud and began to suck. Looking up at Aura. Driving her mad with deft, delicious pleasure. Aura’s soft breasts heaved and quivered with the tremors of her pleasure. Her hips began to move, feeding her slick cunny to the eager maid.

“Ohhh fuck, yesssss,” moaned Aura.

Aura was lost in a haze of growing pleasure. Her body shaking as she approached the edge of ecstasy. She curled a hand around Helena’s head, guiding her motions, feeling the suction of her mouth increase.

Just as Aura was about to cum, Helena turned her face aside and opened her mouth wide to reveal sharp white fangs gleaming in her mouth. Aura gasped. Before she could act, the beautiful made lunged at her inner thigh, plunging her fangs deep into Aura’s flesh and unleashing a pumping gush of blood into Helena’s mouth.

Pain shot through Aura’s body, and she cried out and bucked and kicked. She could not dislodge the maid, who had latched her mouth like some horrible leech to Aura’s inner thigh and was sucking hungrily. Each slurp produced another gush of hot blood into the maid’s mouth and sent pleasure and icy fear spearing through Aura’s body.

“You’re… you’re a vampire,” gasped Aura. “I should have known. But I thought… ohhhhhh…”

“Mmmmmmm,” replied Helena, locking up from Aura’s thigh and continuing to greedily suck. A healthy color was returning to the redheaded vampire maid. The more of Aura’s lifeblood that Helena drank, the more vital the young maid became. And Helena showed no signs of stopping. She seemed intent on drinking Aura dry.

Aura was lost in a haze of bliss. She knew she was in danger, but it just felt so good. Helena had left her on the edge of an orgasm, but the young maid’s vampiric sucking was producing a new sort of pleasure that was almost as delicious as cumming. It throbbed with the straining beat of her heart. It pulsed and pumped into the vampire’s eager mouth.

I’m going to die, realized Aura as her hips jerked and another wave of pleasure washed over her. Hoggens is probably being slurped dry at this very moment. And this sexy little demon is going to kill me before I can appeal to Cordelia. Angel Squadron will never fly again. The Free Stars Alliance…

“Free Stars Alliance,” croaked Aura.

Helena popped her sucking lips free of Aura’s thigh and lifted her face slightly. Her lips and chin and fanged smile were smeared red with blood.

“No need to worry about that,” giggled Helena. “No need to worry about anything ever again.”

Helena opened wide, about to bite again. That taunting moment of separation gave Aura the chance she needed to focus on her mission to overcome the hypnotic pleasure of the vampire maid’s feeding. Aura brought up her knee before Helena could bite and slammed the vampire in the face. Helena cried out, recoiling and grabbing at her nose which began to gush with blood. Aura fought off her fatigue and the mind-fogging haze of pleasure and delivered two more kicks to Helena’s head. That sent the maid tumbling off the bed, her long legs flailing as she disappeared through the bed’s canopy.

Aura fought off her fatigue and followed Helena out through the canopy. She landed on her feet, naked and with a hot trickle of blood down her leg. Her combat training and pilot’s reflexes saved her as Helena, somehow above her, dropped from the ceiling and tried to grapple with Aura.

“Get off of me you bloodsucking bitch,” cried Aura, rolling out from under Helena’s attack and grabbing a candelabrum from the bedside table. She waved the burning candles back and forth to ward of Helena’s attack.

The vampiress hissed and circled Aura, her fangs bared and her body almost bent into a crouch as if she would leap at Aura at any moment.

“I’ll suck you dry and tell the baroness you were nothing but a peasant girl looking for a handout,” said Helena, her eyes pulsing with hypnotic power. “Don’t resist me. You know you want the pleasure I can give you. The final pleasure. Come to me, Aura. Embrace your fate.”

Helena’s eyes blazed and she held out her arms. That hypnotic trick might have worked on a peasant girl, but not on Aura Octavian. She took one step towards Helena and lashed out with the brass candelabrum. It thumped into the side of Helena’s head. The impact knocked the vampiress to the floor. Not dead, but definitely unconscious.

Aura hefted the candelabrum and ran from the bedroom. No time to put on clothes if Hoggens was suffering the same fate. She retraced her steps through the castle, her bare feet slapping on the cold stone and her breasts bouncing with the desperate rhythm of her run. She was relieved to hear Hoggens moaning faintly, which at least meant he was still alive.

She burst back into the parlor and sawn her porcine wingman still sprawled upon the floor by the ruddy glow of the hearth, the plump brunette Britta still riding upon his cock. She had apparently squeezed out at least one load of Hoggens’ spunk judging by the frothy white spilling from her cunt, but he was still hard and buried deep in her seeping snatch. Britta was bent over him, her big breasts cushioning her against Hoggens’ chest and her lips latched to his neck as she sucked his blood.

“Skrroooonnnkkk,” moaned Hoggens, his head lolling slightly as he submitted to his doom.

BONG!

The candelabrum struck a note as it collided with the back of Britta’s head. The curvy vampiress toppled sideways, her cunt making an awful obscene sound as she was forcibly dismounted from Hoggens. The twisted length of Hoggens’ cock stood up obscenely from his pudgy loins and twitched as it drooled out a fresh glob of spunk.

Hoggens blinked his beady eyes and focused on Aura, standing naked over him and holding a candelabrum.

“Captain? Aura? What are you… were we?”

“No. You were fucking her.” She nudged the hip of Britta with her toe. “Now help me get those sashes from the curtains. We have a couple of vampires to tie up before they decide to resume their feast.”

“Y-yeah, right,” said Hoggens, rubbing at the puncture holes on his neck.
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A High Price to Pay

Cordelia Von Vektor strode into the parlor of Castle Tenebre dressed in a tan hunting jacket worn over a white blouse, jodhpurs, and riding boots with a rim of mud around the heels. She was a gorgeous woman, with a bun of black hair at the back of her long, elegant neck, large, reddish eyes with long lashes, a perfect bow of ruby lips, and a tall but buxom figure that was enhanced by her well-fitted hunting clothes. A large, red gemstone pendant hung against her breasts, revealing their ampleness beneath her white blouse.

Cordelia was followed by three women similarly attired and carrying antique hunting blasters and the corpses of several enormous batlike strygs. These women peeled off towards another part of the castle with the strygs. Cordelia kicked off her boots and settled into a large chair facing the fire. It was only as she was taking off her damp wool socks that she noticed someone was sitting in the highbacked chair facing her.

Aura aimed her neutrino pistol at Cordelia.

“Archangel,” said Cordelia cautiously. “I had hoped I might never see you again.”

“Raven,” replied Aura. “Or should I start calling you ‘Baroness’? I had no idea you were descended from nobility.”

Cordelia sighed and cast her gaze towards the large portrait of a beautiful, pale-skinned woman above the fireplace. Her gaze dropped from the image to a single golden signet ring sitting on the mantle. It bore the ascending eagle academy crest of a pilot of the FSA.

“Raven is dead,” said Cordelia. “You can call me baroness, although I think the formality is unnecessary when you’re pointing your pistol at my heart. Have you come to punish me for one of my sins? Some petty vendetta I have forgotten? Heartache? Jealousy?”

“I am reforming Angel Squadron,” said Aura, which earned a derisive hiss from Cordelia. “Your sins are forgiven.”

“No, it’s not that easy. I don’t want forgiveness. I told you I was done with the FSA after the battle of Reonosis.”

“You jumped out of the battle in your fighter and left us,” said Aura. “Nyla and Corse. Felunia. All dead in that fight. Angel Squadron broken. Half of us gone and the rest of us scattered across the galaxy.”

“Life is for the living,” said Cordelia with a shrug.

“That’s what you call this?” Aura waved her pistol. “Going on little hunting expeditions? Locked up in your castle with your blood thralls?”

“They are not thralls,” said Cordelia, sitting forward with a twinkle of anger in her reddish eyes. “They are my lovers. They volunteered for the eternal kiss and so I have blessed them.”

“They’re plaything,” said Aura. “Caged predators.”

“Oh. Oh, I see. My handmaids took a bite of you. Was it Helena? Did you blast her?”

“Helena and Britta are tied up in the bedroom upstairs. My wingman is keeping a gun on them.” Aura rose from her chair and walked towards Cordelia. Her jaw was set with anger, but her tone softened. “You and I had something back then, Cordelia. I thought… we were a real team.”

“Mmmmm, you were a good pilot,” said Cordelia, sitting back in her own chair and examining her bare toes. She held her feet up to the firelight, seeming to ignore Aura. “But you became too attached. To the others. To me.”

Cordelia licked her lips and her eyes traveled down Aura’s body for a moment before returning to meet Aura’s gaze.

“You’re content with your little puppet girls in your lonely castle?” asked Aura.

“When you are as old as I am, Aura Octavian, you understand that attachments to the living are unnecessary. You will all fade away, as swiftly as water drying after rain, and I will still be there. Eternal. Like the mountains.” She locked eyes with Aura and Aura felt a pang of desire. Of remembrance and emotion. “What makes you think I would ever go back to that?”

“We were more than comrades,” said Aura.

“We were,” said Cordelia, smiling coldly. “But we will never truly be together.”

“What if… what if that were possible?” asked Aura, taking a step closer and slowly kneeling beside Cordelia’s knees. The gesture seemed to surprise Cordelia.

“What do you mean?” demanded the baroness.

“You want something more than toys and something more long-lasting,” said Aura. “What if I offer you what I couldn’t when we were together before?”

Understanding flickered in Cordelia’s eyes. Her cold smile turned warm as she bared her fangs and let out a lusty hiss.

“The eternal kiss?”

Aura nodded slowly. “After the fight is won.”

“After?” Cordelia hissed with dismay. “What proof do I have you would honor this bargain? What if you died at the hands of the Xorthians?”

Aura pressed closer, running her hands from Cordelia’s knees and up her breeches.

“You would avenge me, Cordelia,” whispered Aura, smiling as she pushed apart Cordelia’s knees and moved between her thighs. Aura leaned up and kissed the vampiress. She savored the cool sweetness of those lips and then plunged her tongue deeper.

“Mmmmm!” Cordelia put her hands on her Aura’s shoulders and stopped her. “Give me your word, Aura Octavian. Swear it on the ring on your finger.”

Aura looked down at her own eagle-crested FSA ring.

“I swear it on my name and on my honor,” said Aura. “When this war is won, my eternal life belongs to you. To see the universe, to experience eternity, together.”

“Oh, Aura,” moaned Cordelia, leaning down to kiss her passionately. “I accept your offer.”

Their bodies spilled out of the chair and onto the floor beside the fire. The flames warmed their bodies as they undressed in a feverish struggle. Aura’s body heated, but weakened from her encounter with Helena. Cordelia’s body, perfect and soft in just the right places, her skin so pale it was almost gray, her nipples dark and bluish, her body cool and lovely. They kissed and pressed closely, their legs scissoring together, cunnies pressed tightly.

Aura followed the soft rise of Cordelia’s bust. She gathered those breasts, that she had kissed so many times before, in both hands and lavished them with kisses and licks. She sucked at Cordelia’s stiff, plump nipples. She shaped her breasts and held them against her face.

Then her kiss moved lower. Seeking that sweet cove between Cordelia’s legs. Cool and honeyslick. It yielded to Aura’s tongue. Drinking her warmth as she tasted her old lovers luscious sweetness. Cordelia’s legs draped Aura’s shoulders. The beautiful vampiress bucked against Aura’s face and rode against Aura’s thrusting tongue.

“Oh, how I have missed you,” moaned Cordelia. “Those peasant girls know nothing of pleasure.”

“That Helena knew a thing or two,” said Aura. “But not enough to steal me away from you.”

“Mmmmmmm,” moaned Cordelia, slipping her fingers into Aura’s golden hair and holding the beautiful blonde against her cunny.

Aura licked and sucked and employed her fingers to probe the depths of Cordelia’s cunt. She drove the vampiress to the very edge and then withdrew, turning her over, forcing her face down and with her lovely bottom raised. Her fingers returned to that slick cove and she leaned in, her tongue dancing against Cordelia’s bluish anus. Licking it and causing it to yield to her tasting tongue.

“Ohhhhhh, yessss, just like that,” cried Cordelia, riding her jiggling bottom back against Aura’s face. “Make me cum. Ohhhhh… I will fly… on your wing… for all of time.”

“Mmnnnnnnhnnn!” agreed Aura, plundering Cordelia’s pussy with her fingers and tongue-fucking Cordelia’s clenching asshole. The baroness surrendered to the ecstasy, bucking her hips with intense need, her body spasming as it was taken with waves of pleasure.

At last, Cordelia eased forward, falling with her breasts against the fire warmed stone and her ass and dripping cunny in the air.

“Ohhhh, I see your skills are as finely honed as ever,” said Cordelia, looking back over her shoulder at Aura. “But I have not remained idle either!”

In a flash of supernatural speed, Cordelia turned and caught Aura in her arms. She leapt upwards, carrying Aura with her to the ceiling. Their bodies entangled among the giant beams that supported the ceiling of Castle Tenebre. Aura was at Cordelia’s mercy, her hair hanging down towards the floor, but her body pinned to the ceiling by Cordelia’s strength. Cordelia’s kissed and licked and sucked her way down Aura’s body, always reserving one hand to hold Aura against the ceiling. Moving lower and lower until she could feast upon the hot, steamy furrow of Aura’s cunt.

“Ohhhhhh fuuuuck yesssss,” moaned Aura as Cordelia began to devour her. Cordelia’s tongue flicked with vibrating strokes across Aura’s clit. Something no human lover could do, but Cordelia did it as easily as rolling an “R” sound. Buzzing her tongue around and over Aura’s clit before plunging that vibrating length deep into her cunny.

Pleasure burst in hot, radiating waves. Not just an orgasm, but waves of orgasms, one after another, flowing from her depths and pouring out into Cordelia’s eager mouth. A climax to rekindle a romance that had burned hot and frozen cold in the pitiless battlefield of space a lifetime earlier. When it was done, when Aura could cum no more, she held Cordelia’s head against her breast, her pulse throbbing in her neck.

She was about to say something sweet to Cordelia, to remind the beautiful raven-haired vampiress of a love they had shared as pilots, when there was a scuff of feet below them.

“SKrroooNNKKK! What the hell are you two doing naked on the ceiling?” called Hoggens.

Before Aura could offer an answer, the spell seemed to break, and Cordelia and Aura came toppling down to the floor with a crash.

Once Cordelia and Aura had time to dress, they sat down for a meal with Hoggens to hash out the plans for Angel Squadron. Aura wasn’t very interested in dining, particularly with the handmaids freed and doing the dinner service. Even Hoggens seemed on edge after catching Aura having sex on the ceiling with Cordelia.

“You didn’t tell me she was your girlfriend,” said Hoggens, staring across the table at Cordelia and keeping one hand very close to his gun.

“Me? Ha!” Cordelia sipped from a glass of what looked very much like blood. “Oh, Aura and I had our dalliance, but she was not interested in anything more committed. Until today…”

“Ahem.” Aura shifted in her seat. “We’re not here to discuss my romances past, present, or future. I told you why I came here, Cordelia.”

“Yes, and I believe I gave you my answer on the ceiling before we were so rudely interrupted by your Hoggian friend,” said Cordelia.

“Porcian,” corrected Hoggens. “I’m Hoggens from Porcia not Porkens from Hoggia.”

“Yes, of course,” chuckled Cordelia. Her tongue darting out to flick away a drop of blood from the corner of her mouth. “The point is, I have agreed to Aura’s terms and will rejoin Angel Squadron. Such as it is. After years hunting Strygs it will be a pleasure to return to a more able quarry. The Xorthians are still numerous and eager to be destroyed, I presume?”

“They’re lining up,” said Aura. “Whole fleets of them. But, the truth is, I need more than just your skills as a pilot.”

The door to the kitchen swung open and Helena and Britta entered with more trays bearing food. Pastries, roasted meat, stew, and two carafes of wine. Aura waved the predatory servants away, but Hoggens eyed their offerings with undisguised gluttony. Britta giggled, squeezing her bust against Hoggens as she began spooning food into his mouth and kissing his bald head.

“Skrrrooonk,” he murmured with contentment.

Aura rolled her eyes and turned back to Cordelia. “You’re very rich, Baroness, and need I remind you that one of your other ‘dalliances’ aside from me was with a certain mad scientist running an intergalactic chop shop.”

“Francine? Oh, my, that jealous tone in your voice. It was a single layover at Dragomere Station. How could I not indulge Franky in a few of her… experiments.”

Despite Cordelia’s dismissive tone, there was a flush of color in her cheeks. Aura had caught Cordelia in the throes of kinky passion with the tomboyish astro engineer and that had hastened the end of Aura’s relationship with Cordelia. But Franky was a genius, and Franky knew how to procure and modify starships.

“We need a flagship, Cordelia,” said Aura. “Something big enough to carry a wing of fighters, but fast enough to get us around the galaxy and keep us out of reach of the Xorthian fleet.”

“So you want me to buy a ship from Franky?” Cordelia sipped at her glass of blood. “I suppose it might be a pleasant diversion to visit her again. I hear she has been experimenting with revivification rays. But won’t you be jealous if I get, mmmmm, tangled up in another one of her pet projects?”

“No,” said Aura, rising from the table and shooting Hoggens a murderous glare. “Because Hoggens and I will be leaving for Skull Refuge.”

“The pirate asteroid?” Cordelia laughed. “Whatever for?”

“By now the Xorthians have taken the leadership of the FSA to one of their interrogation facilities. We need to find our people and break them out. And there’s only one person who has been inside those facilities and lived to tell the tale. A pirate named Kalista.”

“Really? She turned pirate after the squadron?” That really got Cordelia laughing. “My, my, my, Miss By-the-Books has gone rogue. And you want to recruit her? Perhaps this Angel Squadron will be much more interesting than the original after all.”

“I will rendezvous with you at Dragomere when we’re done,” said Aura.

Aura yanked Hoggens by his collar, dragging him away from Britta’s soft kisses, and up and out of his seat. He stuffed the last morsels into his drooling mouth and gave Britta an apologetic smile as he stumbled away from the table. Aura was already walking towards the gates to borrow one of Cordelia’s hover carriages as the Baroness called out to her.

“Be sure to make it out of Skull Refuge alive, my dear! I intend to collect on that little deal we made!”

“What deal?” asked Hoggens. “What did you promise her?”

“Forever,” said Aura bitterly.
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Something Smells Fishy

TORTUGA SYSTEM

CORSAIR SPACE

Aura’s short ranges sensors pinged again, but only for a moment. A single ship, slightly larger than a fighter, seemed to be shadowing their presence in the outlaw star system. Then the return was gone again, leaving only her ship and Hoggens’ fighter on the screen.

“There it was again,” she commed to Hoggens. “You see anything this time?”

“Negative, Angel,” said Hoggens. “Maybe we should loosen up the formation in case it’s real and not just a sensor ghost. At least that way if they come for us they’ll only get one of us.”

She checked her long-range scanner. They were still about an hour’s journey at cruising speed to the asteroid belt surrounding the red star Beelzebub. Skull Refuge was buried inside one of the larger asteroids, but there were so many that it took an experienced pilot to know the way to the pirate station.

“Stay tight,” she said. “We’re almost there and—”

There was a sudden blurt over the comms and a flash of blue light behind Aura. Hoggens’ fighter disappeared from her scope.

“Hoggens?!” shouted Aura, veering in a tight, G-crushing vector. “Nnnnn! Hoggens, are you there?! Do you read me?”

She brought the nose of her fighter around, afraid of seeing a glittering debris field. Instead, she could make out the distant white shape of Hoggens’ fighter set against the backdrop of stars. Moving, but with no lights or engine thrust.

A moment later, she saw the angular, carved shape and inverted octagonal wings of the heavy bomber. How was it on top of her so quickly? No human pilot could handle that acceleration without being smashed to a pulp. She fired blind, but the big ship moved with impossible speed, dodging her wild tracers. A droid pilot? No, she could see a large humanoid figure in its cockpit.

She tried to lock it with the computer, but by then it was too close for targeting. Before Aura could maneuver, the bomber released a single homing torpedo. Aura jinked hard, nearly blacking out from the acceleration. The torpedo’s proximity fuze triggered, and her fighter was engulfed in a wave of blinding blue ionic light.

Her fighter’s electronics died and the light faded. The cockpit fell eerily, terribly silent. She and Hoggens were both left adrift, at the mercy of whoever was in that bomber.

The shadow of the ship fell across her canopy as its underside opened up to swallow her fighter.

“Guess I’m about to find out who wants a piece of me,” muttered Aura, checking her neutrino pistol and realizing the ion pulse shut it down just like her ship’s systems. She checked her boot knife instead.

Gildup Teth was taking no chances. The Axbarian bounty hunter secured Aura’s and Hoggens’ fighters in the cramped bomb bay of his ship before entering with a pair of gun drones hovering next to him. Axbarians were a species of aquatic humanoids with short, independent eyestalks, wide amphibian mouths and snouts, and webbed hands and feet. Axbarian colorations ranged from maroon to pale blue.

Gildup’s glistening flesh was an unpleasant pea soup green, but Aura only knew this from a past brush with the bounty hunter. It was currently very hard to judge Gildup’s skin color because the ungainly Axbarian was sheathed completely in a strange pink gelatin. And not much else. His genital slit was plainly visible between his otherwise smooth groin.

“Gildup. Longtime no see. You look like you’ve been dipped in Meganthophilian honey,” said Aura.

One of the gun drones rotated its barrels towards her and let out a soft bleep.

“Aura Octavian.” Gildup’s gurgled reply bubbled through the slime sheathing his body and somehow introduced several G’s into Aura’s name.

“Yeah, what is that?” asked Hoggens, seemingly unafraid of the guns the other drone pointed at him. “Are you sick? Is that snot or something?”

The gelatinous pink slime peeled back from Gildup’s head and transformed into a second slimy head, this one taking on a translucent feminine appearance.

“OOOoooo! I’ll have you know I’m a Gelatinoid! And I have a name! Philomena!”

“A gravity-cancelling symbiont,” said Aura, ignoring the jelly head sprouting from Gildup’s shoulder. “No wonder you could outfly my guns in this big bomber.”

“I also enhance his reflexes,” said Philomena. “Doubling his synaptic response to—”

“That’s enough, Philly,” gurgled Gildup. “You can go back to the cockpit and fly us to Skull Refuge.”

“Awwww. I was just meeting new friends.” Philomena pouted but obeyed Gildup, slithering out of his nostrils and mouth and pouring down his body in a sheet of glistening pink slime. This formed a gelatinous mound that slithered across the floor before growing into a voluptuous female form. Quite anatomically accurate, noted Aura, as the slime girl went jiggling up a ladder to the cockpit of the bomber. She wondered if Gildup used his symbiont for stress relief.

“Uh, hold on a second,” said Hoggens, drawing Aura’s attention back to her wingman. The pudgy Porcian had his hands up and his eyes were wide with fear. Gildup had drawn a wide-mouthed gun of some sort and was aiming it at Hoggens’ chest.

“What are you doing, Gildup? You’ve got us, so hand us over to the bounty authorities. No need to hurt either of us.”

“Gggggurggglle. I’m not going to hurt you, Aura. I just want you all to myself until we reach Skull Refuge.”

Gildup squeezed the trigger. With a crack of energy, a beam of smoking white light shot out of his gun and engulfed Hoggens. The outline of the portly alien was momentarily lost in the bright flare of light. When it faded, he was standing, completely white from head to toe, mouth still open and hands still raised. Vapor curled from his frozen body.

“That should keep him on him on ice until we get to the station,” said Gildup, lowering his gun. “The Xorthians that pay the bounty can decide whether to thaw him out or toss him in one of their long-term freezers.”

“Go ahead, freeze me too then,” said Aura, spreading her arms wide and thrusting her chest towards the amphibian alien.

“Oh, no, I want you nice and warm,” said Gildup, letting out a disturbing series of clicks from deep within his chest. He wrapped a webbed hand around Aura’s wrist and dragged her with him through a hatch at the back of the cramped hangar. It opened on a small but well-furnished cabin, complete with oddly slimy walls and multiple gushing humidifiers to keep the atmosphere warm and wet to Gildup’s liking.

“Eugh,” said Aura, stumbling in behind the amphibian and bumping into his stocky body. “It reeks like the beach at low tide in here, Gildup.”

Gildup turned on her, looming over her and flaring his gills to reveal their red interior. His fishy yellow eyes bulged with anger.

“You betrayed me to the Xorthians on Eta Ozel,” said Gildup. “They tortured me for six days trying to get the location for the FSA fleet. I gave it to them on day one, by the way. But you had already moved on and they thought I was lying. I’m lucky they didn’t disintegrate me. Maybe they would have, but the guild of bounty hunters bailed me out. Told them I was a member in good standing and negotiated my release. So long as I pledged to bring the Xorthians one particular prize.”

He grasped Aura by the front of her flight suit and said, “The leader of Angel Squadron. Archangel herself. You.”

“Right, I know that’s me,” said Aura, not flinching from his attempt to intimidate her. “I also know that double cross at Eta Ozel started with you backstabbing us. I knew you planned to sell us out to the Xorthians, so I sold you out to them first. Revealed where we were meeting and then left a trail of evidence leading to you. And you expect me to apologize?”

“No, not really,” said Gildup. “But I thought I would give you the chance to make it up to me. My bounty deal doesn’t include your friend, Aura. I could let him go. I will if you make our little transaction… pleasurable.”

He ran a slimy hand from Aura’s flight suit up to her cheek, cradling her face almost gently in his cool, slimy palm as his amphibian lips spread into a smile.

“Why should I trust you?” murmured Aura.

“You shouldn’t,” said Gildup. “But it’s worth taking the chance I’ll honor the deal, isn’t it? We might even have fun together. It’s a long cruise to Skull Refuge.”

When she did not pull away or object, the loathsome amphibian bounty hunter leaned down and planted a kiss on Aura’s lips. Before she could summon a fresh objection, his frilled tongue had invaded her mouth. His salty saliva pooled against her palate and his tickling tongue curled forcefully against hers.

“Mmmmm!” Aura’s hands pressed to his slimy chest. She meant to shove him away, but something kept her rooted there. Curiosity? Desire? She was not attracted to Gildup in the least and yet she did feel oddly interested in finding out how an Axbarian fucked.

But no, this was too disgusting for her to contemplate. She shoved him back a step and his alien brow furrowed.

“What? Am I not good enough for you?” He ran a hand down his smooth torso to the thing beginning to emerge from his disgusting genital slit. It was a phallus of impressive size, pinkish white, bearded with tiny soft tentacles at the fat tip, and dripping with slime like some sort of hagfish. He gripped it at its root and stroked it slowly. “I’ll make you forget an entire galaxy’s worth of lovers, Aura.”

She was about to tell Gildup just how repulsive he was and how little she wanted to have her galaxy rocked when she noticed movement on a trio of small screens feeding from the ship’s internal cameras. One screen showed the cockpit as Philomena left her seat and began to approach the ladder back into the hangar. Another screen showed Philomena descending the ladder and finally emerging onto the third screen. She was sliding straight towards Hoggens.

She’s going to wake him up, realized Aura. But it’s going to take a while. I need to keep Gildup distracted.

Watching him slowly wank his disgusting cock, she had a good idea of how to accomplish that.
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A Frog in Her Throat

“Alright, Gildup,” said Aura Octavian, looking the webbed, fish-headed alien up and down. “If you agree to let Hoggens go at Skull Refuge, I’ll do it with you.”

“GRrrrrurgle,” he said with surprise. “I mean, really? You will engage in mating with me, Archangel?”

“Yeah, sure, why not,” said Aura, reaching slowly for the zipper at the throat of her flight suit. “I want to see how you Axbarians get busy. If you fuck as weird and gross as you look.”

“You humans are the weird ones,” countered Gildup. “Barely any skin secretions, that disgusting hair, but you… you are special Archangel. Yes. Show me that body. A human specimen so fine you even excite my mating frills.”

“Mmmmm, nice,” she said, peeling her flight suit down from her shoulders and letting her ample breasts bounce free. Her pink nipples stood up atop the caps of her areolas. She drew the zipper lower, down past her hips, to reveal the blonde-thatched honeypot of her cunt. Gildup’s eyestalks wiggled, and his big eyes bulged with excitement.

“Yes! GRRrrruugggle! Yes! Show me all your flesh! That’s it!” As he watched with excitement, he grasped the slimy pink length of his disgusting alien cock. The fleshy fringe the sat atop the fat head of his cock like a crown began to wiggle like a tiny anemone. Aura wondered if it would sting like an anemone.

The things I do to save your hams, Hoggens, she thought.

Aura soon ran out of questions to ponder about Gildup’s anatomy as the green amphibian began fondling her anatomy instead. He was exploratory with his first touches. Caressing her arm as if to see if she would smack his hand away, then running his webbed digits down to her hip and slowly around to her firm, round ass. He stepped closer, his slimy body bumping against her heavy breasts. Her nipples brushing against his cool flesh.

“Your body is much warmer than mine,” he gurgled, his eyestalks swiveling independently to look her over from every possible angle.

She wanted to drive a punch into his smooth gut and see if he puked, but then she noticed the monitor over his shoulder displayed of Philomena the slime girl slithering onto frozen Hoggens. She was partially enveloping him in her slime, and she seemed to be taking advantage of his helpless state to peel off his frosty flight suit and embrace him.

That’s going to wake him up, I just need to buy him time to thaw, thought Aura. She pretended to caress Gildup’s face and then reached past him and switched off the monitor. Before he could take notice, she brought her hand back around to cradle his head. Drawing him closer as she leaned in and planted a kiss on his cool, slimy, thick-lipped fish mouth.

Gildup jerked in surprises, his big, fishy eyes blinking as he stared at her.

“You kiss me? This is unexpected, Archangel, but I’m not complaining. Mmmmm…”

His slimy arms wrapped around her and pulled her in close and that wet, briny mouth mashed against her lips. His tongue was frilled like the head of his cock, and he shoved it deep into her mouth. She fenced with him in the salty kiss, his mouth cold and slimy and her hot and willing. She had to keep him distracted. Even if it meant going through with this ridiculous bargain.

“Don’t get any ideas that I want to be doing this,” said Aura as the Axbarian’s webbed hands engulfed her breasts and squeezed them roughly. “This is all about saving Hoggens’ bacon.”

“Grrrrugglleee such a noble woman,” chuckled Gildup. “But you humans can’t pretend…”

He thrust one webbed hand between her thighs, claw-tipped fingers stroking the folds of Aura’s cunt. Squeezing her pussy in his hand and pushing two fingers inside her. She let out an involuntary gasp and staggered against him. Her breasts mashed against Gildup’s slick torso and she braced her hands against his biceps as he began to finger her cove.

“Wet. Hot.” He kissed her again, claiming her mouth with his frilly tongue and then slurping back out again. “You want this, Aura. The Archangel is a slut.”

“No… I… when you touch me like… AH!” She cried out as he shoved her roughly down to her knees. She was face-to-face with that monstrous, disgusting cock of his. It was outright dripping with slime. The little crown of tentacles on the fat cockhead wiggled excitedly.

“Suck,” commanded Gildup, curling a big, webbed hand around Aura’s head. He pulled her closer, rubbing his cock against her face. The tentacles did sting her in some way. Not painfully, but she felt little prickles where they dragged across her cheek and over her lips. Her skin felt warmer. More sensitive.

“This… this is wrong. Your cock is toxic or sooMMMPHHH!” She tried to object, but Gildup was done waiting. He roughly yanked her head back, forcing her mouth open, and pushed his cock and its wiggling crown into her mouth.

The last thing she wanted to do was give this sleazy amphibian a blowjob, but that was exactly what she started to do. The little wiggling tentacles hit the back of her throat, dragged over her tongue, and made every part of the inside of her mouth warm and tingly. It was strangely arousing and Gildup’s slimy secretions didn’t taste nearly as bad as she expected. But as she began to bob and slurp on his huge alien cock, she still hated him. Her eyes blazed with watery fury and her golden hair bounced behind her as she sucked his cock.

As she was begrudgingly sucking Gildup’s fuckmeat, she happened to notice a second monitor which was displaying an image of the bomb bay and Philomena slithering all over Hoggens. Some of the color was starting to return to Hoggens, but he was still a long way from thawed.

I need to make this a good show for Gildup, thought Aura, steeling herself. Gotta keep the big frog man distracted.

“Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned around Gildup’s pulsating cock, gulping the slimy trickle of his pre as her mouth tingled with sensitivity.

“Always knew you were a slut,” gurgled Gildup, encouraging her to suck him deeper.

“Mmmmmmmmhmmmm,” agreed Aura, slurping eagerly around his cock. She managed to pop her lips free of his tingling tentacles and looked up at him. “Get on your back. I want to ride this cock.”

“Oh yeah? Show me what a slut you are? Ha! Okay, Archangel, but I warn you… once you’ve been fucked by an Axbarian, there’s no going back to those pitiful human cocks.”

This worst part about his arrogance was that it had some justification. She knew it from the way sucking his big cock had made her mouth feel. Those stinging tentacles had left her feeling like she wanted him to fuck her face. But she needed to keep those fishy eyes of his focused on her.

He reclined on a padded bench, leaning back and watching as Aura stood and climbed astride his lap. She spread her legs and grasped his pulsating, slime-dripping cock, lowering herself towards his tip and rubbing those little tentacles at her folds. The moment those greasy tendrils dragged over her cuntlips, she felt a hot, throbbing need to be fucked. One of them touched her clit and she cried out as her sensitive bud was wracked with needful spasms.

“That’s right gguuurgggglllee! Once you feel the sting, there’s no going back. You’re addicted! You’ll be begging to be my eggmother! GGURRRGLE!” He grabbed Aura’s shapely hips and pulled her down roughly onto his cock.

Her eyes shot wide open as sensitivity speared through her clutching cunt. The stinging tentacles awakened a primal need in Aura and she began to desperately, wantonly ride atop Gildup’s cock. Every part of her cunt that was touched by the tentacles began to crave more. Even her cervix, usually tender and sensitive, ached with the yearning for more contact.

“Fuuuuuck,” gasped Aura. “That’s amazing… should’ve… tried this sooner.”

“Yes, you should’ve, Aura,” laughed Gildup. “Too bad I have to hand you over to the Xorthians. I might’ve turned you into a proper eggmother. Put a ggggguuurrgle slave collar on you… or just enslave you with pleasure GURRRGLLE!”

His webbed hands gripped her ass and he bounced her atop his lap with his forceful thrusts. Aura had wanted to take charge of him, but she found herself at the mercy of her desire. Riding his cock, craving it inside her, hips working and plump breasts bouncing. She even leaned down and kissed him again. No longer disgusted by his fishy taste as her human body acclimated to her cunt-stung desire for him.

“Mmmmmm ohhhhh yesssss mmmmmmm fuck me! Harder! That’s it!” She bucked feverishly, tits slapping against his chest with her hard ride atop his cock. His clawed hands tightened on her ass. He plunged his pulsating cock upwards to meet her ride.

Aura stole a glance over Gildup’s shoulder at the second monitor, which showed Hoggens finally starting to wake up in the gooey embrace of Philomena. She told herself that her performance, enthusiastic as it was, could be justified by her need to keep Gildup distracted. With that thought on her mind, and pleasure tightening inexorably in her core, she smashed another kiss to his wide, flabby mouth and bucked harder atop his lap.

Gildup sensed her pleasure, gurgling into the kiss and lifting his hips to meet her intense, juicy ride atop his bulging cock. It swelled bigger and bigger inside her, so deep that the tentacles at his tip kissed her cervix with every motion of her hips. She cried out against his fishy lips, gasping, pressing her tits to his chest, thrusting her tongue against his as pleasure burst within her depths.

Her toe-curling climax was a revelation in alien anatomy. Aura had fucked her share of non-humans in the rebellion, but never anything like this. A chemical, toxic fuck that had bent her body to the pleasure of rutting with he fish man.

“Ohhhhhhh mmyyyyyy ggooodddddddd!” she wailed, throwing back her head and crushing her tits into Gildup’s gurgling face as spasm after spasm of pleasure wracked her body.

At the peak of her ecstasy, she felt his hands tighten painfully on her ass and he thrust upwards, seeming to invade her womb itself with his cockhead. His swollen cock, pressing tightly against her inner walls, began to jerk with the spasms of his alien release. She felt the lukewarm flood of his seed into her cunt. Spurt after spurt drenching her womb and pouring out around his swollen cock. Dripping down her thighs.

And making her crave more.

“YESSSSSS!” She collapsed completely into his arms as he emptied his load into her trembling twat. Gildup gurgled with amusement, his thrusts slowing as he caressed her in his arms.

“We’re just getting started, baby,” he gurgled, kissing her again as his cock pulsed with aftershocks. “I’m going to fuck that big, juicy ass of yours too.”

“Oh, fuck,” was all she could manage, because she knew she was going to let him do it.

Meanwhile, back in the bomb bay, things were really warming up between Philomena and Hoggens.

“CooooooOOOoooo you taste so good,” burbled Philomena, sliding the gooey pink substance of her body all around Hoggens.

“R-really? It feels good… nice and warm… but you’re not… not eating me are you?” he wondered, weakly moving his arms within Philomena’s slimy body.

She bounced and jiggled atop him, his cock visible through the translucent pink of her body as she rode him with the gelatinous urgency of a nurse. Her huge breasts wobbled and jiggled as she rode faster.

“Not eating,” she burbled. “Just a little taste so my enzymes warm you up. I’m actually a vegetarian.”

“R-really? Ohhhhhh… well… you’re eating my cock pretty SKRRRONK well,” he snorted, watching her rippling, wobbling body devouring his training pig dick. “If you keep going like that… I’m going to… totally cum inside you…”

“Oh, yes! Master Gildup does that all the time with me. But you taste better, Mister Hoggens. Let it out! I want to eat it up!” She leaned over him, her huge gelatin tits dangling and splattering against him as her hips worked vigorously.

Hoggens let out an oinking cry and thrust upwards. He watched in amazement as his cock throbbed inside that gelatinous body and unleashed spurting streams of his seed. The milky white cum swirled inside her body, making it briefly opaque as she devoured his cum.

“Yessssss,” burbled Philomena. “Ohhhhh… that’s so nice! Ohhhh! Your anatomy… your DNA… we would work so very well together.”

“Together?”

“As your pilot symbiont,” said Philomena. “So I can leave Gildup. I require frequent sustenance such as this. And you can provide it while I enhance your flying abilities.”

“Y-yeah… alright,” gasped Hoggens, his cock slowly deflating inside Philomena’s gelatinous body. “But first I have to save my friend.”

“Then we will need to integrate,” said Philomena as she began to slide tendrils of her slime into Hoggens’ snout, mouth, and other orifices. His eyes widened and he let out a gurgling oink as he merged with Philomena.

While Hoggens was becoming far more intimate than he ever imagined with Philomena, Aura was doing something just as unimaginable with Gildup in his quarters.

“YESSSS! Do it! Fuck my asss!”

She bucked her hips back against him, her ass in the air and her face down on his bed as she clawed at his musty sheets. His alien cock was plunging into her ass, slamming her with slimy precious and stinging the sensitive walls of her insides in a way that heightened her pleasure and lust.

“Good slut! So tight too! GGGGURRGgllle! So warm!” Gildup slammed forward, pushing on the back of her head as he drove his alien cock deep into Aura’s stretched hole.

The mighty Archangel had surrendered all initiative to the treacherous alien and was reaping the rewards for her submission. His cock felt amazing plundering her beautiful booty. Each thrust sending another near-orgasmic spike of slimy pleasure deep into her bowels. He stretched ring quivered around him. Her cunt drooled with overabundant nectar.

She was on the verge of cumming all over Gildup’s cock, maybe even having the first anal orgasm of her life, when the door burst open. Gildup froze, mid-stroke, one eyestalk searching the room for a weapon as the other eyestalk swiveled towards the doorway. Hoggens stood in the doorway, furious and panting, his body naked save for a sheath of gelatinous reddish goo. He was also holding Gildup’s freeze gun.

“Let go of her, caviar for brains! Or I blast you into the ice box!” 

“H-hold on,” said Aura, pushing up on her hands and looking back at Hoggens with Gildup’s cock still stuffed in her butt. “Let him finish what he started.”

“You want… to let this creep… finish?”

“You heard her, pig boy,” gurgled Gildup, turning back to Aura. “She’s not done yet and neither am I.”

Aura didn’t care that she was behaving in a shameful way. She cried out with pleasure, riding back onto that vile alien cock and letting Gildup plunge it deep into her back passage. His fishy hips spanked her ass, and he hunched over her, rutting with the fervor of an alien chasing pleasure but vying for time.

But there was no avoiding the tingling rush of pleasure. The way it felt as his cock throbbed and bucked against her stretched ring. The warmth of his slime as his pleasure surged. That slippery flood, gushing from his cock as Aura felt the first spasming ecstasy of her anal orgasm. Her tentacle-stung bowels as pleasurable and sensitive as her clit. Gripping his spurting alien cock. Drinking the flood of his seed.

“Fuuuuuuuck,” she moaned, collapsing onto the bed. Gildup’s huge cock left her gaping pink asshole as he rocked back on his knees.

That was when Hoggens squeezed the trigger and turned Gildup from a bounty hunter into a fish stick.

“You had better get him in the storage freezer,” said Philomena, her face appearing on Hoggens’ shoulder. “Axbarians don’t stay frozen long. Naturally low body temperature.”

“Got it,” grunted Hoggens, picking up Gildup and trying not to look at Aura with her gaping, cum-drooling ass on full display.

“Th-thanks, I think,” she moaned, looking back at Hoggens and blushing with shame.

An hour later, fully dressed, she perched gingerly on the copilot’s seat next to Philomena. The slime girl guided Gildup’s bomber, the Shadow Shark, towards the asteroid that housed Skull Refuge. The winking lights and sleek corsair ships passed by the bomber as they entered the darkness of the main hold. A four-armed simian in a vac suit waved them to one of the docking berths and the ship connected with a thump.

“Alright,” said Aura, rising from the seat. “You two stay with the ship. I’m going to look for the woman I came here to see.”

“Be safe,” said Hoggens. “We’ll keep an eye on things.”

“Yeah, we’ll be fine,” giggled Philomena, already slithering off her seat and sliding, half-formed, forwards Hoggens flight suit.
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With Friends Like These

SKULL REFUGE

TORTUGA SYSTEM

“I don’t see the resemblance,” snorted Hoggens, leaning forward in his acceleration seat to get a look through the bomber’s canopy at the looming shape of Skull Refuge.

“I think it’s the skull of a Kroggedt,” said Aura, gesturing with a nod of her head. “See, there are the six eye sockets and those rock formations look a bit like teeth. We’re flying straight into the mouth.”

“I guess if you squint it looks a bit like a Kroggedt skull,” admitted Hoggens, leaning back in his seat as Philomena jiggled around him.

“This is Shadow Shark to Refuge control,” said Aura, deepening her voice and doing her best to sound like the gurgling alien Gildup. “Requesting usual landing berth.”

“You’re five payments behind on your dock fees, Gildup,” snarled the voice over the communicator. “I ought to dock you in the main trash incinerator and repo your ship for profit.”

“I’d like to see you try, scum-sucker,” gurgled Aura, pinching her throat and wobbling it to get the proper gurgle in her voice.

“Maybe I will, fish brains,” replied the voice with a harsh laugh. “Bay nine. Try not to scuff the grav bumpers this time.”

Aura switched off the comms and guided the two-seat bomber through the flow of traffic entering the maw of Skull Refuge. There were pirate skiffs, bulk haulers looted from traders, blockade runners, and even a Xorthian frigate moored ominously at one of the larger berths.

“Uh, Angel,” said Hoggens, craning his neck as they passed beneath the sleek warship. “You seein’ that?”

“We’re just regular traffic,” said Aura. “We left from here and we’re returning. They won’t notice us.”

She prayed that she was right. Their very presence at the outlaw station meant that the bounty for rebels was hot. Thousands of credits. Maybe even tens of thousands for someone like the infamous Archangel. Everyone would be looking to grab her if they spotted her.

Aura guided the bomber to bay nine, being sure to give the grav bumpers an intentional brush with the bomber’s landing struts. Just like Gildup would’ve done. She was greeted by an angry squawk from the comms. The docking clamps activated and Shadow Shark settled into the docking cradle.

“Alright,” said Aura, powering down the console and rising from her seat. “You two keep an eye on the ship. I’m going to go find Kalista and convince her to leave this hellhole and come fight the good fight with us.”

“It’s very dangerous for humans in Skull Refuge,” burbled Philomena, her translucent pink head rising from Hoggens’ shoulder. “You should take me with you.”

“I’m not walking around wearing a symbiote,” scoffed Aura, stripping down to her bra and panties and preparing to put on a patchwork deck suit and gear belt. Hoggens snorted as he watched her slide one foot into the leg of the suit.

“You do not need to take all of me,” said Philomena. “I will be in constant contact with the rest of my body and can even relay messages to your handsome friend.”

“So I can put you in my pocket?” asked Aura, the lower half of her reinforced deck suit still below her knees. She stretched a pocket out with a hooked finger. “Hop in.”

“I will be happy to,” said Philomena, slowly disconnecting her gelatinous body from Hoggens. He let out a groan of dismay as he separated from her nervous system with a final wet slurp. Philomena approached Aura and burbled, “Please present me with your preferred orifice.”

“My what?” Aura froze with the deck suit midway up her thighs. She looked back over her shoulder at the alien.

“I cannot secrete enough of my material into your head and your frontal digestive system would be dangerous to me.” Philomena patted a gooey hand against Aura’s panty-covered bottom. “I suggest one of these two orifices. Do not be afraid. I promise this will be a pleasurable experience for us both.”

Hoggens watched bemused as Philomena and Aura began to debate the finer points of inserting a symbiote into the human body. Aura was of the opinion that it absolutely should not happen, but Philomena was very persuasive. She could heighten Aura’s strength, reflexes, and stamina in addition to maintaining a connection with her body on the ship. Aura relented just to get the argument over with. She had done stranger things during her time on the fringe.

“Alright, you can climb up my ass,” she said, turning around and sliding her panties down from her round, creamy cheeks. Philomena started sliding closer and Aura quickly pulled the panties back up. “Hold on. How much are you talking about sticking up my butt? Show me.”

“Relax, silly human,” said Philomena, curling her cool, slimy fingers down the seat of Aura’s panties. “It will easily fit inside you without discomfort. In fact, you may enjoy it.”

“Hold on, just show me how big aaaahhh!”

Aura gasped, back arched and watching over her shoulder as Philomena’s gooey hands spread Aura’s cheeks wide and bared the pink pucker of her anus. Aura clenched tighter, remembering that her guts were still probably full of Gildup’s filthy load, but that was no defense against the huge pillar of glistening pink that rose from Philomena’s loins and pressed against Aura’s tight divot.

With a thrust, the slippery slime cock plunged into Aura’s asshole and stuffed her rear with a forearm’s length of cool, soft goo. It narrowed at its base, allowing Aura’s anus to clench tighter and tighter until it finally squeezed through the base and severed the connection to Philomena’s body.

Only that connection was anything but severed, for even as Aura took a staggering step away from the slime girl she could feel her warm human flesh connecting to the cool plug of slime now resting in her bowels. Her pulse quickened and she felt a rush of strength, awareness, and as if the whole world was slightly slowed down.

“Your strength, speed, and stamina have more than doubled,” said Philomena. “As long as you remain warm, your body heat will allow me to enhance your physical abilities in return. I can also…”

“…speak to your directly through the membranes of your body,” continued a soft whisper in Aura’s ear.

“Can… can I go now?” asked Aura, still a little unsettled by having an alien goo cock residing inside her body.

“Of course,” whispered the voice in her ear.

Aura finished putting on her deck suit and clamped on her heavy magnetized boots. Philomena and Hoggens were already passionately reuniting in the cargo bay as Aura descended the Shadow Shark’s loading ramp to the deck of the hangar. There was a large, yellow-brown frog alien wearing a grimy deck suit and carrying a tool kit waiting at the bottom of the ramp. He looked at Aura with his huge eyes and blinked with surprise.

“Crrrronnnnkkkk? Who are you?” He leaned over Aura’s shoulder and peered up the ramp. “Where is the boss?”

“Oh, he wanted me to tell you… THIS!” Aura drove a knee into the frog’s potbelly and he doubled over with a grunt. She hammered his amphibian jaw with an uppercut and sent him sprawling on the deck. She landed atop him with her knees pinning the alien’s arms down. She drew her neutrino pistol, powering it up with a hum and aiming the barrel at the frog’s face.

“Don’t shoot. Please. I don’t care if you took Gildup’s ship. I have a family!”

“I’m looking for somebody. A human spacer with long white hair and a petite body. Very pretty, but with a scar on her face and one—”

“Deadeye!” gasped the frog, squirming in pain under Aura’s weight. “Everybody knows Deadeye. She took over the Reaper Gang. You don’t wanna mess with Deadeye. She’s a stone-cold killer.”

“Where is she?” growled Aura, jamming her gun under the frog’s flabby chin to remind him that she was a killer too.

“Gut Shot Bar,” he said, eyes wide and quivering with fear. “Level six. Can’t miss her.”

“Thanks,” said Aura, and she knocked the frog out with a blow to his forehead. She tied him up and stashed him in a luggage case marked to be loaded onto a passenger hauler carrying star pilgrims westward. With any luck, he’d be light years away by the time he woke up and started yelling.

Aura found the Gut Shot Bar in a part of Skull Refuge that looked like it was straight out a depiction of hell. Dripping stalactites, bubbling pools of superheated fluid, chains, screams, and swirling red lighting. The Gut Shot Bar looked right at home nestled in among the screw parlors and borg rippers.

Aura kept one hand near the grip of her pistol as she walked in and surveyed the dregs and devils hanging out in the bar. Several of them looked in her direction and flashed predatory smiles, but they all looked away again when she headed straight for the booth at the rear of the bar.

“Please, I just need a little more time,” said a Twalian in a flight suit, down on his knees and begging for mercy. “I just had to jettison the cargo. Next time—”

“Next time, you bring me my money or I’m taking both of your tentacles,” said the hard, raspy voice of the woman leaning back in the booth like it was her throne. She was wearing a white flight suit to match her ponytail of white hair, peering down at the man with one ice blue eye and one crude cybernetic eye that glowed red. Her smile was anything but friendly.

“Oh, thank you, Deadeye, I swear to you—Hey!” The blue-skinned Twalian was suddenly hauled to his feet by a pair of heavily borged and tattooed thugs.

“Take him out back and burn off his left tentacle,” said Deadeye, gesturing to the pair of thick, floppy green tendrils drooping from the alien’s head.

“What!? No! Deadeye! Please! It doesn’t grow back! It’s not like hair! Oh god, don’t do this!”

He was dragged out through the backdoor of the bar and Aura could hear him protesting right up until there was a loud zapping sound. Then he really started screaming. His wails of pain receding into the distance as he was dragged away.

Aura didn’t have time to worry about what sort of monster Kalista had become. She approached the beautiful pilot turned pirate with a steely look in her eyes.

“Deadeye now, is it?”

“Who wants to… by the void! Archangel!?” Deadeye sat up, genuinely happy for a moment and knocking over a drink onto the lap of a lounging boytoy. The twink cried out and scurried away to clean up. “What are you doing in my part of space? Angels aren’t welcome in the deep dark, you know.”

“We have a lot to talk about, Kalista,” said Aura. She glanced pointedly at Deadeye’s thugs still hanging around the booth. “Is there a quiet place where we could talk? Catch up on old times?”

“Past is past and I’m not Kalista anymore,” said Deadeye, her expression hardening a little. She rose from the booth, a full head shorter than Aura, but no less intimidating as she sauntered past. “But we can talk. Just talk. Follow me.”

Once they were alone in the lift to the secret lair of the petite pirate queen, there was a lot more than talking going on.

“Fuuuuck, you’re even hotter than I remembered,” rasped Deadeye, pushing Aura up against the wall and plunging her hand into the zipper of Aura’s deck suit. She slid deft fingers over Aura’s hot cunny.

“You’re meaner than I remembered.” Aura moaned and felt a ripple of pleasure along with an echo of it in her ass. What Deadeye was doing with her rough fingers was making Philomena’s plug squirm in Aura’s butt. And it felt amazing.

Aura leaned down enough to crash her lips into the wicked smile of the smaller woman. She puled her tighter, grabbing Deadeye’s firm little ass and squeeze as she drove her tongue into the pirate’s hot, yielding mouth. They tangled tongues fiercely as the elevator descended. Deadeye’s finger pumping into Aura’s shuddering snatch.

They made it out of the lift and almost directly into Deadeye’s bed, knocking aside sense recording and exotic alien drug pipes. Aura peeled off Deadeye’s flight suit and kissed the soft, pert breasts beneath. She tongued Deadeye’s pale nipples and sucked each little bud in turn. Deadeye never relented with her fingers, plunging them in and out of Aura’s hot cunt until she was on the edge.

“Why are you here, Angel,” gasped Deadeye, squirming out of her flight suit completely. She climbed atop Aura and the two began to lick each other. Aura passionately and Deadeye with fierce intensity.

“The Xorthians have the leaders of the Free Stars Alliance, mmmmm, including Commander Lupin,” said Aura, answering between tongue lashes as she caressed Deadeye’s firm ass.

“So it’s mmmmm over? Want a job? Oh… fuck yeah, right there. Lick my ass too. Ohhhhh…”

“Nnn-nnn,” replied Aura, tonguing Deadeye’s pink pucker as she rubbed the petite pilot’s clit. “Not over. I’m getting the squadron back together. You’re one of the best.”

“Was the best,” moaned Deadeye, riding her ass back into Aura’s face. Aura squeezed and tongued deeper. “Still am the best. But I work for myself now. For hire.”

“Mmmmnnhnn would hire mmmnnmmm pay you mmmmm…”

“I’m… ahhh… the fucking queen here… and the queen is… ohhhh shit get that tongue deep… out of your price range,” whined Deadeye, rising upright atop Aura’s face and bucking hard and fast as her climax approached.

Aura rubbed more furiously with her fingers and plunged her tongue into Deadeye’s ass as deep as it would reach. She suddenly (and easily thanks to Philomena’s plug) shoved Deadeye off her face, rolling the petite pilot onto her back, spreading her legs wide and forcefully fucking her ass with three fingers as she leaned down to suck on her clit.

Deadeye’s orgasm was intense and undeniable. The petite beauty cried out, bucking hard against Aura’s face, her nectar pouring out and soaking the sheets and her peaked mounds heaving with her ecstasy.

Aura waited until the last spasms left Deadeye’s quivering thighs. She lifted her face, crawling atop the trembling pirate and teasing her naked body against Deadeye’s. Her lips were close.

“You’ll do it for the fun,” said Aura. “Fun like this. And because you can’t let Cordelia hog all the glory.”

“Raven? Holy shit. You got that bloodsucker too, huh?” Deadeye leaned up and shared a hot, cum-sweet kiss with Aura. “Alright. I’ll sign up. But wait for me to settle some things. My empire needs a successor.”

Deadeye crawled out from under Aura’s embrace. Aura watched the beautiful pilot pull her clothes onto her pleasure-flushed body. That red-eyed cybernetic implant seemed to scan Aura’s curves as she sprawled naked on the tangled, cum-soaked sheets.

“Just wait here,” said Deadeye, winking her human eye as she zipped up. “I’ll be back before you know it, and we can continue our little party before I fly out with you.”

It was all so much easier and more pleasant than Aura had expected. She smiled at herself, naked and enjoying the cool air from the ventilation system. She rubbed idly at her clit and felt Philomena squirming in her ass.

“Are you still in there?” she murmured.

“Oh, yes, Aura. You know how to enjoy yourself with the pretty ladies.”

“How do you know she was pretty?” asked Aura, working her fingers into her pussy with a little more urgency.

“I see everything you see, Aura. Your eyes are mine. Your body… mmmm… is mine.”

Aura felt a ripple of pleasure as Philomena’s plug bulged in her ass. She rubbed faster at her clit and plunged her fingers deeper, hips rising to meet her thrusting hand.

“So if I cum,” she gasped. “You’ll cum too?”

“That’s right,” said Philomena. “I would like that very much.”

“Ohhhhh… just give me a second,” moaned Aura, her breasts jiggling as she pumped her fingers with desperate abandon. “Almost there… almost—”

The door burst open and black-armored troopers flooded into the bedroom. The human troopers were dwarfed by the giantess that followed them into the room in her red cape and black-armored bodice. The busty, red-skinned Xorthian officer with horns and bound dreadlocks of slender tentacles glared at Aura with delight in her cruel black eyes.

“Hello there, rebel scum,” said the Xorthian with a grin. “I am Lady Vadross.”

“That bitch sold me out,” muttered Aura as harsh realization ruined her chance at an orgasm.

“Sorry, Angel,” said Deadeye, peering out from behind the giantess in the cape. “Your horizontal maneuvers are incredible, but the price on your head was too much. It’s just business.”

“Yes, business,” said Lady Vadross in her husky voice as she stepped to bed and admired Aura’s naked body with predatory hunger. “A price easily paid for such a delectable specimen.”

She whirled her cape and turned back to her troopers.

“Take her to my ship and secure her to the interrogation table. I plan to enjoy extracting the truth from her… mmmmm… lovely flesh.”

“Wait, you promised there would be no torturing,” said Deadeye, following Lady Vadross out of the bedroom.

“I am altering our agreement,” growled the Xorthian, towering over the petite pirate. “Pray I don’t alter it further.”

The door hissed closed behind them and Aura was left with a squad of black-armored troopers and their very effective stun batons.

“Alright,” she said, holding up her hands. “I’m not going to resist. You can just—AH!”

The baton hit her in the abdomen and shocked her painfully. She doubled up, but was contorted in the other direction moments later as the troopers bent her arms behind her back. One of them put a black bag over Aura’s head, shutting off her view of the outside world. Then they picked her up like a trophy from a hunt and carried her out without even giving her the dignity of a sheet to cover up.

“Don’t worry,” whispered Philomena as Aura was being carried back through the Gut Shot Bar to hooting from the lusty patrons. “Hoggens will think of something.”

Aura was very worried.
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Prize Winning Pig

“Oh, that’s good,” groaned Hoggens, leaning back in the copilot’s seat in the cockpit of the Shadow Shark.

It was cramped in the cockpit for having sex, but downright spacious compared to his own star fighter’s cockpit. He grunted, barely moving his flabby hips as he watched Philomena’s translucent pink body bounce and twist atop his cock. His throbbing twisted cock was visible inside her. Philomena’s huge, gooey hooters heaved and slapped and splattered against his bare chest as she sloshed against him.

“Ohhhhh yes, Master Hoggens, your body is so much warmer than Gildup’s and your cum is so much more delicious. Give it to me, please! I can’t get enough!”

She wasn’t kidding about that part, though Hoggens. This would be the sixth load he had given to the slimy symbiote since coming aboard the Shadow Shark. But he certainly wasn’t complaining.

“SKKKRROONK! Here it comes! Ohhhh yessss jiggle on me, my delicious symbiotic jelly girl! SKROINK!”

“Yesss! Oh, master, your cock is pulsating! Squirting into me! Yess!”

She bounced wildly atop him and Hoggens lifted his head from the cushion to watch his cum dissipating like cream into coffo as spurt after spurt gushed into the translucent pink mass of Philomena. He groaned at the exquisite, sucking action of her slimy innards, his orgasm prolonged almost to the point of pain before she finally slumped atop him, oozing all over his body like a giant, spilled flan.

“Amazing,” he wheezed. “I don’t think SSKRRONK I will ever get tired of that.”

He stretched in his seat and yawned dramatically, scratching under his jowls and feeling like a nap. He was just about to do exactly that when Philomena stiffened atop him. She bubbled as if carbonated and let out a strange yowl sounds before plunging off his body and splattering loudly to the floor.

“What is it!? What’s wrong?” He stood up with a grunt of effort and looked down at the churning, vibrating mass of Philomena.

“Elllllllll-le-le-lectrocution,” burbled the slime girl. “The plug… the part of me in-in-in-in-inside ArchaAAAAnngel. It’s being… t-t-t-t-tortured.”

“Oh, by the stars, can you get a message to her? Can you tell her I’m coming to rescue her?”

“N-n-no,” said Philomena. “Hurts too m-m-much. Have to d-d-d-disconnect from ahhhhhhhh… ohhhh… it was agonizing.” She slowly gathered into a glistening lump and formed gradually into a humanoid shape.

“Do you know where they are?” asked Hoggens.

“Impressions only,” said Philomena. “A big red woman. Prods. Probes.”

“Xorthians,” said Hoggens. “Their females are huge and red and we know they’re looking for us. They caught her and they are going to torture her for every bit of information they can find.”

“Can you save her?”

“Yes,” said Hoggens, standing up straight with his flaccid cock dangling beneath his naked belly. “I am a member of Angel Squadron. We don’t turn our back on our fellow pilots.” He saluted through the blacked out canopy of the cockpit, his big gut jiggling with the sharp motion. “First things first, I need to track down Calista. She will either know what happened and how to bust Aura and your plug out of Xorthian custody or she will join up to help save her former commander.”

“Are you certain?”

“Yes,” said Hoggens, pulling on his flight suit. “Well, no, but it’s the best plan I have.”

“What can I do to help, master?”

“For now, keep watch over this ship. If anyone other than me or Aura tries to get aboard, you stop them. Undock if you have to and return when you can.”

“I don’t want to leave you, master,” pouted Philomena. “I work best as a symbiote.”

“I work best with you as my symbiote,” said Hoggens, leaning down and planting a kiss on her slimy lips. “But right now, there needs to be two of us. One to guard the ship and one to find Aura.”

“Yes, master,” said Philomena, giving Hoggens a crisp salute that made her voluptuous slime body wobble uncontrollably.

Hoggens took one last look at Gildup in the ship’s cold storage before strapping on a neutrino blaster pistol in a hip holster and heading onto the dock. He knew Aura was looking for Calista and that Calista was human. She had been before his time as a member of Angel Squadron, so he didn’t know much about Calista beyond that.

His best bet was a bar. Getting a drink and listening in on the conversations of the locals was a good way to pick up information. If hanging around in a scum gutter tavern like the Gut Shot Bar got him killed, at least he wouldn’t die thirsty.

The first thing he noticed in the bar was that there weren’t very many humans. In fact, there was only one. The second thing Hoggens noticed as he sipped a fuel-grade hyper ale, was that the only human was gorgeous. And dangerous looking.

Her long, white hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail. She was curvy but compact and wearing a white flight suit to match her hair. She had one icy blue eye and a crude cybernetic eye that glowed red. Her mismatched eyes suddenly flicked in Hoggens’ direction.

“What the fuck are you staring at, pig face?” she demanded with a raspy voice.

“I’m looking for a pilot,” said Hoggens, rising from the bar and walking closer.

“What do I look like, a merc?” She slouched back in the booth and downed a fizzy red drink. When she lowered the cup and saw Hoggens standing across the table from her she added, “Get lost, pork-for-brains. I’m not for hire.”

“I’m not looking to hire you, Calista,” he said, resting his hand on the grip of his neutrino pistol.

That got her full attention. She sat forward, reaching under the table for something, but she was drunk and fumbling. Hoggens didn’t give her the chance to pull a gun on him. He dropped heavily into the booth next to her and reached under the table to grab the double-barreled electro blaster before she could make a scene.

“Where is she?” he demanded. “What did you do with her?”

Her pretty face hardened with anger. Hoggens brought the barrel of his pistol up under her chin.

“Start talking our I’m going to SKKRRROonk rearrange that smile of yours.”

“You do and you’re dead,” she said, her gaze flicking downwards towards the vibro knife pressed against Hoggens’ portly midsection.

“She’s being tortured,” said Hoggens. “I’m not backing down from this. She needs to be rescued. And you’re going to help me.”

For a tense second, it seemed she might call his bluff, but then she lowered the blade and lifted her chin from the barrel of his pistol.

“Alright, fatso,” she said. “We can talk where there aren’t so many ears. Follow me.”

She led him through a back door of the bar and down a winding hallway into a dingy apartment packed with loot. She plopped down heavily onto an unmade bed and gestured to a nearby chair. Hoggens still held the pistol, but at least lowered the aim. He was taken by Calista’s compact curviness. Like a three-quarters-scale model of Aura’s luscious loveliness. But even as his cock stirred, he knew he had to stay focused.

“She was a fool to come here looking for me,” said Calista, propping herself on the pillows and folding her hands behind her head.

“Skrrrrronk,” snorted Hoggens. “She came expecting your help as a fellow member of Angel Squadron. She said you’d know where the Xorthians took their prisoners. She wanted to rescue the people you care about too, Calista.”

“It’s Deadeye now,” she said. “And I don’t care about those people. I followed the rules my whole life, I did what I was told by the Free Stars Alliance. What did it get me? A cybernetic eye and a lot of nightmares. So I set out on my own and I made a good life for myself here on this rock. Then Archangel herself shows up and she expects me to, what, drop everything and help her?”

“She expected you to do the right thing,” said Hoggens. “Clearly that was a mistake.”

“Mmmmmm, I never wanna do the right thing,” said Deadeye, reaching for the zipper of her flight suit and dragging it down over her heaving bust. Her plump breasts separated at the unzipping, the soft weight of them spreading on her ribcage. She pulled the zipper lower, revealing battle scars and toned flesh down to her mound. “Why don’t you put that blaster down, pig boy, and show me if you Porcians really have those corkscrews like I’ve heard.”

“And you’ll help me?”

“You really like her, huh?” Deadeye shrugged out of the shoulders of her flight suit to reveal crude pirate tattoos on her arms. She worked her legs free and sat back, naked and unashamed. “Alright, fatso, you make me cum twice without busting a load yourself and I’ll help you rescue her.”

Coming from a scorching hot beauty like Deadeye, the challenge seemed formulated to be unwinnable. What the sexy pirate failed to realize, as she spread her legs wide and beckoned Hoggens closer with a crooked finger, was that Hoggens had been practically pumped dry recently by his lusty symbiote. If ever he was prepared for a test of sexual endurance, it was that moment.

“Alright, human,” grunted Hoggens, holstering his blaster. “You asked for it.”

Hoggens kicked off his boots and yanked off his armored flight suit. Deadeye watched him with drunken delight, frigging herself as Hoggens revealed his bulging pink body and his long, twisty cock with his huge drooping balls. The humanoid pig let out an excited “SKRRONK!” and practically leapt atop Deadeye.

He snorted and oinked, guiding his cock to her hot folds and letting her hand guide him in for a hot docking procedure. He pushed past Deadeye’s dewy folds, augering his pork loin into her coochie.

“OOoooOOOohhhh that’s bigger than I expected,” she gasped as he drilled to her backwalls and his hefty balls spanked against her firm booty. The pat-pat-pat of his swinging sac intensified to the loud slap of flesh as he unleashed his inner warthog fuckbeast. His cock swelled and Deadeye’s slender abdomen bulged with every thrust. She grabbed his meaty thighs, as if she might slow him down, but he was relentless. Pounding into her. Making her soft tits bounce and splash atop her ribcage.

“SKRRoOOOOoonk!” He needed to make Deadeye cum quickly if he was going to save Aura before her brain was fried.

Hoggens leaned her body on the slope of his meaty legs, penetrating her deeply and hunching over her to sloppily tongue her mouth. Her feet were in the air to either side of him and her pussy was at his mercy. He beat her backwalls like a battering ram and Deadeye howled with ecstasy, her inner walls suddenly and rhythmically clenching around him. Her cries of pleasure swallowed up by his smothering kiss.

“Mmmmm ohhhh fuck… amazing… slow down now… let me catch my breath,” she panted, pushing him away.

Hoggens slid his cock out of her drenched cunny with a slurp, then growled, grabbing her hips to flip her over onto her hands and knees. She cried out, trying to push him away, but it was too late. His cockhead brushed aside her folds and he let his bulky momentum plow his full length back into her pussy as he hunched over her back.

The relentless drill of his cock overwhelmed Deadeye’s resistance. She pushed up on her hands and knees despite his weight atop her back and she began to buck her hips upwards to meet him. He felt his climax rising. His bollocks tightening.

“SSKKRRRONK! Not yet you don’t!” He squealed, grabbing a handful of her white hair and using it as a leash to hold her head up and pound deep into her pussy from behind. His flabby hips clapped her luscious ass. His tightening bollocks beat against her clit.

She fought back, trying to hold out and make him cum first, but Hoggens wasn’t going to give up on Aura like that. He grabbed hold of Deadeye’s hips with both hands and rammed her face down into the bed. He slammed his cock in and out of her tight, gripping cunt and punished her pussy until she was on the brink.

“SSkkrreeeeonk! Cum for me, you wicked cyclops! Milk my cock with your hot little honeypot!”

“YESSSSS! You fat fuckbeast! AHHHHH!” She threw back her head and her ass and rode him across the line, cumming hard with clamping squeezes of her inner walls.

Hoggens held out until her orgasm had begun to weaken and then let loose with a bellow of pleasure. His cum pumped out of his twisted cock and drenched Deadeye’s human womb. The alien flood of Porcian sperm coated her cunt in his frothy spunk.

“So,” he growled, slowing his thrusts and kissing at her shoulder and neck. “Do we have a deal?”

“Y-yeah, alright pig man,” she panted. “I’ll give you the codes to bust her out of the Xorthian ship. That will burn my bridges here on the rock, so while you’re doing that, I’ll get my fighter prepped to join you in space. But you’d better hurry if you want to get there before she’s Xorthian human yakitori.

“Skronk! Right!” Hoggens pulled his cum-smeared cock out of Deadeye’s gaping cunny with a lewd slurp. His jizz poured out of her hole and dripped onto the bed. He wanted to savor the sight, but he got out of the bed and jammed his feet down the legs of his flight suit.

She was right, he had to hurry. He was still zipping up and buckling his holster belt as he stumbled out of the door of her flop and headed back towards the docks at a trot. He stopped by the Shadow Shark to enlist Philomena in his rescue effort. The slime girl slithered onto and into his body, linking herself with his nervous system.

It was easy for him to find the Xorthian ship. The dark-hulled destroyer was sleek and imposingly huge. There were armored guards, but all it took to distract them was a hacked droid raising chaos from the baggage stacks for Hoggens to lure them away. While they were dealing with the rogue droid, he ran to the boarding gate and punched in the entry code unnoticed.

He made his way up the docking ramp and onto the ship. He crept through the corridors, avoiding the marching crump of boots and the occasional uniformed crewman as he made his way to the ship’s brig. He heard Aura before he saw her. She was bound to an X-cross, naked and drenched in sweat, her nipples and clit clamped with calipers and a large piston-driven dildo of some sort plundering her pussy.

The huge, red Xorthian, like a dreadlocked demonic goddess, loomed behind the cross, her hands on Aura’s breasts as she slowly worked her huge futanari cock in and out of Aura’s ass.

“Oohhhhhhhhh,” moaned Aura, tossing her sweat-drenched hair. There was a sharp buzzing and she stiffened, hit by a low-level shock.

“My poor baby,” burbled Philomena, pointing a tendril at the formless puddle of pink goo on the floor beneath the cross.

“Is she dead?” asked Hoggens with concern.

“I don’t know,” burbled Philomena. “Can you get me closer?”

“Can you help me kick that big red woman’s ass?” he asked.

“Oh, with pleasure,” said Philomena, and with a creak of swelling membranes, Hoggens felt a sudden rush of strength and vitality.

It wasn’t going to be an easy fight, but Hoggens was going to relish kicking that big, red Xorthian beauty’s ass.
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A Little Torture Never Hurt Anyone

Sweat poured down Aura Octavian’s face, darkening her golden hair and dripping from her dangling breasts as she hung face down with cables from her shoulders and spread-eagled legs. The slightest movement caused the metal clips attached to her nipples and clit to pinch and send spasms of pain through her body. If she remained perfectly still, she could almost stop the pain.

“Where is the secret rebel base?” Lady Vandross asked for the twentieth time.

There was no secret rebel base. The Free Stars Alliance had been scattered to the stars by the last Xorthian assault and what remained of the FSA were lone fighters or ragtag groups like Aura’s Angel Squadron. But neither of these were answers that would satisfy the giant, beautiful, red-skinned Xorthian torturing Aura.

So Aura didn’t bother. She answered differently each time.

“Cloud Castle,” rasped the voluptuous blonde pilot. “We’ve got an entire flotilla of destroyers hiding with the gas haulers.”

“Really?” Lady Vandross slipped her long fingers into Aura’s sweat-heavy hair and yanked the pilot’s head back. The giantess loomed over Aura so that the bulge of the cock in her sleek uniform nearly rubbed against the beautiful pilot’s face.

“That’s right,” said Aura, forcing a smile as the motion caused the clips to bite into her swollen nipples and clit. “We’re planning an attack very… nnnnn… soon.”

“That’s quite the surprise,” said Lady Vandross, leaning her face down to Aura. “We have had an assault group stationed at Cloud Castle for more than a year. Ten thousand troopers and a dozen warships. I think we might have noticed a rebel fleet.”

“Huh, must’ve… nnnnn… misremembered,” said Aura, forcing a smile through the pain. “I’m sure I’ll get it… eventually…”

“Your resistance is no use,” growled Lady Vandross. “Your mind might be conditioned to resist my psychic probes, forcing me to use time-consuming conventional method, but these methods do have their advantages. I so enjoy seeing a rebel bitch suffer.”

Lady Vandross gestured to the lieutenant operating the controls of the torture device. The compact woman with the blonde crewcut turned a dial and pulled a lever.

Electricity shot through Aura’s body like fire, blasting her nipples and clit, causing every muscle in her body to spasm painfully. For the third time, she began to urinate into a grate beneath her. Shameful streams of piss poured down her thighs and into the floor as waves of electricity tormented her flesh.

“Mmmmmmm, with all this sweating and pissing, you’re going to become very dehydrated,” mocked Lady Vandross, running three red fingers from Aura’s shoulder to her hip. She teased them inward, over the seam of Aura’s ass and then between her legs. Aura gasped painfully as those fingers rubbed at the clip on her clit and then plunged into her quivering cunt.

Lady Vandross withdrew her fingers and sniffed them. She wrinkled her nose and turned to the human lieutenant standing like a doll compared to the giant red Xorthian.

“Hose her down again. Then leave us.”

“Yes, Lady Vandross,” replied the lieutenant.

Aura felt momentary relief as the cold water washed away the tacky feeling of sweat and the tang of urine from her body. The spray washed over her back and shoulders, down her spine, to spray between her buttocks and thighs. The hose caused the clips to move, which was agonizing, but the cold of the water at least partially numbed Aura’s extremities. She whimpered and bit her lower lip to quiet a louder expression of her suffering.

Lady Vandross stood back so that she did not get wet from the spray. She waited for the lieutenant to finish hosing down Aura and depart before returning to her captive.

“I’ve told you everything I know,” moaned Aura.

“Perhaps,” said Lady Vandross, running her fingers back down over Aura round bottom. She grasped Aura’s bent legs and forced them apart, exposing the hot furrow of Aura cunny. “You humans have a certain appeal to me that makes it difficult to commend you to extermination.”

Aura tensed and then sucked in a breath as Landy Vandross stroked her folds and rubbed slow circles against her clit. She struggled not to make a sound, but after several seconds and a sharp pang of pleasure she let out a moan.

“There it is,” hissed Lady Vandross, leaning her lips down to Aura’s ear. “That spot that turns all humans into sluts.”

“W-why are you doing this?” gasped Aura.

“I thought I might try – I believe the expression goes - the carrot rather than the stick.” She took hold of Aura’s head and pulled it up by Aura’s wet hair. “And I have a very big carrot, my tight-lipped rebel.”

The busty, red-skinned giantess circled slowly around and revealed that she had lowered her pants and was holding a huge red cock in one hand and slowly stroking it from her hairless bollocks to the fat, blunt crown. Aura’s eyes went wide at the sight of it, as though a huge human cock had been enlarged to match the scale of the towering Xorthian’s frame.

“Oh, don’t be afraid,” said Lady Vandross. “We will have so much fun with this before I send you to the disintegrators.”

She stroked her cock and rubbed it back and forth across Aura’s plush lips, glazing them with a salty smear of precum. Aura tried to speak and found herself with a mouthful of alien cock. She moaned with discomfort as Lady Vandross took several slow, deep strokes, bulling the head of her cock against Aura’s throat. She pulled back, her cock dripping with Aura’s mucus as Aura sputtered and gasped.

“I should fuck that nice, warm throat of yours, but you might not be able to speak afterwards and I wouldn’t want to silence you. Prematurely.” Lady Vandross gave Aura’s cheek a slap with her slimy cock before stepping back. She released her grip on Aura’s hair, letting the beautiful pilot’s head drop and stepping away.

Aura panted softly, listening to the sound of the giantess moving behind her. She knew better than to expect mercy from a Xorthian officer. Lady Vandross did not disappoint when it came to cruelty. She moved behind Aura and used the cables holding Aura suspended to secure her spreadeagled and upright to an X-cross. Aura felt even more vulnerable in this position with her legs and arms both spread wide.

“Yes, I have something special for you,” said Lady Vandross, stepping behind the cross and rubbing her cock against Aura’s inner thighs and teasing her cunt. But the warmth of that flesh was withdrawn and Aura felt something big, cold, and metallic pressed to her cunny. A moment later, it was inside her, stretching her around the phallic length of the metal probe. It was so big and covered in textured beads that it stayed buried deep inside Aura even after Lady Vandross released her grip.

It was so large that it took Aura several seconds to catch her breath.

“That’s right. Center yourself, human. A little treat for you before I give you what you really deserve, rebel.” Lady Vandross flicked a switch somewhere on the back of the throne and a deep, vibrating buzz when through Aura’s body. She stiffened on the cross, thinking she was being electrified again, then realizing that the buzzing was physical rather than electrical. It was vibrating from deep within her cunt, against her womb, and through her clit.

The pleasure was excruciating. A deep, helpless agony of sensations rippling from her sensitive bud and up through her core. She was still trying to deal with the sensation when she felt Lady Vandross nudging the fat head of her cock between Aura’s cheeks.

“Oh, fuck,” muttered Aura. “Not there.”

“Yes, my poor rebel,” laughed Lady Vandross, rubbing the huge head of her cock against Aura’s tight divot. “Consider it an honor. You are about to have your ass fucked by a superior species.”

It was far from an honor, but any objection Aura might offer was forgotten as Lady Vandross thrust forward and stuffed her huge, throbbing cock past the tight clench of Aura’s asshole. The first thrust stole Aura’s breath. Her eyes went wide as she felt as if she was being ripped apart from the inside. Lady Vandross laughed at the involuntary sounds of suffering Aura was making and began to saw her huge cock in and out of the poor pilot’s asshole.

Each thrust shook the X-cross and drove that massive Xorthian fuckpole all the way to the hilt in Aura’s ass. She felt the heavy balls slapping against the base of the vibrating dildo crammed into her cunny. It felt like she was being fucked by two cocks at once.

Lube sloshed out of Aura’s body and puddled on the floor beneath her as she was slammed again and again by Lady Vandross, her ass fucked full of alien cock and driven mad with pleasure by the buzzing dildo jammed into her cunny. The shame and pain of being tortured in this way, complete with the occasional low-level electric shock delivered through clips on her nipples, was almost enough to drive Aura insane.

But she did not break. Her resolve strengthened and she began to recover from the overwhelming sensations. She even began to enjoy them. The buzzing background of pleasure in her cunt and the intense, slapping, stretching rhythm of Xorthian cock plundering her ass. Precum slicked Lady Vandross’s huge cock. Her balls were tightening.

“Ohhhhhh,” moaned Aura, tossing her sweat damp hair.

“Starting to like it, are you?” Lady Vandross pressed her huge body against the back of the X-cross, reaching around to roughly fondle Aura’s breasts. She pulled the clips free of Aura’s nipples to pinch and torture them herself.

“Fuck you,” moaned Aura, but the big Xorthian wasn’t wrong. She could feel her pleasure building to some sort of calamitous climax. She even began to squirm on the cross, almost trying to fuck back against Lady Vandross even though the restraints denied her.

There was a sudden bang as the cell door swung open and a familiar pig-headed alien appeared. Hoggens was snorting with anger, his beady eyes narrowed even further and his body sheathed in the glistening translucent sheen of Philomena. He held an ion pistol aimed at Lady Vandross.

“Alright, that’s enough,” he warned. “Step away from the prisoner.”

“You will pay for this, pig-man,” said Lady Vandross. “I’ll see you and that parasite attached to you burned to atoms in the disintegrator.”

Hoggens just shook the gun at her in a gesture of impatience. Lady Vandross sneered with contempt, but began easing her cock out of Aura’s stretched ass.

“Wait,” gasped Aura. “Not yet. Let her… let me finish.”

“Finish?” Hoggens and Lady Vandross asked simultaneously.

“I need to cum,” said Aura, her eyes cast down shamefully, but her body pulsing with need. “Keep going, Lady Vandross.”

“Aura that’s crazy,” muttered Hoggens, but he was her wingman. “Alright, big lady, you heard her. Keep going until she says ‘stop.’”

“Mmmmm, of course,” said Lady Vandross, locking eyes with the pig man over Aura’s shoulder. The giantess thrust forward again, sheathing her entire cock in the clenching tightness of Aura’s ass. The buzzing of the dildo intensified as Lady Vandross leaned her weight against the cross and hammered her cock in and out of Aura’s pucker. The whole contraption shook and Lady Vandross reached around, choking Aura with one hand and licking and sucking at Aura’s ear.

Aura was no longer fighting the pleasure. She no longer felt like a victim, even with the Xorthian’s hand around her slender neck. She turned towards the huge, beautiful face and kissed Lady Vandross. Their lips parted, tongues melding in a desperate war of lust as they both approached their climax.

They cried out in heated ecstasy, mouth-to-mouth and tongue-to-tongue as Aura’s orgasm overwhelmed her like a solar tempest. Hot pleasure shuddered from her pulsing clit to her clutching ass and down deep into her core. Her moans were swallowed by the hoarse cries of the Xorthian. Lady Vandross drove deep and her huge cock began to throb and pulse. A flood of almost painfully warm Xorthian cum poured into Aura’s ass. The flood of hot alien slime drenched her shuddering bowels and prolonged the ecstasy of her climax.

Aura was still cumming on that huge, alien cock when she heard a loud thump and Lady Vandross suddenly stiffened. Lady Vandross slid backwards, her massive cock pulling free of Aura’s as with a lewd, wet pop and a gush of Xorthian spunk from Aura’s stretched hole.

Hoggens caught the Xorthian officer as she toppled backwards, using Philomena’s strength to ease the giantess down to the floor. He paused, staring at the raunchy sight of Aura’s gaping back passage and the dripping, quivering mess of her cunt.

“Stop looking at me like that,” gasped Aura, trying to look at Hoggens behind the X-cross. “Get that thing out of me. It’s driving me crazy.”

Hoggens fumbled, his fingers struggling against Aura’s pussy. He apologized several times as he tried to remove the buzzing dildo before finally getting a good grip on the base and pulling it free of Aura’s cunny with an obscene sucking sound.

“Sorry, Angel,” he said, tossing the buzzing dildo aside. He helped her down from the X-cross and gave her a Xorthian uniform to wear. Aura, still shaken and dripping with Xorthian cum, struggled into the black uniform, fixed her sweaty face, her hair, and put on a junior officer’s cap. While she was trying to recover from being tortured, Hoggens was tying up Lady Vandross and gagging her.

“We need to get the hell out of here,” said Aura.

Escaping from the Xorthian destroyer was easier than expected. Most of the crew seemed to be occupied with some sort of enforcement operation on the pirate station. They managed to make it back to the Shadow Shark just as the alarms went up across the docks.

“I’m flying,” said Aura and she shot Hoggens a glance that precluded any further discussion.

An assault squad of Xorthian troopers rushed to their berth at the docks. Aura and Hoggens were belted into their seats and the heavy bomber was powered up before the troopers could mount their attack. The best the Xorthians could do was fire a few ion blasts at the departing bomber as it burned for the exit from the asteroid.

But the Xorthians weren’t giving up so easily. As Aura accelerated towards the jump point, they came under fire from six sleek Xorthian fighters. The Xorthians were faster than Shadow Shark and their ion pulse cannons and proton beam blasters scored the armored hide of the heavy bomber.

“Get back in that turret,” shouted Aura. Keep them off my tail until I can make the jump point!”

“Skrrronk! You got it, Angel!” He trundled to the tail turret of the heavy bomber and started deftly blasting Xorthians from space. Aura jinked and weaved through the ion tracers chasing them through the void. The heavy bomber shuddered as a missile connected with one of the engine pods.

“Losing thrust!” Angel shouted. “Give me a second to reroute power!”

“Four more fighters coming in from the sunward side!” Hoggens called out with a glance at his scanner.

They had managed to take out three of the Xorthians, but their odds were growing worse by the second.

“We’re not making it out alive,” whispered Angel, realizing settling coldly in her chest. Target warnings flashed on half a dozen screens. Three Xorthian fighters had missile lock and two more were stitching ion blasts across the Shadow Shark’s starboard side.

A Xorthian fighter swept past the front viewports and suddenly burst into burning gas and debris. A moment later, a second fighter exploded, the pieces rattling against Shadow Shark as it flew through the debris cloud.

“Who is that!?” shouted Hoggens as a heavily-modified G-wing fighter burned past them and torched two more Xorthians.

“I thought you could use an escort to the jump point,” came a familiar voice over the comms. “This is Deadeye on your wing.”

“Perfect timing, Deadeye,” said Aura, feeling a mixture of anger and relief. “Did you switch sides again?”

“Hoggens persuaded me that it was still worth fighting the good fight,” said Deadeye. “I figured Angel Squadron could use a real ace. So I’m back, if you’ll have me.”

“We’ll need to talk about it a little more,” said Aura through clenched teeth. She fired her cannons and blasted another Xorthian from space. “But that can wait. Let’s get the fuck out of here before they send another wave after us.”

“You got it, Angel,” said Deadeye as both ships accelerated to their jump point to the Dragomere System.

Aura could only hope that Cordelia “Raven” Von Vektor would be waiting for them at Dragomere Station. Otherwise, their escape from the Xorthians might be very short-lived.
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Crazy Franky’s Super Sale

DRAGOMERE SYSTEM

OUTER RIM

“You won’t believe Franky’s low, low,” the recording’s voice pitched lower, “LOW prices. We’ve got bulk hulks, blockade blasters, short range stub fighters, and even the big guns. We’ve got destroyers, cruisers, and carriers. These ships are old, they’re creaking, they’re halfway open to space, but they still fly! And with your downpayment we promise to seal any major holes! So come on down to Crazy Franky’s and—”

Aura switched off the comm transmission that had been repeating ever since they entered the Dragomere system.

“I can’t listen to her recording anymore,” said Aura, glancing from the sensor images and out through the viewscreen at the eerie darkness of the starfield blotted out by the lifeless hulks of a hundred or more spacecraft. “This place gives me the creeps.”

“Yeah,” agreed Hoggens, craning his fat neck to watch as the rust-streaked cliff of the side of a long-haul barge drifted past them.

“Most of these things are probably haunted,” said Deadeye, maneuvering her G-wing over Shadow Shark and pulling along the bomber’s other side. “And they say if you leave a ship’s AI core intact then it goes crazy while the ship is shutdown. Like being in a coma for decades or centuries. So we probably have a bunch of crazy homicidal ships just lying in wait to kill us.”

“Knock it off,” said Aura. “You’re scaring Hoggens.”

“So where are we supposed to be going?” asked Hoggens, seeming eager to change the topic. “Raven is supposed to be here, but I don’t see her ship on the scanner, I don’t see a station, I don’t see much of anything other than these old junkers.”

“The station was never much. Just an old research outpost that Francine had dragged out here. It could be gone. But Cordelia is out there,” said Aura. “I can feel it.”

Suddenly, green light washed over the viewscreen, as if they had flown into a luminous gas cloud. The ship shuddered and the nose began to dip. Beside Shadow Shark, Deadeye’s fighter was caught in same green light and began to be pulled in the same direction.

“Tractor beam,” said Deadeye over the comms. “I sure hope this a friendly greeting and we’re not about to be added to the scrapyard.”

The tractor beam was powerful enough to pull a capital ship and easily overwhelmed the fighter and bomber. There was no chance of escape as they were drawn towards a the massive hulk of several cruisers lashed together. One was an interdictor cruiser using its tractor beam to draw them towards the open hanger bay of a derelict carrier. Aura had the unsettling feeling of being swallowed by a zombie as her ship and Deadeye’s were pulled into the dark maw of the bay.

Shadow Shark was drawn into a vicious-looking, toothsome docking clamp that squealed as it grasped the bomber. A final shake and slowly red lights began to turn on in the vast hangar bay. A quartet of misshapen figures could be seen waiting across the gangway, each a different alien race, each somehow deformed or modified, and each heavily armed.

“I don’t like this,” said Hoggens.

Aura reached for her blaster. “Let’s go introduce ourselves.”

The quartet of bristling uglies didn’t budge as she climbed out of the hatch and walked slowly towards them up the creaking gangway. Below her, the void was still wide open, only the faintest shimmer of an atmospheric field offering any reassurance.

The quartet of creatures were even uglier up close. One looked to be stitched together from various alien body parts, another looked almost human but had no head and a giant face on its lumpy, bloated body. The third was dripping a sheath of slime that pulsed out of quivering cysts. The four was covered in hair and stood almost twice Aura’s height.

“I am Aura Octavian,” said Aura, one hand resting on her blaster. “I’m looking for Francine Karloff.”

None of the mutants reacted.

“Crazy Franky?” offered Hoggens.

“Who called me crazy!?”

Franky came bounding out from behind her quartet of mutant thugs. She was short, scarcely as tall Aura’s chin, even wearing chunky, square-heeled boots. Her red hair was wild and unruly, with a white streak down one side. Her blue eyes seemed too big for her delicate, pale features. She was dressed like a tramp working as a repairman, her body clothed in layers of rags but a tool belt around her waist.

And she was holding a huge neutrino blaster and pointing it straight at Hoggens.

“Francine,” said Aura sharply.

“Oh, Angel, it’s you,” giggled Franky, lowering her blaster. “You shoulda said something. I almost put a hole in your pig man.”

“That’s Hoggens,” said Aura. “Deadeye is in that other ship you brought in.”

“Deadeye is right behind her,” said Deadeye, stepping out of the shadows behind Franky and her gang. She was aiming a needle pistol at Franky with a cold smile on her face. She lowered it slowly.

“Ooooh it’s like a reunion,” giggled Franky. “Angel Squadron, all coming to visit me.”

“Where is Raven?” demanded Aura.

“We made a deal on an old Orz carrier for you to use as your flagship,” said Franky, holstering her gun. “The rest of my droogs are getting it fixed up for you to take.”

“You didn’t answer my question,” said Aura, keeping her gun drawn. “Where is Cordelia?”

“Ohhhhhhh… she agreed to let me perform some experiments. While we waited on your arrival.”

Those experiments, Aura soon learned, involved Cordelia being suspended in a Zero-G field inside a cylindrical observation cask as data dendrites and a dripping cyber phallus plundered her body. The metal tentacles bound and squeezed Cordelia’s pale body, covering her in cyber lubricants while the phallus plunged and drilled into her pussy. Cordelia eyes rolled madly and wobbling droplets of lubricant, sweat, and cyber spunk floated off her thrashing body.

“Franky. Get her the fuck out of there,” demanded Aura.

“She said I could do it until you got here,” protested Franky. “As long as I didn’t do anything permanent to her.”

“Get her down,” repeated Aura.

“Now hold on. I might have something you want. Let’s just wait until we figure that out.”

The quartet of Franky’s freaks growled and brandished their weapons, flanking the obscene view into the observation cask.

“You said Franky made a deal on a ship,” said Aura. “What more could you have that I want?”

“I know where they took Commander Lupin,” said Franky, favoring them with a fanged grin.

“I know where the Xorthian prison station is,” said Deadeye.

“That’s good,” said Franky. “You always were clever back when you had two eyes. Sure, you could rescue some of your friends from Extractus. They say nobody gets out of there, but if anyone could bust some rebels out, it’d be you, Archangel.”

“Let Raven out of there,” repeated Aura, growing increasingly upset watching the mechanical tentacles roughly fondling and fucking Cordelia.

“I will. When you’re ready to leave.” Franky stepped past her thugs and pressed a finger into Aura’s chest. “But I told you, I know where Lupin is and he’s not on Extractus. I can tell you exactly where. I could even show you where they have him. But it’s gonna cost you.”

“We don’t have credits,” said Aura.

“I have a serum I’ve been working on,” said Franky, her big eyes sizing up Aura in her flight suit. “I’d like to try it out on you, ace. See how it works with that, mmmmmm, lovely human anatomy.”

“She’s not interested in your experiments,” warned Hoggens.

“Shut it, hambone,” said Franky, not even sparing Hoggens a glance. “I’m asking the angel. I know exactly where the leader of the resistance was taken. He’s probably still alive. It’s going to take a few more hours to finish outfitting your new ship. Come on, doll. I always wanted to run you through the paces. Let’s make a deal.”

Aura wanted to backhand the little redheaded psycho across the deck. One glance at Cordelia being ravished by machinery gave Aura a pretty good idea of the sort of experiments Franky had in mind.

“What does this serum do?”

“I call it Alpha Berserker,” said Franky. “You’ll get really pumped up and mean. For about two or three hours. Then you’ll calm down and everything should go back to normal.”

“Should?” Aura’s eyes narrowed.

“Nine times out of ten,” said Franky.

“What about that tenth time?” asked Deadeye.

“Well, he never came back,” giggled Franky. “I had to turn him loose on one of the old sky trawlers floating out there. He’s probably writhing around in gas trout guts and screaming still.”

“She’s not doing it,” said Hoggens. “Right, Angel?”

“Two to three hours?” asked Aura.

“Yep,” said Franky, a fanged grin spreading on her face. “When it’s done it’ll be like a hangover at worst.”

Twenty minutes later, Aura was standing alone with Franky in her laboratory. It looked like the sterile medbay had been ripped out of some other ship, all white light and chrome and white, padded walls. But the observation cells were scraped and bloodied, organs and whole organisms were hanging in suspension fields, and a zoo’s worth of creatures were cryo frozen in a steaming sample freezer.

“Alright,” sighed Aura. “Let’s get this over with. What do I need to do.”

“Take off all your clothes,” said Franky, perching on a gurney and crossing her legs. When Aura hesitated, Franky added, “You’ll ruin that flight suit and anything else you’re wearing if you don’t.”

Aura grimaced, but she undressed, unzipping the flight suit to reveal the plain blue bra and panties she wore beneath. She could feel Franky ogling her, but she proceeded to unbuckle the bra and let her plump breasts drop free. Her pink nipples stiffened in the recirculated air as she slid down her panties and stepped out of them.

“Okay,” said Aura, crossing her arms beneath her tits. “What now?”

Franky grinned that fanged grin and slid off the gurney. She was holding an old-fashioned syringe filled with glowing red liquid. As she approached, she shed her tool belt and then stripped out of her ragged clothing, letting layer after layer fall from her body until she revealed her short and surprisingly curvy body hidden beneath. She had pale flesh, scarred in several places but still beautiful for its luscious plumpness. Her thighs, hips, and bust were all very ample. Her breasts seemed much larger than Aura’s thanks to Franky’s otherwise compact frame. Her pink nipples were puffy and inverted. Indentations in the peachy flesh of her areolas.

“Wait, why are you getting naked too?” asked Aura.

“Because you would’ve ruined my clothes too,” said Franky.

Aura was about to make a joke about Franky’s ragged clothes coming pre-ruined, but she received a sudden jab in her hip from Franky’s injector. She danced back quickly, as Aura instinctively lashed out at her from searing pain of the shot.

“Oh, you feel it, don’t you? Burning through your veins. It should take only a few seconds,” said Franky, tossing aside the injector. “Look! Your body is already responding to my serum!”

As if on cue, Aura felt her muscles beginning to bulge. Her body swelled as she doubled over. Anger burned in her blood. Her hips bucked wildly, her back arching with a spasm as an intense, searing pleasure ripped through her.

Aura’s skin rippled and contorted, muscles bulging beneath newly formed layers of taut, striated flesh. Her pubic mound pulsed, pain and hot pleasure centering on her clit, her mound swelling, growing larger until her enlarged clitoris began to extrude and reshape into a thick, veiny cock that throbbed with an otherworldly hunger.

“Ohhhh fuck,” cried Aura. “This is insane. What… I’m growing… balls? Ahhhhh! FUUUUCK! You psycho bitch! What have you done to me!” Aura’s screams were deeper, her tone more savage.

Franky only laughed, her eyes wide and delighted, a fanged grin on her face, her tits heaving with excitement.

“Yes! Yessss! Look at you! Angel no more! You are my demon! My creation!”

“I’ll kill you,” snarled Aura, smashing aside a wheeled instrument cart and stalking towards Franky who was still grinning but backing slowly away.

“You don’t want to kill me,” said Franky. “You want to… have your way with me!”

“YES!” roared Aura.

Aura’s enlarged, muscle-swollen, huge-cocked form surged at Franky with terrifying speed. She slammed into the petite madwoman and pinned her against the wall as the massive cock rammed between Franky’s creamy thighs. The first thrust only beat against her folds. The second slapped against her belly and prodded her tits. The third thrust, with Aura roaring triumphantly, impaled Franky on half a meter of grotesquely swollen cock.

“YESSSS! Destroy me with your dick!” wailed Franky.

Her screams of delight mingled with those of pain as the sheer force of the thrusts drove her into the padded wall. Each thrust caused her huge tits to wildly bounce and her legs to spread wider and wider as though Aura might fuck her way through Franky’s body.

“Yes, yes, harder!" Franky gasped, her hands fisting in the blonde's hair as Franky leaned up and smashed a desperate kiss to Aura’s lips. "Make me yours, demon!"

Aura obliged, her tongue invading the doctor's mouth while her hips pistoned relentlessly. That deformed cock bulged Franky’s tummy. The huge balls slapped loudly against Franky’s ass. The laboratory echoed with the sounds of beastly rutting and wet, sloppy kisses as Aura sought to fuck Franky into oblivion.

"Fuck... you're so much bigger than my other experiments,” whimpered Franky between messy kisses. Her eyes rolled as the cockhead pounded like a jackhammer at the entrance to her womb.

The rutting only intensified. Aura pulled Franky off the wall and slammed her down on the floor, face down and ass up. She hunched over Franky and plunged that new cock into Franky’s tight pussy again, driven mad with angry lust. Her muscular hips spanked against Franky’s juicy ass. Her balls swung and smacked Franky’s clit.

“FUUUUUUCK,” wailed Franky, clawing at the floor.

With a final, savage thrust, Aura buried herself to the hilt inside Franky, her hips grinding against the scientist's ass with brutal force.

"Ahhhnghh,” wailed Franky, her legs shaking violently as Aura’s cock triggered a seismic storm of orgasmic pleasure. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around the violent shaft as Aura began to cum.

For Aura, it was like nothing she had experienced before. A rushing, intensely pulsating pleasure centered in this new giant clit turned cock. Franky’s walls clamping down around her only added to the pleasure as she felt the hot rush of her cum and the spurting force of her semen pumping into Franky’s diminutive body.

Aura’s cock erupted in a torrential flood of hot, viscous cum that filled Franky’s stretched cunny to overflowing. Her orgasm seemed to last an eternity, each pulse of her cock pumping rivers of thick, creamy semen deep into Franky’s overstuffed cunt. Franky’s body convulsed uncontrollably. She was as trapped by Aura as Aura was by the serum.

When the torrent finally subsided, Aura withdrew the fat hose of her spent cock with a wet pop, leaving Franky with her ass in the air and her gaping cunt pouring with spunk. She collapsed in a heap on the floor, coated in a sticky layer of serum-summoned spunk.

Franky flopped over onto her back, her big tits heaving, her inverted nipples still divots on her areolas.

“I would have to say… that was a successful experiment,” panted Franky.

“What makes you think I’m done with you,” growled Aura, grabbing Franky around the neck as she climbed between the quivering madwoman’s thighs. Franky let out a choked laugh as Aura’s cock swelled back to full attention and plunged lewdly into Franky’s overflowing cunt.

Three hours later, the deal was done.

Aura was icing her clit and wondering how men could ever fuck so much with those things after how sore her poor little bud felt. She shifted the ice pack inside her flight suit, cradling it with one hand as she walked awkwardly into the hangar.

Cordelia, Hoggens, Deadeye and the others were waiting. Geared up and ready to go. Even Franky had changed into something like a patchwork flight suit.

“How are you going to lead us there?” asked Aura.

“I’ve got my own fighter,” said Franky. “Been working on it for years.”

An elevator descended into the hangar and revealed what looked at first like a roughly cylindrical engine. It was huge, like something from the wing nacelle of a quad engine atmospheric bomber. But then Aura noticed the cockpit, ramshackle wings, and missile pods. It was also hard to miss the garish red paint job.

“It’s the fastest fighter in the galaxy,” said Franky. “When we hit Xorth, none of their ships will be able to catch me.”

“We ride in the carrier you sold us,” said Deadeye. “Make the jump to Xorth. And then take off as close as we can get to the planet.”

“Exactly,” said Franky. “And I know just where the blacksite prison is located.”

“Then it’s all settled,” said Cordelia, sliding an arm around Aura’s waist. “Just the small matter of our deal, my sweet.”

“Oh, that,” said Aura, swallowing hard as she looked at Cordelia’s vampiric fangs. “Right.”
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Operation Lone Wolf

XORTH SYSTEM

GALACTIC CORE

Heaven Sent was the name given to the refurbished Orz carrier that Franky had traded to Cordelia. It was an old, obsolete fighter carrier, with upgraded navigation computers and modernized hangers capable of transporting an entire squadron across the galaxy. Angel Squadron was drastically understrength, with just Aura’s fighter, the bomber flown by Hoggens, Deadeye’s fighter, Cordelia’s fighter, and Franky’s own junky fighter-bomber.

The ship was crewed by a bridge crew of Cordelia’s vampiric maids and a flight deck and maintenance crew of Franky’s mutants and rebuilt droids. Flying into the Xorth system in such an old wreck should have been a suicide mission, but Franky had pulled a jamming mast from a Polarmian stealth dairy ship and her mutants installed it on Heaven Sent. The result was that the massive old hulk of a carrier appeared on sensors like a derelict escape capsule.

They would be nothing worth noticing, even within the Xorth system.

But they had not arrived in the Xorth system yet. Being in the galactic interior, it was a long jump from Franky’s station out on the fringe to Xorth Prime. That meant a voyage through hyperspace for more than a full day.

Cordelia clearly intended to call in Aura’s debts during that journey. The ship hummed around them and every porthole and viewscreen showed the streaming stars of the galaxy blurring past at hyper velocity. But Aura was more concerned with a different view. Of Cordelia’s pale, naked loveliness draped across the bed in her stateroom.

Cordelia Von Vektor was sprawled with her long, black hair fanned out across the pillows and her breasts heaving against a sheer red bra. Her red eyes seemed to glow, and her fangs showed when she smiled. She parted her creamy white thighs and revealed a triangle of dark hair like shadow beneath the flimsy red mound of her panties.

“Maybe this isn’t such a good idea right before a big fight,” said Aura, standing at the foot of the bed with one hand uncertainly on the zipper of her flight suit.

“Mmmmm, you’re not sure about honoring your debts?” asked Cordelia, slowly running her hands over her generous bust and the taut flatness of her tummy to massage the junction between her thighs. Aura’s mouth watered unconsciously as she watched Cordelia touch herself.

“I fully intend to honor my debt,” said Aura, sitting on the bed at Cordelia’s feet, “but… changing so drastically, just before I need to get behind the stick and fight the battle of my life…”

“My blessing will make you a better pilot,” said Cordelia, prodding Aura’s hip with her toes. “Drink a pint or two from that pig that follows you around and you’ll be better than any mere human pilot. Your body will be able to withstand twice the g-force and your reflexes and perception will be heightened beyond human limits. How do you think I’ve managed to rack up so many kills over the years?”

“Drinking the blood of the deck crew before a battle?”

“Only occasionally,” said Cordelia. “You know what we have transcends such rational arguments, Aura. I want you as my partner through eternity. You can temper my wickedness and I can show you the way to new and dark frontiers.”

Cordelia’s voice took on a raspiness as she spook that made Aura recall long, late night lovemaking sessions when they were fighting together in Angel Squadron. Before she knew that Cordelia was a vampire, they had become lovers. When she learned the truth, that only made their love burn hotter.

It had gone beyond addiction and had become a need. One that Aura had thought that she had freed herself from when her relationship with Cordelia had ended. But it was back and it was more intense than ever. She felt it as a hot flush in her face and a warm throbbing in her core.

She also knew that whatever the rationale, she could not back down from her deal with Cordelia.

“Alright,” said Aura, still averting her gaze from the luscious curves and playful smile of the vampiress. “Then… let’s do it.”

Cordelia lunged at her with the force of a striking predator, wrapping her in cool, smooth limbs and lifting her off the bed, into the air, and defying the ship’s gravity generator, onto the ceiling.

“Ohh!” cried Aura, surprised by the sudden violence. “What are you… why did you… ohhhhh…”

A hot kiss upon her neck was followed a moment later by the icy sting of Cordelia’s fangs piercing her jugular. Cordelia’s lips sucked tightly to Aura’s supple neck and the dark-haired beauty began to drink. This was not a teasing taste, not a playful sip, it was the ravenous gulping of Aura’s lifeblood that Cordelia had promised.

As Cordelia feasted, she reached around Aura’s limp body and unzipped her flight suit. She peeled Aura like a fruit, sliding off the rind of her flight suit, holding her in one super humanly strong arm as she used the other to strip Aura naked. When she was nude, Cordelia clamped her thighs around Aura, moaning and tonguing the hot flow of blood as her slurping only intensified.

The pain was a distant memory. Pleasure was all Aura knew as she felt Cordelia draining her life force in that scarlet feast. Cordelia reached a hand between Aura’s thighs, gently but insistently stroking Aura’s clit as Cordelia gulped and slurped and gulped again.

“Ohhhhh god,” moaned Aura. “I feel like… I’m floating…”

“Mmmmnnnn,” agreed Cordelia, working her fingers more intently on Aura’s clit.

It was a final gift to Aura. As she felt her body shuddering, emptying of blood, that pleasure speared through her from Cordelia’s deft fingers upon her clit. At the moment of her climax, cold darkness welled up around her. She cried out, despair and ecstasy intertwined as she died.

But the dreamlike fantasy of death, a land of past lovers and fears and cherished moments, was a short-lived journey for Aura. She felt a new, cold reality pouring into her, swallow after greedy swallow, and she opened her eyes to find herself latched to Cordelia’s left breast, fangs piercing pale flesh as she drank the blood of the vampiress.

“Shhhhhh,” purred Cordelia, her lips and chin stained with blood. She stroked Aura’s hair and whispered, “That’s right. Drink your fill. You’ll need your strength for the battle.”

Aura felt like a different person, because she was a different person. Her heart now beat with stolen blood, straining as her veins slowly filled with the nectar of Cordelia’s breast. The vital blood of a vampire, transforming her from human death to vampiric afterlife. Her skin colder and paler, her eyes icy where once they were warm. Her senses, her urges, her strength and reflexes were all remade by this first meal of her creator’s essence.

Each gulp brought another surge of strength and pleasure. She finally pulled her fangs from Cordelia’s soft flesh and the tiny wounds closed almost instantly. Cordelia smiled down at her, a mother with her new daughter, but still lovers too.

“Oh, my Angel, awaken and we shall rule the void together,” whispered Cordelia.

Aura let out a soft almost childlike whimper and turned her face towards Cordelia’s. They shared bloody kisses that slowly intensified to a passionate, copper-flavored twirl of tongues. Aura’s naked body pressed to Cordelia, defying gravity by her will alone, they began to writhe together on the ceiling.

“I feel so powerful,” moaned Aura. “It’s like a rush… like a drug.”

“Mmmmm, that’s my blood in your veins,” giggled Cordelia, sharing another hot kiss. “It is old and very potent, boosting your powers, but some of these are yours too. You will come into them fully as you learn to use your blood. But that can come… mmmmm… later…”

Cordelia kissed Aura passionately and Aura felt a great welling of affection and answered that kiss with equal passion. Their bodies entangled and their cunts pressed together, lips to lips, legs locked, as they bucked furiously against one another. They gazed into one another’s eyes as their hips worked with mutual purpose. Their breasts heaved. Their bodies, pale and luscious, collided with the gravity-defying motions of their lust.

“I am your sire,” gasped Cordelia, running her hands over Aura’s naked body.

“Yes… I feel it… like you are my mother and my lover in one,” moaned Aura, kissing Cordelia’s pert breasts and seeking out her lips in another urgent tangle of tongues.

Their pleasure peaked in a gasping grind, their cunts spilling nectar, one to the other, and their cores throbbing with ecstasy like two hearts beating in unison.

This was only the start of hours of wild pleasure. Of floating and flying and kissing and sucking. Fingers and tongues and no secrets. Cordelia unquestionably dominant, but not domineering. Aura just as likely to take charge because of her personality, guiding Cordelia’s face between her thighs or wrapping her legs around Cordelia’s hips.

They were still fucking, still exploring the boundaries of their new bond, when an automated notice sounded over Heaven Sent’s intercom.

“Hyperspace exit point in three minutes.”

“We’d better suit up,” said Aura, trying to disentangle herself from Cordelia’s body.

“Not yet,” said Cordelia, grabbing hold of Aura’s arm and pulling her back into an embrace. They were breasts-to-breasts, squeezing tightly, legs fitting together naturally. Cordelia’s red eyes blazed with passion. “Tell me that you love me, Aura.”

Aura’s instinct was to resist such declarations of deep feelings, but Cordelia’s request was more like a command. Her transformation in a vampire had uncovered a new depth of feelings for Cordelia that she had never imagined. She could not resist obeying.

“I love you, Cordelia,” said Aura, and she was surprised to find that she meant it.

The Assault on Xorth

Angel led the way with Cordelia, callsign Raven, on her wing. Deadeye and Franky flew in formation ahead of Hoggens in the bomber. It was five ships against the might of the Xorthian home world. A gray and white orb with a planet-spanning city sprawling below.

“Finding them is going to be impossible,” said Hoggens.

“Quiet, pig man,” came a sharp reply from Deadeye. “You know the plan. We follow Franky in.”

“Kiwa-jumbay! Watch my ass smoke!” Franky activated her ramshackle fighter-bomber’s afterburners and shot ahead of the formation. Deadeye accelerated to try to stay on her wing, but not even her sleek fighter could keep up with the raw speed of Franky’s monstrosity.

“Everyone, on Franky!” commanded Angel and she was followed by Raven and Hoggens.

They broke through the atmosphere in the slipstream of Franky’s bulky fighter and descended through layers of cloud cover. Franky seemed to be flying, faster and faster, towards a cliff-like outcropping of buildings. There was a parade field with formations of Xorthian troops, war walkers, and artillery platforms. Some of these happened to be anti-air platforms and those began to rotate towards Franky’s perilous dive. Before the first could even get a shot off, Franky launched some sort of huge bomb. It sailed through the air and crashed into a row of tanks raising a column of dust.

“It’s a dud,” said Deadeye.

An instant later there was a bright white flash threaded with blue pulses of electrical discharge. A spreading dome of destruction that engulfed the Xorthian ceremonial battalion. The war walkers slumped, the barrels of artillery dropped flaccidly to the ground, and every droid collapsed.

“The Xorthians shield their tech against EMP,” said Franky, “but not ‘hyper’ EMP.”

“I do not believe that is a scientific term,” said Raven as the formation of fighters and the bomber swept over the neutralized formation of troops.

Angel ignored the crosstalk and kept her attention focused on the terrain sweeping by below them. They passed over a castle or palace of white stone and then above a wide-open field with a raised platform at one end.

“There,” said Angel. “Marking coordinates. It’s an execution platform. Hoggens, follow me in, the rest of you fly cover. It’s not going to take the Xorthians long to get up some fighters to—”

She was interrupted by tracers of red energy spitting past her canopy. She rolled out of the path of fire as an entire wing of black, bat-winged Xorthian fighters dove on Angel Squadron. Angel saw Franky’s lumbering fighter take several hits before the junk rigger managed to gain altitude.

Angel didn’t have time to focus on her comrades. She splashed one of the Xorthian fighters with a seeker missile and then went down hard on the deck, skidding on the turf as she landed her fighter. Hoggens was still descending as she opened her canopy, drew a blaster, and jumped down.

She was expecting a welcoming committee of Xorthian troopers. What she was not expecting was the Holy Guard of the Emperor. The gold-armored warriors wielded humming vibro halberds and gauntlet-mounted double-blasters. They towered over Angel and would have carved her to pieces.

But Angel was a vampire fueled by the blood of her sire. She felt a rush of pleasure as the elder blood of Cordelia hit her heart like nitro fuel. She ran among the unstoppable guard of the emperor, punching and kicking with enough force to dent their armor, sending them sprawling and blasting them at point-blank range.

Hoggens joined the fight, slower than her, but still superhuman with the help of his burbling symbiont.

“I’ll hold them off,” he shouted, translucent tentacles of purple tossing a guardsman over his head. “You get to the platform and save Lupin.”

Angel knew that Hoggens wouldn’t being able to hold the Holy Guard for long. She ran at superhuman speed, leaping through the air, spinning to avoid blaster shots, and landing among the gathered dignitaries. She was dwarfed by the red-skinned Emperor of Xorth. Beside him stood his even larger daughter, Xorthian females being bigger than the males. She was beautiful and red-skinned and unusually curvaceous and soft for a Xorthian. A true princess.

“Bessaria,” muttered Angel, recalling the demonic beauty from some report she had once read. Possible heir to the Xorthian Empire. Naïve and uncharacteristically kind for a Xorthian. Angel smiled at her and then danced away from a series of blaster shots that spattered the platform.

Overhead, explosions lit the sky as Angel Squadron grappled with the Xorthian pilots. The aliens were good, probably among the best of their entire fleet, but were no match for a squadron of aces. A Xorthian fighter, streaming flames from its engines, cartwheeled into the crowd. The fireball stopped not even fifty paces from the platform.

Angel used the distraction to race to the execution contraption. It was a laser decapitator, already powered, with Commander Lupin’s head sticking up through the decapitation yoke. His eyes widened and his wolf ears flattened as he looked down his muzzle at Angel.

“What are you doing here?” he demanded. “Angel, this is madness. You’re on the Xorthian home world. How are you going to escape?”

“I’ll figure that out in a minute,” said Angel, giving him a rakish grin. “For now, I need to figure out how to release you from this.”

“There’s a panel on the back,” he said. “Blue button. Not the green one.”

She hit the blue button and several locks disengaged. The lasers powered down as the yoke and the upright brace opened like a vertical clamshell. Lupin staggered out, neck shaved, fur patchy where he had obviously received injuries or intravenous drugs. He still managed a wolfish smile.

“I always held out some hope you would be stupid enough to rescue me,” said Lupin. “But you’re still going to be punished for an operation this stupid and wasteful.”

“I’ll take a court martial if it means I get you the hell off this planet,” said Angel. “Now follow me!”

She grabbed him and supported him as he limped along beside her. She blasted a pair of guardsmen that got in her way but soon realized that getting off the stage was going to be a problem. The Holy Guard were blocking the way back to her ship and the bomber. They were protecting the Emperor and he just happened to be between her and her escape route.

“Plan B,” said Angel, looking over and surprised to see Bessaria being protected separately from her father by just a handful of regular Xorthian troopers. Angel pressed her blaster into Lupin’s furry hand. “Here. Hold this. I need to get us a hostage.”

“Wait, you don’t mean—”

Whatever he said next was lost to the chaos as Angel burned the lusty blood of her sire and raced at superhuman speed towards Bessaria. She battered aside the Xorthian troopers with punches and kicks and took hold of the voluptuous Xorthian princess.

“Unhand me! Put me down!” Bessaria kicked and cried out. She was almost twice Angel’s height and must have weighed three times as much, but Angel juiced herself with Cordelia’s blood and hoisted the princess over one shoulder.

Then she ran right at the Holy Guard, who could not figure out what to do and parted form her path. Lupin had the good sense to follow behind Angel and they made it into the crowd, or what was left of it, just as Hoggens defeated another guardsman.

“Come on, porker,” shouted Angel. “I’ve got some cargo for you.”

She shoved Bessaria into the hold of the bomber as Lupin fired blaster shots to keep the Holy Guard from attempting a rescue. Once Hoggens was off the ground, she and Lupin climbed into her fighter and she punched the thrusters and soared skyward.

“We did it,” laughed Angel as the others from Angel Squadron fell in alongside her. They didn’t even have a tail from the Xorthians as they broke through to orbit.

“Everyone check in,” commanded Angel.

“Hoggens, reporting.”

“Franky here.”

“Deadeye on your six.”

There was a long moment of silence.

“Raven?” Angel felt a flutter of fear. “Raven, come in.”

A ship streaked across her view and did a tight barrel roll.

“Raven here, just had to clean up those Xorthian fighters. All good, Archangel.”

“Damn you, Cordelia,” muttered Angel, but she grinned in her helmet as relief washed over her. “I have Lupin. Let’s get back to the ship and get the hell out of this system before the entire Xorthian fleet catches us.”

Cheers went up from her comrades as they burned for the relative safety of Heaven Sent.
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Searching for Somewhere Safe

IN TRANSIT

HYPERSPACE

The jump drive of Heaven Sent rumbled through the decks as the flagship of Angel Squadron traveled through the streaking lights of hyperspace. Most of the shutters were closed to prevent radioactive etching, but a single shielded dome provided a kaleidoscopic view of the psychedelic realm beyond time and space.

It was beneath these swirling lights that Aura Octavian and her ragtag band of rebels convened with Commander Lupin and their hostage giantess Princess Bessaria. The emperor’s daughter was bound into a large chair with her hands behind her back. She was beautiful, dangerous, and glowering. Two of Franky’s bulkiest mutants stood guard behind her with electro prods.

“This hurts! Untie me this instant! You’re all going to pay for what you have done,” she said. “The Free Stars Alliance is finished.”

“Freedom is an idea. You can’t destroy that.” The wolf-headed Commander Lupin stood up to the petulant, buxom, red-skinned Xorthian. Even seated, she was taller than he was standing in front of her, but he was not intimidated.

“You’re terrorists,” said Bessaria, pouting. “My daddy will have you all executed. The Empire will celebrate when you’re dead.”

“Yeah, because they’ll have to celebrate or they’ll be flogged,” said Deadeye with a sneer, swirling a strong brandy in a glass provided by one of Cordelia’s vampiric maids.

“No one is being executed,” said Aura. “Not us and not her.”

Deadeye drained her brandy and looked at the others. “I say we ransom her. Xorthians will pay. Or we could sell her in the dark markets of—”

“Absolutely not,” said Aura, glaring at Deadeye. “We’re not slavers.”

Deadeye shrugged and motioned to the nearest vampiric maid for another drink. The pale, voluptuous maid leaned over, pouring a fresh measure of the dark brown liquor.

“I say we experiment on her,” said Franky, bouncing to her feet from her chair. “We could learn about Xorthian anatomy and maybe I could inject her with cortical suppressors to keep her docile, plus I could extract her lymphatic juice to inject it in a warrior and make him stronger. Oh, and I have some chem-buffs I could try.”

“You come near me with a needle and I’ll kill you,” warned Bessaria, although there was a quivering hint of fear in her defiance.

“No one is conducting medical experiments on her either,” said Aura. “In fact, why don’t we take her to the holding cells now? Commander Lupin and I will conduct a thorough interrogation later.”

“I could suck the secrets from her,” said Cordelia, baring her gleaming white fangs.

Aura felt a sudden flush of arousal and the warmth of borrowed blood in her face. Her own fangs grew and pricked against her tongue.

“Y-yes, that might work,” she gasped.

“Absolutely not,” growled Commander Lupin. “We will treat her better than the Xorthians treated me. No torture, no vampiric mind control, and no brain worms. She will be interrogated respectfully as a prisoner of war.”

“Mmmmmm too bad, I’ve never tasted the blood of a future empress,” purred Cordelia, leaning against Aura and kissing her slender neck.

Commander Lupin gave Aura and Cordelia a stern look and then motioned for the mutants to escort Princess Bessaria to the holding cells. One of the mutants gave her a shock to her shapely red hip and she cursed and stumbled along ahead of them.

“Where do we go now?” asked Hoggens. “The Xorthians have been scouring the known galaxy for our hideouts.”

Lupin stroked his furry chin. “We go to the unknown galaxy.”

“The space beyond?” asked Aura.

“It works for the worst of the worst pirates,” said Deadeye. “It could work for us.”

“There’s an old, dead star, cooled and frozen, cast off by the galactic spin,” said Commander Lupin. “Errantes. We once stashed some supplies on one of its orbiting planets. I think I can lead us there. Raven, could you help me plot navigation?”

“Of course, commander,” said Cordelia, smoothing her uniform. She winked to Aura and then followed Commander Lupin to the bridge of the frigate. Aura was going to join them, but Hoggens took her elbow and pulled her aside.

“You and Cordelia have… I don’t know how to put this, Angel, and maybe the others don’t notice it yet, but she has bitten you, hasn’t she?”

“She did more than bite me,” said Aura. “She turned me. She made me like her.”

“You… you let her do that?”

“It was our deal,” said Aura. “She comes back to Angel Squadron and I join her for eternity. It’s alright, I love her.”

“Because she bit you?” Hoggens furrowed his brow.

“I don’t… no, I don’t think that’s why,” said Aura. “It couldn’t be.”

Hoggens sighed as if he knew he was in an argument he could never win. He put one hand on Aura’s shoulder.

“If you are like her, then you will have hungers like her,” said Hoggens. “Don’t give up your soul to feed on blood. If you need to drink blood you can… I mean… within reason… I want to live, but you can feed on me.”

“You?” Aura took a step back. “No, I couldn’t do that. Cordelia suggested I feed on you too but I don’t want to feed on my wingman.”

“I’m here to look out for you even if that means letting you suck my blood,” said Hoggens, flushing a little.

Aura frowned. Did he want this? Did she? There was a peculiar warmth between her legs and a growling in her stomach. She had burned an awful lot of Cordelia’s blood performing those superhuman acts back on the Xorthian homeworld. She could just suck a little of Hoggens’ blood. She could stop there.

“No,” she said, chastising herself as much as answering Hoggens. “No, I can’t feed on you. I don’t… I’m not sure… um….”

She backed away, uncharacteristically awkward and uncertain. Bad traits for a fighter pilot. Worse for a leader.

“Aura, wait,” said Hoggens, starting to follow her, but she turned and hurried down the corridor to her private quarters.

Once in her quarters, Aura showered and dried off and dressed herself in fresh underclothes. She went through this routine automatically with her mind on the battle, on Lupin, Cordelia, and on her growing hunger. She pictured Hoggens squealing as his hot blood gushed into her mouth. It was as sweet as any nectar she had tasted and it finally quenched this growing thirst that rumbled in her stomach.

She refused to give in to such desire, because in these waking dreams she did not merely drink the blood of her wingman, she drank him dry. She sucked his blood until he was a husk, a deflating bag of skin, like a nutrient pouch from a survival kit. Existing and drained for the purposes of her hunger.

She was imagining that sweet, tangy flavor of hot blood again when there came a knock at the door to her quarters. She did not acknowledge it immediately, but the visitor was persistent, knocking repeatedly and finally calling out, “Aura, it’s me. Please, could we talk?”

Commander Lupin. She felt a tug of emotion, realizing she had neglected any sort of real reunion with her beloved commander. A man she had more history with than most. Fighting by his side for more than a decade and falling into his bed on more than one occasion. Her cunt throbbed with need and her hunger rumbled in her stomach.

“Y-yes, I’m coming,” she said, hurry to the door. She opened it and found him standing dressed in a fresh uniform. He looked at her in her tank top and undershorts, and a quirk of his lupine lips revealed his white fangs.

“Aura, I wondered if we could talk for a moment,” he said, though there was a growl at the back of his throat that betrayed his beastly desire.

She swallowed hard, sensing his lust and feeling her own throbbing in her core. She told herself that giving in to that desire could be a way to deny her more dangerous needs. At least, that was the excuse Aura made for her behavior as she invited Commander Lupin into her quarters and immediately threw herself at him.

Her embrace could not have been mistaken for camaraderie. She wrapped her arms around him tightly, pressing herself against the firmness of his body and burying her face in the fuzzy warmth of his neck. She breathed his beastly scent and felt his pulse throbbing powerfully against her lips. He rocked back, catching her, holding her tightly, but then turning his beastly muzzle towards her and sharing a kiss that spoke to their long history of illicit encounters.

“Oh, Bastian,” she moaned, looking at his dark, wolf-like face and into his golden eyes. “I thought I might never see you again.”

“Yet here I am and I owe it all to you,” he replied, running his clawed hands from her arms to the curve of her hips, and down to squeeze her plush bottom in her tight shorts. “Even if I should court martial you, thank you for risking your lives to save me. It was selfless.”

“Mmmmmm, it was a little selfish,” she said, trailing her hand down to the growing bulge in his pants. She quickly had those pants open and her hand grasped the hot scepter of his desire. The heat of it pulsed against her palm with the drumbeat of his heart. Red and covered in blood-filled capillaries. A knotted, beastly thing that had given her such forbidden pleasure in the past.

“Oh, Aura, I thought I would never see you again,” he groaned, kissing her and thrusting his soft tongue to her mouth.

“Here I am, Commander,” she purred and let her tongue tangle with his as her grip tightened on his shaft. She stroked him against the soft tank against he firm abdomen. Pressing against him until his cock was upright between them and her hand was working him at a building tempo.

“I thought you were dead or worse,” he growled. “Being tortured… like I was… mmmm… Aura…”

He looked down at her as she crouched before him and began to lick the flared tip of his beastly cock. She savored its warmth and the salty prickle of its pre against her tongue. She looked up at him, over his furry loins and thighs, now bare, and up to his lupine face. Dark and patterned with streaks of white, golden eyes lidding with pleasure as she began to suck.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, taking him deeper and bobbing more urgently. Until his tip was at the back of her throat and her tongue could reach out and taste the reddened bulge of his beastly knot.

“Incredible,” groaned Lupin. “You’re even better at that than I remember.”

“Nngggggnnnn,” admitted Aura, sliding him deeper until his cockhead was past her gulping throat and her lips were kissing his knot.

Lupin curled one clawed hand around the back of her head, holding her in place for a moment as he savored the feel of his cock invading her throat. Then his claw tightened on her hair and he pulled her head up from his throbbing flesh. Her lips trailed saliva from his cock as she finally parted from his hardness.

“Mmmmm… what’s wrong?” she gasped, looking up at him. “You can cum down my throat, Bastian. I don’t mind.”

She left unsaid the thought that swallowing his cum might take the edge off her vampiric thirst. But Bastian Lupin was to offer no such relief.

“I need more than you’re beautiful mouth, Angel,” he said and he lifted her to her feet, stripping down her tank top, her undershorts, and finally turning her around and bending her over her bed.

His cock was at her slick entrance in a moment and he staked her core with the throbbing length of his red pillar. His knot invaded her tightness and she was locked to him then, receiving all his pent lust as he mounted her savagely. His clawed hands gripped her hips and his furry body beat against her plush bottom. His knot held fast and soon he was growling and panting at her neck as he hunched over her back.

“Ohhhhh Bastian,” she moaned. “Ohhhhh fuck me… it has been so long… ohhhhhh!”

It was a short jump to orbiting the pleasure planet for Aura. Supernovas of ecstasy erupted in her core and her inner walls gripped the lupine cock with the frenzied spasms of her climax. She threw her ass back against him as much as his brutal grip would allow. The tightness of her cunt convulsed around his knot.

Lupin howled and filled her with rushing torrents of his seed. A hot flood that drenched her womb and warmed her body. Her slick walls squeezed out every drop and he stayed heavily atop her back, panting against her, and spurting in waves of aftershocks. It would be several minutes before he finished, she knew from experience, and the whole time all she was thinking about was how badly she wanted to turn around and bury her fangs in his furry neck. To drink the hot blood of his life force.

To finally satisfy the hunger gnawing in her stomach.
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Feasting Femmes

Commander Lupin never knew the fate he narrowly escaped. He departed from Aura’s quarters aboard Heaven Sent with his lust satisfied and a wolfish smile on his wolfish face. He left behind a woman dripping with cum but parched with thirst. She showered a second time to clean the sweat and cum from her body. She dressed hastily in a light blue uniform and slipped out of her cabin.

The ship’s lighting was low to simulate night and much of the function of the ship had been taken over by the automated systems. The hallways were blessedly empty as Aura, looking pale, eyes sunken, departed from her room in search of relief.

She thought of Hoggens, of her nightmarish visions in which she drained him dry, and she moved on from the hatch to his quarters. There were others she might have tasted. Franky or Deadeye or even one of the mutants, but she did not want to end up killing any of them either. So she went to the one person who was safe from her hunger. The very woman who had created her current condition.

She went to Cordelia.

“I knew you would come,” said Cordelia, embracing Aura and drawing her into the sumptuous red velvet and silk of her stateroom. The beautiful vampiress was dressed in a black robe with spatters of crimson flowers that could scarcely contain her pale curves. “The thirst has you, doesn’t it?”

“It’s all I can think about,” confessed Aura, taking Cordelia’s offered hand and following her to an antique couch. She fell into Cordelia’s arms and leaned her cheek against the cool swell of Cordelia’s breasts.

“Poor baby,” murmured Cordelia, stroking Aura’s hair affectionately. “I could give you a little taste…”

“Oh, please,” said Aura, looking up imploringly into Cordelia’s red eyes.

“I could, but you would only be delaying the inevitable. You need to feed, my love, or you will wither away. Oh, don’t give me that pouty look, I am not being withholding. The truth is we had a tough fight back there and I used most of my blood to fuel my powers. I am certain from looking at those gaunt cheeks and sunken eyes that you did as well.”

“What am I going to do?” asked Aura. “It hurts. It has gone from a growling stomach to my whole body aching.”

“I know, it’s terrible,” said Cordelia, leaning down to kiss Aura’s forehead. “And next will come the sanguine frenzy. You will tear apart the first mortal you see. Better to drink now, while you can maintain some control in the heat of the moment.”

“But I might heart him,” said Aura.

“So you’ve chosen your first prey? Mmmmm. Not Lupin. I smell him on your body. You’ve already been with him and you did not feed. So it is that slab of pork you call a wingman, eh?”

“Hoggens,” said Aura. “But I don’t want to hurt him.”

“Such a sweet girl,” said Cordelia. “He did seem quite a good pilot. It would be a shame to devour him completely. I suppose… I could join you. Have a taste myself? Mmmm. Yes. That’s it. I could be sure you don’t kill him then.”

“You’d do that?”

“Of course, my sweet Angel,” said Cordelia, pressing a kiss to Aura’s lips. “You are my progeny. I will always care for you.”

She arose from the couch and slipped out of her robe, revealing the pale beauty of her shapely body. She sauntered behind a screen patterned with nebulae, pinning up her dark hair before emerging in a short, tight dress of black silk embroidered with gold. Her scarlet eyes flashed with lust.

“Come, my beautiful Angel, let’s go have our supper.”

They made their way through the sleeping ship and knocked at the door to the quarters assigned to Hoggens. He was slow to answer until Aura finally called out, “Hoggens, get your big butt out of your bunk! It’s me! I need you!”

“I’m coming, Angel,” he said, rallying hoarsely from sleep and wobbling over to the hatch. He opened it with a clank of locks and his always beady eyes suddenly showed whites as he saw Cordelia standing with Aura at the door.

“What… what doe she want?”

“The same thing as Aura,” said Cordelia, brushing past them both and into Hoggens’ quarters. She made a face of disgust at his discarded sweaty flight suit and a few towels from an earlier shower.

“Well, um, SKROooNK what do you want, Angel?” asked Hoggens, but he seemed to be smart enough to suspect what the two vampire beauties were craving. “Is this about… what I offered before?”

“It is,” said Angel, following Hoggens into the room and closing the hatch behind her.

“That was, I mean, I like Raven and all, but that was an offer for you, not her,” said Hoggens, casting a nervous glance over his shoulder at the dark-haired vampiress leaning seductively against his bunk.

“She’s here because I need her to be here,” said Aura, backing Hoggens towards the bunk and Cordelia. “If she weren’t here to watch, I might accidentally drink too much. And you wouldn’t want that.”

“Skrreonk! I wouldn’t?”

“No, you wouldn’t,” said Cordelia, catching him in her arms as he backed into her bust. He jolted with surprise, but she was already lowering him to the bed and crawl over top of his ample belly to reach the other side. Aura followed them down to the bed, trapping the pig-snouted pilot between them.

He squealed. His huge thighs and belly quaked as the two women pressed him down. Hoggens tried to wriggle but Cordelia had him tight. Her vampire strength was too much for him.

“Easy,” purred Cordelia. She twisted his head aside and mounted him with her thighs. “It will be easier if you don’t struggle.”

Aura straddled his hips. She felt the heat coming off his skin. Hoggens’ face was flushed and his pig snout snorted with each frantic breath. Aura’s fangs ached in her mouth. Her cunt was slick.

“Wait. Wait, Angel, please,” said Hoggens, his voice wobbling. “Let’s just talk. I don’t need to be bitten.”

“Shhhhh,” said Cordelia. She stroked his cheek and licked her lips. “You offered, remember? Let’s not make this harder for Aura.”

She pinned his wrist above his head. His other wrist was caught by Aura’s free hand. He was strong, but not enough to move either of them. Sweat beaded down his wide face.

“I don’t want to kill you,” whispered Aura. “It just hurts so much. I need it, Hoggens.”

He tried to answer, but Cordelia leaned down and kissed his mouth. Fangs pressed against his lip. Hoggens grunted. His cock twitched under Aura’s cunt, stiffening through the fabric of his flight shorts. Cordelia moaned as she bit his lip and drew a tiny bead of blood.

Aura’s hunger reached a breaking point. Her hands trembled as she leaned over him and buried her face in the thick, hot curve of his neck. She could smell the blood pulsing there. Sweat and fear and pork fat. She could hear the rushing in his veins.

Her fangs punched into his neck and his blood surged into her mouth. Hot and salty and thick. She gulped. Hoggens howled, but Cordelia muffled his cries with her tongue. Then Cordelia bit him too, just below Aura’s mark. Two pairs of fangs sunk into his flesh.

They drank in unison, the room filling with the sound of their hungry slurping. The taste flooded Aura’s mouth, richer than anything she had ever tasted. Her stomach clenched and unclenched as she swallowed. Sweet. Coppery. The ache in her body began to fade. She sucked harder.

Hoggens jerked and thrashed, but the hands pinning him had the strength of steel. His cock grew hard and rubbed against Aura’s cunt. She ground her hips down. Her whole body shivered as she fed.

Cordelia drank from the other side, her long hair falling over Hoggens’ face and blowing upwards from his snout with each of his exhalations. She licked the blood that welled from his wound, moaning with pleasure. Occasionally she lifted her lips to breathe and giggle.

“He tastes so alive,” she said. “Don’t you think, Aura? Synth blood could never satisfy you like this.”

“Mmmmm,” moaned Aura. She couldn’t stop drinking. The blood flowed over her tongue and spilled down her chin. It was impossible to stop. She wanted to drain every drop.

Cordelia saw the frenzy in Aura’s eyes. Saw her lips painted red with blood. The way her body shook. The tremor in her thighs.

“Easy, darling,” said Cordelia, whispering low against Aura’s ear. “You don’t want to break your toy on the first night.”

Cordelia caught Aura’s head in her pale hands and pulled her back from Hoggens’ neck. Aura’s fangs withdrew from his pulsating neck. Blood welled from the bite. It dribbled down Hoggens’ chest and soaked into his rumpled t-shirt.

He was pale and sweating, but conscious. His eyes rolled with exhaustion and fear. His cock throbbed against Aura’s pussy through his shorts. He was as hard as a missile.

Cordelia’s tongue slid over Hoggens’ cheek. She licked the sweat and blood and sucked at his wide jaw. He whimpered. His belly heaved with each breath. Cordelia held his chin and kissed him. Her fangs left tiny marks on his bottom lip.

Aura swayed. She sat up, shivering as the blood recharged her body. The pain and the ache faded. Instead, she felt a surge of hot, animal need between her thighs.

“Ohhh,” moaned Hoggens, voice thin but eager. “That… that was intense. It… felt good when you were… sucking my blood. My whole body feels like it’s on fire…”

“You did well, pilot,” purred Cordelia. “You fed your captain. Now you get your reward.”

Aura giggled and knew by the throbbing in her cunt what she needed now. She tore away his flight shorts, letting his twisted cock spring free. It slapped up against his belly, thick and pink. The tip glistened with pre.

She wrapped her fingers around his shaft. He squealed.

“SKROnk! What are you--?”

“Shhhh,” said Aura, kissing him. Her tongue slipped past his lips. She tasted the salty tang of blood, booze, and sweat. Hoggens moaned into her mouth. His hips bucked into her palm.

Cordelia leaned in from his side, nipping Hoggens’ ear. Shedding her robe, her cool, soft breasts pressed against his back. Her hands roved over his chest. She pinched his nipples. Tugged at the fabric until his shirt tore and exposed his skin.

“Let’s see what the big piggy is packing,” murmured Cordelia. She stroked down to his belly, then wrapped her hand around his cock, just below Aura’s grip.

“Please,” he stammered, shuddering. “Don’t bite it.”

Aura laughed, sharp and bright. “We won’t, silly. Not unless you beg for it.”

Cordelia guided Aura’s hand, pumping Hoggens’ cock slow and hard. Blood rushed to the tip. It swelled, angry and twitching, bright with blood and need. The tip purpling and glistening with his precum. Every throb made it pulse in Aura’s hand.

She stroked it harder. Hoggens’ hips kicked up, rocking the bunk. His belly quaked. Cordelia ground her breasts into his face, making him gasp and snort for breath. He tried to speak but Cordelia stuffed two pale fingers into his mouth.

“Suck,” she said, pressing down on his face.

Hoggens obeyed. His lips closed around her fingers. He sucked, cheeks hollowing, snorting with each breath. Cordelia laughed and slapped his cheek with her other hand.

“That’s a good piggy,” she said. “Taste me.”

Her thighs straddled his head. She peeled aside her panties and lowered her glistening cunt onto his mouth. Hoggens snorted again, straining upwards. His snout brushing Cordelia’s velvet folds. She ground her hips into him and made him eat her.

Aura moved lower. She nuzzled her face against Hoggens’ cock, inhaling the heat and stench of arousal. Salty, sweaty, musk. Her tongue flicked out to taste the tip. Pre oozed over her lips. She moaned.

Aura parted her lips and swallowed the head of his cock. It filled her mouth, hot and pulsing. The taste was electric. She moaned, slurping him deeper, her fangs pressing against his flesh without breaking the skin. She bobbed her head up and down, each stroke taking him closer to her throat.

She watched as Cordelia rode Hoggens’ face, her hands braced on his flabby chest. She humped him. Her pussy smeared slick juices down his chin. Hoggens gasped, but Cordelia just pushed harder.

“Eat it,” she purred. “You’re not done until I say so.”

Aura felt the cock flex in her mouth. He liked Cordelia riding his face, clearly. She squeezed the shaft, milking it as she slurped him. Swallowing the steady flow of his precum. Her cunt ached. She wanted it inside her, pounding her, while Cordelia fucked his face.

She pulled off with a wet pop.

“Can I ride him?” she asked, voice hoarse.

Cordelia looked over her shoulder and grinned, still grinding her pussy into Hoggens’ mouth.

“Yes, Angel. Get on top of him. Make him cum. Feed your need.”

Aura didn’t hesitate. She threw one leg over his hips, straddling him, and lined up his cock with her dripping cunt. She sank down, impaling herself. The thickness of it made her gasp.

It stretched her wide. The wide base pressed against her lips, but she forced it inside. The twisted ridges and bulges of his cock raked her insides. Aura howled with pleasure and began to bounce on him.

Hoggens squealed from between Cordelia’s thighs. He tried to buck her off, but Cordelia was relentless, pinning his arms and riding his face like a beast. Her cunt smeared his snout. She howled, fangs bared, hips shuddering as she bounced and ground herself on his face. Hoggens bucked beneath her, making little piggy squeals, but Cordelia just bore down harder and smothered his snout with her slick pussy. She held tight to his head and rode his tongue, her thighs flexing and her cunt squeezing his face.

Aura could smell the blood and the sweat and the raw heat pouring from Hoggens. She dug her claws into his belly and slammed her clutching cunt down his shaft. His cock was swollen and glazed with her juices. The bulging head battered her insides. It throbbed and jerked, veins standing out as she rode him, the purple crown nearly splitting her open with every bounce.

Cordelia came first.

She writhed on Hoggens’ face, hissing and baring her fangs, grinding her wetness into his snout and against his tongue until Hoggens was snorting for breath. Cordelia didn’t care. She squeezed her thighs tighter around his big head. Her hips slammed down once, twice, then she arched her back and screamed.

Cunt syrup squirted over Hoggens’ face, soaking his snout and chin even as he slurped at her folds. Cordelia thrashed, pinning him to the mattress, her ass covering his view of the world. She bucked on his tongue, pussy quivering with ecstasy around his thick, lashing tongue.

When she finally lifted her hips, Hoggens’ face shone with sweat and blood and Cordelia’s cream. He gasped for air, nostrils flaring, tongue lolling out of his mouth. Cordelia just laughed and wiped her cunt over his lips one last time.

Aura was close behind.

She slammed herself down on Hoggens’ cock, her cunt spasming around the thick shaft. The wide base battered her lips and she forced it in, stretching her hole until it felt like Lupin’s knot locking her cove. The sensation of fullness only pushed her closer to the edge. Her insides clenched, sucking at Hoggens’ cock, milking it from root to tip.

She didn’t care what she looked like. Her fangs were out, her mouth smeared with blood, her thighs streaked with cum and sweat. She rode him like a beast, ass bouncing, hips jerking, slamming against him with all her strength.

“Fuck me,” she growled, her voice broken and raw with need. “Fill me. I want it. I need it. Hoggens, fuck me, fill me up, give it to me!”

The words drove Hoggens crazy. He howled like a dying animal. His hands clutched at the sheets and his fat body bucked Aura up and down his cock. The shaft swelled. The pulsating root locked them together. Aura howled and arched her spine.

She came hard. Her pussy clamped down and milked Hoggens with everything she had. She was begging, babbling, her hips slamming down as the orgasm tore through her.

“Fill me,” she moaned, “give it to me, Hoggens, please, please, I need it, do it, now, nowwwwwwwwwww!”

Hoggens exploded inside her.

The first blast of cum hit her deep. It was thick and hot, spurting into her womb in sticky gouts. Aura could feel the creamy flood hammering up into her, splattering her insides with heavy, boiling spurts. Hot. Wet. Endless. The pigman thrashed under her and shoved his cock up into her spasming cunt, every pulse pumping another thick load of semen into her body.

She screamed as she came, her hips jackhammering down, grinding her clit against the bloated mass of his knot. It stretched her pussy lips wide, plugging her and trapping every drop of cum inside. Hoggens’ body flexed under her, his face still mashed against Cordelia’s cunt, squealing as the two vampire bitches milked him dry.

The orgasm built on itself. Rolling, shuddering, never stopping. Aura’s pussy clenched down on Hoggens’ cock, milking him, sucking the spunk out of his balls. More, more. She needed it. It made her lightheaded and dizzy. Her mouth was still smeared with his blood, her cunt stuffed with his meat.

She collapsed forward, grinding her tits into his chest, and just thrust against him, riding out the aftershocks. Every time she clenched her pussy, another ooze of semen pulsed up into her womb. After the pleasure of feeding it felt almost like too much of a good thing, but she couldn’t stop milking his cock with her clutching muscles.

Cordelia purred, straddling Hoggens’ face and stroking his cheek. She looked over at Aura, her fangs glistening with a hint of blood.

“Not bad for a pig,” she said.

Aura could barely answer. She nuzzled her face against Hoggens’ shoulder, licking near where she had driven her fangs into his neck.

Hoggens just gurgled under them, his cock throbbing helplessly inside Aura’s cunt. He was a fountain of cum, spewing more and more, his balls drained of anything but the raw need to please them. His arms were limp at his sides. The only movement was the jerking of his hips, trying to drive his cock deeper.

Cordelia finally lifted herself off Hoggens’ face, leaving his snout covered in her cunt-juice. She rolled to the side and cuddled up against Aura, pinning Hoggens between them again.

The pigman looked from Cordelia to Aura and grinned.

“Skronnnnk,” he panted. “That was the best fuck I ever had. Getting drained and fucked at the same time… that was incredible.”

Cordelia laughed and kissed his cheek.

“You’re a good blood bag, Hoggens,” she said. “Strong enough to fuck, soft enough to cuddle. I think we’ll keep you.”

Aura snuggled down into his arms, her cunt still stuffed with his softening cock. Cum leaked out around the edges, soaking her thighs and trickling down onto Hoggens and the sheets. She didn’t care. It felt good. Warm and messy and perfect.

She kissed Hoggens, licking the blood off his lips.

The Truth of Bessaria

Hours into the interrogation, the daughter of the Xorthian Emperor gave up few answers. She did not seem to know much about the day-to-day operations of the Xorthian Empire nor did she know any useful intelligence about their military. She mostly bragged to Lupin that the Holy Guard were life sworn and would seek to rescue her until their deaths.

“They’ll catch up to you,” she said, smiling arrogantly and looking from Commander Lupin to Angel sitting across from her at the interrogation table. “And when they do, you will experience pain the likes of which not even your past tortures have prepared you for. Better to surrender me now, at the next Xorthian outpost, and I will plead for merciful deaths for you all.”

“Princess, we have decades of experience avoiding your intelligence services. Your Holy Guard couldn’t even protect you on your home world. We’re not scared.”

“Then you’re fools,” hissed Bessaria. “Lady Vadross—”

“I’m definitely not afraid of her,” said Aura, recalling her past run-ins with the wicked giantess.

“We’re going to take you somewhere far from the Xorthian Empire,” said Lupin. “A place where you won’t have any friends. A place Lady Vadross and the Holy Guard have never even heard of. They’ll never find you.”

“But someone will,” said Bessaria, her arrogant smile returning. A wicked light gleamed in her eyes as she said, “Trackers. Bounty hunters. Mercenaries. My father will spare no expense and he is not above hiring the lowest of the low to find you. The absolute scum of the galaxy.”

COMING SOON… CURT CUTLASS RETURNS IN

THE ABSOLUTE SCUM OF THE GALAXY
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