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Chapter 1



He woke up still bound to the bed by soft cuffs. He didn't remember when he had finally fallen asleep. Still, sometime during the night, his cock had softened, and burning need no longer shot through him with every tiny movement. He still felt the heavy, large plug in his ass, but the burning sensation had subsided into a calming tingle. He still felt stretched and full, but it seemed oddly natural like he had been waiting for it all his life.

Not that he hadn't experimented. Once in his youth, he had explored his ass with his own fingers, but it never felt anywhere nearly as good as what the aliens had made him feel last night.

The aliens. His brain seemed to skip a beat as he considered how crazy his new reality was. He stared at the pink canopy hanging over the bed for what felt like a small eternity until eventually the door slid open and the larger of the two aliens entered.

"Hello, human," it said.

"My name is Cole," he said, getting very tired of being addressed by his species. The alien blinked his overly large eyes at him. "My name is Ortak."

Ortak seemed to think for a moment. "Cole," he finally said. "Cole. Cole. Cole. No, that will not do. We will call you Pernuika."

Cole blinked. "I'm sorry? My name is Cole. You can't just give me a new name!" He was beyond angry now, and if the ties hadn't still been attached, he might well have tried to attack Ortak. How dare he? How dare they kidnap him from his planet and take him into space and not even let him have his name!?

Ortak half grinned half frowned at his obvious distress.

"Human, you are to be a pet. A costly pet for a very noble clientele. Royalty. Cole is not an attractive name. Pernuika is a name for females of grace and dignity, and you will wear it with honor. It will make you more attractive."

The alien seemed to think the matter closed and turned around. "We must prepare you for your new role. Please do not fight me when I remove your restraints. Also, please do not try to touch yourself. I am much stronger than you, and I cannot guarantee you won't be harmed if I have to position you myself."

Cole nodded in agreement and bit down whatever sarcastic remark was threatening to spill out of his mouth.

In short order, Ortak removed the ties, and Cole gladly sat up in bed and stretched. Before he had time to do much more, Ortak already moved towards the door and signaled him to follow. He felt awkward walking through the gleaming metal corridors of the seemingly endless spaceship in just his pink babydoll and panties. Still, at least the air was warm and comfortable. Ortak clearly paid attention to make sure he could follow along easily.

Eventually, the alien stopped in front of another blank wall that mysteriously turned into a door and glid open. Behind it lay what he could only describe as the most futuristic bathroom, he had ever imagined. Instead of white porcelain and tiles, he was greeted by the same metal as everywhere else on the ship. Only the water spouts and what very clearly was a large bathroom on the far wall gave away the room's purpose.

The alien motioned for him to enter and then closed the door behind the two of them.

He stood around nervously, unsure of what to expect next. Finally, Ortak pointed towards a small table, padded like a massage table but much larger than anything he'd seen on earth. He still wasn't used to just how much bigger the aliens were compared to humans. They had mentioned that he would be kept as a pet. Now that he realized he would only be half as tall as everyone else in his new home and entirely unable to communicate or defend himself without their aid, his position was finally sinking in.

With much effort, he hefted himself up on the table and laid down on his back.

Ortak smiled and motioned for him to stay still. "I will now remove your hair, Pernuika." Cole twitched at the foreign name but nodded his understanding nonetheless. Then, without much care, the alien ripped the panties and babydoll from his body and dropped them onto the floor, where they seemed to disappear.

"I will use this machine," Ortek continued, waving something that looked very much like a metal curling iron. "It is electric and very powerful; if you move, I might injure you accidentally, so please do not."

Cole nodded once more, his breathing growing shallow as he tried to still his body as much as possible.

The alien began to move the machine over his legs, starting at the bottom and then moving up in long, clean strokes that ended just below his hips. Wherever the machine touched his skin, he felt a burning, tingling sensation. Not quite pain, but something not unlike it. He dared to lift his head once Ortak seemed to be finished with one leg and, to his amazement, saw the pale, smooth, perfectly hairless skin contrast to the rest of his body still covered in hair.

After only a few minutes, Ortak had moved on from his legs and, in short order, removed the hair from his torso and arms.

"The last bit might be uncomfortable," the alien warned. He put one large hand on Coles's head and pressed firmly down while the machine glided over his face. What before was only a slight tingling turned into a deep burning sensation, and he instinctively tried to flinch away and escape the pain. Ortak's grip on him was relentless, though. There was nothing he could do other than endure as the alien carefully and methodically moved the machine over every inch of his cheeks and chin until every trace of beard was gone.

"We are nearly done now," Ortak smiles. Cole flinched. Nearly done? Where else could he...with sudden horror, he realized the one part of his body the alien had not yet touched with the nefarious instrument.

Before he had time to escape or even yell, Ortak’s massive hand had come down on his abdomen. The machine came closer to his groin and finally, with a vicious pain that shot up his body until it seemed to fill every neuron in his brain made contact with his pubic hair. When the machine moved around to his balls and finally his ass, he felt sweaty and nauseous and wished nothing more than to pass out.

And just like that, it was done. Ortak removed the instrument and motioned for him to sit up.

"How often will you do that to me," Cole asked, still shaky from his ordeal. The alien looked at him in confusion.

"Never again," he finally said in a tone that suggested he was explaining something obvious to a very dumb child. "It is permanent."

Cole stared at his smooth body in shock. His cock looked so different without the hair that had surrounded it ever since puberty. He swallowed hard.

"Please turn around and lay down once more," Ortak requested. He seemed to notice the fear in Coles's eyes. "It is nothing like the machine. You are done with that. Please, Pernuika, do as I asked."

He swallowed and, for a moment, considered disobeying. Still, just then, he saw the thick muscles in the alien's arms begin to harden, readying to catch him and force him into whichever position he was supposed to be in. Finally, with a sigh, he turned around and lay down once more.

"Good human," the alien sighed.

Without any warning, Ortak took hold of the butt plug and, in one smooth movement, pulled it from his ass. His eyes widened in shock, but to his surprise, there was no discomfort or pain. Instead, his ass quickly and naturally opened.

Ortak massaged his cheeks for a few moments and let thick fingers glide around Coles ring. Then he produced a new plug, easily as large as Cole's fist and already glistening with thick lubrication.

"It won't fit," cole gasped. "I need much longer to get used to the size. It only was one night. Please don't."

The alien looked at him in clear irritation now. "you are ready. We have consulted the doctors; please trust that we do not wish to harm you. One night, as you call it, onboard, this ship is much longer than the earth time you are accustomed to. There was plenty of time."

Cole shuddered once more but realized that was nothing he could do other than trust the alien was telling the truth and would not harm him. He tried to relax his ass, and Ortak began to insert the invader into him.

His ring stretched painfully, but just like Ortak had promised, despite his discomfort, his body accepted the plug and finally closed around the base.

He immediately felt the difference in size to the one they had inserted yesterday. Or..however long ago it was. This time the widest part of the plug pressed directly against his prostate, and he was instantly rock hard again.

When he sat up, wincing at every movement, Ortak noticed the angry purple cock between his legs, already leaking precum.

The alien touched his cock and squeezed it in its large warm hand, and Cole had to close his eyes to not fall over the edge right there. Ortak grinned before patting him on the butt and removing his hand.

"Now, let's get you dressed and ready," the alien said.


Chapter 2


The alien led him back to what he was starting to think of as his bedroom. "I will have to prepare sustenance for you. Please stay here. Do not try to remove your dilator, or you might injure yourself."

Cole nodded. With every tiny step, the butt plug seemed to grow inside of him, rubbing against his sensitive inner walls and stretching his ring. Even if he wanted to remove it, he had doubted that he was strong enough to pull it out, let alone withstand the pain that would cause. Ortak gave him a skeptical look but then left the room. He sat down on his bed. Suddenly remembering that he was naked, he got up again and walked over to the wardrobe, opening the two large doors. The inside reminded him of what an exploded cotton candy factory would look like. Pink and pastels were everywhere.

He picked up what looked to be the largest of the panties, hoping that at least it would cover his dick and ass. It was a soft rose pink cotton with an adorable lace trim pattern. he rifled through the clothes but found nothing resembling a top; finally, he settled on a see-through robe in pastel purple and tied it around himself. Immediately he noticed how different the clothes felt against his newly hairless body. The fabric glided effortlessly over his skin, and every soft breeze or accidental touch turned into a sensuous caress. The panties rubbed against his groin and safely enveloped his cock, almost like a lover's hand.

He walked across the room to where he knew the door was. Once again, he was faced with nothing but seamless metal. He began to touch the wall, making his way from one corner to the other, hoping to find a hidden lever or button that would open the door. He had no idea what he would do once the door was open, but being trapped in this pink shoebox of a room was beginning to play with his mind. Every time he saw himself in the mirror, his soft skin and face looked more feminine to him. He was starting to be way too comfortable with this situation. If he stood any chance of escaping and making it back to earth, he had to start now before they completely turned him into a feminized spoilt pet.

When his search for a button remained without success, he crouched down and began to inspect the floor in front of the door for pressure plates or lasers. Anything that would explain how the beings managed to walk in and out of his room. At first, he paid no attention to his growing arousal, being too concentrated on solving the riddle of the disappearing door. But with every step and movement, the plugin his ass shifted and pressed against his prostate. By the time he gave up on trying to find a way to open the door, there already was a sizeable wet spot on the panties where the head of his cock was trapped against his groin.

He sighed and let himself fall back on the bed. Slowly he pulled the panties aside and let his angry hard cock spring up. In one rush of blood and endorphins, the arousal of the last few days seemed to all flow back into him at the same time. The images of the beautiful woman touching herself on her bed seemed to melt together with the sensation of Ortak encircling his hard cock in his warm, oddly large hand and the fireworks the plug was sending up his spine with every movement. Experimentally he turned around and lay flat on his chest.

The transparent silk of the robe caressing him as he pushed his cock firmly against the bedding. Something about the way the plug shifted inside of him when he pushed himself forward like this almost made him cum then and there. He got onto his knees, his chest and head still firmly pressed against the blanket, and began rutting against the bed like an animal in heat.

With every motion of his hips, his cock was trapped between his body and the blanket, dragging deliciously against the soft material as he pulled back. The plug in his ass moved just right to send another spike of pleasure to his brain. His toes curled, and he was ready to cum into the precum sold blanket. But something made him hold back.

He knew if he waited just a little while, this might be the best orgasm of his entire life. The stress of the last days, the repeated denial, the unfamiliar pressure in his ass all played together to bring him to a peak like he had never experienced before. He gritted his teeth, and his fucking became more frantic; he lost his rhythm a few times, too focused on the relentless pressure building inside of himself. All he could hear was his own ragged breathing and blood rushing through his ears. Finally, the peak was right there. His entire body tensed as he pushed himself even more firmly against the bed.

He hadn't noticed the door opening or Mirnak approaching. His first indication that he was no longer alone was when the alien swiftly and firmly grabbed his shoulder and effortlessly flipped him onto his back.

Suddenly the stimulation was gone, and he was stranded on top of the peak he had worked so hard to build. Frantically, he tried to grasp his dick with his hand; just one stroke would be enough to finish him off. But with lightning speed, Mirnak had grabbed both his wrists and held them firmly above his had.

His body writhed and bucked on the bed, his hips still jerking, trying to fuck the air to find any relief. And just as suddenly, he could feel himself falling. Cum began to dribble sadly out of his purple cock as the pleasure of orgasm just faded away. He was near tears, growling and begging Mirnak to let go. Still, the alien just held him until all the pleasure had subsided. All that remained was a ferocious need to cum that was like nothing he had ever experienced. Finally, when he calmed down, Mirnak let go of his wrists but kept a close eye on him.

"You must not touch yourself," he said sharply. "You are lucky I found you in time."

"In time?" Cole snarled. "You ruined my orgasm. Why did you do that? What do you want from me?"

He hated how whiny and needy he sounded, but he couldn't help himself. Mirnak smiled down at him indulgently.

"Pets must be held back from orgasm. They become more obedient and happier the longer they are denied. This is well known. Humans will try to pleasure themselves, but it is unhealthy and may lead to damage or injury. Pets don't have the discipline to control themselves; that is why it's their owner's responsibility. You don't have an owner yet, but we will make sure you do not injure yourself."

Cole tried to argue, but Mirnak was convinced that an orgasm could make him sick, and there was nothing he could say to convince him otherwise. With arousal still burning in his stomach and aching balls, he finally agreed to follow Mirnak out of the room to get some food. He noticed that even though he had promised to keep his hands off his dick, the alien stayed close enough to intervene should he try.


Chapter 3


He followed the alien down yet another corridor in silence. His cock was in agony. Despite still being soft from the brutal ruin just moments ago, it was consistently crying precum. The cotton panties were almost entirely soaked, and he could feel the wetness seep all around his cock and towards his ass. The plugin his ass kept him stimulated with every step. The pain of inserting the invader had long been forgotten.

It took all his willpower not to break down right then and there against the oddly warm metal walls of the spaceship and try to get his hands around his cock. He was certain that Mirnak would try to stop him. Still, suppose he could only sneak one or two seconds. In that case, it might be enough to push himself over the edge and get rid of the insistent pulsing need that was starting to take over his entire world.

Eventually, they reached the kitchen. Well, he would call it a kitchen anyways. The room was mostly empty but for a large table heaving with what seemed to be food and a few chairs gathered around it. It was obvious which chair would be his. It was narrower than the others but almost a foot taller. A little stepladder led up to it.

Once he had climbed up on the chair and both Mirnak and Ortak took their seats on either side of him, he was almost the same height as the two and could easily reach the table.

Ortak put a plate in front of him. On it was what appeared to be four different kinds of food. They were all various forms of gray. He stared at them in disgust.

It was only now that he noticed that he hadn't been hungry or thirsty since they had brought him onto the ship. He also hadn't needed to use the bathroom. The aliens watched him expectantly; neither of them seemed to take any food for themselves.

"You must eat," Ortak finally barked. He mimed grabbing something between two fingers and putting it into his mouth.

"I'm not very hungry," Cole tried not to look too closely at the goo on his plate. It looked like metallic slugs or grey slime.

"Our technology will keep your body supplied with all nutrients it needs. On our planet, the need to take in food by mouth has long been abolished. We find it," the alien paused, clearly searching for a polite term, "unhygienic. But our doctors have learned that humans need to eat to stay healthy. So please, eat, or we have to force you."

Resigned Cole lowered his head and timidly pinched some grey slime between two fingers before bringing it to his mouth. He closed his eyes and tried to prepare himself for whatever was about to hit his senses but soon opened them again in surprise.

The disgusting-looking slime tasted exactly like strawberry cheesecake. He pulled a piece off a different pile and, to his joy, discovered it to be roast potatoes. Slowly he made his way through the piles on his plate until he felt he couldn't eat anymore. Ortak frowned.

"Do you think the pet is sick?" he asked, turning towards Mirnak, who shrugged.

"Maybe. We will be home soon; a doctor can examine him. I think for today, it is good."

They both nodded and turned back to Cole. He awkwardly slid around on his chair, feeling even more exposed than before in his see-through robe and the two beings staring at him. If they hadn't just told him that they didn't need food, he would have described their gaze as hungry. Finally, with one move of his hand, the food and plate disappeared from the table, and Mirnak got up.

Cole was just about to follow suit, but Ortak stopped him. The larger alien stepped behind him and pushed down on his shoulders gently, keeping him in place. Mirnak effortlessly hopped into the table so that he sat exactly where Coles plate had been just moments ago.

His breathing grew rapid and shallow. With one alien behind and one alien just in front of him, he felt vulnerable, cursing his treacherous cock and how it twitched against his panties at the touch of the aliens.

"We want to sell you to a good home," Mirnak started gently petting him on the head. "You are special. One of a kind. But you will still need skills to serve your owners well."

Cole frowned in confusion. What could skills super-advanced space-traveling aliens possibly want from a college drop-out like him?

Suddenly, it became very clear what they were talking about when Mirnak gently touched its abdomen, and the alien's hard cock sprung out and nearly hit Cole in the chest. He instinctively moved back, but Ortak’s firm hands stopped him.

"Your bottom hole still needs training. Your new owner will be the first one to experience the pleasures of it. But your mouth hole needs to be taught how to service before you are usable."

Cole looked from the alien's large eyes to his greyish blue cock and back again. They couldn't really expect him to do..that! He never even touch a cock other than his own before, and they wanted him to...he nearly tried to run away again at the thought.

"It's okay, we will teach you," Mirnak said calmly. "Please do as we say, or we will have to force you."

As if to prove the words true, Ortak’s hands grasped his shoulders just a little harder.

"Open your mouth hole, please."

Mirnak's polite tone seemed almost comical to Cole, but he knew he had to do what they asked. He opened his mouth as far as it would go, eyeing the cock in front of his face skeptically. Its girth was remarkable, maybe the same size as a small fist, but it was the length that really worried Cole. The cock had to measure at least a foot and a half in length from base to blueish tip. He swallowed hard, but Mirnak seemed to know what he was doing. Slowly the cock came closer to him until it finally entered his mouth.

"Please do not injure me with your teeth, human, or we will have to remove them for safety reasons."

It was said as calmly and politely as everything else, but the threat was very real to Cole. He immediately pursed his lips over his teeth.

"The human mouth hole can not take the entirety of one of our appendixes," Mirnak explained to Cole's relief. "But it can still bring great joy. Please move your tongue over the tip of the appendix."

Cole did as the alien asked. With the monster cock in his mouth, he felt like it was hard to catch a breath, and already his jaw was hurting. The sooner this was over, the better. For a few moments, the aliens were silent. The only sounds that could be heard was Cole slurping around the cock. It reminded Cole of the soundtrack to so many porn films he had watched, with some dumb blonde choking on a man's cock, and now here he was drooling on himself to please the alien.

Without warning, Mirnak pushed his dick further into Coles's mouth. There was no way for him to back away any further, and he panicked when the tip of the appendix reached the back of his throat. Briefly, there was a sharp pain and a gagging sensation, and then Cole's throat opened up to the warm, smooth flesh.

He tried to raise his hands to push Mirnak away, but the other alien had predicted his move and already grasped his wrists.

Cole panicked, he was trapped, and his throat was filled with alien cock. He couldn't breathe. He gagged violently as tears began to stream down his face. Mirnak looked at him in concern. The alien had stopped moving entirely and focused on Coles's face.

"There, there human," the alien said in an oddly soothing sing-sang. "There, it's okay; please breathe through your other face holes. It is fine. It is good. You are a good pet."

Cole couldn't make out the rest of what the alien was saying as he was too focused on trying to breathe through his nose and fight his gag reflex. After a few moments that seemed like an eternity to him, he finally calmed down and managed to catch his breath.

Just then, Mirnak began to move again. The alien pistoned his cock in and out of Coles's throat until it finally went stiff, with his cock buried nearly halfway in Cole.

He felt cool liquid splash against his throat and was forced to swallow if he didn't want to risk drowning.

Almost immediately, the alien cock began to grow soft. Gently Mirnak pulled out of his mouth, and Ortak let go of his arms.

"Well done, human, you have pleased me greatly," Mirnak nearly shouted.

The aliens were clearly very happy with his performance and began to move around him, and Cole was left sitting on his chair in stunned silence. His face was covered in saliva and tears, and he could taste the odd metallic of the alien's cum in his throat. Never in his life had he dreamed of anything like this happening to him, and yet, somehow, he felt like this was exactly what he was always meant to be.


Chapter 4


He barely had time to recover when the two aliens began leading him back to his room. He almost couldn't believe how used he had gotten to the pink color scheme. He sat down on the bed while the aliens piled into the room behind him.

"We will land soon," Mirnak said.

Cole looked up in shock. He never really cared about aliens or space travel before. Still, he seemed to remember that it would take decades to reach even the nearest solar system. It was surely more than a day trip to get to another galaxy or wherever these aliens came from, even with alien technology. Clearly, the two could read the surprise in his face.

"We have told you that time on the ship passes differently than on earth. It has been many of your earth weeks since we have departed from your planet."

He just stared at them dumbfounded. He had already been gone for weeks? He wondered if anyone had missed him. Had they already called off the search?

Gently Mirnak took him by the shoulders and navigated him towards the vanity table on the left side of the room. Cole allowed the alien to push him down into the chair and silently stared at himself in the bright mirror. He barely recognized himself.

His smooth face looked younger and softer than he had ever seen it; his hairless body covered in gentle tones of pink resembled the female the aliens had wanted much more than the man he tried to be for his entire life. Ortak stepped back and moved to the wardrobe while Mirnak took up position right next to Cole.

"Once we get to our planet, we will take you to a doctor; we are worried about your safety. When we know you are well and healthy, we will bring you to the royals for approval. We have high hopes that they will like you and take you into their family."

Cole could only nod.

"It is important that you look your best. You understand, Pernuika?"

He flinched slightly at the name but continued to shake. Without a further word, Mirnak began sorting through the piles of makeup and cosmetics on the table in front of them.

First, the alien helped Cole out of his robe and then smothered his entire body in creme. The thick salve smelled like cherry blossoms, and once it was applied, Cole's smooth skin shimmered in a soft pink glitter. Next, the alien applied makeup to Cole’s face. He had never experienced anything like this.

The cremes and pens tickled his skin, and more than once, he was worried the giant alien might accidentally poke his eye out. He didn't need to be. Mirnak was clearly very skilled in this art. In only a few minutes, Cole couldn't recognize the person staring back at him from the mirror anymore.

His lips looked plump and kissable in wet pink gloss, and his eyes were frames with black liner, and long lashes that gave his every look something seductive. Finally, the alien applied some more glittering sparkly blush to his cheeks and seemed to be happy with his work. He turned Cole around so Ortak could inspect the work.

The other alien seemed more than happy and beamed down at him. In its hands, Ortak held the tiniest dress Cole had ever seen. It came up to his chest and stopped just under his ass cheeks. Ortak ripped the soaked panties off without much ceremony, and Cole watched his painful erection jump forward.

The aliens ignored his obvious need and helped him into the dress. Once the corset top was pulled tight, Cole felt like he could barely breathe. One look into the mirror made it clear what effect the pair was going for. His torso was pinched tightly in the dress, giving him an almost unnatural hourglass shape.

The short dress covered his ass and cock when he stood very still, but when he walked, both would be revealed to anyone watching too closely. The aliens stepped back and watched him, apparently enjoying the result of their work.

Suddenly the ship jolted, and Cole nearly fell before regaining his balance.

"That must have been the atmosphere of our planet. Nearly there, human," Ortak explained, already moving towards the door. "Please come with us to the bridge."

Cole looked into the mirror once more and then up at Mirnak.

"What about...uh...what about panties?" he asked.

Mirnak laughed. "Not today," the alien said. "Your owner may wish to decorate you with more garments, but our species enjoys the smell of your pheromones; we will not cover you up."

With that, he was ushered towards the room they called the bridge, and with his needy cock leaking and his waist cinched tightly into a pink dress a whore would be ashamed to wear, Cole glimpsed the first view of his new home.
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