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Chapter 1

Orion looked up at the ceiling of his bedchamber, gold, silver, and thousands of enemies hovered above him. His father's Ascendancy was in decline. The hundreds of populated worlds he had once had under his empire's thumb had grown complacent, they had grown strong, they had grown mutinous. Now the warships of the Uprising were descending upon the capital planet of Pron Prime. They were coming for Emperor Hyperion. They were coming for Prince Orion. Best to indulge in what little pleasure Orion had left to indulge in. The green-skinned Trillite servant girl was assisting him with that.

Two soft mounds of pleasure enveloped Orion's manhood, the tip of his cock peaking proudly out from Xjani's cleavage. Xjani pressed and pressed her hands against her breasts, causing a tight, snug fit for the Prince's pleasure. A steady and deliberate rhythm was being played. Xjani drummed her chest against Orion's thighs, and the Uprising's warships drummed the planet with their bombs. It was hard for Orion to completely give in to the sensations that Xjani was trying to provide; there was something about the impending release of death that made it harder for him to focus on other releases. He grabbed his companion's curled black hair and pushed his length into her willing mouth. Xjani gagged and giggled.

Orion thought back to the order that had galvanised the Uprising, his father, Emperor Hyperion Starlayer, censoring the galactic council. Hyperion had placed a gag order on discussing the Ascendancy's clandestine and highly unethical research into genetic manipulation. A gag order that was broken by six of the nine sitting councillors. Discontent grew and filled the empire's throat. Before long, the Ascendancy couldn't breathe.

Xjani slapped on Orion's thighs as her black eyes rolled back. Orion let Xjani pull back from his base, releasing his glistening manhood. Xjani heaved in a deep breath before getting back to her duty, suckling at the tip of Orion's cock. Orion was always impressed by his bed servant's resilience; there was a reason he kept Xjani to himself. Her time as a pleasure slave on Trillia had taught her skills that even the royal concubines couldn't compete with. Though the royal concubines these days were more about quantity than quality.

Emperor Hyperion had been inconsolable after Orion's mother's death. Well, that was not entirely true; he found his consolation in the finding and fucking of the galaxy's finest females. At one point, he had over three thousand official concubines. Orion had his way with a few of the ones that his father grew bored of before they were shipped off to places unknown, or rather, places uncared about by Orion. He managed to bed a number of very important people's daughters this way. Those very important people ended up being very angry at the Ascendancy, considering that most of them had multiple daughters and even sons, Orion thought they were being a touch overreactive. It was nothing to start a galactic conflict over.

Xjani wasn't related to anyone important. She was just a whore. She let out Orion's cock with a smack of her lips. Slowly, she crawled up her master's body, slithering his shaft against the front of her body until her hips were on top of his. The tip of Orion teased Xjani's entrance. Two orbs of exquisite sized blocked part of Orion's view of the ceiling, he reached out and grasped one in each of his hands, running his index fingers around Xjani's nipples.

It wasn't that long ago that Orion had complete planets in his grasp, whole star systems, nay, the whole galaxy would bow at the name Starlayer. A vast armada at the Ascendency's fingertips kept the subjects in line. But one by one, the ships of the empire were sabotaged, defected, or destroyed. One by one, the vast high trooper armies of the Ascendency were annihilated. One by one, Orion's brothers and sisters, and their families, were executed. Not even the might of Emperor Hyperion's Argent Hands was enough to stop the Uprising. He would fall too.

Xjani fell onto Orion's cock, enveloping him into her folds, a calm but satisfied moan escaped her. She placed her hands over Orion's, helping them knead into her breasts as her motions quickened. She squeezed the prince between her legs with each bounce. Orion thought that if it were any other of his many playthings, they would have tried to say some comforting words, perish the thought. No, Xjani spoke the language she knew best, pleasure. Orion loved that about her; it was a shame, really, that she wasn't of a higher status or else he might have taken her as a concubine, or perhaps even a queen. All of Orion's other suitors had been too much mouthing and not enough moaning. Orion slapped Xjani's ass, turning his green skin a deeper shade.

Drop pods slapped down around the Emperor's villa. It was a solitary structure surrounded by grass on the otherwise urban and molten planet's surface. The shields had fallen. Blaster fire from soldiers of a vast and varied coalition pelted the last line of automated defences standing between them and the Ascendency royalty. A pittance of meagre high troopers held for all of thirty seconds before being overtaken. It wouldn't be long now.

Orion stood up, hoisting Xjani in his arms. His plan wasn't to escape. There was nowhere left to run. He pushed his servant against his bedroom's wall, having to stride quite a number of steps to do so. He pinned Xjani and pistoned his hips into her. Xjani's legs quivered as she collapsed her head onto Orion's shoulder, encouraging sighs and stifled breaths, encouraging him onwards. As Xjani was about to reach her peak, she pulled back her head and looked deeply into the prince's bright blue eyes. Orion could only see his reflection in Xjani's mirror-like irises. He didn't mind. He looked good. The two climaxed in unison, a practised ritual at this point. Xjani cooed in exhausted ecstasy as Orion's royal seed filled up her womb. She had been well pounded.

A pounding at Orion's bedroom door echoed through the room. The doors swung open and Orion closed his eyes, ready to meet his inevitable fate. When it did not come, Orion was suitably confused. Still buried deep into Xjani, he opened his eyes and looked over to the open door. A dark skinned man with long black dreadlocked hair in a silver robe stood unsurprised in his doorway. It was the First Fist of the Argent Hands, Gommeric Roke.

"First Fist Roke? Should you not be protecting my father from the invaders?" Orion asked, he had let Xjani down off of his cock, but like the good servant she was, she got right to cleaning up the prince's dick with her mouth.

"There is no need for that Prince Orion, your father is dead. Suicide, I'm afraid." Roke's usual stoic and stone face fell as he said those words.

"Strange, I didn't take my father for a coward." Orion shook his head. He always imagined his father going down in a heroic last stand, charging the enemy with his Mercurum sabre. Orion was… disappointed.

"They intended to capture your father," Roke sensed Orion's disappointment, "a long show trial followed, but an unjust execution is no way for the Emperor of the galaxy to die." The sounds of blaster fire and battle cries grew louder from behind Roke.

"Well, I intend to go down in a blaze of glory." Orion pulled on a pair of pants, his cock having been fully sucked clean. He put on a shirt and a black vest, and was about to reach for his blaster when he looked back over to the First Fist. Still standing there. A morbid look on his face.

"You need not die, my prince." Roke's words pricked up Orion's ears. There was no escape from here, and even if there was, what kind of life would Orion be able to have? I would need to be isolated, lonely, and poor.

"What do you mean? If there was any hope of escape, I would have already-"

"I will offer you the same option I offered your father," Roke cut off the prince's words as he pulled two pills from his pocket, "as you know, the Argent Hand have been busy with their research. If you wish, this first pill will make your last moment sweet and enjoyable, no pain, no torture at the hands of the Uprising, just death." R0ke held up a second pill, "However, if you wish to continue living, this pill will make that possible."

"How?"

"First things first." Roke reached out his hand towards Xjani, and a swirl of silver energy encircled her. With a flick of Roke's wrist, the energy pulled Xjani out of the prince's bedroom, still naked and dripping, closing the doors behind her.

"Was that entirely necessary?" Orion rolled his eyes, he got that the Argent Hands had mastery over the Argent Flow but there was really no need to be exhibitionist with it now.

"Entirely." Roke nodded. "The effects of this second pill need to remain a secret. For if you take this second pill, my prince, then your entire biology will change. Save for your mind, you will transform into a completely different person, not even the medscanners will be able to determine your former lineage."

"Completely different person?" One of the Ascendancy's aforementioned clandestine research, no doubt. "I could pretend to be a mere servant and escape!" Orion mind was flushed with new possibilities, he could live, the shadow of death was lifting from him. Orion reached for the second pill, but Roke moved it away from his prince's reach.

"There is a catch," because of course there was, there was always a catch "Before our last research facility was scuttled, we had only perfect biological changes of the fairer sex. If you take this pill, you will no longer be a man. You would become a female. Needless to say, with your father's views on the place of women, he chose death."

"My father was always a short-sighted fool," surely the transformation would be temporary, with enough time, the Argent Hand could find a way to make him a man again, "we just need to continue the research after we escape."

"I'm afraid not, my prince, the formula for this pill went down with the last Argent Hand research station, along with the rest of our research. The change would be quite permanent."

Orion's hand faltered. Moments ago, he was ready to die, ready to go down with the empire. But that glimmer of survival, that moment of hope, had filled his mind with a desire for self-preservation once more. The sounds of battle were much louder now. They were likely on the other side of the door.

"See you on the other side, Roke," Orion said as he took one of the pills from the First Fist's hand and swallowed it. A sense of serenity washed over Orion as he collapsed to the ground, gold, silver, and thousands of enemies above him.


Chapter 2

In Orion's final moments, he imagined First Fist Roke taking his Mercurum sabre and striking down the hordes of Uprising rabble that dared to enter his family manor. Silver streaks of energy erupt from Rike, sending the invaders flying and splattering against the walls and furniture. Blaster fire is being absorbed by Rike's Mercurum blade and directed towards the Uprising's lieutenants. Though there was no way of knowing what had really happened. Maybe Rike died like a bitch. Whatever Rike's fate was, Orion had survived. She opened her eyes, no longer Orion.

Her eyes swam in overwhelming white light as she opened them. The harsh erosion on her optical nerve faded as her eyes adjusted to her surroundings. The room she was in was familiar, small, with barely enough room for the bed she was lying on. The utilitarian walls, characteristic of the lower class, were plain, and the room had an upright mirror and a bedside table with nothing but a hastily scrawled note. A carving of the Starlayer family crest above the doorway confirmed her suspicions. This was the villa's servant house, she was certain. She had spent enough of her younger years stalking these halls, making note of the attractive servants for later festivities.

She rubbed the sleep from her eyes and clasped the note on the bedside table with a crumpled fist. She pulled it up to her face and willed her eyes to focus on the words it said.

I have done all I can, the rest is up to you. -R

Roke… Could he have escaped? She doubted it. They were right there. He would have only had enough time to move her to the servant quarters before… before what? She grasped at the mist of her memories.

She pulled herself up and peered over to see a stranger in the room with her. A beautiful woman in ill-fitting clothes. Long pants, a shirt, and a black vest draped her slight form, her red hair cascading down her shoulders like the lava falls of Pron. She stared at her with bright blue piercing eyes that were the crowning jewel of her beautiful, fair face and pixy-like nose. Her clothing, whilst poorly tailored, couldn't quite hide the curves of the stranger's breasts and hips that were ample despite her otherwise thin build. She had never seen this woman before. Perhaps she was one of her father's servants? No. If that were the case, she would have noticed. She would have been bedded quickly and repeatedly. The stranger mimicked her movements in perfect unison. Then she realised, it wasn't a stranger at all. The person standing behind her was her.

She looked down from the mirror to her body. Gone was her chiselled body honed through years of training. She grasped around her stomach, soft. Her hips, smooth; her breasts, softer still. She pulled off her vest and her shirt; two mountains of soft flesh with pink-tipped nipples met her gaze. She looked back at the mirror, and they were perky despite their size. Had they been on someone else, they would be the perfect size to wrap around a hard cock. But they were not on someone else. They were on her. She grabbed her breasts and winced… too sensitive. She was going to ignore how inviting the gesture looked in the mirror.

What else had changed? Wait. No. Her eyes stretched wide. She hadn't lost- She quickly pulled down her pants. Little Rigel was gone! Her cock had vanished entirely. Her brain felt like static. She was in shock. Her pride and joy had so much to live for, so much to do. It had yet to produce an heir for Cosmos' sake. Between her two well-rounded thighs lay an interloper, an imposter, a pussy. It was a pretty pussy, no doubt, but an unwelcome one. This would not do. She was the heir to the Ascendancy, she was-

What was her name again? Something stellar, an old god perhaps? That's right, her name was— No. She couldn't say it. She couldn't even think it. What was going on? Was this a side effect of the pill Roke gave her?

"Astra", a voice deep within her mind called out. It felt right. Her name was Astra. Astra was her name, Astra. It was a nice name. It wasn't the name she once had, but it felt familiar, or at least similar enough to what her name used to be for it to do for now.

Astra got another glimpse of herself in the mirror. She was stunning. She turned herself to the side to get a profile look, stunning from that angle too. Her ass was something else, firm, smooth, bouncy. Astra raised herself to the balls of her feet and then dropped her feet flat on the floor. Every curve of Astra's body bounced in the most satisfying way. Delicious. Her hair was long enough to be a potential problem. She was going to need to deal with that somehow, as it was now; it would be a tangled mess if left unmaintained. Astra leaned in closer to the mirror and inspected her face closely. Her eyes were similar to what she had remembered: the piercing blue inherited from her mother, but their shape was more exotic. Her lashes were naturally long and full, her lips soft and plump, her skin almost flawless. This was the kind of girl Astra liked.

A warmth built between Astra's legs. It was unfamiliar and unsettling, but she didn't dislike it. Astra slowly slid a hand toward her newfound sex, and upon contact, sparks danced across her skin. It was nice. It was more than nice. It was pleasurable. Astra teased the entrance to her folds, and a feminine sigh escaped her lips. Was that what she sounded like now?

"Hello?" Her voice was sweet, like honey dripping across the tongue. "Testing, one, two," it had an almost cheeky quality, a subtle rasp. It reminded him of a bratty Minotoni girl she had fucked in another life. "Hello, sir~" Astra really liked her new voice. There was no way anyone was going to mistake her for a prince.

But now what? She was certainly safe from any immediate harm. If the Uprising's soldiers found her, they would see her as a servant of the late Emperor Starlayer. The Uprising prided themselves on being 'upstanding galactic citizens', especially those of low status. Servants were safe. However, Astra had no way of knowing what was going to happen to her family's villa, or to the rest of Pron Prime for that matter. Astra had no credits, no allies, and nowhere to go.

In the mirror, Astra spotted a folded pile of clothes that had been laid underneath the bedside table. She took them and laid them out on the bed. A clean, flowing, white robe, a white and silver waist belt, a pair of black shoes, and two hair ties. At least she would not be taking on the challenges ahead in clothes that looked like they were made for a giant. Astra donned the robe and waist belt, it was snug but comfortable, a discerning eye could easily make out the outline of Astra's nipples against the fabric but that was just how these clothes were, undergarments were severely frowned upon in space. As fortune would have it, Astra's hairclips were automatic, the kind that saved servants minutes in their morning preparations. Astra placed one on either side of her head and clicked the button on their tips; miniature robotic arms sprang out like hidden blades. Within a few minutes, the mass of Astra's red hair was neatly curled into two neat buns.

Astra was presentable, and her mind was growing more present, but she was without a course of action. She searched her mind for some semblance of a plan. Where could she go? She couldn't stay her,e could she? The only name that came to Astra's mind was Taln Promosha, her father's general, the last Astra had heard, Promosha had taken his fleet and jumped them into the untamed sector to escape the Uprising. The chances were slim, but General Promosha could still be alive. If he were, his fleet might be the only chance Astra had of restoring the Starlayer name and taking her rightful place in the galaxy.

She was as ready as she was ever going to be. With a deep breath Astra reached for the control panel to her room's door.

* * *

The villa was a dilapidated husk of its former beauty. The smell of blaster scorching filled the air, and broken furniture filled the ground. For all its clutter, the villa was distinctly void of life and anything valuable. However long Astra was unconscious, it was long enough for the Uprising to loot anything not bolted down. In fact, even the expensive items that were bolted down had been unbolted and taken away. It is precisely what Astra had expected. The Uprising was all about taking what they did not earn.

Astra made her way to her bedroom, which fared no better than the rest of the villa. Astra's emergency vault, full of credits, credentials, and keys to a personal shuttle, had been ripped wholesale out of the bedroom's wall. Savages. However, Astra was getting off of Pron. It wasn't going to involve her customised sports shuttle. Astra left her room and started towards the exit to the villa. She considered checking the throne room, but her father would not be there, and nothing of value would be either.

"Mmmh~" Astra stopped in her tracks and hugged her back against the wall of the corridor as she heard sounds coming from the game room. There were people there. People were probably best avoided right now. But curiosity got the better of Astra. Gingerly, she crept towards the open doorway to the room. The sounds of merriment grew louder as she approached. Astra peeked her head around to get a look at what was going on in there.

In retrospect, Astra should have known what she was about to see. One of her father's newer concubines, a young woman with tanned skin, an attractive face, and a deliciously plump body, was on her knees worshipping at the altar of cock. Two Uprising soldiers flanked her, pants down, fully erect. The concubine moved her mouth between the two men's lengths, pumping away at them as she slurped and sucked.

"That's right, just like that." The left soldier, a scarred and bearded man, encouraged as he pulled on the back of the concubine's dark hair, his cock entering her mouth further.

"Don't hog all the whore's mouth." The right soldier, a taller, lankier man, complained as he wrestled the concubine's mouth away from the first soldier's cock and onto his own. The concubine let out an excited giggle as she rolled her tongue up the length of the right soldier's cock, taking the tip into her mouth with excited eyes.

Astra could only stare as she watched the concubine pleasure these two men, her skills were impressive, multitasking like that must have been a complicated feat. Back and forth the concubine went, left cock, right cock, left cock, right… Wow. Astra didn't have much expectation of the concubine; she seemed timid when she was first introduced to court. Astra couldn't even remember the concubine's name, not that she made a habit of learning them in the first place. But maybe she should have learnt this concubine's name. She knew how to suck. Astra felt herself growing hot. She pressed her legs together as she watched the concubine at work.

"What a complete and utter slut," Astra thought as her hand drifted into her robes, downwards towards her sex. Astra gently bit her lower lip as her fingers found purchase on her pussy. "I wonder how many soldiers she has given herself to." A soft sigh escaped Astra's lips. Shit.

"Oh hey there girly," the bearded soldier spotted the spy in the doorway "looking to join in?" A lecherous grin.

"Plenty of cock to go around." The lanky soldier added. "Are you one of the other former concubines?"

"She doesn't look familiar," the concubine on her knees said as she examined Astra's face.

"Who said you could stop sucking?" The bearded soldier quietened the concubine with his manhood. The concubine objected for a moment before resuming her diligent service.

"I'm quite alright," Astra pulled her head back from the door "just got lost, sorry!" she waved her hand through the open doorway before hastily trotting away.

"Go back," A voice deep within her said, "maybe they can help."

Not a fucking chance, the only thing those soldiers would help themselves to was Astra's untouched body. She knew what she looked like, and she knew that she would be hard for men to resist. She had only ever been a dicker and never intended to be a dickee.

"Suit yourself, girly!" the voice of the bearded soldier echoed down the corridor behind her. "We will find you later for a bit of fun, don't you worry."

Astra made her way to the villa's exit. She was going to be long gone before that could happen.


Chapter 3

The capital of Pron Prime, Hyperion City, was a layered mess of skyscrapers. Metal monoliths reached from the crust of the planet to the icing of the clouds. The rich rested at the top of the city, whilst the wretched sedimented to the bottom. Criminals ran the crust, far from the Ascendancy's security forces and high troopers' reach and care. Not that any security forces or high troopers were remaining now. Astra had only visited the crust of Hyperion City once, a heavily guarded expedition to the Swingjoint, Hyperion City's most infamous strip club and pleasure centre.

Astra stood out like a piece of meat in the predator-infested waters of Alanas. She could feel hungry eyes devouring her as she weaved through the dank streets, booze and iron filling her lungs. The artificial rain drizzled down from the sprinklers high above her, dampening Astra's robes and sticking the fabric to her skin, turning her robe translucent where it met her body. Astra looked up, which was a mistake. The massive structures around her filled her with a sense of vertigo. If Astra was going to get off of Pron and find General Promosha, she was going to have to go up. That was where all the spaceships were.

Astra dodged a few leering drunkards as she made her way to an ascent tube. The rapidly moving elevator brought people up and down the height of the city. Astra pressed the highest level available and hit the "request" button. Insert 10,000 credits for passage. Going up costs is a method to keep undesirables where they belong. Astra reached for her… Fuck. She didn't even have a single credit chip on her, let alone 10,000 credits. Astra stared blankly at the console. How was she going to make 10,000 credits? She wasn't even sure how much 10,000 credits was. Finance drudgery was below her station.

"Hurry it up, would ya," a low growling voice from behind Astra said, "some of us have places to be." A burly Gragorian, all muscles and fur, dressed in dark clothing. Astra was offended by the slight. Didn't this alien bastard know who she was? She was about to give the man a stern word, threatening and sinister. But it occurred to her that no, the man didn't know who she was, no one did. "Move out of the way, sugar tits." The Gragorian said as he pushed Astra aside with a rugged hand.

It took everything within Astra not to burst out in rage. She looked down at her appearance and realised her breasts were almost on full display, her wet clothing leaving very little to the imagination. There was nothing she could do but cover herself with her arms. The Gragorian could have easily snapped her in two if he wanted to. Astra very much missed her blaster. The Gragorian tapped in a destination halfway up the city, 1,000 credits.

"Could ride up with you?"

The Gragorian chuckled and looked Astra up and down.

"You got 500 credits?" He stroked the fur under his chin.

"No. I… lost my credit chip," Astra lied.

"You suck good then?" The Gragorian asked with an unexpected nonchalance.

"Suck good?"

"No one rides for free, I don't do charity, if you come with me, you better pay or drain my balls." The Gragorian reached out, pushed aside Astra's arms, and grasped her tit over her robe. "They feel real at least."

"Ah!" Astra gasped and pushed her body backwards. "Unhand me you fucking degenerate!"

"I'm not the one showing off my tits for the whole crust to see." The Gragorian turned away from Astra and inserted his credit chip into the ascent tube's console. Payment accepted. "Poor frigid bitches don't get anywhere around here. If you can't make deposits, you'd best start accepting them." The Gragorian entered the ascent tube as Astra continued to abhor him. "Good luck, sugar tits." With a click and a whirl, the doors to the ascent tube closed, and the elevator shot upwards.

Astra tried to regain her composure, her heart was unable to steady as she could still feel the after-touch of the Gragorian's hand on her breast. It was absolutely unthinkable what he had suggested. Astra was not some common whore.

"It would have been so easy, though." The voice deep within Astra's mind asserted.

What was she thinking? She wouldn't lower herself to that. She was someone to be served, not someone who served others. The Gragorian had been right about one thing, though. Astra needed to make credits. If she wanted to reach the upper levels of the city, it would cost one way or another. Astra would have to do something perhaps even more demeaning than sucking cock… she would need to find a job.

* * *

One would have thought that finding a job would be an easy task for an attractive woman in the crust. However, almost a full day of searching had proven otherwise to Astra. Any job that was willing to accept her without experience either paid a pittance or proposed prostitution. The former would take months, perhaps even years, to earn enough credits to get off planet. The latter was right out of the question. Astra hadn't been a woman for long and wasn't looking for someone to make a woman out of her. Outlook seemed bleak until Astra walked past a "girls wanted" sign outside the Swingjoint.

"Girls wanted! Are you a woman looking to make quick and easy credits? Make up to 500 credits a day by joining the Swingjoint service staff. No experience required, no sexual services expected. Apply inside."

500 credits a day? That would take Astra less than a month to earn enough to leave Pron. It seemed too good to be true, but at this point Astra didn't want to look a gift steedlon in the mouth. Astra approached the bouncers at the entrance to the Swingjoint.

"Another applicant?" The taller bouncer asked as the shorter bouncer tended to the general admittance line.

"Yes. I'd like to apply to—" Astra almost choked on the following words "work here."

"Alright, got to check you for weapons," the bouncer tapped the shoulder of his co-worker "I got this one."

"Yeah, I got the last one, enjoy," the shorter bouncer agreed.

"Step right over here." The taller bouncer opened a side door and led Astra through to the interior of a neon-lit storage room.

"I assure you I am unarmed," Astra said as she turned out her robe's pockets.

"I can't take your word for it. Plenty of people in the crust would like to see Jokken dead." The bouncer closed the door behind them. "My boss likes not being shot. Arms against the wall, legs apart."

"Urgh," Astra grunted as she complied. The wall was cold on her hands, and she detested being in such a compromising position. Completely undignified for royalty, she was being treated like a common lowlife. "Just make it quick."

"Right." The bouncer rubbed his hands together as he positioned himself behind Astra.

Astra felt the bouncer's hands on her hips, his fingers digging into her robe as he brushed down and around to her ass. His hands continued downwards to her thigh and glided down each leg.

"I don't know what weapon you are even expecting in such an enclosed area," Astra complained.

"Oh, you'd be surprised what I've found before. Women got plenty of space to hide things."

The bouncer's hands made their way back up Astra's legs and brushed over her crotch. Astra felt a wave of disgust as she bit her bottom lip, heat and annoyance building up.

"You're not going to find a blaster up there."

"Probably not," the bouncer gave Astra's crotch a reaffirming pat as he continued his inspection.

The bouncer's hands ran up Astra's side, and her legs buckled involuntarily. It tickled.

"It more than tickled." The voice inside of her said. She suppressed the thought.

The bouncer's check was only half-complete. His hands checked both of Astra's arms before focusing on her chest. Astra felt the bouncer press up against her back as his hands orbited Astra's breasts, checking the underside, the sides, the cleavage, the topside, back to the underside. Something hard and cylindrical pressed up against Astra's ass.

"Right, that is plenty of checking, I think," Astra said as she struggled against the bouncer's hands.

"Just needed to be thorough. It's my job," the bouncer stood back from Astra, who was gently quivering.

"You were over-thorough." Astra took her hands off of the wall and straightened herself up.

"No, he wasn't, he didn't even check inside of you," that voice again. What in the burning-after was it? It sounded just like Astra's inner monologue, but it seemed alien to her, like someone else was speaking inside her head.

"You're free to go through to the boss now. Down the hall and to your left." The bouncer opened the interior door leading down a similarly neon-lit hallway. It was a foreboding invitation, but Astra had come this far already.

Astra stepped through the doorway and felt a firm slap on her ass from the bouncer. She turned and stared murder straight into his eyes. He winked. Fucker. The door shut behind Astra. She walked down the empty hallway to the door labelled "Jakken". A knock and a callout later, she entered.

A large and comfortable office room met Astra. A handsome older man with greying hair and a scar across his left eye sat behind a desk covered in credit chips, data pads, and documents. His business suit was as dark as his eyes. A black leather couch was positioned facing the desk, with a small pixie of a girl and a horned Drel softly sparkling on the couch. She had a similarly pixie-styled haircut to match her body proportions. A baggy shirt and short-shorts gave the illusion that one was naked from the waist down.

"Another applicant, I assume?" The man behind the table asked. Astra nodded. "Take a seat."

Astra sat down on the couch, her still-damp clothes uncomfortably slapping down on the leather.

"I am Jakken, the proprietor of this fine establishment. Doubtless, you have heard of me," Jakken grabbed a data pad from a stack and started to fiddle with it. "What are your names?"

"Fraxie," the Drel woman started, "Fraxie Red." She tussled her purple hair.

"And you?" Jakken raised his eyebrow at Astra.

"Astra-" Astra hesitated before saying her last name, "just Astra." Giving Jakken the Starlayer name was unwise.

"Well, Fraxie and Astra, with the recent battle, the Swingjoint has been inundated with Uprising soldiers looking to blow off a bit of steam. I couldn't care less about the change of regime, nothing has changed for us here. The rich cunts above us took most of the bombing, our biggest casualty was my favourite wine glass, but we will somehow move on from the loss. What I do care about is being able to take the Uprising's loose credits from them. Which is where you come in."

"Want us to steal their creds?" Fraxie asked with a sharp-toothed grin.

"No, nothing so untoward," Jakken seemed to like the comment despite the dismissal, "if we actually stole credits, we would get a reputation, and lose business. I'm sure the carrion birds would like that, but I would not. I need you girls to help serve the new patrons, particularly the VIP guests of the incoming regime, Uprising soldiers, politicians, and so forth."

"What exactly would we be doing? And how much do we get paid?" Astra asked bluntly.

"Straight to business. I like that." Jakken pulled two more data pads from the stacks on his table and handed them to the girls. "This is the job description with all the details."

Astra took the data pad and scrolled through the text. Fraxie also took the data pad but placed it into her lap, seemingly uninterested in reading.

"Basically," Jakken scrolled through his own data pad as he explained the job description, "you will be required to serve drinks to our VIPs and provide an ear for them to talk to, be flirty and nice. That is all that is required to make 100 credits a day. Beyond that, each drink you get the customer to order will earn you a bonus up to an additional 400 credits a day. Any tips you make are your own, and you are welcome to perform any sexual services you would like to offer but doing so is not a requirement for employment."

"We are free to fuck them VIPs right in the room?" Fraxie asked somewhat excitedly.

"Yeah, the VIP room has booths but no private rooms."

Astra looked through the job description; everything checked out, surprisingly, not even a locked-in period of service. But there was one question that she had.

"What's this about a uniform?" Astra pointed to the clause on data pad that all employees must wear the provided uniform.

"The VIPs need something to look at if they find your conversation lacking," Jakken stood up from his table and walked over to a compartment on the wall. Opening it revealed a plethora of exotic outfits hanging up in a line. Not a single one of them looked like they would be acceptable in polite company. "These are yours, specially made for the VIP room," Jakken pulled out two golden metallic bikinis and golden heels. "Try them on."

Fraxie jumped up from the couch and pulled her baggy shirt over her head, revealing a pair of perky breasts that sparkled just like her skin. She was almost as shiny as the bikini she started to don. Fraxie dropped her shorts. Her ass was similarly perky, and a small, trimmed, purple landing strip led to her pussy.

"Do you have a changing room?" Astra asked.

"Afraid not. Consider this your trial run, if you can strip down in front of me, you have what it takes to be hired." Jakken held out the bikini to Astra.

"Right." Astra took the bikini. She didn't like this, but she could change quickly. Also, despite owning a pleasure club, Jakken didn't seem as sleazy as the other men Astra had run into down in the crust. Astra unclipped off her waist belt and dropped her robe without ceremony, Jakken leaned back on his table and watched as Astra stepped into her bikini bottoms, the back rode uncomfortably deep between her cheeks and the side straps rested high up on her hips. Her entire ass was on display. The bikini was almost as revealing. Astra fumbled trying to get the damned thing on before Fraxie offered her assistance, the Drel girl clipping the bikini top behind Astra's back. Astra's breasts were spilling out of the bikini, barely contained by the pads and wiring.

"You look hot as fuck, babe," Fraxie said as she twirled herself "We both do."

"T- thank you?" Astra said uncertainly, her cheeks were growing flushed.

"I agree, you will both be great additions to the team here." Jakken made his way back to his seat. "Any other questions?"

"When do we start?" Astra asked.

"In about an hour, the VIP room has a booking, so in an hour." Jakken pressed a few more buttons on his data pad "Back down the hall, door at the end, try not to wander into the main hall, all bets are off there, the patrons are much less subdued and almost anything goes." Astra remembered that from when she visited the Swingjoint before, it was one of the reasons she loved the place.

"Can I get a bonus if I fuck the boss?" Fraxie bounced as she asked.

"Hmmm." Jakken took a moment to ponder the question. "Sure, I could use a bit of relief before things pick up, let's say 100 credits."

Fraxie skipped over to Jakken and lowered herself down under her boss's desk and out of sight of Astra. The sound of unzipping, followed by enthusiastic slurping, filled the room.

"Damn, boss, your cock is a big one." Fraxie marvelled, "I can barely fit the whole monster in my mouth."

"You should join her, see what she is talking about," the voice within Astra goaded, "you need the credits, don't you?"

Not that badly. Astra stood there, stunned as she watched Fraxie be lifted and placed on the desk facing Astra, her legs dangling in the air. Several of the data pads crashed to the floor. Jakken pulled down Fraxie's uniform and entered her.

"Oh, burning after you're so fucking big." Fraxie moaned as Jakken's massive member spread her apart. Astra watched for much longer than she should have as the small imp-like Drel was taken by their new boss. Jakken's cock slammed into her. She slammed into the table, and the table creaked against the floor.

"I'd best get ready," Astra said as she turned to leave.

"Don't forget your heels," Jakken said between thrusts into Fraxie.


Chapter 4

Astra steadied herself against the wall. How anyone walked into these things was a complete mystery. It was like balancing on stilts. She felt like some long-legged newborn critter learning to walk for the first time. Heels were horrid. They were also a mandatory part of the uniform. The burning in Astra's calves wishes they weren't. Astra had yet to fall, stumble, yes, fall no. Astra's pride wouldn't allow her to fall. She would not be finished by mere footwear.

Astra opened the door to the VIP room and wobbled in with a click and a clack. A topless Trillite woman tended the well-stocked bar next to a robotic ando servant with eight arms. The Trillite was no Xjani, but she was attractive nonetheless, and her breasts were adorned with the swirling traditional patterns of her Trillite tribe. A half-dozen other women were preparing the room for guests, all in the same uniform as Astra, all seemingly at home in their high heels. How did they do it? Astra spread her arms to help her balance, the gesture caught the attention of some of the other girls, a few giggles were stifled. Astra made her way to the closest booth and held onto the side of it for dear life.

"Keep your back straight," a kind and melodic voice said, "if you keep your posture upright, you will also be upright. Also, step on the balls of your feet, one foot in front of the other." Astra looked over in the direction of the voice. The owner of the voice was more full-bodied than Astra expected. Curly locks of blonde hair, bright green eyes, breasts bigger than Astra's head and hips to match. She resembled a fertility goddess of old, reaching down to hold the hand of her mortal subject, granting her the primordial fire of knowledge.

"Thank you." Astra took the goddess's hand.

"You're welcome," the goddess helped Astra up. "Don't worry, you'll get used to them after a while," she said, brushing a lock of her golden hair from her face. "I'm Yula, by the way."

"I'm Astra."

"That's a cute name for a cute woman!" Yula pulled Astra close and buried her head into her breasts. Astra let the wave of flesh take her in. Paradise. "It's a pleasure to meet you." The pleasure was all Astra's; this was the kind of woman that she would have taken for at least a month or two to fully enjoy before growing bored. Much longer than most.

"Nice to meet you too," Astra said after lifting her head from Yula's breasts. She wondered how her new body would fare pushed up against her new acquaintance's.

"We should hang out later," Yula smiled, "we must become the best of friends. I can teach you the ropes."

"I'd like that." Astra would like a lot more than that.

"Woooow! This place is crazy ehy?" Fraxie said as she walked through the door. She had a bounce in her step as she joined over to Astra and Yula.

"Another newbie!?" Yula gave Fraxie the same treatment as Astra had received: "So many new friends today."

"Careful with those things, I almost drowned!" Fraxie heaved a deep breath.

A few pleasantries later, and the trio were all suitably acquainted. Yula sat the pair in a booth and explained how things usually went on a VIP booking.

"It is a bit different as these guys are from the Uprising and not the usual Ascendancy officers we are used to," Yula explaine,d "though men are often the same sort of beast no matter who they work for." Yula pushed her breasts together with her arms, "show them a bit of interest and the tips will start flowing in, push drinks, the spirits are the best paying, both for the bar and for our commissions. Feel free to offer whatever sexual services you are happy to provide, dances, handjobs, blowjobs," the words seemed especially vulgar coming from the mouth of such a beauty, "fuck them, it is all allowed and encouraged, just make sure to have them pay prior, saves everyone time later."

"And the Swingjoint takes a cut…" Astra remembered that clause in the job description, although she had no intention of using it.

"Thirty per cent," Yula confirmed.

"Just means I gotta suck thirty per cent more dick," Fraxie said. Something told Astra that she would have no problem making up quota.

"A bit of advice," Yula's voice turned to a more informative tone, "men can drink a lot more than they can cum, and they pay a lot more to cum when they're drunk."

That sounded about right to Astra.

"So get them drunk first, then get them off?" Fraxie took mental notes.

"Exactly! You'll pick it up in no time." Yula bounced in her seat excitedly. Her jiggle was hypnotic. "Though," she looked over to Astra, "this isn't the main hall, you don't have to do anything you don't want to, sweetie."

"Yeah. I don't plan to." Astra would make her money serving drinks. It would be slower, but she could make enough given time.

"Sooo innocent. What's a couple dicks for a buncha of credits?" Fraxie teased.

An electronic chime rang throughout the room. The VIPs were here.

* * *

The hypnotic rhythm of synth-swing filled the VIP room along with almost fifty high-ranking Uprising soldiers, pilots, and officials. Each booth seated four to six of them and was assigned to one of the service girls, with a few servers wandering between tables to assist. Fortunately, Yula had assigned Astra to an under-seated booth, only two men, both Uprising pilots: Vonn and Cai. Vonn was a lean and boyishly handsome man with a snarky mouth, Cai, a quiet Gobra, scaly and snake-faced. Astra was sitting between the two fighter jocks, pouring an expensive bottle of Gobran wine. Humiliating. Though not as humiliating as it could have been.

Fraxie had taken very little time to get to work. Her full table of Uprising officers was getting special treatment by the Drel girl. As they drank their drinks, Fraxie drank their cum. Moving around the booth like slutty merry-go-round. Being small helped her move underneath the booth's table. She was easily raking in credits and making the officers wince as she worked her magic. At one point, Fraxie had an officer balls deep within her throat as the very same officer groped one of the wondering servant girls, pulling her in for an intense make-out session. Yula was less overtly whorish, though she was working her own kind of magic. She had a knack for extracting credit from people without needing to do much at all. Flashing her tits was the most vulgar thing that Astra had seen her do but according to the leaderboard posted at the front of the VIP room, Yula was the top earner.

"So where are you from?" Vonn asked as he slipped an arm around Astra's shoulders.

"I'm from Pron." Astra bit back her revulsion and disgust for the pilot who bombed her home.

"Ah, sorry to hear it," Vonn rubbed the back of his neck. "You're probably in a bit of a tiff that we dropped bombs all over the place. Sorry about that, had to burn out the rot though, did we, Cai?"

Cai nodded silently.

"Can I interest you both in another drink?" Astra asked between gritted teeth as she waved over to the topless Trillite tending the bar.

"How about something a bit more interesting?" Vonn moved his hand down Astra's back and placed it on her hip. "Come on, we got the credits to spend."

"I am quite alright." Astra grabbed Vonn's hand and pulled it off her hip.

"Don't be like that." Vonn reached back over and grasped Astra's breast in his hand, working his fingers under the metal bikini and to Astra's tender nipple. Vonn's other hand slid up Astra's leg, making its way to her sex.

A loud slam on the table. It was Yula placing a drink down. The sound startled the pilot into retracting.

"If Astra isn't to your liking, I can find another girl," Yula's kind voice turned sinister", but if you do anything against her will, I will have the bouncers throw your pretty flyboy ass out on the street." Yula truly was a goddess.

"No, I'm fine, I'll play nice," Vonn smirked, "besides, I like the ones who play hard to get."

"Good, I expect not to have to come back here." Yula's smile was dainty and dangerous.

"Waitsss." Cai held up his hand and requested a moment of Yula's time. "I want to sssee them." Cai held up a two-hundred-credit chip in his hand.

"Just see them?" Yula, demeanour changed entirely, "For a hundred more, I'll let you have a taste."

"Dealsss." Another credit chip was raised to match the asking price.

Yula took the chips and freed her breasts from their meagre confinement. They dropped with heavy anticipation. Cai's lizard-like tongue curled around one of Yula's pink nipples as his hands kneaded her flesh. Yula let out an encouraging moan as the Gobra's adept tongue teased her nipples. Astra had never been more jealous in her life. It should be her lips sucking on Yula's beautiful, bouncing breasts, not some Uprising lowlife, snake-faced, scaly fucking bastard pilot… bitch.

"See how easy it is to make credits? Yula just made three hundred! That's double what you have made all night." The voice in Astra's head was particularly loud at that moment. "Just let Vonn have a bit of fun."

"How about a flash? I won't touch anything. Pilots honour." Vonn bargained as Cai continued to suck on Yula's tits.

"Urgh." Astra knew she would regret this. "How much?"

"Thirty credits."

"Fifty, and you better not touch."

"Fine, fifty." Vonn retrieved a credit chip from his pocket. "But at least shake them around a bit for me."

Astra quickly snatched the credit chip from the pilot's hand and stashed it away in a holder strapped to her hip. Before she could stop herself, she pulled down her bikini top, unleashing her breasts before Vonn's smug face.

"Good girl," the voice in Astra's head encouraged. Astra scoffed at herself.

"Nice! Those are some juicy breasts, well worth the price," Vonn took in the sight of them, "give them a bit of a shake."

Astra rolled her eyes as she waved them side to side.

"Good girl~"

Astra felt herself grow slick. She was getting excited over this? No, it must be seeing Yula's breasts that had gotten her all hot and heavy. Astra felt like she had degraded herself long enough. She started to pull her bikini back up.

"Wait a minute." Vonn raised his hand. "How about another two hundred credits if you get up on the table and dance for me, drop the rest of your clothing of course."

"Do it."

"Two hundred?"

"Two hundred." Vonn waved the credit chip enticingly in front of Astra. "Got a lot of bonus pay to burn."

Astra took the chip without a word and begrudgingly climbed onto the table. Fine. Let the fucker watch. With a pull of a string, her bikini bottom dropped to the table.

"That's what I'm talking about!" Vonn stood up from his seat and pumped his fist in the air.

Astra had no idea how to dance, let alone dance seductively, but Vonn didn't seem to mind her awkward movements, preferred them even. Jagged hip gyrating, her ass jiggling in the wind. Her pussy was fully bared to the enemy pilot. Astra noticed that Yula had changed her pace with Cai. At some point, enough credits had exchanged hands for Yula to be on her knees, her soft mounds wrapping around Cai's pink, lizard-like Gobra cock. She blew Astra a kiss as she worked Cai's length. Astra felt herself growing excited, her heart pulling at her chest.

"See how hard Vonn is getting for you." Astra closed her eyes and shook her head.

"Yessss!" Cai moaned as Yula suckled on the tip of his cock, gulping down his serpent seed.

"Thank you for your patronage." Yula licked a drop of cum that had escaped her mouth before standing up and leaving the VIP room, likely to freshen up. Cai turned his attention to the still dancing Astra, entirely spent but still intrigued by the motions.

"Damn, she's wet." Vonn spotted a trickle of moisture drop down Astra's leg.

"I think that's enough dancing." Astra lowered herself off of the table and back to her seat.

"Aw, but it was just getting good."

Cai nodded silently.

"I think, I'll go freshen up-"

"Two hundred more if you let me and Cai suck on your titties," Vonn interrupted, "you'll go halvesies with me, yeah, Cai?"

Cai nodded again.

"Give in, it's not like it's sex or anything."

"FINE!" Astra yelled and looked away from Vonn.

Vonn placed his credit chip into Astra's lap and wasted no time. Vonn's lips wrapped around Astra's breast as his tongue rotated around her nipple. Cai's tongue beset Astra's other breast. Astra dug her fingers into the seat as the two pilots flew their mouths around her tits.

"Fuck…" Astra moaned under her breath, why was her breasts so sensitive. She cranked her head back as the sensations overwhelmed her. She felt her hand be moved to Vonn's lap. It was slow, it trailed along as the two men sucked and pawed at Astra's mounds. Then it was resting on top of Vonn's hardness. It was… very hard.

"Play with it, you know you want to."

Astra pushed off from the men and stood to her feet. With a wobble and a weave she hurried off away from the table.

"Hey!? Where are you going?"

* * *

Astra locked herself in the restroom stall as she braced herself against the walls. What the fuck was she thinking? That was way more than she had been ready for. She almost- She dared not even think it.

"You almost stroked that pilot's big, juicy, hard cock."

Astra slapped herself. These thoughts in her head were not wanted. She was not at all interested in men. She was not at all interested in—

"Sucking yummy cock~"

Astra slammed her head against the wall of the stall. Nope. No. Never. These thoughts could go and die. Something wasn't right. These thoughts were more than intrusive. These thoughts were foreign. They weren't like Astra at all. She didn't like men. She was into tits, ass, pussy, and railing sluts.

"Being railed like a slut."

Fuck. She was wet. Why?

"Because you are just as perverted as you used to be, but now your body is different."

"What?" Astra asked under her breath, was someone actually talking to her?

"You're pretty slow on the uptake, aren't you?"

"Who's there!?" Astra looked rapidly around her stall, but she was alone. She stood up on the toilet and looked over the stall, completely barren.

"Guess I should introduce myself then."

Astra sat down on the toilet seat.

"I'm Astra, or well, I am the original Astra, the one you so readily stole the genetics of. But since you are also called Astra, that might get confusing, so you can call me Ad, or perhaps Addy— let's go with Addy."

"Addy?" Astra mouthed the name.

"Yes. You're First Fist Roke really did a number on me. Zapped me into oblivion when he turned me into a pharmaceutical. Argent Hands moulded me into a little pill which you happily swallowed to save your life."

"I had no choice," Astra whispered.

"Mhmm, and I am sure you had no choice whatsoever in allowing such unethical research that ended in my commoditisation. Look, I'm not mad, not really. I mean, I was at first, but in many ways, this feels like a resurrection for me. I am back from the dead. Unfortunately for you, Roke didn't choose the most chaste woman to vanish away. He chose a nymphomaniac slut."

"You are a slut?" Astra asked, speaking in a slow, deliberate pace, taking her time with each word.

"Yes! Huge slut. I even fucked Roke several times, couldn't help myself. Just had to get fucked. Pitty Rike was an evil fucker, he was a good actual fucker."

"Great…" Astra slammed her head against the wall again. Clearly, she had gone crazy.

"Won't work, love, I'm deeply embedded in your psyche, best accept that fact now. The only way to get rid of me is to get rid of yourself."

"This can't be happening," Astra slouched on the toilet.

"It can and it is. Anyway, it's not like I'm entirely to blame for your little slutty outbursts, sure, I help, but it's like fifty per cent you. Your own horniness needs some way to work itself out now that you are missing your usual toy."

"So how am I meant to deal with my urges then?" Astra might be going crazy, but maybe there was some use for this 'Addy' voice in her head.

"You could just give in and let men use your slutty new body. It would feel really nice. Trust me, getting fucked is the best feeling in the world."

"Try again."

"Well, you could at least touch yourself. Don't need to get others involved, and maybe it would let you finally unwind… and get that huge stick out of your ass."

"Touch myself?" She was going to ignore that last part.

"Yeah, flicking the bean, surfing the slit, slugging the sister, tickling your fancy, rubbin' the nubbin', buttering your muffin, spelunking-"

"I get the point." Astra pinched the bridge of her nose. "I don't know how to do that, though… It's not as easy as just stroking it."

"Considering you don't have any toys on hand, it is going to be a bit harder to get over the hump with your first time. I suggest getting out there and letting Vonn pound your pussy into submission."

"No."

"Pfft, you're no fun at all. Fine then, lie back, and I will see if I can help you get there."

"Like this?" Astra slouched back against the wall and spread her legs.

"Not great, much rather be on a bed, but it will have to do for now. Reach down and rest your hands on your thighs."

Astra did as she was told.

"Good, now brush your fingers over your slit."

Astra complied, it felt good, her fingers started to get wet with her own juices.

"Good girl, that's the way, just like that. Touch yourself. Mmmh~" Addy's tone changed from informative to sultry. "Now I need you to find your clit, up a little, it's higher than that, right there."

"Ahh~" Astra let out a wince.

"Careful, don't just go full pressure on it like that, you're not used to it yet. At least you're wet enough…"

"Oh… this is-"

"Don't be afraid to grab your tit whilst you rub. That's right, dig your fingers right into your soft body." Addy sighed deliciously.

"Do, do I need to go inside?" Astra asked breathlessly.

"Only if you want to, it's not necessary though, maybe just a finger."

"Just a finger…" Astra slid her index finger inside, slow and steady. Her eyes rolled back into her head. "Oh fuck."

"That's the way, good girl, keep fingering your little pussy just like that."

Astra pulled at her nipple gently as she started to move her finger into herself. Her breath grew ragged as she found a good pace. She adjusted her movements to find the just-right angle, the one that felt best.

"Looks like your body likes penetration, a lot. Keep going, you're almost there."

"Oh…" Aster bit down on her lip. "I think, I think I'm going to."

"Yes! Yes! Yes! Come for me, you slutty princess whore."

"Oh fuck!" Astra's legs wrenched upward as she rode the pulsing pleasure that filled her body. "Fuuuuuuck~" Astra came with such intensity that her vision blacked out.

An eternity later, when Astra regained her sanity, she blinked herself back into existence.

"Good, huh?"

"Yeah…" Astra had to admit. "Why do I feel like I could go again?"

"About that, good news, unlike men, we women are not always done after one bout. Shall we go again?"

"Ok."


Chapter 5

Astra counted her chips on the breakfast table. Six-hundred. After all she had done… She guessed it wasn't bad for one night, for a peasant. Before her transformation, she wouldn't have even bent over for that sort of money if she saw it lying in the street. After the house's commission, she was under 5% of the way to the estimated 12,000 credits needed to take a ship off of Pron and into the untamed sector. Astra didn't know how much more of nights like last night she would be able to handle, especially with Addy in her head, influencing her. She had worked herself to exhaustion the previous night, all thanks to Addy.

"Phew, what a night!" Fraxie plopped down next to Astra with a bowl full of sweetened cereal. "I made a tidy 1500 credits from those idiots, easiest money I have ever made." She shoved another scoop into her mouth. "Where did you get ta?" Fraxie asked between chews.

"I retired a bit early." Astra bit into her own breakfast, a meat sandwich.

"Ah, shame, those two flyboys you left behind paid super well. That lizard guy really stretched out my pussy. The other guy, Vann? Venn?"

"Vonn."

"Yeah, him, he filled up my ass, was a pretty great way to make 500 credits."

"Glad you thought so." Astra considered just how last night could have ended for her.

"Missed out. Could have been you." Addy jibed.

"Shut up."

"Why, you jealous?" Fraxie giggled.

"No, not you, Ad— never mind."

"Girls!" the voice of a goddess called. "I'm so glad you both did so well last night." Yula joined them at the table in a flowing summer dress covered in flowers. She was majestic. "Fraxie, you took to the work like a fish takes to water!" Yula clapped her hands together. "Astra, you started off a bit shaky, but I don't think I saw you dancing on the table like a star. I'm so proud of both of you." Yula gave them both a big kiss on the cheek.

"As am I." Jakken walked into the kitchen and placed his hand firmly on Astra's shoulder. "Yula told me all about your exploits over our morning briefing. So I got a little offer for you girls."

"Offer?" Astra did not like the sound of that.

"A private function tonight, victory celebration of sorts for the Uprising. All the way at the top of the city."

"All the way at the top!?" This made Astra pay attention.

"Yeah, those two pilots have requested you three to attend their function personally. Pilot parties are always lucrative affairs. They even prepaid your transportation up to the top."

"Well, what are we waiting for? Let's go." Astra took a last bite of her sandwich before standing up.

"Hold up." Gingerly Jakken guided Astra back to her seat. "This isn't like the VIP section here at the Swingjoint. They don't have to follow the rules here. Sure, we expect them not to harm you, but beyond that, you'll be far, far away from my bouncers and my protection. I will be sending up one of my doormen with you, but that's all. He can't watch all three of you at once."

"I can handle myself," Fraxie grinned.

"Well, we will see about that. It wouldn't be Yula's first trip up top so I will be leaving her in charge. But once you are at the party, you are fully paid for, anything goes."

"Anything…?"

"Anything that doesn't damage you."

"Oh, that sounds like fun, by the end of it you'll be nice and stuffed."

"But we will be at the top right?" Astra could accept. Get to the top, then sneak away from the party and find herself a ride. Easy.

"You can find yourself a ride, alright."

Fuck Addy, really?

"More importantly, how much do we get?" Fraxie leaned in towards her boss.

"5000 credits each."

Fraxie's eyes widened wider than the planet. "I'm in."

"So am I," Astra agreed.

"Perfect, I'll have Tok join you at the ascent tube T43. You leave in six hours."

* * *

Astra's stomach dropped as the elevator shot up into the sky. Astra had on her Swingjoint uniform underneath the robes. It was the most modest she had been since becoming a woman. Yula and Fraxie had been dressed similarly, not because they cared about modesty, but because the general public at the top of Hyperion City did. Their upper levels were proper and prim, and a little bit backwards compared to the rest of the galaxy. In public, women were arrested by the security forces for showing too much skin. For that reason, Astra had seldom visited the upper levels, only for diplomatic functions and to grease the council's hands.

Along for the ride was Tok, the bouncer who had given Astra a thorough inspection when she first entered the Swingjoint. He leaned against the side of the elevator blaster on his hip with a solemn look on his face. She hadn't noticed before, but he had a real, tall, dark and handsome vibe about him. It was a vibe that Fraxie was very much into. But Tok, to his credit, was not having any of it.

"Why can't I just suck it a little? Please, the trip is so long and I'm booored."

"Boss paid me to protect you, not to pleasure you."

The trip up from crust to top was three hours without any stops, and an hour in Fraxie started to beg for Tok's cock. It was now hour two.

"Don't worry, sweetie, you'll have plenty to do once we get there." Yula patted Fraxie's head, and she stopped complaining and buried her face in Yula's cleavage.

"Is everything alright, Astra? You have barely said a word all trip," Yula reached out and grabbed Astra's hand.

"Just tired." Astra lied. She was deep in thought, trying to think of ways to slip her chaperone at the earliest chance.

"Want to rest your head on my chest?"

Astra wasn't going to say no to such an offer and joined Fraxie on the clouds of Elysium, that was Yula's breasts. It helped her think. A comforting hand ran through Astra's hair. Maybe there was some way that she could bring Yula along with her when she made her great escape.

"You should save the affection for the party," Tok chuckled, "at this rate, I'll be supervising a lesbian threesome."

"Maybe after," Yula beamed.

"Definitely after. You'd better take this woman with you."

Finally, something that Astra and Addy agreed on. Another hour passed, and the elevator came to a stop. Astra was prepared to see the opulence of the top levels. The tube doors opened. It was not what Astra expected. Craters, twisted metal, and the smell of ash. The Uprising had done a number on this place. With all of the holes in the tower, they were liable to fall out. Tok stepped out into the damaged top floor of the tower.

"Stay behind me and watch your step." Tok forged the path through the rubble, past half-destroyed walls and splintered furniture. Astra struggled to stay upright in her heels. Every step was a potential landmine for her ankles. The place was entirely void of life. Only the most fortified sections of the top level remained: the docks, the council chambers, and the armoury.

"Where are they even holding this party? The place is a wreck." Fraxie stubbed her toe on a broken piece of pottery. "Fuck!" She picked up the pottery, and the face of the former Emperor was painted onto it. "At least it's doing that he is," Fraxie threw the shard behind her. She wasn't wrong.

"Right here." Tok stood in front of two grand doors. A few taps of the console beside them and the door shifted open. It was the council chambers… it was the council chambers, now it was something completely different. The central meeting platform had been cleared of the imperial table. In its place were four stripper poles. The seating around the platform had been demolished and replaced with rounded tables and comfortable chairs. The symbols of the Ascendancy had been removed, and the large pointed upward-facing arrow of the Uprising was arrayed around the walls. Large red sheeting divided the chamber into different areas. They had made a mockery of Astra's former Empire.

The transformation did not end there. Instead of quiet contemplation and a clean scent, the room was beating to a live band, and smelled sweet. Not a single old, self-noble councillor was in sight. Instead, resistance pilots were tended to by various hired entertainers, and beer and other liquor filled the tables. Most of the clothing was still on, but the evening was still young, and the pilots were still sober.

"I can't believe it." Astra said under her breath.

"Me either! This place is so cool! Down with the Ascendancy, baby!" Fraxie knew just what not to say.

Astra scanned the room for an escape route as the group made their way to a sectioned-off area in the corner of the chamber. Six pilots greeted the girls with a cheer. Two of the pilots were familiar: Vonn and Cai. The other four were new faces. One of them was a female, a common sight in the Uprising forces.

"Glad you girls could join us," Vonn said, his eyes fixated on Astra "especially you, I didn't think you'd come after what happened last night."

"I'm not exactly thrilled to be here, but the pay was good."

"See, I told you she was a firecracker." Vonn elbowed the pilot next to him, and they chuckled.

"They look tasty, they need to get more comfortable, though," the female pilot looked over at Tok. "You on the menu too?"

"Afraid not. I'm just here to make sure everything is above board."

"Shame, pretty boy, will just have to play with your friends then."

"Colleagues," Tok nodded, "enjoy."

"Oh, I will," she said, licking her lips.

"Calm down, Harlia, let the ladies get comfortable first," Vonn patted the spot next to him, "come on then."

Yula undid her robe and dropped it to the floor, then Fraxie and Astra sighed as she followed suit. Yula took a seat between Cai and one of the other male pilots. Fraxie hopped between Harlia and a beastly-looking Gragorian pilot. Vonn slapped the seat again, beckoning Astra forward. She rolled her eyes and sat between Vonn and his friend. Astra searched for an escape, but the only exit to the council chambers was the entrance. Well, there was the other—

"Drink?" Vonn handed Astra a cold beer, some off-world brew.

"I guess." Astra took a swig, but not a large one. She needed to keep her wits about her.

"You keen to pick up where we left off yesterday?" Vonn reached over and grabbed hold of Astra's breast, "lot more leeway here than at Swingjoint." The other pilot joined in grabbing Astra's other breast.

"That's it, let them play with those titties, doesn't it feel good to be touched?"

Astra lied to herself that it didn't, but her body was already on fire. She had subconsciously spread her legs. Vonn welcomed the invitation with a wondering hand. It crept upwards and closer to Astra's pussy.

"That's it. Just a little bit more." Astra's own thoughts mimicked Addy's.

Astra could see that Yula and Fraxie had already given in to the pilots' affections. Fraxie's mouth was being pushed down by Harlia onto a pilot's cock, her mouth being used as a sex toy by the female pilot to jerk off her friend. Yula had an alien cock in each hand, working their unique anatomy up and down. She didn't seem phased. It was just a typical day for her.

Vonn nibbled on Astra's neck. She should stop. This wasn't right. She should be looking for a way out and not letting this rebellious bastard— Vonn's hand slipped under Astra's bikini and pressed against her pussy.

"Oh fuck. That feels good."

The other pilot unlatched Astra's top and busied his hands and mouth on Astra's breasts. Astra moaned and bit her lip. Vonn was in, his finger was inside of her, inside of her pussy.

"You're such a good slut."

"Damn, you're tight, I could barely enter," Vonn whispered into Astra's ear, "maybe I need to stretch you out a bit."

"Fuck, yes, let Vonn pop your cherry, you slut."

Astra pressed her legs together and looked around, searching for help. Tok was busy looking anywhere but at her. Fraxie's tongue had been put to work exploring the depths of Harlia's sex, her own entrance being filled by the cock she had been sucking on earlier. Yula was being passed back and forth between Cai and the Gragorian, each taking a turn moving the goddess's body up and down their inhuman lengths. There was no help to be found. If she could just get up and move to the centre of the room, she could activate the—

"How about you take hold of this?" Vonn placed Astra's hand on something hard, at first she thought it was a blaster handle, but it was too warm, and too soft for that. Vonn moved Astra's hand up and down the length of whatever it was, her fingers wrapped around it firmly. She didn't look down. She just focused on the sensations her body was feeling. Vonn's exploration of her pussy, his friend's exploration of her breasts, and her exploration of… she looked down. Vonn's cock was held firmly in her hand.

"Damn, your hand feels so good on my cock, babe," Vonn encouraged into Astra's ear, "I knew you'd come around sooner or later."

"Pump his cock, Astra. Pump it."

"I'm just—" Astra's words were cut off by Vonn's lips crashing against hers. She started stroking Vonn, feeling his warmth and pulsing hardness in her hand. It was girthy, strong, bigger than—

"He's so much bigger than you used to be. What a nice, juicy cock you have in your hands. You'd better treat it nicely."

Astra tried not to think about it. She just went through the familiar motions, pump, twist, pump, twist. It didn't help that Vonn was objectively a great kisser. Astra didn't even notice when Vonn's friend had taken out his own cock and slapped it against her tit. A hypnotic thrum of cock against skin.

"How about we get this slut to put her mouth to good use?" Vonn's friend was dangerously close.

"No!" Astra said as she pulled her head away from Vonn, "I mean, let me… prepare you." Astra placed her free hand on the pilot's cock and rubbed it against her nipple. Would it be so bad? She had gotten this far, hands working two cocks.

"You are already a slut, might as well give in, I bet their cocks taste real nice. Can you imagine what their precum would feel like on your tongue?"

Astra looked around for help one last time. Yula was impaled on two cocks, spit-roasted and ping-ponged back and forth. Fraxie, on the other hand, was choking down a hot white liquid stream of cum that Harlia was pumping out of her teammate. Tok seemed distracted by something in the centre of the room, probably the dancers.

"Oh fuck it. Just give up."

Astra moaned as Vonn's fingers plunged deeper inside her.

Fine. There was no point resisting. Astra would suck it and be done with it. She opened her mouth wide, stuck her tongue out, and motioned her head down towards Vonn's cock. Then—

"THE ASCENDANCY WILL RISE AGAIN!" An eruption came from the centre of the room, followed by white, hot, fire.


Chapter 6

The world was a-ring. A high-pitched whine drowned out everything around Astra. She blinked. A grey blur. She blinked again. Less blur, still grey. She blinked. The world was smoke and ash. The red upholstery of the Uprising was on fire, the centre stage broken to bits. The tunnel beneath the stage that Astra had hoped to escape through was caved in. Astra felt like she was floating, no, not floating, there were hands underneath her. She was being carried.

"Tok?" Astra's voice came out as a gasp echoing in Astra's head. She wanted to look around and see what had happened to everyone, but her eyelids were so heavy. She closed them, just for a second. She opened them an hour later.

Astra's ears were no longer ringing, but that was of little comfort as she found herself in an unfamiliar area. It was cold and clean, and Astra was naked on a bed in the middle of the sterile room. A white and red medical ando loomed over her, MB-31 written on its nameplate. The ando shuffled over to a communications console and pressed down a button.

"Captain. The patient is awake."

As Astra's mindfog cleared, she recognised where she was—a medical bay, specifically a medical operations centre (MOC), likely in a freighter-class ship.

"Where am I?" Astra managed to eke out. Her lungs were still on fire from the explosion earlier.

"I have orders to let the Captain explain everything," the medical ando's synthetic voice was apologetic, "he will be here any moment." The ando covered Astra with a blanket. "Try not to move too quickly. You are still recovering."

"Welcome back to the land of the waking," Tok walked through the MOC's open doorway.

"What in the burning-after happened?" Astra asked as she sat up, her side painfully wrenching as she did. Astra's blanket fell and pooled around her waist. She pulled the blanket back up to her chest weakly.

"Those Uprising bastards got a taste of their own medicine is what happened," Tok laughed. "At least forty fighter pilots won't be flying anymore missions, pretty good for the price of one of ours, don't you think?"

"You're Ascendancy?" Astra couldn't quite believe what was going on.

"Argent Hand, Third Fist, Tok Ferrus, at your service," Tok pulled out his Mercurum blade and extended it legitimising his introduction, only royalty and Argent Hands were allowed to carry such equipment. "First Fist Rike mentioned that you might be passing my way."

"So you know who I am!?" Astra stood up from her bed and almost tumbled over, the medical ando quickly steadied her. "If you knew who I was, why didn't you say something?" Astra thought back to when they first met and blushed, "And why did you search me so thoroughly?"

"Well, I don't actually know who you are," Tok admitted as he stepped closer to Astra, "just what you are."

"And what's that?"

"You're royalty, the daughter of Emperor Starlayer, though I was unaware the late Emperor had a living daughter. You have been kept quite the secret princess. I wasn't aware of your existence until after you joined the Swingjoint. Rike's messenger, the one who blew himself to pieces, only contacted me last night." Tok picked up a folded pile of clothes and placed it next to Astra. "MB-31 will help you get dressed. I haven't had a chance to get new clothes, so it is just what you were wearing before the explosion. When you're cleaned up, meet me in the rec." Tok left the room before Astra could ask any more questions, and she had plenty of them to ask, but they could wait until after she was clothed.

* * *

"Couldn't beeeeelive you were a princess," Fraxie cooed as she fiddled with some game pieces on the rec room table, "though I shoulda guessed from your body, no calluses or nothing, not a single hard day's work in your past." It turned out that Fraxie was also loyal to the Ascendancy, though she was not an Argent Hand. She was an infiltrator. She had joined the Swingjoint to help gather information for the Remnant—those of the Ascendancy still active. It was a coincidence that she and Astra had joined the Swingjoint at almost the same time. She was no longer in her uniform. She was back in her baggy shirt and short-shorts.

"She still is a princess, Frax. You should remember to be respectful." Tok scolded as he poured Astra a glass of Hydrofill, "You're looking a bit pale, drink this." Astra gulped down the revitalising liquid. Tok had joined Swingjoint quite a bit earlier than Fraxie had as part of an ongoing operation to get into Jakken's inner circle. The goal had been to overthrow Jakken and replace him with an Ascendancy puppet eventually, but Jakken had proven harder to deal with than anticipated. Nevertheless, Tok was close to being trusted by Jakken. All that progress was for naught now.

"Thank you…" It was all a lot for Astra to take in. As far as she could tell, they didn't know that she was the former prince, and she couldn't even tell them. A mental block was standing in her way, preventing her from saying the words. At the very least, they were now in orbit of Pron Prime, and she had made it off-planet. On top of that, she had found others who could help her get to General Promosha. "What's the plan now then?"

"The First Fist said to keep you safe, so that is what we will do. There is a farm on Lillim—"

"We are just going to wait to die on that backwater of a planet?" Astra didn't approve.

"It is the safest place for—"

"No. I think not." Astra was finding her royal voice again. "We need to find General Taln Promosha."

"Ain't he missing somewhere in action in the untamed sector?"

"Last contact was when he jumped his fleet into the untamed sector to avoid capture. But we don't even know if he is still alive."

"He is alive, he has to be." Astra was willing to take the gamble. It was the only chance that the Ascendancy had to be restored. She had tasted what being a peasant girl was like, and she intended not to be a peasant girl.

"Alright princess…" Tok sighed, "Guess we will go looking for a ghost."

"Good." Something dawned on Astra, "Say, what happened to Yula?"

"Oh, we got the big titty babe in the brig," Fraxie giggled, "for later use."

That sounded nefarious.

"Don't make me out to be some common rapist Frax, if I needed relief, I'd just take you by the horns," Tok rolled his eyes, "Empire knows you'd just let me."

"Sounds bout right," Fraxie was now simulating sex with two of the game pieces she was playing with, "sex is sex."

"So why is Yula in the brig then?"

"It never hurts to have a commodity to trade, especially when we are running on low credits and low fuel. Yula is a quality woman and would fetch quite a high price if we needed the extra funds."

"I'd rather not sell her off," Astra would much rather keep Yula to herself.

"I'd rather not sell her off either, but the galaxy doesn't bow to you anymore, your highness. If we are going to survive out there, we are going to need to use everything and everyone we can get our hands on." Tok had a point.

"Plus, you can explore Yula to your heart's content now that she is your prisoner."

Klaxons whirred to life—incoming contacts.

"Fuck, Uprising is on to us," Tok rushed out of the room and to the cockpit of the freighter.

"Told ya we should have jumped earlier," Fraxie followed, "if your royal highness is feeling revengy, then ya should jump on the rear turret."

* * *

For the first time in a long time, Astra felt comfortable. This wasn't her first time in a turret seat; she knew battle, and she had been in battle before. Though she was always kept out of any real danger by the Ascendancy navy officers, she was relegated to long-range turrets safely behind the front line. The dual laser cannon mount was slightly smaller and more agile than the long-range beams she was accustomed to, but the controls were nearly identical. Astra wrapped her hands wrapped around the turret's control stick in front of her.

"Don't you wish it were a cock instead?"

She did not. Probably.

"How are you going back there, princess?" Tok's voice said over the freighter's intercom.

"Turret is warmed up and ready to fire."

"Good, cause we got two Uprising Dartfins coming up our ass fast."

"I see them." Astra rotated the ball turret to face the two incoming specs off in distant space. Two red thruster trails sparkled behind Uprising fighters; they were coming at them full thrust. Astra tilted the control stick, aiming just in front of the fighters' path. They were out of range, but that wouldn't last long. Astra steadied her breath. Soon. Deep breath in. Almost. Slowly breathe out. Squeeze. A line of blaster fire soared through space and into the path of the first fighter. Direct hit! The Dartfin spun in a large spiral, leaving a swirling vortex of red behind it. The second fighter took immediate evasive manoeuvres, pulling hard to the left.

"Nice shooting, your highness!" Tok sounded genuinely impressed.

"Not my first time."

Astra was thrown hard to the side of the turret pod as the lasers from the remaining Dartfin glanced off the freighter's side.

"He's under us!" Fraxie yelled.

"Hold on tight. This is going to suck."

Astra's stomach entered her head as the g-force shifted and the freighter turned down towards the enemy. The sudden rush of blood almost made her pass out, but she held on to her consciousness.

"Torp locked!"

"Send it!"

Two metallic tubes dropped from either side of Astra's turret and then ignited. They rushed towards the Dartfin. It jittered around like an animal caught in a trap. The first torpedo was avoided, but the second found its mark, enveloping the Dartfin in a cloud of destruction.

"Three more Tok! Eta two minutes."

"How's the jump spooling?"

"Ding~ done."

"Jump then damn it!"

Astra's body was pushed back into her chair as the freighter jumped. The stars turned to white streaks. They were safe, and Astra's seat was soaked. Combat had always turned Astra on. She started to touch herself, but it wasn't working fast enough. She was going to deal with this.

"You know what to do."

* * *

Astra crashed through the cockpit door. Fraxie. A multitude of control panels. A window into space. No Tok.

"Where's Tok?"

"In his room?" Fraxie shrugged, "Just next to you," she pointed to a door just behind Astra.

Astra turned and opened the door without knocking, letting herself in and shutting the door behind her. Fraxie said something as she did, but she didn't care.

"Can I help you, princess?" Tok was shirtless, cleaning his face with a damp towel. His room was small, but his bed looked inviting.

"You can," Astra strode forward and kissed Tok. His mouth tasted like mint leaves. She reached down into his pants, "I require your services." Astra's hand found its way to Tok's already hardening length. He was growing between her fingers.

"That's it, you slut, make him hard for you."

"Princess, you really shouldn't—"

"Shut the fuck up and let me do this." Astra pulled Tok's length free from his pants and started to pet the underside of his cock. She continued to kiss him, to keep his dumb mouth from ruining this.

"Wow, you're going to stick that inside you? Let Tok pop your royal cherry?"

Tok pulled down Astra's robes over her shoulders and deftly freed her from the confinement of her metal bikini. His hands were quick to find their targets. His left hand was grabbing at Astra's ass, his right was sliding two fingers inside of her.

"Oh~" Astra moaned into Tok's mouth. Tok was at full mast now, and she was doing her best to keep her mind on stroking, but Tok was touching just the right spot inside of her. With a swift movement, Astra found herself pressed up against the wall, Rok's body pressing against her body, Tok's fingers pressing into her pussy.

"Is this what you wan,t princess?" Tok asked.

"Fuck yes!"

"Fuck yes!" Astra let go of Tok's cock and pushed Tok's hand harder against her pussy. "Finger me. Make me scream." Astra couldn't believe how much of a slut she was being. Was it the battle? The almost dying? The handsome saviour? Probably a mix of all of it: add hormones.

"You are doing so well, I didn't even have to encourage you that much."

Harder and faster, Tok's hands were rough but practised. Pleasure pulsed from her pussy to her brain. Wave after wave after wave. Astra had to stop kissing and focus on her fighting for breath.

"Fuck, right there, riiight there!" Astra rolled her eyes into the back of her head as the tip of Tok's fingers punished her G-spot. "Fuck Tok~" Astra collapsed forward, her legs barely maintaining their structural integrity. She fell to her knees in a puddle of her own lust.

Tok's cock slapped against Astra's cheek as she rested her head against him. Looking up with a dark, dangerous look, she took Tok's sizableness into her hands.

"Tell anyone about this and I will have you executed." Astra looked down at the intimidating beast. She hesitated as she moved her head forward, her lips hovering just shy of their destination.

"Oh, come on now, just thank the man properly for saving your life."

Astra bridged the gap and kissed the tip of Tok's cock. A few more tender pecks later, and her saliva was starting to mix with Tok's precum. She could taste the bitterness in her mouth. It wasn't as bad as she had expected. Her lips parted further as she accepted Tok's glands into her mouth. She suckled on the tip and massaged it with her tongue. All the things she liked came to her mind. If she was doing this anyway, she wasn't going to do it half-heartedly. She took him deeper. He easily filled her mouth.

"Fuck, this thing is so big. There's no way it would fit inside of you, but it would be fun to try."

It was big, but Astra had already accepted the challenge. She gripped the base of his shaft and pumped as she bobbed her head along the Captain's length. She looked up to see her saviour looking back down at her. She expected to feel vulnerable in this position, but instead, she was filled with a sense of power. With a pop, she let Tok slip from her lips.

"You like the way I suck your cock?" Astra asked as she continued to pump.

"Yeah—" Tok grunted as Astra went back down. She was on a mission. She was going to get even. She was going to extract his…

"His cum, you want his cum, you slut."

Astra wanted his cum. She steadied herself — hand on Tok's thigh — as she relaxed her throat advanced. It got to the back of Astra's mouth and started to push against her throat. She tried to get it deeper, but she wasn't trained for this sort of thing. She pulled back and looked up with dewy eyes.

"Come on, Third Fist Tok Ferrus, give your princess your cum." Astra licked her tongue up the shaft before taking him back into her mouth, this time taking care not to neglect his balls.

"As you wish, princess." Tok was clearly enjoying himself, though his face looked conflicted.

"Give it to me," Astra slurped, "give it to me," she smacked it against her lips, "give it to me," she rolled her tongue around the tip. As she stroked, she could feel Tok starting to pulse, his balls starting to tighten. He was close. So close.

"Yes, here it comes~"

"Open wide, your highness."

Astra did as she was told, her tongue sticking out and cushioned against Tok's tip as she continued to pump. She was then rewarded. Thick ropes of hot cum shot into Astra's awaiting mouth. Astra continued to milk Tok.

"Warm, delicious…"

More strands came as Tok held firmly onto the back of Astra's head. By the end of it, her mouth was a sticky pool of seed. Sense was starting to return to her. What now?

"Swallow slut."

Better than having it spill all over her, she supposed. She closed her mouth and gulped down Tok's creamy liquid. A smirk grew on Tok's face.

"You're full of surprises, princess."
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