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 Zara Starfinder and the Giantess
Core

ZARA KILLED THE THRUSTERS and let the
Quicksilver slide silently through space.

Ahead laid a planet, its rust-colored
surface burnished with gold and yellow by the system's bright sun.
In a distant orbit over the planet, a titanic wreck came into view,
a deformed hulk of metal that might once have been the pride of a
navy, its several kilometer length surrounded by a cloud of debris.
An unearthly crackle of blue and purple ran down its warped spires
as the Quicksilver approached.

Zara put her
hands behind her head and leaned back into her pilot's seat with a
self-satisfied smile. She wore a dark bodysuit that clung to her
athletic figure and, perhaps more importantly, made her ass look
absolutely killer. The nano-fabric was drawn back from her face and
neck, revealing the azure skin of her Tantalan heritage in an
enticing display of cleavage. Her other major abhuman trait, the
thin, soft tendrils that made up her hair, was kept in a short
ponytail. She turned to her co-pilot and gave a toothy grin. “Right
on the money, Zoe. Fresh out of C-space and no competition in
sight.”

“For now.” Zoe
replied. “Even if nobody else calculated the coordinates ahead of
time, someone will spot the derelict before long.” A thick wire
connected her head directly with the console; as she spoke, code
and neon figures flashed across her purple faceplate. One of the
benefits of being a synthetic humanoid, even one literally built
for sex: Her short body defied imagination, so excessively
curvaceous that even the nano-fabrics of their skin-hugging
spacesuits strained to clothe her. Despite numerous upgrades since
her beginnings on an illicit pleasure barge, Zoe refused to change
her face from the smooth, convex pane of purple glass that had had
been ‘born’ with, and thus communicated her expressions through a
mixture of diodes and images. “Speaking of,” she continued, “the
planet down there is not empty. According to the federal
database, an infestation of Metalloids has been detected. Their
hive might well have been launching observation satellites. Even if
we fly under the radar, the derelict won't.”

“Unless
they’re too busy assimilating the wildlife.” Zara waved
dismissively. “So, here's the score. That thing is going to be
crammed with valuable junk. Intact forerunner tech sells for a
fortune.”

“Too intact,
and it might fight back.”

“Risk it for
the biscuit. The point is, friend of a friend let me know that
anything that stays away for long and pops back into real-space in
one piece has got to contain a seriously powerful Reality
Core.”

“Harmless, I'm
sure.”

“If it had
cracked already, we'd be looking at a cloud of dust. Besides,” Zara
smiled slyly, “you've been nagging me for new upgrades for months.
If we get the Reality Core back in one piece, I'll get you those
gigantic breast mods you've been drooling over. Deal?”

“When you put
it like that…” Zoe's faceplate lit up in an approximation of a
blush. “Deal. I’ll start looking into adjustments for my
chassis.”

“That’s what
low-grav is for.”

 


***

 


They boarded
the derelict warship in an exploration pod and entered an enormous
hangar, filled with age-worn vessels large and small. The inside
still had atmosphere, despite being open to space, but few lights,
so the pair made their way on foot, accompanied by drone-flares and
scanners, through corridors torn to shreds by lasers and
explosions, and then through others that looked as peaceful and
habitable as the ones found on any deep-space liner. Here and
there, they found evidence of the unnatural touch of C-space, walls
bent like through a funhouse mirror and eerie static crackling
across empty space.

“We’re getting
close to the Core.” Zara said excitedly as they passed through a
cavernous atrium, her face lit up by the green console in her hand.
“The scanner is going crazy! As soon as we find the way
in...” 

“Good thing, too.” Zoe said, with an eye on
the stars above them. A jagged shadow slid into view, eclipsing the
astronomical tapestry with the bulk of an enormous spaceship.
“We've got company. Big enough to trigger all the
Quicksilver's alerts, even running cold.”

“No time for
subtlety, then.” Zara snatched the pistol at her side, adjusted a
dial and aimed it straight at the floor ahead of them. “We’ll take
the direct route.” 

A burst of
plasma later, they dropped into a cramped maintenance tunnel, which
led them to their prize: A purple crystalline orb, no more than
half a meter across, hung in mid-air between two sharp cones in a
huge, circular chamber. The maintenance tunnel opened into a small
hatch under the catwalk that connected the main entrance to the
chamber with the Reality Core’s platform. The air felt stuffy and
foreboding, like one of a hundred-year-old tomb. A low, thrumming
sound emanated from the center.

Zara started
forward immediately. “What' the first thing you're going to buy?
Aside from the tits, I mean?”

Zoe stopped
her, frantically hissing “careful!” with a hand on her shoulder.
“This place is saturated with some kind of radiation. Scanner's
freaking out. Let me grab it; my parts are replaceable.”

“You’re just
trying to wreck your chassis so I’ll have to get you a new one.”
Zara replied sourly, as her nano-suit automatically unfolded her
helmet and sealed her in.

“It’ll be a
small price to pay to avoid mutating wildly and growing an extra
head before the mission is done, right? Don’t worry, we can tell
people that you were the one to snatch it away all the same.” Zoe
slipped through the hatch with an exaggerated sway of her hips,
walking along the light curve of the floor below the catwalk. She
made it halfway towards the Reality Core when the console on her
arm penetrated the stillness of the chamber with a sharp beep. Zoe
froze in place. “Someone is coming.”

“Get it,
quick!”

“Zara, we’ve
got to hide!” Zoe turned back towards the hatch, but Zara had
already broken into a sprint and went past her. “Don’t be stupid!
It’s too risky!”

“Generate a
stealth field.” Zara swung herself up onto the platform. Behind
her, noises rang out from the main entrance, the sound of heavy
footsteps and plasma-cutters behind the immense door. She stared at
the Reality Core: Perfectly still, perfectly spherical, too ideal
to be real. Zara hesitated, staring into the unfathomable, purple
deeps…

She saw a
doomed world falling under the shadow of another planet, filling
the sky as it descended in a cataclysmic collision course. A great,
dark mountain lead the charge, rising from the surface of the
falling globe to smash into the surface below. It deformed,
squished, and Zara felt the softness of skin, the smell of sex, an
intense heat as she realized that it was an astronomically huge
breast she looked up at, a part of an overwhelmingly feminine
figure who parted her lips in a wanton moan, making space itself
tremble with the force of her orgasm. Zara gawked, trying to make
out the hazy face above as the very world below her fractured and
bled glowing magma around a fat, dark blue areola—

“Zara!”

Zoe's cry
returned Zara to reality. She grabbed the Core with both hands,
ignoring the faint tingle that penetrated her gloves, like the
numbing of an electrical shock, but warm, almost pleasant, and
jumped back down onto the curving floor to hurry back under the
catwalk.

The intruders
before she got that far. Plasma cutters sliced through the immense
doors with artistic precision, and a pair of enormous, Metalloid
women strode through, bearing the cold, impassionate countenance of
the fully assimilated. They were giantesses, standing at least 4
meters tall, their bodies naked in all their gleaming glory, laden
with power and curves undreamt of by their former organic forms.
One bore a rifle the length of Zara herself, the other sported a
weapon fused into her left hand.

Zara cursed
inwardly and threw herself down. Her suit changed like a chameleon,
mimicking the floor from above. With any luck, it would keep her
undetected. With any luck...

The metallic
giantesses crossed the catwalk. Their perfect lips remained
perfectly shut, which enhanced their eerie presence as they
surveyed the chamber in silence.

A droplet of
sweat ran down Zara’s blue brow; she dared not raise her head to
look; surely Zoe would warn her if they raised their weapons at
her. If she could just crawl a few more meters towards the
maintenance hatch, the synth's stealth field could cover her. But
the heavy footsteps, moving directly above her, bade her stay put
and make no noise. The tension made her feel uncomfortably warm,
her heart beating faster.

A lighter set
of footsteps rang across the platform; a smaller woman, from the
sound of it. “Well? Did you take it?” The voice was sharp,
arrogant, and very different from the monotone reply that
followed.

“Negative. The
Reality Core is missing.”

“That’s
impossible. This wreck would never have gone to C-space in the
first place without it.” A foot tapped impatiently, rattling the
catwalk. “What do the scanners say?”

“The radiation
signature is distinct, and has been triangulated to originate from
this point, within a tolerance of 3 meters.”

“So it must be here.
Unless it was moved, very recently...”

Zara squirmed
in place underneath them. What was happening? She was used to
adrenaline, to tension and adventure, but this was something else.
Her face felt flushed, rivulets of sweat dripping down her face and
fogging the inside of her helmet, and warm, tingling sensations
slowly filled her, like a glass being filled with burning liquor.
Her heart beat faster, as the warmth flooded her chest, her middle,
her loins, which grew hot and sticky as her nipples hardened…

The Reality
Core! What was it doing to her? She cradled it beneath her, to
cover it with her camouflage. But it felt sweltering to her touch,
now, made her breath erratic; she had to bite down to keep quiet,
only slowly realizing that it gave off a subtle hum, a vibration
that made her clit go crazy and let her think of nothing but
stripping down to humping the damn thing.

Too late did she realize that the purple
orb affected more than her libido. A low noise of stretching fabric
reached her ears — another moment passed before her brain processed
the meaning of it. By then, she became conscious of the sensation
that her bodysuit was riding up uncomfortably tight between her
legs, around her hips, her legs, her arms. Finally, the evidence
presented itself to her eyes, undeniable, as her breasts expanded
against the Core, pushing against her arms and the underside of her
chin. She gawked at herself. I’m getting bigger. A-ah, fuck! She clamped her mouth shut before she gave
away her position with a heartfelt moan, as the narcotic pleasure
of her transformation threatened to overwhelm her.

“Search the
craft.” The arrogant voice commanded above her. Something about it
seemed familiar to Zara. “The derelict cannot have been here for
more than a few hours. The Reality Core must still be aboard. Set
up a sensor net to monitor the area for any ships trying to
approach or leave. Especially small craft.”

Zara’s pussy
was on fire, utterly drenching her underwear as her hips and ass
grew bigger, driving her panties uncomfortably tight between her
thick thighs. Little by little, her body lengthened, straining her
bodysuit beyond capacity as the nano-fabric struggled to keep up
its repairs. Through her haze of inhuman desire, she saw the tear
start at her collar, moving down as her breasts rose, until, with a
loud tear, they betrayed her and surged out larger than her own
head in one dizzyingly sensual surge of growth that left her
panting.

“What was
that?” The voice demanded suspiciously. 

Don’t look down, don’t look
down… Zara pressed
herself against the floor as if she expected to become part of it.
At least the back of her bodysuit was unharmed, for the moment, but
she was acutely aware of the tightening sensations around her
backside, slowly swelling bigger, rounder, threatening to burst
through the camouflaged second skin, ass first, any second. She
reached for her gun and gripped it tight.

“You two,
sweep the floor. There’s something—”

One Metalloid
spoke up abruptly. “Prospector, motion detectors have been tripped
two levels above us. We must pursue them immediately.” Two sets of
heavy footsteps bounded down the catwalk without delay.

The
‘Prospector’ did not follow them. The catwalk creaked as she
shifted in place. 

Please go. Eyes shut, face pressed against the floor,
Zara carefully slid her finger around the trigger guard of her
gun.

The Prospector
sighed audibly. “I suppose we must.” Then she followed the
giantesses, her footsteps slowly fading away.

Silence. And
the faint hum of the Reality Core.

Zara did not
move a muscle. She waited, straining her ears. Then, finally,
exhaled gratefully and let her weapon sink to the floor.
“Finally.” 

“Too close,”
Zoe said, hurrying over to help her up. “My diversion won’t last
long, so let’s get out of here. Are you - by the stars! What
happened?” She gawked as Zara rose to her full height, standing
close to 2 ½ meters with the front of her suit completely torn up
from collar to crotch, exposing her huge, shapely breasts — now
rivaling Zoe’s extra-generous bust  — and her toned
midsection; even hinting at her swollen, still dripping sex. The
nanobots in the suit tried to repair the damage, but had focused on
the back to keep her concealment up; thus her thighs and ass only
sported minor tears that revealed her flushed, azure skin.

“The Core
happened.” She shrugged, nudging the purple orb away with her foot.
The tingling subsided as soon as she broke contact. She raised an
eyebrow quizzically. “Radiation?”

Zoe shook her
head, question marks peppered across her faceplate. “Not like
anything I’ve ever seen.”

“It’s not so
bad, honestly. Feels as good as any growth drug I’ve tried.” She
circled one fat, dark blue nipple with a happy sigh. “I'll carry
the Core out, no problem. Could do with a little more…”

“Not if you
want to fit in the cockpit, you don’t.” Zoe unfolded a thin,
shimmering piece of fabric from her gear bag and threw it over the
power core, where it packed itself tight with a vacuum
seal. 

“That’s what the cargo bay is for. No?”
Zara wrested her wandering hands back to her sides with a
melodramatic roll of her eyes. “You’re no fun. Fine. Let’s get out
of here before the entire Metalloid hive makes its way onto the
ship. But I will take our
prize. I’ll be damned if I waste whatever body-enhancing rays leak
past the shielding before we sell it.”

 


***

 


They
backtracked through the maintenance tunnel and emerged once more
into the enormous atrium, an open space that spanned hundreds of
levels, with bridges crisscrossing the balconies of the cavern.
Past the transparent ceiling above, the enormous Metalloid ship
loomed, and tiny dots of silver approached from the nearby planet.
While Zara struggled to squeeze her ass through their makeshift
door, Zoe brought out their one remaining scout-drone and prepared
to avoid the enemy sensors.“Who was that person with the
Metalloids?“ She mused, tapping her faceplate. “Drones, taking
orders from an organic? That's unheard of.“

“Some idiot
with a death wish.” Zara grunted, trying to widen the hole without
dropping the Reality Core and making her difficulty obvious to Zoe.
The synth might offer to lend a hand, and Zara would rather die
than live to hear her mockery later. “Metalloids only care about
expanding their hive. They’re simple like that. They’ll assimilate
her the first chance they get.”

“Or when she’s
no longer useful. She might be the one who led them here.”

“Eh, maybe.
They did get here sooner than expected, but so what? We got the
Core.” Zara cut through, and finally slung her Amazonian body out
onto the balcony, a slim walkway on the edge of a precipitous fall.
“This place is a maze. No way a handful of bad guys are going to
catch us.”

“Yeah, about that…” Zoe tapped her face,
which displayed a grid map. Red dots appeared, lighting it up like
a Christmas tree. “According to the Quicksilver’s sensors, there’s
quite a few of them already. Looks like they really want that Core.”

Zara adjusted
her grip on the purple orb and drew her weapon. “Unfortunately for
them, so do we. Plot us a course back to the hangar, Zoe.”

 


***

 


The
alternative path took them on a long detour to avoid the incursion.
They moved slowly, scanning each corridor before moving through,
passing through great galleries and narrow paths. The derelict took
on an oppressive air in its perfect, preserved stillness, now that
death or assimilation lurked around every corner.

But little by
little, the blissful warmth crept into Zara’s loins again. It came
on so slowly that she did not even notice until her breath had
grown hot and ragged; a particularly vigorous jump over a fractured
walkway made her tattered suit ride up and forced a sharp gasp from
her lips. She paused to look over herself, momentarily captivated
by her magnificent rack, as it confounded the self-repair of her
spacesuit by overflowing the tear with shapely, blue skin.

“Zara?” Zoe
turned around to face her lagging captain.

“The radiation
shielding is degrading. We have to hurry up.” Despite the
seriousness of the situation, she could not resist pushing the
softly humming Core against her pubic mound, still exposed.

“We’re almost
at the docking bay. If you can simply last a few more minutes
without turning this highly dangerous piece of technology into a
sex toy, we’ll reach the pod.”

Zara bit her
lip, savoring the sensation of the vibrations against her clit and
the extraordinary, addictive feelings of her entire body slowly
growing bigger. “I’m not turning anything.” She muttered under her
breath. “I'm merely putting it to use.”

Zoe’s
faceplate flashed a dull red. “I’m serious. Pull yourself together,
you horny blueberry, or they'll get both of us. Steal some drugs to
grow your tits back on the station instead.”

“I’m capable
of multi-tasking, thank you very much! You just want to see if
it’ll work on your synth boobs instead.” 

“No!” Zoe sounded wounded for a brief
instant, her resolve rocked by a stab of embarrassment. “I
mean, yes, but not
while we’re not in mortal danger!”

With the orb
demonstratively pushed against her now visibly growing chest, Zara
strode forward past the synth and rounded a corner, entering the
enormous docking bay, littered with wrecks and, at the far side,
their pod. “Exactly. Now shut your trap and try to keep up. You’ll
get your chance to grow back on the ship.”

“A pleasant
thought.” A voice
sneered out of nowhere. “But unlikely.”

Zara whirled
around and snapped off a shot without hesitation.

The bolt of
plasma struck a point in the air, which immediately resolved itself
into the thigh of a commandingly curvaceous Metalloid, who kept her
cannon leveled at Zara and Zoe with deadly calm as she fell to one
knee and her optical camouflage disengaged. Three other Metalloids
did the same, making it plain that they had the upper hand.

A petite
figure stepped out from behind the curve of her metallic
protector's enormous ass, stepping through the smoke of singed
metal with a click of high heels. She wore a dark cloak and,
beneath it, an elaborate white outfit designed for form over
function, which revealed her bright, red skin and white hair. The
'Prospector' regarded Zara with two sets of eyes, one set of brows
raised in disdain, the other in mockery. “There’s no need for
unnecessary violence. Drop the weapon, if you please.”

“Celeste.”
Zara’s heart sank with recognition. She resisted the urge to go out
in a blaze of glory and let her gun fall. “I should have known. Who
else would be unhinged enough to work for the Metalloid hive?”

“Work with the hive. Not that vagrant like you would understand such
nuances. Metalloid relations are surprisingly subtle, when you get
down to it.” 

“I’m sure it’ll be smiles all around when
you get assimilated. So why are you giving them a Reality Core?
You want them to
infest the whole quadrant?” 

“It’s a small
price to pay for easy access to this ship and its secrets.” Celeste
smiled mildly. “Once I’ve analyzed the Core, it’s really none of my
business what the hive uses it for. And I see that you’ve picked up
a new piece of detritus, as well.” She gestured at Zoe and raised
both sets of eyebrows at her. “A sexbot. Just your style. No wonder
you fell into my trap so easily.”

Zoe glowered
at her, her faceplate bubbling up with dark, purple points. “We
evaded all of your sensors! You just got lucky, you—”

“Stand down,
Zoe.” Zara said, raising her free hand at her. “She’s a dead woman
walking. Her shiny friends will take care of that, sooner or
later.”

“Yes, yes…” Celeste rolled her eyes.
“Something to make you feel better when you’re delivered back to
federal space, I'm sure. I don’t particularly care about the bounty
on your head, but I do want everyone
to know that I’m the one that caught you. Now, hand over the
Core.“

Zara turned it
over in her hands. “The bounty, right… How much is that these days?
A few million? But you could get that dead or alive. I’m guessing
you’re much more afraid that one of your omnicidal friends hit the
core by accident and blow it up.” She raised the purple sphere in
front of her, not unlike a shield.

“Zara. Don’t
be stupid.” Celeste frowned. “You’d be vaporized in an instant.
Hand it over.”

“And you’d
find out just how nice your friends are when you’ve failed to
deliver them the goods.” Zara flashed a smile at her. “So let's see
what happens if—” She activated the magnetic grip of her gun, which
leapt back into her hand, and immediately downed the wounded
Metalloid with a shot to the face, before darting towards cover.
Zoe followed her promptly, shooting as she went.

The Metalloids
opened fire as one, lighting up the gloomy hangar bay with
scorching red lasers. One ray tagged Zara, singing her back as she
ducked behind the wing of a ruined starfighter. “Ow!
Fuck!” 

Zoe laid down
a hail of suppressing fire in return, forcing Celeste out of
sight.

“Stop
shooting! You’ll doom us all!” Celeste shouted in a shrill voice at
her warriors, gesturing wildly from her awkward position on the
ground. “Surround them! Stun them! Get them, but don’t harm the
Core!”

The laser
bolts continued raining down, filling the air with iris-burning red
lights and the smell of burnt plastic.

Zoe glanced at
Zara and the smoldering hole in the back of her suit. Her blue skin
was exposed, but unblemished aside from a layer of soot. Satisfied,
Zoe turned back to her aim, slowing the Metalloids’ advance. “So
far, so good. You made them angry. What’s the plan, captain?”

“Get back to
the ship.” Zara groaned as she rolled around. “Preferably without
going entirely in the nude, but that one is slipping away from
me.”

“I’m sure
they’ll be happy to let us go without shooting us out of the
sky.”

“I’m working on it, alright? We need
another distraction. Draw their attention for long enough to get
the Quicksilver out
of sight of their guns. Something too big to
ignore.” 

“Yeah? Like
what?“ Zoe snapped another shot off before realization dawned and
she turned to see her captain tearing the shimmering shielding off
the orb in her lap. “Zara!”

“Do you have a
better plan?” She spoke in a tone that would brook no argument and
gave Zoe a firm look, before the pleasurable tingling overwhelmed
her composure and drew a high-pitched gasp from her lips. The
purple Reality Core warmed her skin, plunged her body into a hot
bath; her fatigue disappeared, her worries dissolved. For a moment
she even forgot that they were under fire, huddling behind a piece
of cover rapidly falling apart. But then the pinching sensation of
her half-rebuilt bodysuit drew her back once more. She waved Zoe’s
objections away with her hand, fingers curiously slick and
glistening. “I just shrugged off a laser bolt. With the Core, I'll
be just fine. You focus on getting back to the ship and warming up
the engine. I’ll catch up then.”

The synth
shrugged. “If you say so. But you might want to hurry — we’re being
flanked!”

Zara straddled
the vibrating Reality Core, pressing her eager clit against it.
“Doing all I can.” The sensations had been powerful before, but now
that Zara actively let them in, it was all she could do to not
simply melt into a puddle then and there. The warmth washed through
her, tingling like crazy as her beautiful, blue form rose upwards,
bit by bit. Her ass widened, her legs grew longer and thicker, and
her burgeoning breasts felt more sensitive than ever as they
expanded, prompting a powerful shudder when she brought up one hand
to squeeze them. Any hope of remaining clothed became a thing of
the past as she rose to a height of 3 meters and continued beyond
this threshold in ever more ambitious spurts of growth. “Fuck…” she
murmured, eyes closed as her head lulled forwards, her pussy
throbbing against the smooth crystalline orb, her juices dripping
down the curve. “This is too good, I think I’m going to…”

Metalloids
came bursting into view.

One gunmetal
giantess jumped over the fallen wing that provided Zara and Zoe
their cover, her flawless, naked figure landing heavily behind
them, as another sprang into view around the corner. 

Zoe blasted
away immediately, but Zara was sluggish with her nearing orgasm and
reacted too slowly to do more than gasp at the metallic woman, who
seized her by the wrist and dragged her onto her feet. Where Zara
found herself face to face with chrome warrior, 4 meters tall, and
still rising steadily.

The metalloid
paused at this unexpected development, a rare frown showing in her
mask of a face.

It was all Zara needed. She barged into
the Metalloid, slipping out of her grip and tripping her. “Not used
to fighting someone your own size, eh? Don’t worry, there’s plenty
where that came from.” She grabbed the purple orb once more,
cradling it protectively against her chest with a barely suppressed
moan. “Zoe, get to the fucking pod! I got this!” She felled the
Metalloid chasing her crewmate with a kick, relishing how
strong
she felt as she outgrew these
feared warriors. At 5 meters tall, the power core was getting
easier to handle, dwindling in her grasp — it made her boobs,
already huge, look even more impressive as the glowing sphere
shrank between them.

“Aye, cap’n”.
Zoe blasted the metalloid that had chased her right in the face,
then turned and ran. Near the way they had entered the hangar bay,
Celeste spoke into a communicator and gestured wildly at Zara; and
through the open gate came more of the Metalloids, bee-lining for
the azure giantess.

“More friends.” Zara sighed. “I guess
there’s no better excuse for an even bigger distraction.” She rubbed her clit openly, exhaling as
pulsing pleasure wracked her body and made it a struggle to care
about these mindless Metalloids. Gods, if only she could get to her
cabin without all this fighting to distract her from
cumming her brains
out…

“Get the damn
Core!” came Celeste’s cry, behind the advancing wall of curvaceous
steel. Despite her orders, bolts of crackling red energy continued
to shoot through the air, landing on Zara’s naked body like the
falling rain, and doing about as much damage.

“Trying to tickle me to death?” She taunted
them; the more time she could buy to let the orb empower her, the
better. Never in her wildest dreams had she imagined that she’d
tower over such fearsome opponents — no, that wasn’t strictly true.
She had imagined all
that and more, which accounted for her expensive habit of growth
drugs and virtual fantasies, but expecting it to actually
happen
in these
circumstances…

The Metalloid
battle group advanced dauntlessly, breaking into a sprint to get at
Zara. Their hands became vicious blades, glinting in the cold
light, reflecting the occasional potshot of lasers aimed at the
roguish giantess’ face.

Zara met them
in a brawl, flexing the strength of her long, shapely legs to kick
and stomp the oncoming drones as she kept the orb tucked safely
between her massive breasts, feeding her size and her power. Her
eyes started to take on the purple tint of the Reality Core as she
rose towards the tall ceiling, her opponents dwindling below her
thighs…

But even
smaller, the chromed women proved dangerous.

“Ow!” Zara
recoiled, lunging out of range to retreat from the bite of a
scalpel-like claw and the electrical shock that it carried. “That
hurt!” Her counterattack took the aggressor clean off her feet,
thrown across the hangar by the force of the kick. “Right, that
does it. No more playing around!” She flashed a fearsome scowl at
her expressionless adversaries, which became a smile as she
realized how doll-like they were becoming. She took a step forward,
stomping hard to make the hangar rumble around her.

The Metalloids
might not have felt fear, but the Hive as a whole had a sense of
self-preservation. They hesitated, craning their necks at the
towering Tantalan.

Zara grinned.
“That’s right. This big, bad blueberry is coming for you. Run and
hide.” Another step, another stomp. She was still getting taller,
drunk on adrenaline and euphoria, her eyes swirling and radiant
with amethyst, eldritch power.. “Run, or you’ll end up flattened
under my—”

The grabber of
a cargo crane slammed around her midsection and, with a great,
mechanical groan, threw her backwards. The slender figure of
Celeste appeared behind the controls. “There, I did the dirty work.
Now do your job and disable her!” She stepped out of sight once
more, slowly changing her position in a way that just so happened
to put a healthy distance between her and the angered giantess.

“Motherf-” Zara found herself bound, one
hand locked down her hips, the other wedged against the orb in her
cleavage. “Think this can hold me? I’ll outgrow it, and any fucking thing you throw at
me!”

The threats
did not hold back the Metalloid swarm, however. Despite her
thrashing, she was powerless to prevent the smaller giantesses from
crawling up on her body and dazing her limbs with their electric
shocks. To her surprise, they took a cue from Celeste and produced
long, slim wires of their own, binding down her huge body little by
little. One Metalloid, the largest of the group and, perhaps, the
closest thing to a leader, scaled Zara’s chest and gave her a
chilling smile. “You are strong.” She said, in her eerie,
synthesized voice, as she retrieved the Reality Core. “You will be
useful to the Hive.”

“You can’t
afford me. Now get off my tits!”

The smile did
not waver. “You will be glad to join us.” She glanced to the side,
and Zara followed her gaze, to the three Metalloid drones that
forced her left hand open and jabbed her palm with exceedingly
unpleasant-looking, many-pronged ‘spears’. A sharp pain shot up her
arm, quickly replaced with a numb sensation as liquid metal spread
across her skin.

Zara’s eyes
widened in horror. “No! I mean, can’t we talk about this? Here,
take the damn orb, just don’t—”

The leader
picked up the Core almost as an afterthought and passed it down
through a chain of chromed hands. “The Hive cannot be denied.”

Zara fought
harder against her bonds. She managed to jerk her hand to the side,
striking one of the Metalloids, but the two others remained to
continue the infection, which crept up her wrist at a steady pace,
spreading through her arm to transform her flesh into a perfect,
metallic replica.

This is bad. Really bad.
She tightened her fingers,
called upon all her strength, all the tantalizing sensations that
the Core had promised her. In the air, a faint, shimmering link
seemed to form between her and the Reality Core as the latter was
delivered to Celeste, waiting by her ship at the precipice of
space. 

“Seems our
business is concluded.” She swished her cloak and gave Zara one
final look over her shoulder. “I bid you adieu.”

The icy
infection approached Zara’s shoulder. She felt the cargo crane
grabber start to budge under her increasing mass, the thin wires
holding her in place stretching and starting to snap. But her
conversion into Metalloid was too fast. It would reach her chest in
seconds, then her head, her brain, her mind…

A deafening rumble filled the hangar as
the Quicksilver appeared outside the vast, open hangar doors and roasted
the drones swarming Zara with a barrage of white-hot plasma. It
peppered the giant Tantalan as well, leaving blue smoke rising from
her skin. Zoe waved from the cockpit, broadcasting her voice
through the loudspeakers. “Miss me yet?”

Ears still
ringing and her vision little more than white spots, Zara lifted
her head awkwardly to face her ship. “Fuck! What was that?! You
could have killed me!”

“Didn't you
turn invulnerable? What’s the problem?”

“That’s not what I said—” Zara twisted
abruptly to check on the spread of metal; her arm gleamed like
polished chrome, but without the Metalloids and their infernal
implements, the spread had ceased at the shoulder. Now, finally,
she overwhelmed her bonds, forcing open the cargo grabber’s hand.
She sat up, groggily, and looked around amidst the smoke of plasma
fire. Relief flooded her chest; she could breathe freely once more.
But something was missing. The giantess raised her head towards the
movement in her periphery. “Celeste! She’s getting away!” Zara
sprang to her feet in pursuit, striking her head on the ceiling
with a painful twang.

“Zara, the Hive Ship is coming. We have to
get out before they blast us out of the sky.” The
Quicksilver
rotated, opening the cargo bay
hatch. “Come on, squeeze in!”

Zara’s purple
eyes glared at Celeste’s sleek ship as it rose at the far end of
the hangar and traced an elegant curve out into space.

She broke into
a run.

 


***

 


This had been
a good day. A prized artifact secured, an old foe getting her just
deserts. Celeste leaned back into her seat and let the autopilot
plot a course back to civilized space. There was much research to
be done, but that lay in the future. A victory unsavored was no
victory at all, and Celeste had plenty of time before the
Metalloids would come knocking for their prize.

Or so she
thought, before her ship jerked violently to the side, as if struck
by some great object.

“Computer,
what is happening?”

The answer
came promptly in the shape of a slender, blue hand, enormously
oversized, that grabbed across the cockpit window. “A little
closer, Zoe, and I’ve got it!”

Celeste turned to see the unlikely sight
of the Quicksilver coming up beside her ship with Zara straddling it between
her legs, riding the corvette like a horse. Her eyes glowed darkly
against the backdrop of space and her grin widened as she moved
closer and threw her metal arm around Celeste’s craft.
“Gotcha!”

“She’s gone
mad.” Celeste said quietly. “Computer, shake her off!”

The craft went into a spin as Zara
launched herself from one ship to the other, clutching the smaller
craft between her arms as she found a footing to squeeze her thick
thighs around it. Bulkheads bent under the pressure, but the
engines flared up regardless and sent them careening away from
the Quicksilver and
the cloud of space debris around the derelict warship.

“Yeehaw! Not
getting away this time, Celeste!” Zara laughed madly, pressing
herself against the ship and thoroughly swallowing the cockpit in
her cavernous cleavage. “The Core wants me back. You decide if you
want your ship to get crushed before that happens.”

Celeste’s
craft banked sharply in response and threw off Zara’s grip on the
cockpit. Her metal hand could not be dislodged, however, and her
thighs bulged around the ship as she locked her feet together.
Intense purple light radiated from the cargo hold.

Zara felt the
thrill, felt the presence of the orb tease her loins once more.
“Have it your way. It’ll be more fun, regardless.” She pushed her
crotch against the sleek craft almost without realizing,
suppressing a shudder as unearthly delights reached her clit once
more. “Oh, fuck yes. Momma’s back, baby.”

“Stop humping
my ship!” Celeste demanded. “Computer, cut the calculations and
drop us into C-space this instant.”

The engines
hummed as the command was given, warming up its own power core.

Zara groaned with sudden pleasure.
“Whatever you did… Great move.” She hunching forward, almost losing
her grip as far more important things filled her mind, and drove
her slit fiercely against Celeste’s craft. She raised one hand,
mauling her overflowing boobs lustfully, as the spaceship shrunk
between her legs. “Are you trying to lose? Because you’re doing a great job.”

Celeste
abandoned the cockpit to the computer, but immediately recoiled
from the harsh, purple glare that met her in the cargo hold. The
Reality Core thrummed with power, agitated by the ship’s own,
lesser version flirting with the drop into C-space. It emitted a
now visible trail, straight into the ceiling, directly below Zara’s
sopping cunt, which she ground against the ship with enough force
to snap it in two.

Which is
exactly what happened.

“Fuuuck!” Zara
moaned into the depths of space, riding her toy as it disappeared
between her plump inner thighs, a broken mess utterly flooded with
her plentiful juices. She grasped it, little more than the size of
her hand, pressing it deeper against her slit, sliding it inside
her, as the purple sphere that had caused it all popped free and
floated up to meet her. An escape pod fired off as well, carrying
Celeste away from the horny goddess.

“There we fucking go.” Zara held her breath, her eyelids twitching as the
purple speck of the power core drifted up towards her throbbing
clit: Three, two, one, contact.

The seismic force of her moan crashed
against the floating space debris, even reaching Celeste’s pod,
sending it all tumbling off course. Her hips bucked, her skin
flushed, the air left her lungs in a shuddering burst; and
she came, squirting
hard as she gently tumbled through the blackness of
space.

But the
sensations, the thrill, the lust did not stop. Her pussy wanted
more, and her body was quick to obey. The orb rewarded her with
new, euphoric growth spurts; it was hard to tell her own lust from
the maddening desire of the alien object, but she did feel every
orgasmic pulse through herself; her breasts rose bigger, rounder,
her ass filled out, her cunt grew more sensitive and plumper with
every passing moment. Even her metallic arm felt like the part of
her that she remembered again, warm and tense in her throes of
erotic passion. She came again, sending a rain of her essence down
towards the planet below the space wreck.

Or it would
have, but for the presence of a shadow that eclipsed the
planet.

The Hive
Ship.

“Oh. Hello.”
She held her humongous tits against herself with a sudden flash of
bashfulness at the realization of the many thousand eyes trained
on. Zoe would not have any trouble getting away unnoticed, at
least.

The Core, and
thus her clit, throbbed between her legs. Zara smiled. “You here
for the Reality Core? Or for the show? I can give you one, but not
the other. Neither is free, though.”

A beam of
blistering energy arched from the Hive Ship and crackled against
Zara’s chest, lighting up her dark blue nipple.

It felt better
than she had dared hope. Her nipple hardened in response, fattening
as if begging for more. “Oh no, please don’t do that again!” She
said, thrusting her tits forwards to give the gunnery teams a
better target. “I feel so weak!”

Sarcasm was
evidently lost on the Metalloids, as another volley went off. As
Zara turned her attention towards pleasing herself once more, a
swarm of smaller ships descended upon her. But what was at first an
intimidating display of martial might became a swarm of flies,
easily swatted away by a flick of her fingers. She grinned at the
buzzing fighters, their weapons throwing red, yellow and purple
lights across her magnificent, womanly figure, until she snapped up
of the fools between her teeth and crunched the vessel like a fried
grasshopper. “Hmm. Needs salt. Don’t know what I was
expecting, really.”

As she
ascended, even the Hive Ship started to dwindle. Realizing the
error, it backed off, slowly drifting away from the growing
giantess, but Zara was not so easily evaded. She reached out, fully
the equal of the kilometer-long ship, and drew herself close. “Now,
where do you think you’re going?” She smiled wolfishly, savoring
the sensation as her toes slid past the end of the ship, her
sensitive breasts dragging across uncountable antennas and other
installations across the surface, cutting a swathe of destruction
across the menacing craft. 

Yet more
fighters attacked her, more weapons brought to bear against her
incredible form. But even their flashes of deadly light failed to
shine brighter than the glow of her eyes. Soon the ship shriveled
to half her size, then half that. Zara grasped it, in the throes of
her expanding ecstasy, and rubbed it delightedly against her
enormous nipple. The ship deformed, burning and bursting from
inside, but she did not care — and the rumblings fed her pleasure,
as bright yellows and reds flashed across her fingers. The feared
Hive was reduced to a toy for her tits. She came again, gushing
carelessly into the atmosphere below as the last of the Metalloid
threat disappeared against the wrinkles of her aroused nipple.

How tall had
she grown? Tens, hundreds of kilometers? She cared not. It was all
she wanted and more, the perfect way to cum until her cunt was too
raw to touch. And so she did, fingering herself with the Reality
Core under her nail, pushed inside her to let its wonderful hum get
her off again and again.

Until, too
late, she found herself in the grip of the unfortunate planet’s
gravitational pull. With a gasp, she fell through the atmosphere,
her skin flushing bright at the friction of entry. A rugged
landscape appeared beneath her, sharp peaks and low valleys, broken
by the glinting chrome of assimilated plant life.

Her ass fell
from the sky. The impact leveled mountains, cracked the planetary
crust. Her feet and hands calm next, palms and soles thrust down to
take the force of the blow, which felt surprisingly light to the
giga-giantess. She was far too tall to even dip under the cloud
layer; the curvature of the planet stretched out before her,
receding visibly as the moments went by. Her footsteps alone left
craters that would mar the planet for millions of years.

At least the
Metalloid infestation was taken care of.

Zara cracked a
grin. She had a fine view, sitting on this world: The landscape,
lit in golden rays of the sun, spread out below her. Her own long,
sexy legs stretching around across a continent, her huge ass
leaving a deep imprint that might become a pair of twin oceans in
some far future. She had successfully scavenged the Reality Core,
and nobody remained to take it from her. Zoe would be in touch
soon, and they'd figure out how to get the artifact to their buyer.
Hopefully the synth would find a way to shrink her back down
without wiping out their profits entirely.

But first,
Zara would have some fun with the planet underneath her.
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