-Prologue-

The vast emptiness of space stretched out before them. It was broken only by distant planets and the stars, unlimited possibilities nestled within them. Yet the couple paid it no mind. For them, the sight was just another Tuesday, much less intriguing than the glint of metal on their fingers that bonded them for life. Or until they got sick of each other, but they were confident that wouldn’t happen.

Possibly because they might not make it back, so said the blaring sound of engine failure. Nina finally took her hands off her wife to wrestle control back from the auto-pilot, leaving her partner to shut down the engine. One would be enough to see them through, but where one thing broke, another couldn’t be far. Better to land and do a full inspection. It’d be nice if they had one of those fancy, company ships with self-diagnosis, but no, those were only for jobs or the higher ups.

“I told you we shouldn’t just fly into the middle of nowhere,” Becca said, watching the console for any other signs of damage.

“We wanted to be alone,” Nina shrugged, “Where better to do that than a thousand light-years away from people?”

“Right, well now we’re a thousand light-years from civilisation. I’m not seeing anything on the scanners.”

“Just means we gotta fix this hunk of junk by ourselves. There’s a planet just over there.” Nina steered them over to it.

“Don’t just decide that on your own. Let me scan it first. God, you’re an idiot.”

“An idiot that you married,” Nina said with a goofy smirk. Her wife sighed and smiled back. They knew full well what they got with one another, even mentioned it in their vows, but still said ‘I do’ anyway. This was the life they chose.

“It’s habitable, a little muggy by the looks of it, but there’s a breathable atmosphere. Though it isn’t on any charts.”

“Lucky us,” Nina put them in for a landing, reclining in her chair and watching as the mostly grey ball took up the entire visor, “Discovering a new planet on our honeymoon. We’ll be famous.”

“For five seconds.”

“Still famous.”

The landing didn’t take long. They’d done it thousands of times before in worse ships than theirs. It helped that the planet itself seemed barren, the landscape smooth save for a distant structure, likely natural. Little light reached them, forcing the use of flashlights to inspect the hull. No outward damage. It seemed the engine just gave up on them.

Which meant it could be repaired, but it would fail again. Still, it only needed to last until they reached a station. Shouldn’t take too long. In the meantime, Nina surveyed the surrounding landscape, such as it was. No grass in sight. The ground was soft yet firm underfoot, and slightly buoyant. She couldn’t make out much less, save for that structure.

“Good news, I’ve got the repair bots up and running. Shouldn’t be more than half an hour before its running. Then we can get the hell off this rock,” Becca said.

“Hmm, lets at least check things out before we go.”

“Babe…”

“C’mon. What if this place was once home to an ancient civilisation of aliens that fucked everything.”

“Like humanity?”

They shared a laugh at that, though it was a morbid one. Earth really was in a terrible state. If they hadn’t expanded out into the stars, it would’ve already collapsed on itself. Even so, the future wasn’t so bright. They could only hope little Jackie would have a chance to grow up and be happy with how things were going. Perhaps those space colonies the government kept prattling on about would finally get underway.

Nina didn’t let up on her desire to explore a little. She won out in the end, Becca always falling for the puppy dog routine, and they set off. The rocks got larger as they approached. What once looked simply impressive from a distance, became staggering in its scope, made even more impressive by the lack of anything else around it. Based solely on that fact, it seemed unlikely to be purely natural. There had to be something about it.

That’s what kept Nina trudging along, dragging Becca the whole time. She complained of course, wanting to get back and leave, but her protests gradually dwindled as they approached. Not because the mountain range was suddenly interesting, no. Nina noticed it as well, the growing weight of the air with every step. The humidity sky-rocketed when they got close, like they were suddenly in a sauna. Stranger still was the ‘flavour’ of it.

“What is that?” Becca reclined against the base of the mountain, taking deep breaths through her nose, which crinkled as she tried deciphering the aroma. Nina did the same while taking a sip of water. It was so frustratingly familiar, on the tip of their tongues, yet eluded them all the same.

“You know,” Nina said and pulled at her shirt, “It’s pretty hot here. For a dark planet, I mean.”

“Yeah,” Becca tugged at her own top, trying to get air flowing over her chest. A bead of sweat slid from her neck and over her clavicle, following it down into her cleavage.

“There’s nothing here. No one around.”

“Yeah?” Becca arched a brow at her.

“Maybe we don’t just discover a new planet. Maybe,” Nina rested a hand on her wife’s thigh, giving a soft squeeze just to enjoy the supple muscles, “We christen a new planet?”

Becca snorted, “That’s so stupid.” She didn’t remove the hand though. The opposite, in fact, she opened her legs in clear invite. Her own hand wandered to Nina, cupping a breast through her shirt.

It didn’t take long before the two were on top of one another, lips locked and tongues tied. Clothes were quickly discarded, flesh pressed into flesh and the otherwise dead air filled with their voices. That is until the ground beneath them cracked. Neither paid it any mind at first. It wasn’t until Becca was caught in the throes of ecstasy and clawed at the dirt that she noticed. Even then, she was too caught in her orgasm to do anything.

The cracks turned to gashes in the land and gave out under their combined weight. Their cries were short lived, landing only a moment after the cave in, receiving just a few scrapes from the fall. Any pain was muted, however, as they looked down and ahead. A cavernous domed room stretched out around them, an alter of some kind at its centre, from which poured a dense mist. It was too thick to reach the alcove that had saved them.

“So… maybe I was right?” Nina chuckled and stood. Becca grimaced when she put weight on her right leg. It wasn’t anything serious, but she wouldn’t be winning any races for the meantime.

“We should get back to the ship. The bots have to be done by now.”

“Not yet. If we leave now, then someone might come and we won’t get the credit. Come on, this could be huge!”

“Huge how? It’s not like we’ll get royalties for finding a dead… mostly dead planet. Let’s just go. We can come back when the ship is working properly.”

Nina sighed, “Fine. You go on ahead. I’ll just go down and snap a few pics. That way we’ll have proof.”

“Nina!” Becca growled as her partner hopped down a nearby ledge, all but racing to the bottom, “Get back here! You have no idea what this place is. Maybe it was sacred or something?”

“All the more reason to call dibs while we can,” Nina shouted back, already close to the bottom.

“Motherfucking impulsive sexy bitch,” Becca grumbled to herself and lowered herself as well, “Wait for me! I’m coming too.”

“Well hurry… hurry… oh my god.” Nina hadn’t reached the base yet, but she had come within range of the mist. Wisps of it touched her feet, leaving the skin tingling where it did. She reached down and immediately felt the same thing on her fingers. It was crazy, but it felt like her nipples when Becca played with them. That being the case, what would this stuff do to her actual breasts? Or to her pussy?

No wait. It was a mist, that meant there could be a liquid form of it somewhere. She had to find it. Nina checked on her wife, finding her still a few levels up. It’d take too long with to wait for her. Besides, this would make for the perfect honeymoon. Sprinkle a little of whatever this was and they’d be going at it like rabbits.

“I’m just checking on something,” Nina said, more of a mumble really, and finished her descent. Becca shouted something after her, but it landed on deaf ears.

Now knee deep in the mist, Nina fought just to keep from touching herself. Or from sitting down and letting her whole body be covered. The alter was so close now. Several ledges stuck out in a spiral from it, resembling a staircase for giants, and only got larger as she approached. The mist was thickest at its base of course, obscuring any and everything around. Her ears rang with the sound of her footsteps, echoing off the walls, and the voice of her wife.

She only stopped when her foot knocked something distinctly… fleshy. It only stalled her for a moment before she went to continue, but froze when it moved on on its own.

“What… what is this?” Becca asked. Her voice was barely a whisper, yet it carried all the way.

“S-stay back,” Nina said, stepping away from whatever was moving beneath her. She couldn’t see it with the mist in the way, so she squatted down. Perhaps not the best move, given she knew nothing of whatever it was, however she had to see it. And photograph it. This was the first alien lifeform in humanity’s long, troubled history.

She waved the mist away and found it. A large egg. On its own, that would be incredible, but this was about to hatch. Its ‘shell’, though it seemed made of flesh, writhed with whatever was inside. Nina stared, unblinking, not wanting to let her camera implants miss a thing. Thanks to that, she noticed the seams along the top, several flaps that undulated rapidly.

“Nice of you to wait,” Becca said dryly, “What are you…”

“Shh, it’s about to hatch!” Nina hissed and pulled her down, ignoring the whine of pain, pointing to the alien egg. Even Becca fell silent at that. This was supposed to be their honeymoon, a time for making babies - though with their being women that was only metaphorical - but now they’d be mothers to a new species. Sort of. As far as the press would be concerned, they were.

Half a dozen flaps opened at the top, each thick and meaty, yet distinctly plant-like. A membrane obscured whatever was inside, now thrashing about violently, before it just burst. The couple gasped and fell back, expecting a creature of some sort to come leaping at them, but it wasn’t. All that came out was more mist.

No, not the same kind. It had a pink hue and didn’t move as it should, seeming to linger. Neither of them dared even breathe, watching and waiting, but eventually they had to. Nina was first to break the silence and the mist instantly moved, drawn into her mouth. She clutched at her throat, coughing violently as if inhaling smoke.

“Nina!” Becca’s cry brought the mist to her next. The two fell back and gasped for air, only taking in more of the tainted mist. It was agony. It was terrifying. It was death coming for them. It was… it was bliss. The hacking turned to moans and their hands found each other with an even greater than before. It couldn’t be controlled, not even bothering with foreplay or any build-up. Nina shoved a hand into Becca’s pussy, and vice versa, the two riding one another down to the elbow without care. All the while, they retched.

The mist slowly parted around them. Or rather, it was sucked into the near feral couple. As it did, more and more of the same egg appeared, each one also moving. A grating rumble emanated from the alter, like stone was sliding against itself, but they either didn’t hear or didn’t care. Their bodies were covered in a thick sheen of both sweat and condensed fog, which they eagerly licked from one another. More eggs burst open, releasing more of the pink particles.

Nina only saw the inky black tendrils approach because Becca forced her over. They struck without warning and the world went dark. Her last thought was of Jackie, praying she’d at least be happy.

-Present Day-

Jackie was not happy.

Waking from cryo-stasis was the worst. She once thought getting up with a hangover sucked, now she longed for those teenage years of getting drunk every night. Nothing felt right after stasis, like her body wasn’t wholly her own. It didn’t even leave her feeling rested, just tired and cranky. And horny.

No one dreamed in cryo-stasis. It wasn’t sleep, just a means of preserving people for a long journey, yet that didn’t stop the feeling of going through a long dry spell, while simultaneously being inundated with porn all day. Supposedly it was just a side-effect that couldn’t be worked out, even in the more recent models, but Jackie suspected that was bullshit. Birthrates had been declining for centuries, asshole conservatives probably just wanted to make people horny so they’d make more babies. All while giving them the finger after they had them.

God, reality was depressing. Even more so was the fact they didn’t have any alcohol on the ship.

“Morning,” said an obnoxiously chipper voice, followed by a peck on the cheek.

“Gabby,” Jackie sighed and returned the kiss, then returned to nursing her coffee. Not the worst drink she’d had, but she would never order it at a diner. Gabby didn’t seem affected by the iron after-taste as she downed half her own cup. Just watching it made Jackie gag.

“You’re looking beautiful as always.”

“Ha, yeah. Right.” Jackie was a mess. While that was usually true for the medic, it was worse after stasis. Her short hair extended in all directions, stray locks of it falling over her eyes at random intervals, which only added to her ire. At least it didn’t get greasy in stasis, though she’d still prefer a chance to shower. On top of that, her skin was dry and flaky.

Conversely, Gabby looked incredible even in her baggy pyjamas. That hair mod did wonders it seemed, as the multi-colour strands fell in line, framing her face and pouring over her chest. Jackie had considered getting something like it, since she only kept her hair short to avoid all the maintenance that came from having it long. Though she doubted it’d make her look anywhere near as amazing as Gabby.

“Aww, someone’s grouchy again. How about we…”

“Oh god yes.” Jackie didn’t need to confirm what she meant. They were both in the boat after all, having just woken from stasis. The others were all milling around, either tending to their duties or too disoriented to care about them as they rushed to their room. No amount of caffeine or stimulants could do what Gabby’s body did.

Decorated in enough ink to count as a canvas, various artworks flowed across her soft form. Some might’ve thought they detracted from her beauty, but the way they framed her gorgeous, melon-sized breasts and flowed over her equally delectable ass made Jackie crave her all the more. She sank her fingers into the artwork as Gabby rode her, moaning and giggling the whole time. Much as her constant optimism could wear on everyone’s nerves, the fact she always found laughter in the smallest things never failed to brighten their days. Even if it did earn her the nickname ‘Giggles’.

Jackie pulled down into a kiss, hips still pumping. This was a big reason she never got SRS, for her it just felt so much more intimate to bury herself deep in her lover, to feel her walls squeezing her all around, giving and receiving pleasure in equal measure. She kept one hand on Gabby’s ass, the other overflowed with a supple breast, while the fat nipple pulsed against her palm in time with their moans. It got faster as they approached their shared climax.

Only for an alarm to jolt them from the brink. Captain Mathias’ voice further broke the atmosphere, ordering them to the bridge. They shared a look, both considering the option of finishing, but the threat of repercussion chilled their lust. At least enough for them to get dressed and head up, though Jackie’s overalls bulged at the crotch. Something that didn’t go unnoticed.

Arwen noticed first, the small girl always more observant than seemed reasonable, but didn’t say anything. If Mathias or Lesley saw it, neither said anything. Even Mel didn’t say a word. She almost believed that it wasn’t a big deal. Until their resident android arrived.

“Good morning, Medic Officer Jackie,” Jennifer said, her voice just synthetic enough to mark her as non-human, though it didn’t make a difference with a body like that. Nor did it reduce the seductive nature of it. She leaned toward Jackie, baring her mile-deep cleavage.

“Remind me again why we didn’t get a standard issue android?” Jackie asked, pushing the unreasonably sexual robot aside.

“Because they’re expensive and Jennifer does the job,” Captain Mathias said, “Onto more pressing matters, Mel picked up a faint signal nearby.”

“And that’s interesting because?” Arwen asked, leaning in the doorway with her arms folded, clearly unhappy to be away from her work in the engines.

“Because it’s a company signal from a ship that was signed out twenty years old. Meaning…”

“Meaning it’s probably a wreck,” Arwen finished, brow perking up.

Jackie groaned, “You know we don’t have to check every wreckage. And it’s twenty years old! It’s probably scrap metal at best by now.”

“Company policy. So get that settled down, Torrens and get ready for landing. Mel, Lesley and myself will disembark, check things out, salvage whatever we can and see if there’s anyone needing rescue. It won’t be more than a few hours.”

Bullshit. It took two hours just to get their ship down on stable land. Whatever hunk of rock these idiots crashed on was desolate, practically hollow according to Mel’s readings. It presented an unacceptable risk in Jackie’s eyes. Oh but it didn’t matter what she thought, she was just the only medic on-board. If they fucked up and got hurt out there, she wasn’t about to leave Gabby and Arwen alone to help out.

“Hey, don’t be so grumpy. If they take long enough, we could always finish,” Gabby said with a suggestive giggle.

“No,” Jackie sighed and adjusted her legs, grimacing at the half-chub resting between them. Why couldn’t this shit happen tomorrow? “Need to be alert in case anything happens. And I don’t think either of us wants Mathias on our asses.”

“I dunno, they’re not bad looking.”

Jackie rolled her eyes and went about getting the med-bay prepped, just in case. Once her station was set up, she joined the others at the helm, watching the others disembark through their camera feeds. The planet had an oxygen-rich atmosphere, but it was policy to always wear a suit outside.

“This place is completely dead,” Jackie noted the moment they left the ship. It was pitch black outside, barely enough light to see the hands in front of their faces, forcing the use of flashlights. Even then, all they could see were dust particles a few feet ahead. At least Mel had a scanner on hand so they just had to follow it. Jackie leaned back and struck up conversation, anything to pass the time until they could finally leave.

-- Mel --

This was fascinating. While none of the other crew cared about the planet, thinking it was just one of many, she knew it was uncharted. Yet there was a ship, so people had reached the surface. Maybe they didn’t survive, but that remained to be seen. It did nothing to damper her curiosity. If Mathias gave her the chance, then she’d gladly grab some better equipment and analyse everything. Though she doubted Jackie would let that happen.

Well, it didn’t matter. She had some time off coming up, she could probably get a few others to come exploring with her. But there was a job to do first.

The walk didn’t take long. Just a few minutes and they found what was supposed to be a wreck.

“This thing looks old. But that’s it,” Arwen said through the speaker, “No damage that I can see. Some of the lights are still on too.” She was right. Aside from the dust covered it, there wasn’t anything wrong that they could see. The engine was probably unusable after so long, but nothing else. They tried the door, but it refused to budge. Likely rusted or out of power.

Lesley stayed to keep trying, putting her oh so glorious muscles to use. Mel paused a second to admire the former marine try so hard, only to fail. It was easy to imagine those arms bulging with power under the bulky suit. She sighed, regretting not taking Jennifer’s offer for relief after getting out of stasis. To distract from her arousal, Mel focused on checking the surroundings.

While the landscape wasn’t anything of note, she did find something of note.

“Captain, there’s tracks here. Recent ones too.”

“Then there must still be survivors. Lesley, wait here in case they come back. We’re following the tracks.”

This was a considerably longer walk. Thirty minutes until they reached the end of the tracks, which led straight down a hole, one large enough for at least two people to fit down. Of course, neither were eager to discover what was inside an alien planet. Not without a quick scan of the environment. The last thing they needed was to get hurt and listen to Jackie chew them out.

“Seems fine. A little more moist than I’d expect, but nothing dangerous. But no vitals.”

“They could be out of range. Let’s go.”

“Captain,” Jackie’s warning voice crackled through.

“Jackie? Can you hear me?” Mathias asked, tapping their helmet. All either of them got was static.

“Do we turn back?” Mel asked, though she made sure she didn’t sound eager. Imagine the headlines when a simple cargo ship’s crew discovered a whole planet. Or, better yet, discovered one and rescued those who crashed on it. She didn’t mind sharing the glory with them. If they were still alive, then they’d been there for twenty years and knew far more about the planet. She looked forward to picking their brains.

“No, keep going. But put a marker here. If anything goes wrong, we leave. No questions.”

“Yes, Captain.”

Inside the hole, Mel forgot to breathe. It was… alive, like they’d stepped into a giant’s cavity, with everything in sight covered by layers of something black and squishy. Even through her normal suits thick gloves, it felt meaty, definitely not a natural part of a rock formation. It squelched underfoot as she stepped deeper.

Further to her idea that it wasn’t natural were the steps that led down. While they could’ve formed overtime, they wouldn’t be so organised, each one neatly placed for something or something to go down. She looked to Mathias, who seemed just as awed as her. There was a good chance whoever survived the crash had found this stuff and used to for this. People were incredibly adaptable given the right motivation.

Mel took a tentative step down. It gave under her foot, but held well enough. She gave a nod to Mathias and led the way, scanner held out in front, its sweep coming up empty even as she approached the bottom. Yet that was secondary for her as a heavy fog rolled in, seemingly from nowhere. It completed obscured everything below her knee from view. Her flashlight did nothing.

“Need to clear this,” she murmured and hit a few buttons. There was oxygen, even in this circular cavern, so she took a nozzle from her helmet and heightened the airflow. It had enough force to push an unprepared person down on their ass, made as an emergency propulsion in case someone got stranded in space. For Mel, it served to push away the mist and reveal the hundreds of oval shapes that ran alongside her. They were arranged to almost make a walkway.

“God, I hope the others are seeing this. And recording it,” Mel said and activated the filter on her suit, drawing in the air to supplement what she used. It was supposed to filter out any unnecessary particles, though she wasn’t sure how much she trusted company issued equipment.

“Keep moving. These things give me a bad feeling.”

Mel didn’t argue. She was just as eager to press forward, though that was entirely because of the massive structure that was separate from everything else. The black flesh didn’t cover it, allowing a faint glow to pierce through. Meaning this was a machine of some kind, or at least a home. She just had to figure out a way to get in.

“Is it getting hot, or is that just me?” Mathias asked. If Mel didn’t know them, she think it was a lame pick-up line, but they tended to be literal.

“Now that you mention it, a little bit, yeah,” Mel said and checked her suit. The external temperature was the same, as was the internal, yet she definitely felt it. Almost a little sweaty too. God, this suits got so uncomfortable after wearing them too long, “Permission to remove my helmet? All my scans say there’s a breathable atmosphere.”

“We really shouldn’t, but it is getting annoying. Alright, just keep the camera on your person. Might be our only link back to the ship.”

Mel breathed a sigh of relief at the hiss of her helmet. It also allowed her to confirm just how humid the room was, feeling a balmy layer build on her skin just seconds later, but it was cool at least. And without the visor obstructing her vision, she had a much clearer look at the surroundings, dark as they were. With clearer vision, the structure didn’t resemble her prior assessments. It almost looked like a shrine or an alter to something.

She and Mathias walked around it, careful to stay on the path. Whatever those oval things were - possibly eggs of some kind - they shouldn’t disturb them. The alter changed at the back, revealing an almost glassy chamber nestled into its core. Mathias took one look and decided to look elsewhere, while Mel pressed closer. Something was inside it, a bubbling liquid that resembled tar. Or the same substance coating the walls and floor.

Something else was inside it too. She just couldn’t quite make it out. Luckily, Mel had a bypass for her light. They weren’t supposed to strengthen it outside of spec, however this seemed like a worthy cause for voiding warranty or whatever. With just a few taps, the light whirred and revealed the entire chamber. Mel’s breaths stalled at the sight of two bodies, seemingly glued to the glass walls, with bellies that looked ready to pop with octuplets. Tubes were connected to their mouths and… other cavities, occasionally moving a bulge of some kind into them.

They shuddered when it entered and she saw their eyes flash. Was that terror? Hope after recognising a human’s presence? Or pleasure? The tubes were big, and moving, no doubt giving the same sensation of fucking. She could use some of that. Mel licked her lips, resting a hand on the glass. A shadow appeared in her periphery, a vague reflection accompanied it.

“I think I’ve found them, Mathias,” Mel said, “But I don’t know if you could call them alright. They seem encased in something. Something that’s…” she bit her lip, legs wriggling together, “Getting intimate with them.”

“It’s not something I’d ever do, obviously, but, like… maybe we could get one of those handy little tentacle robots for the ship? Seeing this has me intrigued. What about you? It’s kind of hot, right? Mathias?”

She looked to her side and gasped. Rather than Mathias, she found a massive black snake, or rather a tentacle given it’s lack of a head or mouth. It swayed before her, body seeming to ripple like the substance inside the glass, as if sizing her up. The ‘head’ was blunt, almost phallic. Maybe if it was a little smaller? Fuck, she was getting horny just looking at something this thing. Not even that, she was just horny.

“Are you… sentient?” Mel asked. It’s response was succinct, right to the point, as it pushed her off the edge and into the middle of a cluster of what had to be eggs. She sucked in a deep breath, whole body growing hot in response. The fog! That must be the cause of her arousal. Then what was it made of that the scanners didn’t pick up on. And she’d felt the affects before taking off her helmet, so it got through the filter. She couldn’t wait to analyse it.

If she got out. She pushed herself up just as the closest egg opened with a perverse petal shape. Strings of fluid connected the meaty flaps, vaguely resembling the feeling between her legs. Mel unconsciously rubbed at herself through the suit, but it was much too thick to feel anything. She needed to go. Whatever was about to come out needed to be properly captured and analysed.

Although… the egg wasn’t that big. And the suit was bulletproof so she doubted anything could just claw through it. It couldn’t hurt to get her first look at alien life up close. So she watched as a membrane broke apart and a bony limb reached out, followed by several more. A spider? Not quite, it had a sack of some kind at the base of its otherwise small body, and a long tail.

It perched atop the egg and seemed to stare back at her. Mel’s skin prickled with warning at this unknown creature, its skin a sickly yellow, covered in bumps and ridges and a glossy sheen. It took a few steps, as if testing its own stability, swaying slightly. She tracked its movements, both for fear of what it could do, and to memorise everything about this thing. It stretched a leg toward her.

Did it imprint on her?

“Hello? I’m…” she never got to introduce herself. It leapt at her, legs outstretched as if to hug her. She raised an arm to catch it, but the tail slapped it aside. In the instant before it landed on her face, she saw the underside, where a distinctly feminine opening undulated. The legs clamped onto her skull with a power belied by its thin limbs.

Still she could probably get it off. Mel reached up to do just that, only for the tail to leash around her neck and squeeze. Oh shit! Fuck! She clawed at it, but couldn’t get a grip through her thick gloves. This was the whole reason for all that training at the company. She reigned in her panic - she had at least a minute before she was choked out - and went about removing the top of her suit. Once her hands were free, she grabbed at it once more, only to find it was stronger than her. 

She held her mouth shut, feeling something poking at it. A vague scent wafted up her nostrils, peculiarly sweet and enticing, pushed in by the thing struggling to push flush against her face. If she could just get a finger between its tail and her neck, then she could pry it off, but the thing just squeezed harder. Her heart raced, panic creeping in and breaking her self-control. Maybe it would relax if she stopped fighting?

Mel wrestled control of her hands back from her fear and rested them against her legs. Nothing changed. Oh god, it wanted her to open her mouth. Who knew what it planned to put in her. But it was her only chance at getting free. She opened her mouth and took a deep breath right before something thick, long and prehensile snaked down her oesophagus. Revulsion went through her at the feeling of it moving all the way down to her stomach.

Then it bulged and pushed something into her. In the instant it reached her belly, Mel’s legs kicked out. Not in horror or to fight back, but in a sudden orgasm. The tail squeezed harder and her pleasure heightened in accordance. This is what she got for having a choking kink.

The tube continued to pumping stuff into her and so too did her climax persist. Mel’s mind fogged up, the rush of pleasure and terror going through all the air in her lungs. In moments, she’d be unconscious, then a few minutes at most and she’d be dead. If not for the two prongs that shot up her nose. Air flooded her lungs. The sharp relief made her nethers clench hard, squirting into the suit. It flowed down her legs, giving her that feeling of being a nasty slut that didn’t care where she got off.

Unbeknownst to her, two more eggs opened. The creature on her face shuddered and suddenly whatever it was pouring into her hastened, coming in a constant downpour, filling her stomach and raising her arousal even higher. Yes, more. Mel reeled at her own thoughts, then retched as she realised she was swallowing around it. Trying to get more.

No, no, no. She had to fight back, get this thing off. Get it off her. And warn Mathias. Unless they were already in the same position. No, fuck, why did that turn her on? Then she felt touches on her skin, definitely not fingers or a normal suit. There were more of them. It poked at her breast, then decided it wasn’t worthwhile, before going down into her suit.

Fuck! She shoved at the suit to try and stop it, but was much too late. The same tube down her throat went up her pussy, then even further. Whatever it did to her numbed her something fierce, as it pushed into her womb. She felt it, yet there was no pain. If anything, there was just pleasure. Unlike the one in her throat, it wasn’t just stationary and set to thrusting into her. Really fucking her. Fast. Hard. Hitting all of her weak points.

The tail on her neck flexed hard and Mel squirted again. Another tail slid up her stomach, now gently bulging, and looped around a breast. Something coated it unlike the other one, which it smeared over her chest. In seconds, the air itself suddenly became a lover’s tongue on her tits, and the tail all but made her cum just squeezing her. The creature’s legs looped around her hips and thighs, biting just hard enough to add to the sensations. 

She almost thought that was it, then another appeared. It squeezed under her butt, using its legs to pull her cheeks apart, and wasted no time. She was already too far gone to care, cumming even as her rarely used hole was pried open, stuffed by something far bigger than she ever expected to put inside. Everything they did, even the one pushing so deep up her anus that she swore it had met the other one in her stomach, all made her body tingle in the most incredible ways. She was going to cum again. And again. And again and again and againandagainandagainandagain!

It was a perfect win-win. They got to do whatever to her, and she got off on it. Even the feeling of her womb and belly growing so heavy with their… stuff. It pushed on her back, forcing her to press harder into the one underneath, which just made it push more into her bowels. She didn’t know how long passed like that, her only reference for time being the size of her belly, which she gladly felt up.

“Mel?!” Mathias’s voice tore through her bliss like a knife. The creature on her face came free, its tail falling limply around her neck. She saw her captain standing over her, helmet back in place, right as they threw the now lifeless husk as far as their strength would allow. Soon after, another pair of hands were on her hips, removing the creatures at her lower body. Lesley snickered as they landed far away with a skin-crawling splat. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]She reached up to the pair, intent on choking the life from them, only for her strength to give out. Unconsciousness took her.
