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The rich thick smells of burnt petrol, lemons and grapefruit hung in the air around Ariana Ratcliffe as she stood behind the large freshly polished white marble front desk of the hotel resort that she worked at. She had never really liked the oval shape of the resort with its bubble-like hotel rooms with the maddening jungle of the planet always searching for ways to breach the resort, but it was a job.

And a job she loved.

Ariana pressed her well-aged hands, that looked perfectly young like the rest of her body thanks to the rejuvenation treatments an ex-boyfriend got her, against the icy coldness of the marble front desk and just stared across the immense baby blue oval lobby. She had never understood why the crazy owner had been obsessed with ovals and baby blue colours and even holographic paintings of marble quarries that floated on the smooth blue walls of the lobby.

Yet maybe Ariana’s favourite part of the lobby, without a shadow of a doubt, was the rough artfully painted ceiling. Ariana really loved staring up at the immense depictions of bright void battles, alien races and stunning landscapes on faraway planets that Ariana had never heard of.

And even the wonderful diamond chandelier hanging so perfectly still without being obviously attached to the ceiling was just a marvel Ariana wasn’t sure if she was ever going to tire of.

But she had to admit if the crazy owner had enough money to install that thing with real diamonds, she had absolutely no idea why her wages weren’t better.

She was most certainly going to have to mention whenever the dickhead owner graced her with his presence in the next ten Earth years, that’s exactly the sort of nob he was.

The oval lobby was easily about twenty metres long and normally Ariana made sure she shuffled across the lobby once an hour to keep up her mobility, it wasn’t like she had any other type of exercise on this Emperor-forsaken world and it wasn’t even like she had much chance to talk to people.

Ariana’s throat ached whenever she opened it because she was so used to not talking to people, because there were simply no one to talk to these days. Not a single guest, staff member or even alien passed through the hotel anymore.

Maybe that was why Ariana wanted to join in the first place, a chance to escape the sheer chaos of “regular” (whatever the hell that meant” Empire life and she could escape into the depths of space making sure she was alone, isolated and away from all the noise that was the Empire.

But she regretted it now.

Now only Ariana was here in the deadly silence of the hotel without any machines humming, people talking or even the gentle blowing of the wind to keep her company. She was alone. Except for the single nightly bang of the hotel’s cleaning systems releasing a wave of cleansing energy that teleported all the dust, grime and other rubbish in the hotel to the Energy Conversion Unit.

And Ariana simply had to force herself not to realise every morning at breakfast, lunchtime and dinner time that she was effectively eating converted dust and grime and probably less pleasant things.

But the loneliness wasn’t exactly as bad as she always made out, Ariana did love the quiet, especially as she could do things no one else in the Empire was allowed to do including mocking the so-called Empire Navy with all their blade-like warships and other utter crap.

Ariana took a few steps back from the marble front desk and just took out her black folding fabric chair that was her command chair. 

The Empire Army might have had their golden metal command thrones that made them like kings and Queens from ancient Britainana, or whatever that long-dead hellhole was called, but Ariana had her folding chair and that was her throne.

Because she ruled her hotel kingdom with an iron fist, and if she was really desperate and lonely in the hotel resort then she simply pretended that she had been such an amazing Commander she had killed off all her moany subjects.

In reality Ariana probably would have turned the bubble-like hotel rooms into prisons so at least she could talk to the prisoners for company. 

And if they kept moaning then she would have actually killed them, because she was Queen.

Ship Docking In Port 1.

Ariana had absolutely no idea the computerised voice in the hotel still worked, the resort hadn’t had a guest in over five years. Ariana didn’t even think any person passed through the solar system anymore, so who the hell was docking?

Ariana didn’t even know where the docking platforms were on the planet. They certainly weren’t attached to the hotel because Ariana had never visited them and she had been trapped here for so damn long she had actually forgotten how she got onto the planet all those decades ago.

A few moments later in the middle of the baby blue oval lobby swirls of blue smoke started to appear and Ariana just nodded. 

It made sense that the docking platforms, that were probably just round metal things, were in orbit so the hotel guest had to be teleported in.

Ariana still sat in her folding command chair because chances were the teleporters would fail and a little sliced up corpse would appear in front of her. She wouldn’t have to clean it up, she would just wait for the nightly cleaning systems to kick in.

Ariana loved her command chair far too much to get up for some mere teleportation mishap. And the very best thing about the hotel being largely forgotten by the Empire was that there were no stupid Health and Safety Executives to talk to if there was a mishap.

That was so much better than Ariana’s last job. Health and Safety peeps were the worst.

Then someone appeared.

And Ariana had absolutely no idea what to make of... him?

Right in the middle of the oval lobby was a very tall man with two grey cybernetic legs that hummed, popped and vibrated ever so slightly, and Ariana had to admit it was seriously weird to hear sound again.

But cybernetics were normal in the Empire, at least it had been when she last checked. Yet it was the man’s long black trench coat, metal hook for a hand and his smooth topless body under his coat that really interested her.

Ariana hadn’t seen a man (?) for decades so seeing his smooth sexy chest poking out from under his trench coat really sent blood to her wayward parts.

But it was the man’s head that really interested her.

Ariana had seen a lot of different heads in her time. She had seen heads with three eyes, two mouths and twenty noses before on mutant humans, but she absolutely had never seen a man with a dildo for a head.

Now it was hardly difficult for Ariana to realise there were a lot of potential uses for such a head. If the guy was gay then it certainly gave new meaning to giving head, if the guy wasn’t then Ariana would hardly have minded him giving her head with his two special heads, the sexy toy head and his (hopefully large) dickhead.

But the fact that the man was standing here was just a little more weirdness than she actually wanted to deal with.

And Ariana was still amazed she was still sitting down on her command chair.

“Alright love,” the Dildo Head man said.

Ariana nodded her greetings to him as the man walked over to the marble front desk, his dildo head bouncing as he moved.

“You wanting a room or ya lost?” Ariana asked. It was a fair question.

“Me?” the Dildo man said. “Na love. I need a room to rest for the night, me and the lads are heading hunting tomorrow,”

Ariana still didn’t really want to stand up so she simply stretched her little neck over the edge of the front desk just to make sure he was alone.

He was.

“You and the lads?” Ariana asked.

“Ya love,”

Then Ariana was just disturbed by how the man pointed to his dildo of a head and shook it about. Amazingly enough she started to see the faces of different very young and very hot men who Ariana was fairly sure would give her an amazing night if they had bodies.

“I’m sorry but what the hell are you?” Ariana asked.

The dildo flopped around a little more like he was nodding his head. 

“I always get the question love don’t you worry. I’m a space pirate and me and crew always travel together in this special dildo whenever we are away from
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