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I gripped the controls of our descent craft, knuckles white, as the hull rattled like a tin can in a tornado. Star Sgt. Rod Salumi, that’s me, 35 years old and built for shit like this—space exploration, combat, the unknown. Beside me, Astral Analyst Richard Poal, some 24-year-old nerd with glasses and a cock so massive I’d caught a glimpse in the shower bay once and hadn’t stopped hating him since. We were dropping onto Planet Vajayjay, an uncharted rock in the ass-end of the galaxy, and the nav screen showed a surface pulsing with weird, pinkish glows.

“Atmospheric readings are off the charts,” Richard droned, tapping his tablet like it was his girlfriend. “High humidity, strange organic signatures.”

“Shut it, Poal. Secure your gear. We’re landing,” I barked, not giving a damn about his numbers. My gut churned with that familiar mix of adrenaline and suspicion. Something about this place felt... wrong. Or right. Hell, I couldn’t decide.

The craft touched down with a thud, and I popped the hatch. A wave of hot, sticky air slammed into me, carrying a musky tang that made my head swim for a split second. Outside, the terrain shimmered—pink flora, like throbbing vines, pulsed under a violet sky. Every step I took, boots sinking into spongy ground, felt like wading through flesh. I hefted my pulse rifle, scanning the horizon while Richard fumbled with his scanner.

“Lifeforms, quadrant three,” he muttered, eyes wide behind those dorky lenses. “Humanoid signals, closing fast.”

“Good. Let’s see what we’re dealing with.” I squared my shoulders, the thrill of the hunt spiking through me. “Stay sharp, kid. Don’t fuck this up.”

“You always think I’m gonna mess up, don’t you?” he shot back, adjusting his gear.

“Cause you usually do,” I growled, not looking at him.

“Give me a break, Rod.”

“Yeah, when you earn it.” I smirked, finger on the trigger. “Now move.”

“Fine. Taking point on scans,” he sighed, stepping ahead.

“Better not miss anything, Poal,” I warned, eyes narrowing at the pulsing landscape.

The air itself seemed to hum, a vibration that crawled under my skin, making my pulse hammer. Whatever was out there, I knew it was gonna be wild. I just didn’t know how wild.
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We trekked across the squishy, pink surface toward the signals, my rifle ready and Richard’s scanner beeping like a damn alarm clock. Sweat trickled down my back under the suit, the violet sun searing through the thin atmosphere. Then I saw them. Emerging from a cluster of glowing dome structures, a group of alien women stopped me dead.

Their skin glistened like wet glass, catching the light in a way that made my throat tight. Each had three massive breasts, heavy and round, bouncing with every step they took on those long, curved legs. Their faces were damn near angelic—full, swollen lips and eyes that burned with something hungry. Hips swayed as they approached, and between their thighs, I caught flashes of bare, glistening flesh that made my cock twitch under the suit.

“Holy shit,” Richard whispered, jaw on the damn ground.

“Close your mouth, kid,” I snapped, elbowing him hard. “Don’t drool on the mission.”

“Are you seeing this, Rod?” he stammered, ignoring me.

“Yeah, I see it. Now act like you’ve got balls.” I puffed out my chest, stepping forward as the lead woman locked eyes with me. Her gaze felt like a physical touch, scraping down my spine.

They spoke in a lilting, melodic hum, gestures beckoning us closer. I didn’t need to understand the words to get the message. They wanted us. Bad.

“Come,” the lead one said, her broken English rough but clear, pointing to the dome. Her fingers brushed my arm, sending a jolt straight to my groin.

“We going in?” Richard muttered, voice shaky.

“You wanna stay out here and jerk off to the scenery?” I shot back, already moving.

“Don’t gotta be a dick about it,” he grumbled, following.

“Keep up, Poal. They’re waiting,” I said over my shoulder, watching her triple tits sway.

The others pressed close, their soft hands grazing my suit, electric against the fabric. One ran her fingers along Richard’s chest, and he flinched like a virgin. I smirked, but inside, my blood was roaring. These women weren’t just hot—they were a fucking trap, and I was already half-caught.

“Welcome, warriors,” another purred, her voice wrapping around me like a caress.

“Warriors, huh? I like that,” I growled, letting her touch linger.

“Inside. Pleasure awaits,” the lead one added, her smile sharp.

And damn, if that didn’t make my whole body ache to find out what she meant.
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The lead alien, who I’d already nicknamed Tri-Tits for the obvious reason, guided us toward the largest dome. The structure loomed ahead, its surface slick and pulsing like living flesh, veins of light throbbing beneath. Stepping inside, a wall of heat hit me, humid and heavy, wrapping around my skin. The interior was cavernous, walls glowing with bioluminescent streaks, and the air carried a sweet, heady scent that made my head swim and my cock strain against my suit.

“Drink,” Tri-Tits offered, handing me a cup of shimmering liquid. Her three breasts brushed my chest as she leaned in, soft and heavy through the sheer fabric she wore. I downed it in one gulp, the sweet burn spreading through me like wildfire.

Richard hesitated, holding his cup like it was poison. “You sure about this, Rod?”

“Don’t be a pussy, Poal. Drink up,” I snapped, glaring at him.

“Could be toxic,” he muttered, sniffing it.

“Only toxic thing here is your whining,” I shot back, already feeling the buzz.

Tri-Tits watched, her lips curling. “No harm. Only joy.” Her hand slid down my arm, fingers lingering.

She spoke again, her broken English piecing together through some translator implant they must’ve had. “Our kind... no males. Gone. We need seed. Your seed. Breed us. Stay with us.” Those hungry eyes locked on mine, pleading and predatory all at once.

My resolve hardened, and so did everything else. “Breed you, huh? That’s a tall order,” I said, voice low, testing her.

“Yes. Fill us. Make life,” she urged, stepping closer, her heat radiating.

Richard coughed, nearly dropping his cup. “Uh, ethically, should we—”

“Shut the fuck up, Poal,” I cut him off, not taking my eyes off her. “This is the mission now.”

“You can’t just decide that,” he hissed, but I ignored him.

“Show us more,” I told Tri-Tits, letting my gaze drop to her swaying hips. “Convince me.”

Her smile widened, sharp and knowing. “Come. See pleasure.” And damn, if that didn’t pull me in deeper.
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Tri-Tits led me down a narrow passage to a private chamber, her sisters giggling as they shoved Richard toward another room. The space was small, walls glowing softly with that same bioluminescent pulse, the floor like warm, yielding flesh underfoot. She turned to me, peeling off her sheer garment in one fluid motion, and I damn near forgot how to breathe. Her three breasts spilled free, heavy and perfect, nipples hard and pointing like they were begging to be sucked. Between her thighs, her alien cunt glistened, tight and twitching, slick with need under the faint light, the folds swollen and dripping with a clear, viscous juice that made my mouth
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