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XENOFESTATION 4-04

~CAVE PRAEGNATUS~
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Reader
Advisory

This is a work of
erotic science fiction, and a very rude one at that. Intended
exclusively for an adult audience, it graphically depicts scenes of
a highly sexual nature and situations of peril/horror.

Please click
here for more information or scan the code below.
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Cuntent Check

Cunt Quotient: 37

Fuck Factor: 45

Cock Contingent: 45
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NOTE
FOR smashwords readers

Okayyyy… turns out
Smashwords haven’t sent out launch emails to my subscribers for the
last few books. So it’s possible you may have inadvertently skipped
a few episodes of this series. And there’s really quite a lot of
story to miss and a cliffhanger direct into this episode.

So just to make sure
there’s nothing missing in your collection, the last few episodes
are:

3-03 - The Chase (end
of Season 3)

4-01 - Campane Nocte
(start of Season 4)

4-02 - The Catch

4-03 - Gambler’s
Roll

4-04 - Cave Praegnatus
(this episode, end of Season 4)

There’s some really
good bits in those episodes, so if you’ve missed them have fun
reading and I’ll see you back here for the season finale…
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 Entry 4-04/A - The Wrong
Place

Toronto, Ontario,
Canada

It was almost
ridiculously easy to get hold of the gun.

As a member of
senior staff, Chloë Lagarde was of course entitled to a security
detail. She’d never taken the Company up on the offer, because she
didn’t want a cloud of drones following her around everywhere she
went or – worse – a human guard. And she’d never thought the risk
to her safety sufficient to warrant taking such overt
precautions.

But her
encounter with the scarred woman in the restaurant had made Chloë
think again. Not about the risks of being attacked, being held to
ransom or blackmailed, but the chance she might need – might decide
– to take direct action herself. Maybe she did need to consider
more seriously the idea of being ready for all eventualities.

So not a
security detail. Not drones. Just a quick visit to Human Resources
was all it took to furnish her with a pistol, and they hadn’t even
been curious as to what had changed to make her ask for it. They’d
just signed it out, along with four clips of six-millimetre
semi-cap ammunition. After all, she’d done the mandatory firearms
training at the same time as the fire and hazardous chemicals
handling certificates, so what did they care?

So not a
security detail. Not drones.

Arming herself
was a much more versatile solution. After all, a security detail
would only be prepared to use their weapons to defend. And for what
Chloë Lagarde had in mind, that was no help at all.

A pistol then,
small enough in her tote bag to be discreet but big enough in her
hand to make sure whoever she fired it into wouldn’t get back up
again. The thought of having it helped her keep the rage corked,
albeit barely.
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Station INF3, Lagrange
Point 5, Venus orbital shell

Amber Codrington
closed her bedroom door and leaned back to take in what she’d
brought back to her room.

Puglets.

Six naked
green puglets, fairytale imps with pointy ears and inquisitive
fingers, clambering over the room’s two beds, rucking up the
blankets, sniffing and scratching curiously at all that was new to
them. The pillows, the bedside lamp, the woven floor covering.

Then, having
scratched and sniffed everything, they turned to see who had come
into the room and shut herself in with them.

Amber. The
puglets’ constant lover. Their fuck partner.

They’d fucked
all through the past night, her and them, fucked themselves to a
standstill. Had fucked themselves quite literally senseless, in
fact. But at the sight of Amber lounging against the door, clad
only in her medcorset, her matted, sticky bits on display, an
impatient, determined expression on her face, each puglet took hold
of his long, lumpy cock.

And stood
themselves at attention, each and every one.

She knew them
all, her puglets, had fucked them all so many times, One through
Six.

All those
times had been under supervision. Controlled experimental
conditions, more or less, with technicians watching and recording
everything that happened, and intervening if things went too
far.

But if Amber
went ahead now, with what was in her mind, right here in her own
bedroom, there would be nobody watching, and the only possible help
would be whoever might chance to be in the rec room on the other
side of the door. This encounter would be unsupervised,
unmanaged.


Uncontrolled.

Not taking her
eyes from the puglets, Amber Codrington fumbled for the door handle
behind her back. Her only escape route.

The click of
the lock was louder even than the thump of her heartbeat.

Slowly Amber
sauntered forward to stand between the two beds, puglet eyes gazing
at her from either side. She halted among them and turned slowly in
place, taking them in as they took in the sight of her, choosing
her moment, choosing her mark.

Her
puglets.

Her little
guys.

There was a
puglet sitting on the edge of her bed, his long fingers wrapped
round the shaft of his cock, his heels drumming on the side of the
bed because they didn’t quite reach the floor, a sight Amber found
quite endearing.

She was past
arousal, past excitement. She’d been breathing the puglets’
pheromones for so long now she was sure she’d reached a sort of
plateau out the other side of those things. There was still the
urge, sure enough, the need to submit, to breed, sitting hot and
bright and hungry in the root of her belly, but instead of her
usual fog of confused thoughts and needs and impulses Amber could
step back now and view it all with a kind of ice-water clarity, be
dispassionate about the absolute necessity for her to mate with the
puglets, as a natural need rather than a weird want.

But then the
puglet on her bed took his hand away to show her the full length of
what stood erect in his lap, and the passion came roaring back.

Amber turned
away, her mouth suddenly dry. She turned her face from the sight of
it, from what it meant to her.

And then she
sat down on his lap.

Knees
together, with a hand each side of his hips to support herself,
Amber lowered her body down onto the blunted, stiff spear of
maleness the puglet offered up towards her. She felt its head graze
her labia and she squirmed it to the right place before easing
down, pushing aside her swollen soreness like it was of no matter,
and her first puglet cock of the morning seated itself inside the
tight channel of her cunt, finding her already slippery in
readiness.

Amber came
almost on the instant, so turned on she couldn’t hold back or wait,
the shudders travelling down her thighs, her forearms too, making
Amber too unsteady to hold herself up, so she sank with her whole
weight onto his impalement, until he was deep-rooted in her, butted
firm against the mouth of her cervix, his hands on her hips and his
cock in her core.

He gathered
himself and began to thrust through her tremors, while Amber
squealed, her heels drumming the side of the bed because she had
quite utterly reached his floor.

A second
puglet hopped up onto the bed beside her, and Amber twisted her
head to take him into her mouth.
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“I don’t suppose
there’s any chance you’d let me go in front?” Oscar Ogwaye
said.

“No, but
thanks for thinking of me,” Ornella Mito replied.

“I could
insist, you know.”

“Could you?”
Ornella asked, and paused at a junction. “Let me know how that
works out for you.”

She turned
back and looked up at Oscar. She seemed to him to be ridiculously
small and vulnerable to be leading a security detail, but he
couldn’t deny the determination in her eyes.

“I’ll settle
for you telling me which way is the quickest,” she said.

“Where are we
going?”

“Shuttle
dock,” Ornella replied. “She’ll be trying to get off the
station.”

“That
way.”

“Thank
you.”

Ornella
hurried on, Oscar in her wake.

He was still
trying to process what Ornella had told him. That Patience Mance’s
body had been taken over by an alien creature, one that was even
now trying to escape from the station.

“Why not just
resign from the Programme and leave openly?” he asked.

“Because
they’d put her through regen,” Ornella said over her shoulder. “She
wouldn’t want to risk that. Anyway, we’ve tipped her hand now, so
she’s making a run for it.”

“But there
aren’t any shuttles docked,” Oscar protested.

“Yes there
are,” Ornella replied. “The Cadwell Park docked
yesterday.”

“I’m not even
going to ask how you know our shuttle movements, but it doesn’t
matter. When the alarm went off she’ll have disconnected and
withdrawn to a safe distance. It’s part of the containment
protocol.”

Ornella
stopped so suddenly Oscar nearly walked into her back.

“Is it?” she
said. “I didn’t know that.”

She grinned
wolfishly.

“Then she’s
trapped.”

Ornella
resumed walking, more slowly now. A saunter, almost a swagger.

Maybe even a
sashay, all the while swinging the pair of stockings she’d stolen
from Patience’s room serenely in one hand, like she was out for a
morning stroll.

Oscar wondered
how much of her demeanour was front and how much was genuine.

She had to be
nervous. He certainly was.

She wasn’t
showing it.
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Elsewhere

She lay in the cooling
bath-water, her body all trembly from its exertions.

The Presence
luffed and jibed around her, all air and wasted effort.

Don’t get
in my way, it suddenly said. I will destroy you.

She smiled
placidly, knowing it was frustrated and uncertain.


Off-balance.
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Station INF3, Lagrange
Point 5, Venus orbital shell

Katie Turner heaved on
the cart.

The suspensor
field might make its cargo weightless, but it still had mass and it
still took effort to get it moving. And then, once it was moving,
more effort to get it to stop. Katie found herself darting from one
side of the cart to the other, like a neurotic tugboat nudging a
heavy cargo ship to its berth.

The cart’s
contents squatted malevolently.

Seven matt
green-painted cylinders, strapped down securely with transport
webbing but still seeming to Katie as if they could at any moment
break loose.

There was a
soldier accompanying her, to supervise the transfer.

The soldier –
Lieutenant Reinsma – wasn’t helping her move the cart. He was
keeping himself aloof instead.

Scouting
ahead, he called it. Being alert, his rifle at the ready.

Reinsma hadn’t
told her what was in the cylinders, merely that they needed to be
taken to the atmospheric processing plant. And then, when they were
nearly there and Katie was puffing and sweating with exertion, he’d
taken a call on his communicator and told her there was a change of
plan and she had to drag them all the way back to his ship
again.

Because he was
scouting ahead, Lieutenant Reinsma was the first to run into the
participant.

They were
nearly back at the loading dock and Reinsma had just reached the
next junction ahead when he stopped and said, “What are you
doing here?”

With a heave,
Katie arrested the cart and trotted up beside him to find out what
was happening.

The woman was
standing on her own in the middle of the corridor, looking
lost.

Katie
remembered her – Patience Mance, a Programme participant – and
remembered she’d been lost the last time they’d met too. Clearly
she was a bit of a wanderer. They got those from time to time in
the Programme.

For that
previous encounter, Patience Mance had been dressed in some primly
old-fashioned long dress, with a colourful beaded belt at her
waist.

She looked
different this time.

Now, the belt
was almost all she had left. The dress was gone, and apart from the
belt the girl was clad only in a stained white blouse and torn
stockings. Her bare skin and the hairs of her naked pubic mound
glistened with moisture.

Katie opened
her mouth to hail the woman, to offer her reassurance, to guide her
to wherever she needed to be, maybe even find her some clothes, but
Reinsma stepped forward first.

“Answer me!”
he snapped. “What are you doing here?”
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Elsewhere

Why do people always
get in my way?

The Presence
circled her bath invisibly.

“Are you
referring to me?” she asked. “Or to somebody else?”

Truly they are
sent to vex me.

“Perhaps they
are not doing it deliberately,” she suggested. “Perhaps they have
merely had the misfortune to find themselves in the wrong place at
the wrong time.”

They are
indeed in the wrong place. Perhaps… perhaps they match your
definition of weeds.

The Presence
ceased its circling.

And I know
what to do with weeds. You taught me that.
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Station INF3, Lagrange
Point 5, Venus orbital shell

Katie Turner saw
Patience Mance notice for the first time that Lieutenant Reinsma
was there.

“I am vexed,”
she announced.

“Never mind
that,” he replied and grabbed Mance’s wrist in one gauntleted hand.
“We’re in lockdown. You can’t be here.”

Mance stared
down at his hand.

“I am in the
wrong place?” she asked.

“Look,”
Reinsma said, chewing each word out individually, “your part of the
station is this way…”

He made to
turn the girl, dragging her by the wrist to face the other
direction.

It didn’t
happen.

Katie heard
the servos in his powered armour whine in protest, and Patience
Mance remained where she was. Katie could see the skin of her arm
turn white where Reinsma gripped her, but she didn’t move.

Reinsma stared
at the girl. Katie saw some kind of realisation dawn on his face,
his eyes widening in sudden alarm, and he let go of Mance and made
to take a step back, his rifle swinging up.

Katie started
forward, not sure what she was going to do, but knowing she had to
intervene, even if she was just a lowly assistant technician.

She got only
halfway there.

Reinsma had
tried to step back to give himself room to bring his rifle to bear,
but now Patience Mance’s fingers were around his wrist, preventing
him from pulling away.

Katie heard
the armour plate creak, under pressure.

Patience Mance
raised her free hand, palm open.

“No.
You are in the wrong place,” she said, her voice dreamy and
placid, and she made an impatient gesture towards the two of them,
Katie and Reinsma both, almost as if she was dismissing them.

Katie felt a
sudden nausea, a pressure in her head.

And then the
universe went pop.
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There was one golden
rule with boys, especially the block boys Amber Codrington used to
fool around with. You didn’t bring them home. You didn’t bring them
back to the cube where you lived and let them get comfortable, or
you’d never shift them. They’d make themselves at home. They’d make
a mess. They’d never leave.

Two rules in
fact, the second following logically from the first.

Block boys
were single-use. You picked them up, you used them once, you
recycled them.

But these
weren’t block boys, they were puglets.

Amber
wanted them to make a mess. Of the room. Of her. And she
didn’t want them ever to leave. She knew she’d go crawling back to
them, over and over, forever if she could, just to get what they
had to offer her.

Puglets
certainly weren’t single use. They could go again and again and,
given half the chance, again. And they went at Amber with a
voracious hunger, an enthusiasm that belied the fact
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