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“Chocolate milk!” the thugadong cried as he
sucked on Tacita Pruval’s taut nipple. “Gruggol love chocolate
milk!”

She lay on the bed, her wrists and ankles
bound to its heavy wooden frame by dragon-leather straps, and
despite her desperate twisting and squirming she could not break
free. The ugly purple monster had confiscated her uniform – along
with her Smith & Wesson 4500 megawatt ray pistol and her
Martian Army multi-purpose knife and her Tony Lama troll-leather
boots with the spring-loaded daggers in the toes and the derringer
hidden inside the left heel – and now she was at his mercy. She
cringed with revulsion as his massive hand gripped her right
breast, his long, gunk-filled fingernails digging into her pliant
flesh, his lips nipping at her bionic boob.

His rigid thirteen-inch-long prong lay across
her belly, and she knew that soon, very soon, he would attempt to
ravish her, although his crazed lust had been diminished somewhat
by the chocolate milk, which was known to have a calming effect on
thugadongs ... up to a point. Tacita had one other trick up her
sleeve – well, not exactly up her sleeve; an “ace in the hole”
might be a more apt description. And if that failed she would fall
prey to his foul advances, joining a long list of victims.

Gruggol had terrorized twelve planets so far,
kidnapping young women of various species and bringing them back to
his secret lair, where he forced them to endure days of debauchery.
When he tired of them, he dropped them off at a rest stop on
Intergalactic 80, giving them just enough money for shuttle fare
back home. But this time, Gruggol had made a mistake. Tacita – a
top space officer with Interpol – had studied the pattern of his
attacks and deduced that his next strike would be on Earth, and
sure enough, as her rocket ship approached the planet she’d
received a radio report that the girls’ lacrosse team at Westside
Junior College in Omaha had just been abducted, right in the middle
of their hotly contested grudge match with their traditional rival,
Benson Women’s Academy. Gruggol narrowly escaped the local
authorities pursuing him, dashing off into hyperspace before they
could overtake him. But unbeknownst to him, Tacita was hot on his
trail, and there were no limits to her jurisdiction.

After passing through several space-time
zones, Gruggol had landed on Damurkia, a tacky little backwater
planet and a known hangout for thugadongs and other scummy beings
from the wrong side of the astral stream. Tacita had landed a few
minutes later, parking her rocket ship behind a nearby landfill and
sneaking up on the house, then bursting in with gun drawn.

The walls of Gruggol’s living room were
adorned with Fathead posters of various female rock stars,
actresses and WTA champions. There were a dozen beds scattered
about, covered with mismatched, badly stained sheets, and Lava
lamps squatted on carelessly-assembled IKEA nightstands. Old pizza
boxes were piled high on the coffee table and the wastebaskets were
filled to overflowing with empty beer cans. The girls’ lacrosse
sticks were stacked haphazardly in a corner behind a pool table.
Their uniforms, carelessly folded, had been dumped on top of
it.

The girls themselves were strapped to the
beds – naked and grossed out, but otherwise unharmed. Gruggol lay
on an elf-skin sofa on the far side of the room, in front of a
54-inch flat-screen holographic TV tuned to a pay-per-view
wrestling event. He had chosen to watch the event live, rather than
employing his TV’s DVR feature – or perhaps the DVR was broken. No
doubt he intended to ravish the girls as soon as the bouts were
over, but at the moment his mind was not focused on wrestling or
ravishing, for he was fast asleep.

Following standard protocol, Tacita opted to
remove the civilians from the scene before making the arrest, so
she tiptoed around the room, unbuckling the straps on the beds and
freeing the girls, then handing them their clothes and lacrosse
sticks – and the keys to her rocket ship – and urging them to high
tail it out of there.

“I’ll be along presently,” she whispered.
“After I take this dirt bag into custody.”

The grateful girls complied, and once they
were out of the house Tacita approached Gruggol, kicking him in the
shins and shouting, “Interpol! You’re under arrest!”

Gruggol awakened with a start, nearly
dropping the can of Schlitz clutched in his hand. The sight of a
woman in a tight police uniform aiming a powerful ray gun at his
chest seemed to arouse him, and a big grin spread across his ugly
mug as his protruding forehead crinkled and his beady pink eyes
looked her up and down and his cargo pants tented obscenely.

“Where you come from, little green girl?” he
said.

“Never mind that,” she snapped. “Get your
hands up.”

Unfortunately, at that moment the announcer
on the pay-per-view event began screaming as the Masked Martian
attacked The Pluto Twins from behind, whacking them with a metal
folding chair. Tacita’s eyes darted toward the screen, just for a
split second – time enough for Gruggol to toss his beer can at her,
knocking the gun from her hand. Before she could recover he leapt
off the couch and butted her in the head and ...

The next thing she knew, she was lying
spread-eagled on one of the beds, her limbs strapped down, and
Gruggol was straddling her. Both of them were naked, but Tacita’s
body was shapely and smooth, while Gruggol’s was lumpy and scabrous
and pimply, and covered with patches of unruly purple fur. She
cringed in loathing as his thick thighs rubbed against her own and
his chapped lips sucked at her breast with alarming ferocity. Jeez,
what the hell was he trying to do, pull her nipple off? Drain her
dry? Did he really want her to go through life with saggy,
depleted, nipple-less tits?

After a few disgusting minutes, Gruggol
finally pulled his mouth away from her nipple, making a sickening
smacking sound, and wiped a trickle of chocolate milk off his
grizzled chin, then grabbed his massive prong and pulled it down,
angling it toward her pussy. Tacita tensed her pubic muscles,
waiting for just the right moment. She didn’t want to miss.

Gruggol paused, eyeing her queerly, and she
held her breath, fearing her expression had given her away. But
then Gruggol grinned and said, “Uh-oh. Me almost forget cunning
lingo.”

“Cunning lingo?”

“Yeah, me do cunning lingo on you, make you
wet down there.”

“You mean cunnilingus?”

“Whatever. Girls gotta be wet or they scream
a lot, hurt Gruggol’s ears. Me use Vaseline for long time, but it
all gone now. Store ran out. On back order. Take many months, they
say. So I do cunning lingo. Make you nice and wet.”

He let go of his dong, scooted back a few
feet and shoved his knobby, warty nose into her emerald pubic hair,
his sandpaper-like tongue snaking into her orifice, darting across
her love button. And then it darted across something else.

He paused in mid-lick, raising his head, his
greasy brow furrowing. “You got two buttons?”

She forced a smile. “Anything wrong with
that? It’s double the fun.”

“Huh.”

He lapped some more, raised his head again.
“Second button harder than first. Feel like metal. Taste like
metal.”

“Actually, it’s not a second clit. I was
kidding about that. It’s a pussy ring.”

“Pussy ring? Gruggol never heard of
that.”

“Really?”

“Me know lots of girls. Wear rings on
fingers. In earlobes. Sometimes nose. Even belly button. Never
pussy. Gruggol not think pussy good place for metal things.”

“You’re behind the times, Gruggol. Pussy
rings have been standard bling for centuries, at least on
Earth.”

“Huh. Strange planet.”

“Come on, big boy, are you gonna waste that
tongue of yours on talking, or use it for something much more
fun?”

He guffawed, sending a gust of rancid breath
into her face. It smelled like a Martian canal that hadn’t been
cleaned out in over a thousand years, and she nearly passed out
from the stench.

“Gruggol like you a lot,” he said. “I keep
you long time, I think.”

“Sorry, asshole, but I’ve got other plans.
Live free or die!”

Unbeknownst to Gruggol, the words “live free
or die” were an activation code, and the small metal lump inside
her vulva was actually a miniaturized beam weapon invented by Dr.
Rayton Ictanox, one of Interpol’s best gadget makers.

Interpol’s marketing department had called
the gun a Clitaser at first, till Dr. Ictanox pointed out it
wasn’t exactly a Taser. So they’d changed it to Pussy
Pistol.

“Too cutesy,” he’d said.

“How about Va-Gun-A?”

“Uh ... no.”

“Sex Shooter?”

“Oh please!”

Finally they’d settled on
Gyna-Gun.

Whatever its name, it was Tacita’s only
hope.

“Twelve o’clock high,” she said, and the gun
swung up, responding to her voice command, aiming itself directly
at Gruggol’s face. She contracted her vaginal muscles and the gun
fired, unleashing a burst of searing-pink nazer light that tore
through Gruggol’s mouth, incinerating his lips, melting his teeth,
broiling his tongue and exploding his tonsils. As the beam exited
the back of his throat, Tacita wiggled her hips, moving the beam
back and forth, slicing through the thugadong’s neck. His head fell
off, plopping onto the bed between her thighs as blood spouted from
his body, bathing her stomach. Gruggol’s body froze for a moment,
unsure what to do without a brain to guide its movements, then it
keeled over and fell off the bed, landing on the floor with a
splattery thump.

“Oh gross!” Tacita said, averting her gaze.
She took a deep breath, struggling to regain her composure, and
began assessing the situation with professional detachment.

Her mission had been to rescue the lacrosse
players ... check. And capture or kill Gruggol ... check and double
check. And return the girls to Westside Junior College ... no
check. How the hell could she return the girls when she was
imprisoned in the thugadong’s lair? She eyed the straps binding her
limbs. Dragon leather. Not as tough as troll leather, but stronger
than horse leather. She jerked her arms and legs, exerting every
ounce of her bionically modified muscles, but it wasn’t enough to
break her bonds. If only she
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