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All quiet on the Western Front.

I laughed every time I thought of the line as I gazed out at the universe. It was the title of a novel about World War One. While the subject of isolation was on point, direction here was... pointless. We were in space where there was no west, east, or really any direction at all. The sun and Earth were behind us as our outpost faced the great beyond.

In our situation, quiet was always a good thing. Our monitoring equipment hummed along efficiently, detecting no trace of unexpected visitors to our part of the universe.

Perhaps I should catch you up. I’m Damian. I’m one of two people assigned to this station, Earth Outpost 6-9. Yeah, I chuckled at that, too. We are part of a network of three-hundred and sixty outposts, spaced one degree apart, orbiting around the sun just past the main asteroid belt between Mars and Jupiter. Our mandate: to be an early warning system to help protect Earth and our fledgling settlements on Mars from intergalactic marauders.

So far, Earth’s experience with alien life forms had been sixty-forty. Sixty percent friendly and forty percent not so much.

Most of the aliens we’d encountered so far were highly intelligent. They were explorers, mapping out the vastness of space. They came to learn about us and often offered tips on how to further advance our species and our technology.

The Rothrengal had been particularly helpful. We met them for the first time back in Roman times, and more frequently in recent years, as our civilization finally developed enough to have something in common with them.

Let’s face it. Compared to most of the life forms we’ve encountered; humans are toddlers who barely knew how to walk. We appreciate those willing to help our race survive to maturity.

There have been other visitors. Pirates, if you will. Species who came to rape and pillage our land, resources and people. Apparently, in some space cultures, we are a delicious afternoon snack.

Yeah, gave me the shivers too.

That’s why the work Elin and I do is so important. Outposts like ours serve as the first contact for approaching ships. Our jobs are to identify already known friends and foes and introduce ourselves to new aliens who ventured into our solar system for the first time.

The computers did most of the work. We were just on location to provide the human touch when the cold logic of Artificial Intelligence just wasn’t enough. Needless to say, we had a lot of downtime.

It was why I knew so much about history. I had hours to read. Our virtual library had every volume known to man and several translations of alien text to help us learn about the others who share the universe with us. But even with all that at my fingertips, it was a lonely existence.

Humans have always been social creatures. We are not good at being alone, which is why they assigned pairs to each outpost. They did rigorous testing for knowledge, skill, and personality to create partnerships that could survive the isolation of space without risk of us killing each other.

My counterpart, Elin, has been the perfect match for me in every way.

My specialties are history, language, and combat. Her strengths include culture and space geography. She is also an Empath, which would help if we ever met a species without verbal communication.

She was resting right now.

We have opposite sleep-wake schedules which allow us eight hours of rest and four hours together in between.

My favourite thing about her was she loved to play.

Often, I’d crawl into her bunk behind her and wake her by sliding in and out of her tight pussy while I toyed with her clit.

What can I say? Some outpost partners challenged each other with board games. Elin and I played with each other.

Usually, I was the more adventurous of the two of us, but lately she’s been translating Rothrengal texts and has come across what seems to be their version of the Kama Sutra. Even though their body parts were distinctly different... I’ve woken up in the middle of Elin using new techniques that make me cum hard enough to dehydrate myself and still been erect and ready for the next round.

The Rothrengal are insatiable, and I loved them for it.

Alarms interrupt my reverie. The system detected something coming our way. The tenor of the sound let me know it was a friendly yet unscheduled vessel.

I jumped up from my lounger and raced to the monitors. No visual yet. It was still too far away and still had time to veer off in a different direction, never to be identified. 

We got a lot of those, too. Galactic looky-loos.

But no, this one was heading straight for Earth, with our little outpost directly in its path.

The automatic hailing frequencies started chittering in every known language and signal type. It impressed me every time it engaged. We used everything from flashing lights, in spectrums not seen on Earth, to pulsates taught by those horny Rothrengal and those other friendly visitors to Earth who’d been willing to help the fledgling human species.

I turned off the audible alarms. Whatever it was it altered its trajectory slightly to bring it close to us but no longer on a collision course.

Elin appeared at my side, still wiping sleep from her eyes. She hadn’t bothered to put on clothes and well, truth be told, I was naked too. Doing laundry is a bitch in space, so we only dressed for full-image calls with Earth Officials.

Even with the approaching danger, I rose to half mast, saluting her presence.

“What’s coming?” Her body may have still been waking, but her brain was alert and processing the information she saw on the displays.

“Unknown. Scans show corporeal, humanoid-ish life-forms. About a dozen onboard.”

“Match to the Alien Database of the Unmet.” she ordered the system, as the computers buzzed with activity. “Oh.” Her hand flew to her chest. “OH.”

“What is it?” I asked, peering over her shoulder to see the screen and grinned. “Oh.”

Her eyes lit with joy. “We get to meet them first.” She clapped her hands. “They’re coming right for us.”

According to the information on the screen, these were the Hooya.

Beings so advanced, even the sexually focused Rothrengal viewed them as gods. Worth noting: their gods weren’t pious and restrictive like most of the ancestral Earth religions. The information we had about the Hooya said they chased pleasure in all its forms.

My half-mast rose to fully loaded. We were about to get lucky. So, very, very lucky.

We watched as the speck on our monitor grew in size. Data flashed over multiple screens, heralding their approach. There was no doubt. Our little outpost in the middle of nowhere was indeed their destination.

“Should we get dressed?” Elin asked with a wicked twinkle in her eye.

“It is protocol.” I responded. “Command will observe us if they come onboard.”

“I’m sure those lame ducks back on Earth are used to seeing my delightfully perky ass.”

“Yeah, but this will be global. Not just the jerk-offs who monitor us.”

“Ah, true. We should attempt to make a proper first impression. Even if it’s just to save ourselves from a lecture afterward.” She flounced her very perky ass back to her sleeping quarters to change into her dress uniform.

I waited until she returned to the main area. She looked fresh and relaxed. You would never know she’d just been rudely awoken in the middle of her sleep cycle. Her eyes shone with anticipation. “Hurry, go get ready.”

Once she settled in front of the displays, I sauntered in the opposite direction to make myself presentable. Although, if everything we’ve heard about this species was true, our efforts to clothe ourselves were in vain.

An hour later, earth standard time, the oddly shaped vessel drew up to our landing dock. It looked like a trident. Its tines were long and round, like many ships we’d seen, but theirs had oddly shaped ridges around the fuselage.

Elin and I both snickered. We’d seen the old commercials.

“Ribbed for her pleasure.” She giggled.

“That can’t be it.” I said, trying to be logical.

“But is it wrong of me to hope so?” she quirked one eyebrow at me.

Thanks to the Rothrengal, our databases were already uploaded with a translator for the Hooyan language. They knew we would eventually come into contact with them.

The artificial intelligence in our outpost had already aided their ship to land. Well, perch really, on the edge of our loading dock. Their ship was easily five times the length of our station. The elevator tube had already attached itself to their entryway, and the pressure stabilized to where they could safely exit their ship and enter our facility.

The information the Rothrengal provided said they were larger than humans, with the same general shape. They warned us not to freak out because they also had two heads that moved independently yet spoke in stereo.

Elin and I stepped over to the greeting area, aware every camera in the vicinity was trained on the doors from the elevator tube. She grabbed my hand as we waited. “I am so wet right now,” she said. “You could fuck me into next week and I’d still be soaked.”

“And you haven’t even seen them yet.” I murmured. “I hope the Rothrengals weren’t pulling our leg about them.”

“Nope,” she shook her head. “Not a chance. I’ve translated the texts. It’s difficult for them to procreate, so they devote nearly all their time to finding ways to make sure their species survives.”

Just then, the doors opened, and the advance committee of two Hooyas stepped forward. They were stunning. Their skin glowed with a purple radiance. Taller than me. They each stood over two meters. They were wide, shoulders spanning nearly the entire width of the doorway. Their heads adorned with hair-like tendrils caught up in complicated arrangements, adorned with shiny objects that shimmered.

They wore no garments.

The female came to us first. Her breasts were heavy and full... all four of them. Each was tipped with thick thumb-sized nipples. When she stood in front of us, she tilted her heads to the side in question. Her voice was melodious, speaking in a language I’d never heard.

“Why covered?” The AI translated.

“It’s our tradition.” Elin responded softly. Her voice filled with wonder.

The male stepped up beside the female. “You were bare before.” His voice was accusatory.

Without meaning to, I glanced down at his genitalia. Not only had their ship looked like a phallic shape, but it was also, in fact, a replica of his penis. He was long and erect, with identical ridges. Except in person, the two smaller appendages moved fluidly around his stiff member.

“When it’s us alone, we are.” I said, meeting his gaze. “Our superiors feel it’s proper to meet for the first time with clothes. We can remove them if you’d prefer.” I tried to keep the eagerness out of my voice.

It was weird hearing the AI translate, speaking in a voice that sounded like me.

Our guests smiled at each other. “Yes.” They spoke in unison, which, because of their two heads, sounded like their voices were coming at us from all corners of the room.

Elin and I must’ve looked like little kids being told they had unlimited time with Santa, as we stripped off the offending garments and tossed them aside.

As I bent down to remove my pants, I realized the woman Hooya also had the flowing appendages. One was on each side of her slit. They looked soft, and they seemed to stroke her as she watched me disrobe with interest.

Not that it was a contest, but it relieved me to see I was thicker than the Hooya male, I’m sure my eyes widened when I realized he didn’t seem to have testicles. I immediately felt sorry for him. There was nothing like the feeling of your balls slapping against the ass of a woman while you’re fucking her senseless.

Now that Elin and I were naked, our visitors looked us over. They chatted back and forth as they walked around us. The AI could not hear all they said because they were conversing so quietly. Secondary microphones would analyze their words later. In this moment, we had only their demeanor to assure us we weren’t in danger.

They looked curious. The female said something to Elin, and the translator repeated, “May I?”

Elin nodded.

The female touched her breasts. Fondling them with a curious gentleness as she tested their weight in the palms of her alien hands.

“May I?” Elin asked before placing her own hands on the outer breasts of the Hooya woman. “They feel like mine,” she whispered to me. “Only harder, like they’re filled with water rather than flesh.”

The male spoke. “They house our fertilizer.”

Elin and I looked at each other in confusion then back at who we thought was the female. “So, you are the male? The propagator?”

“Yes.” replied the female. Well, male, I guess, since she was the one with the testicles, despite them being shaped like boobs. “Copulation requires an external vessel to house the fertilizer for the suctioning, which mixes it with our seed. The vessel must be alive, and those you call Rothrengals told us of your existence and procreation process.”

Elin’s eyes got wide. “So, you need to fuck me with your boobs and then he has to suck the sperm out of me with his dick?”

“Elin!?” I whisper screamed to her. “Decorum. We’re being watched.”

Our visitors laughed. Their melodious words translated, “Do not worry. Your monitoring equipment’s transmission has been... delayed.” They stepped toward both of us but spoke to Elin. “We would very much like to attempt a procreation with you as our vessel.”

Then the female... male, umm the one with breasts, turned to me. “I need to be stimulated to release the fertilizer.” They reached out to fondle my still hard dick. “This intrigues me, as do these.” They caressed my balls between the fingers of her other hand, and I nearly came on the spot.

“Come.” Elin reached out to the other’s hand. “I have an idea.”

She led us down the hall to the guest sleeping quarters. In one of the spare bunkrooms for visiting crew, there was a family room. Bunk beds were along one wall, but the bottom bunk pulled out to be a larger bed able to accommodate two adults. Elin turned to face us once she extended the lower bed.

“From what I’ve read from Rothrengal scripts, this should work.” She pointed at me. “Damian, lie down on your back across the bed, with your head toward the wall and your legs bent, feet on the floor.”

Curious, I did as instructed.

“Ma’am” Elin pointed at the breasted alien.

“My name is Ina.”

Elin smiled. “Ina, please straddle Damian and face the top bunk.” Without questioning the plan, the alien towered above me as they put their knees outside of my thighs and sat lightly on my lap. The appendages between her legs moved excitedly. I just hoped Elin knew what she was doing. Those things looked strong enough to rip my cock from my body.

“Wait here.” She said to the male, err female. Aw hell, the one with the dick.

“Ido,” the alien pointed to himself. “I am Ido.”

“Okay, Ido, please stand here. If I understand correctly, you won’t be needed until later.”

Ido nodded and stood where instructed.

Then Elin climbed up to the top bunk, hung her legs over the side and I heard a thump as her head hit the wall as she inched her way across the bunk far enough that her ass was at the edge.

Ina, reached up and placed Elin’s legs on their  shoulders, pulling Elin further off the bed but in a better position to be fucked by those glorious tits. Then Ina raised themself from my body and inched forward.

I stroked myself a couple of times to smooth the pre-cum over the head of my cock. I remembered they said I was big. I didn’t want to hurt them. Ready, I positioned my dick at their entrance and let them sink down on top of me. Fuck, they were tight. I could feel their inner muscles spasm as they tried to relax around my girth.

The AI couldn’t translate the guttural melody, Ina exclaimed, as I pushed the rest of the way inside them.

Truthfully, no translation necessary.

Ido stood close, gripping their own dick and mimicked my motions, stroking from root to tip as I went in and out. They grabbed the top of the bunk to steady their legs.

Yeah buddy, I know.

Once Ina seemed comfortable, I topped them from the bottom. Pushing into them with a steady rhythm. It didn’t take long until we moved in sync, and soon, we were all moaning in ecstasy.

I felt the appendages I’d been worried about sliding around to stroke my balls.

At first, they were petal soft as they licked and flicked at my tender flesh. Then, as the force of fucking increased, one teased at my asshole and the other gripped the base of my dick like a cock-ring. Trapping my hard on. Preventing my release.

I should have panicked, but it felt fucking incredible. I opened my
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