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“Crap, I can’t believe this is happening,” I said while looking at the man in front of me. Only one cable connected the two of us.

Where were we heading? The burning star in the distance, the sun, which could not care less about our incoming intrusion.

Meanwhile, I was forced to spend some extra time with the man I hated the most. Paul, the Alpha commander of The Isabella, sure decided to be a pain in my ass. He was a man in his forties, so more than twice my age, with everything he needed to strike gold with any Omega, and yet, he decided to spend most of his time irritating me.

“Yeah, it seems that it’s just the two of us here,” he said with that same sly smile that pretty much became a trait of his. Gosh, I hated that smile. I didn’t know it for sure, but I figured he made use of it whenever he wanted to annoy me - and, of course, it always worked.

“How did this even happen?” I questioned, ignoring the possibility that I might have had a hand on the destruction of The Isabella.

“I don’t know,” he said while looking nowhere in particular, “I thought you were the one who did it.”

“Are you crazy?! I didn’t do anything!!”

“Well, you were the one working on the engines. Weren’t they the ones which exploded?”

He was right about that - I was working on the engines. However, it was not my fault entirely. Paul had been coming there more times than he needed, chewing his gum, talking out loud, playing loud music, and doing everything in his power to annoy me. While I didn’t know if that was his objective, it sure as hell made me hate him.

“That is not the entire truth!”

“Then, why did The Isabella explode?”

I bit my lip; unwilling to tell him the truth. I didn’t want him to have that victory over me. It didn’t matter to me if everyone else from the ship died and that we were drifting in outer space. What mattered the most, to me, was not letting him know he was right about the explosion.

“Look, that doesn’t matter right now. If we don’t find a way to call for help, we are going to be turned to ashes,” I said while pointing with my head to the sun.

Paul looked to the burning star and said, “Of course.”

“And?”

“I am not sure I want to do this.”

“What? Don’t tell me if you have the distress signal box.”

A smirk spread across his face. “I do, yes,” he said before showing me the distress signal box.

“Give me that!” I said, trying to catch the device from his hand, but he didn’t allow me to.

“No no no. This thing here is mine.”

“Are you mad?! We need help!”

“You are right about that, but I was thinking of hitting two birds with one stone.”

“What do you mean?”

“Tell me, Justin: have you ever wondered why I have always annoyed you?”

I was going to respond to him, but then I stopped. What was his angle with that question? Also, since when was he aware of the fact that he was annoying me quite a bit over the time I spent on the now destroyed ship?

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that I have always have had my eyes on you. Such a cute Omega,” he said before caressing the glass of my helmet.

I brushed his hand away. “You can’t be serious about this. We have no chemistry.”

“Oh, but maybe we don’t need that,” he said before caressing the glass of the helmet once again.

“Look, I don’t like where this is going.”

“You don’t have to. Here’s what we can do: you suck me off right here in outer space, or I am going to throw the box away. What do you say?”

He could not really be serious about that sort of thing. The man that was always a torn in my side now wanted to have sex with me?

“I am not going to do that. It’s completely mad.”

“Fine suit yourself,” he said before aiming to throw the box into outer space.

My heart skipped a beat. “No! I am going to do what you want.”

“That is my brat Omega. I don’t really have anything else to live for, so I don’t mind dying right now.”

I shook my head in disbelief. Once again, I fell into his trap. I remembered the other times he got me drunk by making me think he was going to make me an officer of the ship. Paul truly had no brakes when it came to things he wanted.
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“How are we even going to do this? If I take off my helmet now, I am going to die.”

His smirk widened. “Lucky for you, I do have an experimental technology which can help us.”

He pressed a button in his astronaut uniform, which then immediately created a semi-transparent shield around us. It left me stupified. Since when did the government have that sort of technology?

“Now, take off the tube connected to your oxygen reservoir. It is going to fill this small shielded region with oxygen. I am going to do the same.”

He reached for the tube connected to his oxygen tank, disconnected it and let the gas fill the small shielded sphere with it. I did the same immediately after.

Then, we both took off our helmets. I took a deep breath to make sure the sphere which surrounded us was indeed filled with oxygen. What’s more, the presence of the gas created enough pressure not to let our bodies burst open.

“There we go. Now, I am going to lower my pants. Be ready.”

His hands worked on his pants until he managed to lower them. I had never seen that part of him before, so it piqued my curiosity. What did he look like? I knew he was a powerful Alpha capable of taming any Omega, and if there was one thing I enjoyed, it was men with a big M.

As the material was lowered, I managed to look at the detail of his legs. He was quite hairy in that region, especially around the pubic area. I hated him still, but there was denying that his legs were toned and oh so meaty.

“Do you like this?” He asked as he massaged his thighs. The man sure seemed very assured of himself, as he usually was. How many Omegas did he have before? Hundreds? Thousands? For a moment, the mere thought of that almost made me faint.

“No, I don’t. Let’s just get on with this. It’s one quick blowjob and then I am going to forget this happened.”

“If you say so,” he said before lowering his boxer briefs.

I didn’t think it was possible, considering the decontamination process we had to go through many times a day on the ship, but the moment his briefs were off him, the small sphere which surrounded was filled with his musky scent. Like a male spreading his pheromones for the female, he was making good use of the smell which defined his manliness.

His cock was soft, but already looked big. I almost fainted, once again, when I imagined what the size of his meaty member was like when he was rock-hard. And then, it hit me: I was going to experience that first hand, which struck me so hard that I felt my legs weak.

“Owww there, Justin. Calm down. You look like you have seen a ghost,” he said while caressing my right cheek. His hand was warm, despite the two of us being in outer space. A true testament to his manliness that was. He could barely contain himself while the seconds ticked to the inevitable moment.

“Right, I am going to get on with this,” I said before readjusting my body position to reach his dick. It was when my head was inches in front of it that I realized the true size of his member. He was the most monstrous man I had seen, both on Earth and in outer space.

I stood there in front of his cock, not knowing what to do. It was a funny thing to feel. I had sucked many Alphas before with all different cock sizes, but that one, it made me feel confused.

Part of me wanted to suck him, and actually, even more than that: it wanted me to worship that meaty member. It was an unthinkable thing to do in other circumstances; I cultivated such a hatred for Paul that I was never going to go on my knees for him. However, it was also true that I loved big cocks and his was one of the hugest.

Two conflicting thoughts battled against one another inside my head. When I thought I had made some progress on the matter, Paul said, “What? Are you afraid of the size of my dick?”

“I... No, that is not it,” I said, lying to him. His smirk reappeared, which made me feel even more hatred toward him
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