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Sairi had no idea how long she had been
a Servitor. She had vague memories of her mother, who had sold her
to the Provider, but that was all she could remember of her
childhood. The life of a Servitor on Solaxis Station was not as bad
as some. For that matter, after her initial training she had come
to enjoy her work most of the time. Certain species were just moved
to be good at the job, and most of the time Sairi truly enjoyed her
work. She was a little sad that she was the only Arcturian on
Solaxis, and despite the years she had been a Servitor she had
never even seen another. She had asked a few fellow Servitors over
the years, and more than a few clients, and they had just given her
a strange look, and told her that she was the only one they had
ever met.

A Servitor’s job was really kind of
simple once one became accustomed to it. Almost every species
capable of traveling the galaxy had evolved with similar features,
so offering up one’s body for the pleasure of an alien species was
generally not all that difficult, and the rewards were not
inconsiderable either. Her Provider had tens of thousands of
credits that were hers when she was ready to retire, but Sairi
wasn’t looking to retire for some time yet. Servitors could work
their profession until they were no longer desirable to the
clients, but while Sairi could never seem to find another
Arcturian, everyone seemed to know that they were a very long lived
race.

Though the job was easy to her, and she
often enjoyed it, some clients were simply not that easy to please.
The current one was one of those, and Sairi was in for a long night
she could tell. “Praxis will want the usual” the Provider said to
her as she came out of her chamber to discover what the day had to
offer.

“I didn’t know he was
allowed back on the station?” Sairi asked, wishing it had been
true. The last time Praxis had docked at Solaxis, he had nearly
destroyed another ship while still docked, just because Praxis
preferred the mooring the other ship was docked at. Sairi had
missed the next nights work from the stress of pleasing the inhuman
creature.

Praxis loved to hurt his chosen
Servitors, and his anatomy allowed that to be quite simple. Unlike
most species Praxis was a Dalmat which were only vaguely humanoid,
and more closely resembled a huge reptile. He walked upright, most
of the time, but gave one the impression that he was more agile and
graceful on all fours. His bifurcated cock was enormous, and to top
it off, he loved to use his tail and tongue as well. The first time
he had chosen her she had been one of three and he had used them
all in a variety of ways, but when he had thrust his sharply
pointed, rough and scaly tail into her ass, she had thought for
sure he would kill her as he didn’t stop until he had put over a
foot of that horrid implement inside her.

After that night, when he called her it
was just for her, so he used her in every possible way, and left
her battered and bruised inside and out. She had learned that he
loved to hear his Servitors beg him to stop, and though it made him
the rougher, it shortened his couplings. She had played the part
well.

“I will lose another nights
work sir” she said, when the Provider didn’t comment on her last
question.

“I told him you lost a week
last time, and he has agreed to pay five times the normal earnings
for an evening” the Provider responded.

“I was only off for a day!”
Sairi protested, but the Provider simply smiled and shook his head
at her. She had no head for business she knew, but she knew he was
mocking her for her lack of forethought.

 

“Perhaps you were but any
other Servitor would have been off at least a week, who knows what
he’ll put you through for this price but you can always use the
easy out if you must” he said. The easy out, as the Servitors
called it was a safe word that triggered an implanted transmitter
which would summon the station security forces in moments. It was
rarely if ever used, mostly because the clients all knew about it,
and that the punishment for injuring a Servitor was
severe.

“Very well” she said,
thinking that today was going to be a long one. She went back to
her chamber to await Praxis. She did not have to wait
long.

Praxis was a difficult client because
he was so sadistic, and seemed to get off more on a Servitors pain
than his own sensations, and then there were his looks. Sairi had
learned long ago to find something attractive about every client
and focus on that while she rendered service, but there simply was
nothing about Praxis that she found at all charming. Still, five
nights pay was not an inconsiderable thing, and
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