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Ashta gazes at the twinkling stars through the window above the single sleeping berth she lays on. The quarters assigned to her are dark, which prevents her from seeing how drab and dank and cramped it is. It also helps her go along with the man on top of her, pumping his cock in and out of her as he has in the last ten minutes.

Wishing for the man fucking her to finally ejaculate and lift his massive body off hers, Ashta starts to lightly massage his back, minding the scales and sharp-tipped spikes down his spine. She feels the coarse scales of his legs brushing against her thighs as she wraps her legs around his thick waist.

“Ravage me, you Talakan beast.” Ashta urges, facing away and closing her eyes. “Fill me with your seed. Fuck me. Fuck my pink cunt.”

Ashta's words give the man fucking her a surge of energy, fucking her faster and harder and deeper. This gives Ashta the pleasure worth having sex with a Talakan male. She opens her eyes and looks at the man over her as he arches his back to go deeper than before. From the light of the stars, she sees his dark green scaly face with spiked ridges along the sides of his face and his red protruding eyes looking up as his climax nears.

“YES! FUCK ME!” Ashta yells. “FUCK MY PINK HUMAN CUNT!”

The Talakan lets out a loud and raspy growl before giving one final thrust. Ashta loudly grunts through her teeth as she feels a force of Talakan man seed blasting into her womb. Another thrust brings another blast in her, filling her near her limit. Then another, causing some of it spurt out onto her thighs and the mattress. With each thrust, Ashta was pushed into sexual bliss, further than she had with humans.

Soon, the thrusts stop, leaving both Ashta and the Talakan satisfied. The Talakan, First Mate Brem'k, dismounts the small bed without a word to Ashta, letting her recover from the strenuous and high-gratifying sex Talakan men pride themselves on. He picks up his clothes on the floor near the bed and begins to dress himself. 

After Ashta's post-sex bliss ends, she looks over herself, wearing only her fishnet stocking and her fusiphragm strapped around her right thigh. She checks the disk-shaped birth-control device and is relieved that the alien semen has been contained and ready to be purged. After wiping the remaining sperm from her thighs with a rag, Ashta looks out the window, staring at the stars again. 

An unfamiliar star cruiser crosses Ashta's sight, causing her to stand up on the bed for a better look outside. She spots several starships departing or heading towards a blue planet with purple clouds.

“We made it to Kepler IV.” Ashta says, smiling.

“Of course, we have.” Brem'k replies, with his common Talakan raspy voice as he puts on his flight jacket. 

“Well, I guess this will be our last time together.” Ashta looks to Brem'k as she steps off the bed, still smiling.

Brem'k silently scowls at the naked human female as she collects the cred-notes he paid her prior to the sex. He admires her long jet-black hair going down her beautiful back and the lightly tanned pink skin of her voluptuous body with fully round breasts and a fully round ass.

“A shame.” Brem'k says. “I was just getting accustomed to human cunt.”

*                            *                            *                            *                            *
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After cleaning herself in a cleansing capsule, Ashta walks down the spacious but dirty corridors of the Talakan freighter Muuk'z, wearing a black thong, a white half-shirt that barely covers her breasts, and simple, old laceless shoes. She also wears her fusiphragm strapped to her right leg to be prepared if she is to do her part. For the last three weeks, Ashta served abroad the freighter as a pleasure-provider through a deal she made with the captain in exchange for passage to Kepler IV. As repulsive as she finds the reptilian species, the trip was profitable to being on a ship with an all-male crew willing to pay for sex with a beautiful human woman. Hopefully, the cred-notes she accumulated will be enough for her to find someplace clean and safe to sleep, even for a night.

Ashta enters the stained and badly smelling bridge, occupied by four Talakan crewmen and Brem'k at the command chair. Ashta tries to ignore the stares of the bridge crew, and she calmly walks to the first mate. On the wide windshield, she sees the comforting sight of the blue-purple planet from its orbit.

“Why haven't we landed yet?” Ashta inquires.

“We are just waiting for permission from Port Juno.” Brem'k informs. “We will be on Kepler's ground within the hour to drop off our cargo.”

“And me with it.” Ashta humorously adds. “Better get my things together.”

Ashta turns from Brem'k and leaves the bridge for the last time. But in the corridor stands Ulg't, captain of the Muuk'z. Of all the Talakans she had to have sex with, she found Ulg't the most vile and repulsive, with his lower jaw more extended than the rest, his eyes more bulging, which unnerved her. Compared to the captain, Brem'k would look like an anatomically correct marble statue from an old book of Greek art she once owned.

“Well, my dear, Assssshta.” Ulg't greets with a wide grin showing his long, stained teeth. “I guess you will be leaving us sssssoon.”

“Yes, and not a moment too soon.” Ashta replies, continuing to walk past Ulg't.

Ulg't quickly extends his arm to place his hand on the bulkhead and block Ashta's path. Ashta stops.

“I will truly missss fucking you.” Ulg't states, moving close to Ashta, keeping his arm out. “I think one more trip to my quarters is in order.”

Ashta shudders, watching Ulg't's long and slimy tongue slowly lick his lips.

“I'm afraid I don't have any time.” Ashta says. “I need to pack up and get ready to leave.”

“Remember our deal.” Ulg't asserts. “I give you transportation to your destination.” Ulg't states, brushing his scaly fingers through Ashta's hair, lowering down to her shoulder. “And you give me your body whenever I desire it.” 

Ashta gasps when Ulg't's hand goes up her half-shirt and grabs her breast.

“Of course, captain.” Ashta complies after a second to compose herself. “One more before leaving.”

*                            *                            *                            *                            *
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Ulg't's bed is wide and covered in the furs of skinned animals from his home world. As Ashta walks to the bed, she activates her fusiphragm. After that, she hurriedly pulls off her half-shirt and thong. She leaves her shoes on mounting the bed on her hands and knees. She crawls to the middle with the captain ogling at her ass as he eagerly undresses. 

Ashta stays on her hands and knees, patiently waiting for the last Talakan she will ever have sex to fuck from behind and finally be done. Ulg't walks naked to his bed with an erection. He pauses at the edge of the fur-covered bed to admire Ashta's ass, motivating him a slowly stroke himself.

“Tell me, Ashta. What waits for you on the planet?” Ulg't questions.

“A friend of mine.” Ashta answers. “He works at the Port Juno power plant, and he can get me a job there.”

Ulg't moves on the bed, obsessively gazing at Ashta's ass. Ashta braces herself as she feels Ulg't getting closer behind her. His hand fondles and kneads her ass before slapping it. Ashta remains still.

“I just love the sound of slapping your asssss.” Ulg't states. “How the soft flesh makes it so...arousing.” He slaps her ass again.

Ulg't's hands take a firm hold of Ashta's hips before moving his proud standing manhood to Ashta's pink flower. Ashta feels the scaled cock push its way into her. The length and the girth is enough to please her and not mind the unsightly appearance and the unpleasant demeanor of the man begins to fuck her.

Soon, the thrusting gets faster. Ashta lowers her head to the fur to take more.

“That's it, you Talakan beast.” Ashta says. “Fuck me good.”

After several minutes of Ashta's verbal foreplay, Ulg't finally climaxes and falls to his side, exhausted and satisfied.

“That's it, I'm done.” Ashta declares before rolling herself off the fur-covered bed.

“Wait.” Ulg't reaches out, still exhausted to chase after her. “I want another.”

“Sorry, Captain. By the time you're ready for a second, we'll be on the planet.” Ashta says as she picks up her thong and shirt. “So, I guess this means goodbye.”

Ashta heads for the door but stops halfway. She then throws her thong to Ulg't.

“Something to remember me by.” Ashta says as she resumes her departure.

*                            *                            *                            *                            *
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Once filled wall-to-wall with container cubes, the cargo bay is nearly empty, allowing Ashta to freely walk across to the loading ramp and off the ship with her small carry pack. Her attire consists of her shoes, tight white jeans, and a faded orange puffer vest over a white t-shirt. But with the outside only a few feet away, Ulg't steps out from a container, startling and stopping Ashta.

“I thought I said goodbye already.” Ashta says.

Three more Talakans step out from the containers and stalk Ashta, each with a rather sinister grin. Before Ashta could move or speak, two Talakan grabbed her arms, stopping her from leaving. As she struggles to free herself, the third Talakan pulls her carry pack from her.

“What are you doing, Ulg't?” Ashta demands. “We had a deal. I'm done here.”

“Now we have a new deal.” Ulg't says, grinning. “You will continue to serve us as a pleasure-provider until we grow tired of you.”

“You scaly bastard!” Ashta yells. “I have people at the power plant waiting for me.”

“I doubt that, pretty one.” Ulg't states, stepping to Ashta. “You're obviously not a technician.”

“I'm not. I'm working in the plant's cafeteria.” Ashta explains.

Ulg't and his reptilian crewmates laugh.

“You're an excellent pleasure-provider, girl.” Ulg't steps close to Ashta and grabs her jaw. “But you are a terrible liar.”

“I don't know what you're talking about.” Ashta tries to hold back her panic and her tears, hoping to find a way out of her dire situation and off the ship.

“I knew from the start that you were desperate to get off that dismal starport and mine was the only ship available.” Ulg't explains, tightens his grip. “There's no one on Kepler IV waiting for you. Which means there’s no one here that will miss you?”

“You can't do this.” Ashta objects, trying to keep from crying.

“We are doing this.” Ulg't says. “We'll keep you for a year or two, and then we'll sell you to a Talakan mining outpost.”

Tears begin to fall from Ashta's dark brown eyes from the prospect of being held against her will on a ship to be used as a sex slave by the Talakan crew which eventually will lead her to spend the rest of her life at some distant outpost where she will either serve the pleasures of more Talakans or mining xarcium. If there is to be a heroic intervention for Ashta, now would be the time.

“Excuse me.” A woman's voice calls out.

Ashta and her captors shift their sights to the loading ramp where two figures board the cargo bay. The first is a tall woman in a dark red leather riding suit with a full-head helmet, walking directly to them. With her gloved hands, she pulls off her helmet, showing the nutmeg-brown skin of her face and the short black curls of her hair. But what stands out from than other human females the Talakans have seen is the glowing red sensor where her right eye should be and the black metal surrounding most of the right side of her head. The female cyborg stops after entering the bay and looks around.

The second is a woman in a white silk hooded cloak, who walks to the cyborg's side. She pulls her hood down to reveal her dark almond-shaped eyes, and the olive skin of her lovely face. What stands out for her is her purple lips and her luminous purple hair. She pulls the covering of her cloak aside to show her tight, elegant, lavender off-the-shoulders evening dress.

“Who the zhlaz are you, woman?” Ulg't demands to know, stepping away from Ashta to the new visitors.

“Pardon the intrusion, Captain.” The woman with the glowing hair says with a friendly smile. “My name is Antonia and I'm here for the woman you are holding.” Antonia points at Ashta.

Ashta is confused for a moment but sees the opportunity to lie about her way out of her predicament since this woman she never met could back up her claim.

“You know this woman?” Ulg't questions.

“Honestly, I've never met her.” Antonia admits. “Clearly, she's very naive which brings her into this situation. Any female in the outer sectors knows never on to board a Talakan ship.”

“This one did. As you two have” Ulg't grins again. “It seems now I have an extra two pleasure-providers now.”

Antonia gives a brief laugh. “That's not going to happen, Captain. We'll be leaving and we're taking the girl as well. So, if you would have your crewmen move aside so we can take the girl and we can leave without any incident.”

“You don't tell me what to do on MY SHIP!” Ulg't furiously yells, stomping to Antonia and her associate. “If you think I'm going to let two stupid females give me orders, then...”

Before the Talakan captain could continue his threat, the right hand of the cyborg swiftly grabbed his neck. Through the glove Ulg't can feel the metal fingers squeezing with more power than a regular human hand, blocking his airway. He can hear the humming of servomotors from her cybernetic arm concealed under the long sleeve of her jacket. 

On the instinct of desperation, Ulg't tries to pull himself free from the strong grip crashing his neck, with no success. He tries to call for help from his crew, managing to only let out a pathetic grunt.

One Talakan responds to his captain's distress, reaching for his sidearm about to act. However, the woman in red leather draws out a gun faster than him and fires a charged plasma bolt. A split-second after, the Talakan's face explodes, leaving a smoldering cavity where his face was. The Talakan holding Ashta moves to succeed where his crewmate failed but is shot in the face with deadly accuracy by the female cyborg before the first Talakan she killed even hit the floor.

The cyborg sets her focus back on Ulg't, still struggling to pull free. The metallic hand gives a sudden and hard squeeze, snapping his neck bone, killing her instantly.

The last Talakan holding Ashta takes advantage of her distraction and runs behind a nearby container-cube. Certain that he's covered from the shooting, he hurries to the corridor to escape and alert the rest of the crew. But his dash ceased as a dagger is plunged into his chest. He looks up to see the dagger held by Brem'k.

“Coward.” Brem'k says before pulling his dagger out.

Scared and uncertain, Ashta slowly picks up her carry bag but only takes a few steps before she sees Brem'k walking towards her, wiping the black blood off his dagger with a rag. She looks at the cyborg, aiming her gun at the reptilian first mate, expecting her to kill him like the rest.

“Stand down, Cassie.” Antonia commands.

Ashta is shocked by Antonia's order and watches her cyborg savior holster her gun, standing over Ulg't's dead body. Brem'k walks past Ashta without even a look and stops at his dead captain. Brem'k grins.

“Excellent work.” Brem'k says to Cassie. “For a human.”

Cassie silently scowls at Brem'k for a few seconds then steps away.

“I guess the ship has a new captain now.” Antonia states.

“The situation with the girl provided an opportunity too good to pass up.” Brem'k says.

“I'm surprised you willing to let such an exquisite woman like this go.” Antonia says.

“Unlike Ulg't, I know there's more important things than, what do you call it, pussy?” Brem'k informs.

Antonia laughs. “That may be true. But don't let that get around. I do have a business to run.”

Brem'k loudly laughs. “A pleasure doing business with you, Madam Antonia.”

Brem'k departs from the cargo bay while Antonia approaches the still-scared and confused Ashta, holding her carry bag in front of her.

“I think we have over-welcomed our stay here.” Antonia suggests, still smiling. “If you come with us...”

“Wait, what just happened?” Ashta fanatically questions. 

“Oh, you poor girl, you've just gone through so much today.” Antonia sympathizes. “I promise to explain everything to you on the way back to...”

“No, I'm not going anywhere with you.” Ashta steps back. “I don't know you. Who are you? What do you want from me?”

Antonia pauses for a moment. Her smile fades but still appears friendly.

“My name is Antonia, this is Cassie.” Antonia introduces. “And to help clarify things for you, we just saved you from being a sex slave to the Talakans.” Antonia steps to Ashta, seeming less friendly. “Now, Ashta, you now have a choice. Leave with us or stay here. Oh, and I should warn you, sex slaves on Talakan outposts don't have a long lifespan.”

Ashta considers Antonia's statement. She knows she can't stay with the Talakans but wonders if going with a strange woman she never met be any safer.

“So, what's your decision?” Antonia asks.

“Please, get me out of here.” Ashta pleads.

*                            *                            *                            *
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Ashta takes a moment to center herself from her ordeal, deeply breathing in the cool night air to relax on the rickshaw she shares with Antonia. The rickshaw rides down a wide pedestrian bridge over Hume River, pulled by a Kharcan, a chalk-white dwarfish alien no taller than four feet but has a massively muscular body, giving him greater strength than most humans.

Soon, the rickshaw is on the streets of Nu-Vegas, the red-light zone of Port Juno. From the comfort of the cushion seating, Ashta watches humans and the different types of aliens walking on the elevated sidewalks, entering or leaving the shops and eateries. One of the businesses that Ashta noticed is the bright lights and holo-signs of the Supernova casino. Further down the street, she spots holograms of naked women dancing above the Starfield XXXotic Show Lounge.

“Listen, Antonia,” Ashta speaks to the purple-haired woman sitting next to her. “I'm grateful for you and your friend saving me but how did you even know about me?”

“From Brem'k.” Antonia answers. “He's a... contact of mine. Keeps me apprised of the Talakans in the outer sectors. They like to have sex with non-reptilian humanoid women. Can't say I blame them with how the women of their species look.”

“You...planned what happened at the ship?” Ashta questions.

“More or less. Brem'k wanted to command the Muuk'z but couldn't kill Ulg't without facing reprisal from those loyal to him. But he knew Ulg't planned to keep you as a sex slave and he was going to share you with his loyal crewmates. That's when Brem'k contacted me with a proposal.”

“You and Brem'k conspired to kill Ulg't?”

“Yes, we did. Brem'k gets to be captain and I...” Antonia pauses to carefully choose her words. “I get to free you from those lizards and give you the option to work for me.”

“Work for you? Why? I lied about working at the power plant.”

“Yes, Brem'k told me that. He also told me how excellent you were in the bed.”

“Why do you care if I... Wait, work for you how? What do you do?”

“I'd rather show you than tell you.” Antonia states with her friendly smile.

The rickshaw slows down as the Kharcan moves to the side of the road and stops near Cassie, sitting on her parked slider-cycle, smoking a cigarette, patiently waiting for her boss and her guest. After stepping off the rickshaw, Antonia pays the Kharcan while Ashta walks to Cassie, blankly facing the A.I.-operated automat across the street.

“Hi, Cassie, is it?” Ashta smiles. “With all the shooting and... killing, I never had the chance to say...”

Cassie flicks her cigarette, sits up, and walks across the street without a word or a look. Antonia approaches the confused Ashta.

“Don't take it personally.” Antonia says, placing her arm around Ashta's shoulder. “Cassie isn't one for small talk.”

Antonia guides Ashta to a three-story building that could be a hotel. The holo-sign above reads NIGHT FLOWERS in large red letters for the whole block to see, with a holographic flower opening its petals to reveal a naked woman waving and showing her backside on a continuous loop.

The wide-tinted glass door slides open as Antonia and Ashta approach. The small-spaced foyer has a small couch and a potted plant on both sides. Across from the door is a small circular glass desk against the far wall, attended by a lovely blond woman in a white leather shoulder-strap top, looking over several holo-screens. Pass the front desk is a bank of various-sized storage lockers before a wide ascending stairway.

“Good evening, Madam Antonia.” The woman at the desk greets. “I hope you had a pleasant outing.”

“Not exactly pleasant but certainly not boring, Hanna.” Antonia replies. “How are things here?”

As Ashta moves to the glass desk with Antonia, she notices she can't find the secretary's legs but when she gets close enough, she is shocked to see that Hanna has no legs or anything from the waist down. Instead, Hanna's waist is attached to a personal antigrav platform, hovering above the floor.

“We have had a significant increase in guests in the last hour with the miners from Blue Sand Dunes and the Spacers’ Guild. Fifteen attendants are working now, five of them are currently engaged.” Hanna reports.

“Excellent.” Antonia says. “I'll show our guest around.”

As Antonia guides Ashta to the stairway, Ashta fixates on Hanna resuming her duties.

“That...that's a... robot?” Ashta questions, taking the first steps up.

“Yes, Hanna's a N6 pleasure gynoid.” Antonia informs. “She used to work at the terraforming plant on Bellona until it started the earthquake, and her legs were crushed by a falling air processor.”

Antonia leads her guests up the stairs where neo-jazz music is heard as they enter a spacious lounge with plants and beautiful flowers. But Ashta fails to notice the decorative flora as she becomes overwhelmed by the lively and hedonistic activities happening in her very sight.

The first thing Ashta notices with her surprised eyes is a woman with long black hair that goes down to her feet, sliding her golden-furred body down a chrome pole on a small stage before shaking her thong-wearing ass to the audience with her tail snapping from side-to-side. The pole dancer turns around, showing her cat-like facial features, causing Ashta to gasp.

Near the stage sits a middle-aged man in a dark blue business suit on a leather sofa chair, accompanied by three petite girls with the same medium-length platinum-blond hair, all wearing the same pink loose-fitting crop tops and white g-strings. One of the
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