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Special Note: This is sci-fi erotica.
All participants are human in form. The stroker is a being with
human male appearance but far exceeds all human males in his
appearance, length downstairs and sexual ability.


BUYING PLEASURE

 


Such a strange place to find
it.

Maria walked among the small shops with
their old fashion glass windows that were full with brightly
colored alien goods that she did not know the purpose of. The long
pristine dress of dark velvet red twisted and turned lightly around
her ankles in the breeze that poured down the long street leading
inwards to the depths of what could well have been one of the Moons
Of Jupiter for all its unearthly design. Her nose picked up the
faint hints of foreign spices on steaming hot foods of all kinds
and the perfumes of the furthest regions of known space as Maria’s
bright blue eyes shifted from shadow to shadow in search of what
she was seeking.

The hustle and bustle of the crowd,
which was speaking a dozen different languages (some Earth bound
and some not), made it hard to inspect the dirty pavement between
the neon lit stone built stores, but she found what she was looking
for on her second lap.

It was a little orange mark drawn,
oddly enough, in chalk and pointed inwards.

Maria turned off the road without
checking to see who might be watching and carefully made her way
down the disorganized mess of an alleyway where her destination was
located.

“Are you looking for some
fun, miss?”

There was a metal grate in what
appeared to be a wall. Maria squinted at it in the
semi-dark.

“Depends on with
who.”

She waited to see what the, probably,
human would reply.

“We have a wide selection.
Perhaps you’d like to see it?”

“I would,” she
replied.

“Currency,
please.”

Maria pulled a small card from her
purse and held it out towards the grate. A thin line of red sprung
out from the wall and flickered for a second when it passed over
the card she was holding.

“That is a substantial
amount, miss. You must expect something exquisite in
return.”

“I have my mind set on
something.”

The wall disappeared and a door
appeared in its place. It was opened by a very, very large human
male of 6 foot 7 inch stature with muscles so large and
intimidating that few species would dare to give him
trouble.

“Come in.”

Maria walked inside and found herself
in darkness so deep it blinded her completely.

“A brief check.”

He ran his hands over her body and she
smiled in amusement. No doubt they had a sensor in one of the walls
that could check everything from her health to whether she had any
weapons hidden on her person. Still, she understood. It wasn’t
everyday that a man of his profession got to feel up a
exceptionally beautiful specimen of the semi-human upper
class.

His fingers molded her breasts in a
pleasurable way and she briefly considered using him for her
pleasure, but then it was over and more pressing matters invaded
her mind.

“Follow me,
miss.”

Maria sighed in mild sexual frustration
and did just that.

The room he took her to was small and
held a single comfortable chair. There was a terminal on the arm
rest and he keyed in a few numbers. Customer 3219 appeared on the
holographic screen in the middle of the room.

“You may browse the wares at
your leisure.”

He left and Maria noted that his ass
was world class.

“Perhaps later,” she mused.
There could never be enough pleasure. It was the sole purpose of
her existence after all. In the world of 2212 there was little else
to do but enjoy oneself in any manner one found
entertaining.

She turned her attention to the list on
the screen. Her fingers worked over the words made of light and she
briefly touched the terminal to narrow her search.

Several results appeared.

Maria flicked through the first
three.

“Too broad
shouldered.”

Another.

“Female.”

Another.

“Dull eyes.”

Another.

“Hmmm...”

She paused as she stared at what was
likely the most gorgeous man she’d ever seen.

“Hmmm...”

She was still considering
it.

“No.”

The next 3 were interesting, but not
really better than the one that she denied.

It was the last one that won her
attention. His name was Arnold and he was male. His kind were known
as Strokers and they were an interesting breed. Fully human in
appearance, they were far more attractive in every way compared to
what a real human male could achieve by science or just good genes.
The Strokers were always aristocratic in appearance. This one was
tall, lean, dark haired, brown eyed and lovely to behold. His age
was hidden, but there was little doubt that he was over 800 years
old with that experienced gaze.

Maria thought about what she had
planned for 2 years, 8 months and 12 days. She was 22 when she’d
first dared to consider something so wildly dangerous as playing
with a Stroker and here she was finally at the point of no
return.

Her finger tapped the buy button before
she could truly decide.

A list of warnings came up on screen.
One was “Death from pleasure.”

Maria saw that and clicked accept of
her own volition.

One did have to live dangerously from
time to time.


REALITY SETS IN

 


The moment that he walked into the room
the feeling hit her.

Love me.

Love me.

LOVE ME.

All of her experience was love: Pure,
carefree, perfect. She’d known that it would be this way, but all
her 20 something years on Earth had not prepared her. This feeling
was so strong that it felt like a thin layer of electricity was
boiling under her skin. Maria remembered in those first moments of
looking at the Stroker her first love Thomas Clane. He’d taken her
virginity and part of her soul before leaving for places unknown.
All the hundreds of men she had fallen for in one way or another,
every one of them sprung straight to the front of her
consciousness.

LOVE.

It was so much stronger than any of
that.

Maria fell to her knees in what felt
like a prayer stance. Her hands clasped together as he stood in
front of her in the bedroom of the apartment she had rented for
their meeting. The Stroker stood above her with his eyes locked on
hers and a knowing smile on his perfect, masculine face.

“Enough,” she
begged.

It did not speak, but instead tilted
it’s head in an amused fashion and reached out a single finger to
draw her jaw upwards and Maria with it.

“You think that I will give
you mercy, girl,” it spoke.

The musical nature of its alien voice
was powerful enough to have her knees shake.

“You have been paid for
something, even though I do not need this tribute to do what
pleases me, and I shall do exactly what you have
requested.”

The being stroked the front of its
perfectly pressed black dress trousers and leaned in to stare so
deeply into Maria’s eyes that she lost all control of her vision
and was blind for many moments.

“Shall we begin?” it finally
asked when she could bear no more.

Even if she had wanted to say “no”, her
body had already consented in how wet she was down
below.

The creature took one hand and relieved
her of her dress without seeming to even touch her. It’s fingers
played across her neck causing little ripples of ecstasy to trickle
down into her breasts. The perky tulips of her nipples stood
straight and upward slightly. The perfect curve of her breasts
shook with the pace of her heartbeat. In her stomach there was a
ball of fearful expectation that felt like hot tendrils of some
strange tentacled being reaching out to her extremities. Even her
fingers and the nerves running from the tips to her shoulders
tingled as if on the verge of some great explosion.

Maria opened her mouth and a deep
keening animal whine emitted from her lips. Her pussy was clenched
so hard that the orgasm that shook her was enough to send her
straight to her toes in a deep, arched back pose that would have
made one thing
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