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  Prologue: It Would Have Been Infinitely Preferable for Them to Have Killed Her


Ella must have slept through the wake-up bell again because Zalon was there nudging her and holding out a protein square and the morning glass of stimulant-infused water. His face was as impassive as ever, but the mornings he woke her like this were the only kind interactions she had had in the two years since she’d been sold to the brothel, so she cherished them. 
“Thank you, Former Commander Zalon,” she nodded to The Zig, then stretched her naked body on the rough cot and sat up to take the square and the glass. She shivered a little, even in the reasonably comfortable climate-controlled brothel sleeping quarters. She had never adjusted to sleeping without a blanket. 
The six pink Filli were giggling and filing out of the room, eager to enter their pods and service their first customers of the day. Ella had spent a lot of time trying to learn their names and differentiate them in the beginning, but they had never been interested in becoming friends or even having casual conversations. When they were awake, they fucked. Anyone and everyone. If no one was available, they fucked each other. Listening to them go at it all night long had been shocking at first, but Ella had eventually grown accustomed to it and learned to sleep through it. Surprisingly, it was easier for her to adapt to than sleeping without a blanket.
Zalon nodded at her, then watched as Alfan, an older Olferian female, finished her water and slowly rose and turned toward the door. Orni appeared there, and Alfan held her arms out as he hastily crossed the room to meet her. He pressed his head into the side of her neck as she wrapped her arms around the young Trallian. Ella felt tears sting the back of her eyes at the sight. Alfan had been the one Orni had sought for comfort when the brothel owner had ordered him into the lineup after losing a Filli female to a particularly vicious customer. Ella shuddered at the thought of what Orni might have been subjected to, and she was glad he had Alfan—though she wasn’t sure if the relationship was maternal or romantic and didn’t much care. 
Ella wished that someone had comforted her at any time over her last seven years of slavery following her abduction from Earth, but the closest she had ever gotten was Zalon’s emotionless, efficient care. Alfan certainly hadn’t offered her the hugs she now gave Orni, then.
The Zig waited for her to finish her water, then emotionlessly and efficiently herded Ella, Alfan, and Orni out of the sleeping quarters and into the brothel.

      [image: image-placeholder]Although there was always an Olferian bouncer seated by her modified statis pod outside the brothel, Zalon never failed to usher her to the pod and ensure she was safely enclosed before returning to his duties inside. Ella did feel appreciation for that; it wasn’t a reassuring hug, but there was something to be said for consistency…  and competency. There was no question that Zalon would be up to the job if the shit hit the fan during her transfer into what she resentfully called the “fuck me tube.” And she knew he wasn’t here any more voluntarily than she was.
Stepping into the fuck me tube, she cast a grateful eye at Zalon and nodded at him, and then the bouncer began to strap her into the restraints. Ella refused to learn the name of the Olferian who sat beside her every day or to even speak to him. He sat passively by all day as Ella was stimulated by robot… in public. It would be a cold day in hell before she acknowledged him. She believed he understood that, because he always acted on her nod to Zalon and never expected her to give him any indication that she was ready.
Satisfied with Ella’s restraints, the Olferian lowered the lid of the fuck me tube, pressed a button on the control panel to activate the nipple and clit bots, and then turned on the speakers mounted to the outside of the tube. 
She closed her eyes and prepared herself as best she could to orgasm all day.
Ella was convinced that she’d never experience sexual arousal again in this lifetime, even though she had become hypersexualized by spending all day, every day being sexually stimulated and now orgasmed at the drop of a hat. Orgasms lost a lot of their pleasure when they were unwanted. Or made into a public spectacle. They became the sexual equivalent of an involuntary sneeze.

      [image: image-placeholder]Ella had fought many battles with the brothel owner over the last two years, and she had won precisely two. The battles she had lost were myriad. Early on, for a few days, she had tried to not make any noise—not a single sound—when she came. Then the brothel owner, Raglan Ark, had taken her into his office and pulled out a large case. He opened it without a word, a predatory smile on his face, and showed her five items that were obviously attachments to the phallus on a thrusting machine that could be set up inside her tube. One had looked like an old mace, a huge ball with spikes. Another was a mass of tentacled tendrils which Ark had assured her were able to move independently and produce suction. Did she want to reconsider her campaign of silence? Yes, she did.
She had also lost the battle when she fought to get a recovery break between orgasms, just a little bit of time that she wouldn’t have to be continuously stimulated. She had tried crying and screaming while in the tube, but the bouncer just muted the sound feed. She had tried peeing on herself and the tube, but the disgusting feel and smell of being trapped in the tube the whole day with her pee had led her to drop that tactic at once.
Which monumental battles had she won? The first was to get a water line installed, so she could turn her head and sip from it as needed. The convincing argument for that one was the fact that she would start to lose her voice from moaning and crying out before even reaching the middle of her fuck me tube shift each day. 
The second was to get a break from the clit bot after each orgasm. The owner was convinced of that one after seeing her jerking around against her restraints uncontrollably as the clit bot continued to work her overstimulated nub right after she came.
She supposed she had considered being placed in the fuck me tube in the first place to be a win, after she had fought each customer they had tried to pair her with so violently that there hadn’t been much alternative: kill her or use her for advertising. But now, after two years, she definitely didn’t consider that one a win. It would have been infinitely preferable for them to have killed her.

      [image: image-placeholder]She opened her eyes after her third orgasm of the morning and looked around, seeing no one. It was too early in the day for gawkers. Overall, too early for brothel customers, but they occasionally had a few in the morning, so Ark made sure they were open.
The owners of the shops around the brothel had become bored with the spectacle of Ella in the fuck me tube after just a few months. They had initially spent so much time watching her that it would surprise her if their profits hadn’t suffered, and for a while the profits they did make went straight into the brothel. They’d watch her for a time until they started becoming noticeably uncomfortable, then they’d furtively glance around and head inside to pick an unfortunate.
When they went back to business as usual, they had been replaced by the idle of this and nearby levels of the station—vagrants, petty thugs, crime bosses, slaves completing a task that brought them nearby. The criminal element had been pretty consistent about taking advantage of the brothel’s services during that time, while the bouncer tried to shoo away the vagrants and slaves.
At this point, it was only newbies that stopped to stare at her long enough to be aroused and head inside. She often wondered what would happen to her once she stopped having the effect of driving in new business. Would she be killed? She fervently hoped so.
She felt a hint of orgasm number four starting to build, so she started in on one of her games to distract herself and keep it away, something she did multiple times per day, just out of spite. This one was the How Many Asshole Aliens Can I Name? game.
The Zig, like Former Commander Zalon. She knew about The Zig from watching Ogo broadcasts on the sly at her former master’s. Huge saurian species—seven-feet tall and densely muscled, very militaristic and serving as a leading mercenary force in the galaxy. Rigidly honorable with heavy penalties set for dishonorable offenses. Zalon had been dishonorably discharged, for what she didn’t know, and sentenced to a 50-year period of indentured servitude. That’s why he was here.
Olferian, like the bouncer, the brothel owner, and Alfan. Humanoid with grey, lightly scaled skin and three-toed lizard feet ending in sharp talons. Fond of robes. Motivated by money in all things, morality highly negotiable. Or maybe that was just the males. Alfan seemed to have a heart.
Trallian, like Orni and the dozens of slaves that passed by her fuck me tube each day. Looked like a Disney conception of an Earth river otter turned into a man. Ridiculously adorable. Furries would lose their shit for one.
Filli, like the ever-humping beast-with-six-backs inside the brothel. Carnation pink, hairless, big eyes, long tails that they used very creatively. Looked like something a sex-starved, 13-year-old anime artist thought of.
Ohn, like the lone Ohn female inside. Insectoid, with iridescent, faceted eyes and dragonfly wings. This one refused to speak, she didn’t even know her name, but Ella wasn’t sure if that was a personal trait or a species one.
Sillarese, like those massive, tusked warriors that sometimes marched through the station in tactical formation. They never ogled her, never visited brothels, and she had been more than a little curious about them. Zalon explained to her that they didn’t experience sexuality until they encountered one of their several potential mates, but he couldn’t explain what qualified someone as a “potential mate.”
Estranian, like she had seen on the Ogo in a Warrior Exchange Tournament. Giant, eight-feet-tall humanoid warriors with white mohawks that stretched from the top of their faces around to the tops of their asses. They looked like they might come from a primitive society, but Ella knew looks could be deceiving. 
Pellar, like the blue-haired, pointy-eared warrior who had been canvassing the level days back for work. He had looked her in the eyes without allowing his gaze to crawl all over her naked body, and for that reason alone, he intrigued her. She knew those gold bangles around his wrists and ankles meant something, too, but she hadn’t been able to call up what they signified and had forgotten to ask her fellow captives.
Tarkazian, those big, plain females and colorful, ripped, ridiculously handsome males; they would look very much like humans if it weren’t for the crayon colors the males sported. She’d noticed that in public, the males seemed subservient to the females, and she idly wished she could find out more about their culture.
Ferran, the cats. She’d never met one but heard that they were generally assholes. It was a shame, too, because they were usually intriguingly gorgeous.
There were others, too, like the Cephalo-ped in the brothel. Alfan told Ella that she had been engineered as a vertebrate biped with tentacled upper limbs at the labs on Zilla, so her designation was more of a product name than a species name. She didn’t speak, but she was a popular selection in the brothel. Apparently, she could do some very interesting things with those tentacles.
Or the Dicotyls, a winged species that had a pterodactyl-like race and a feathered bird-like race. On the few occasions she had seen them, it seemed like the pterodactyls answered to the birds.
Or the Garoxians. She had seen bits and pieces on the Ogo of The Zig invasion on Garoxia, but it was hard to make out the features of the beasts, as they blended in so well with the background of their ice planet.
Or… her former owners, the Plantal. They were a duplicitous society of traders, always building relationships and alliances that were inevitably setups for double-cross and betrayal. They reminded Ella of bipedal rats or possums, with short, grey, greasy fur and hairless pink tails, hands, and feet. The crew that acquired her had used her at will, but also often offered her to potential customers or business partners to improve the negotiations. They would bind her hands behind her and cover her head with a hood, then push her into a room with someone or something that would subject her to its particular form of sex. She had felt skin, fur, scales, and feathers; dry bodies and mucous excreting skin; humanoid and insectoid; fangs and tentacles. 
Abruptly, the nipple and clit bots changed from suction to vibration, and Ella knew the game was over. The building orgasm pushed aside her rational thought and she decided to go with theatricality for this one, letting out scream after scream of fake pleasure and closing her eyes against the dirty looks from nearby proprietors. It was a small act of defiance, but one of the few ways in her power to say, “fuck all of you,” so she took it.






  
  One: Where Will You Run?


By the 10 thorgasm each day, she was physically exhausted. By the 20 th, she was psychologically and emotionally exhausted. Every day. By that point, she would just turn her mind off and let her body react any way it wanted to. She had no awareness of her movements within the restraints or the sounds she was making; she might as well have been asleep. Between each one she would briefly open her eyes—her normal threat assessment activity that had become ingrained—then close them again and continue her wait for the end of the day.
So, when she opened her eyes next, she was surprised to see a Trallian wearing a large golden starburst amulet with an emerald center standing next to her fuck me tube. Beside him, that striking looking Pellar, with his pointed ears and crazy mop of electric blue hair. If he weren’t so attractive, she’d almost compare him to a Troll doll. They were talking to the bouncer.
The bouncer looked at them with contempt, “Get lost vagrant, Trall. Neither of you can afford anything we’re offering inside.”
The Trallian looked at her and held her gaze for a moment, then said, “How much for her?”
Ella froze. They wanted to buy her? No, she couldn’t go back to being a privately owned fuck toy. A pet. She had lived through that for five fucking years, and she would die before she went through it again. Suddenly, she had a new appreciation for the fuck me tube. At least no one beat her, penetrated her with their disgusting appendages, shot their fluids on or into her, or forced things into her mouth. 
“She ain’t for sale or rent. She’s signage for all the females inside who will take a cock without trying to bite it off. My boss paid a shit ton of credits to get that one, now he’s just trying to get his money back.” 
Bullshit, Ella thought.
The Trallian smiled and blue hair stepped forward toward the bouncer on the stool, asking, “Are you authorized to refuse serious offers for purchase on behalf of the proprietor? It sounds like he’d be happy to recoup his investment.” 
The bouncer said, “You don’t wanna talk to the boss. He ain’t gonna like you and you ain’t gonna like him.”
That was for goddamn sure.
Blue hair smiled, “We’re prepared to deal with some unpleasantness for an audience.” He bowed, slightly, “Please, lead the way.”
The bouncer shrugged and turned to lead them through the door, blue hair following. The Trallian hesitated and looked into Ella’s eyes, then placed a hand on the glass as if to give her comfort. Her eyes widened involuntarily at the kindness she perceived in his gesture as he turned and went through the door. Who the fuck ever heard of a Trallian trying to buy a human from a brothel? Looked like he could afford it, though, given the jewelry he was wearing. Blue hair, too, had gold bangles on his wrists and ankles.
Ella’s emotions oscillated wildly between curiosity and fear as she waited to see what happened next.

      [image: image-placeholder]To her surprise, what happened next was Zalon coming to the pod and turning off all the devices, then raising the lid. The bots scurried away into their storage compartments.
“What’s going on Former Commander Zalon? What happened in there?”
He clenched his jaw for a moment, then said in his deep, growling voice, “If what they say is true, Ella, then all of you have just been rescued from this life.” He began undoing her restraints.
She stared at him, wide-eyed. There was nothing in her capable of generating hope anymore, but she asked, “What did they say?” 
“They are emissaries of a king and queen who oppose slavery. Evidently, the queen, in particular, has a fondness for humans. When they heard there was one down here, they came to purchase you so the queen could free you. But there was an altercation inside, resulting in the accidental death of Raglan Ark, and they have secured the bouncer. So now they are declaring all of you free and are taking you all to the queen.”
“Former Commander Zalon, that sounds like bullshit. Do you believe it?” She swung her legs around to stand up.
“It is certainly not consistent with my experiences in life.”
She grabbed his clawed, leathery hand and looked around, “I say we run, now, while they’re busy with the others. Will you come with me?”
He looked down at her and his gaze gentled, “I cannot, Ella. They now own me and can do what they like with me. But I think you should take the risk and go with them; there is a chance that they are telling the truth, and that would be a far better circumstance than you ever could have hoped for, otherwise. The two emissaries appear to be behaving honorably. They have not murdered the bouncer, for instance.”
Ella started shaking in fear and indecision, “But this might be my only chance to run! Will you let me run?”
“Ella, you are naked, exhausted, and without a single credit.” Was that compassion in his eyes? “Where will you run? How will you not end up in an even worse situation than you have just been released from? What if I tell you that, if they turn out to be false, I will make sure that you get free from them? I must abide by their decision for myself, but I can promise you that I will do anything in my power to give you a chance to escape. Will you go with them, then?”
Tears started to spill from her eyes. It wasn’t what she had asked from him, but it was the closest thing to kindness she had received in a very long time, and it was breaking her. She knew he was right, she had no hope of even making it half of a day before someone would do something terrible to her. There was no way off the station, no safe harbor to run to. And the only people she knew in the whole galaxy were here.
She looked up at him and said, “I will if you make me a promise.”
He nodded for her to continue.
“Promise me that if the situation is bad with them, and you can’t find a way to help me escape, that you’ll kill me and anyone else from our group that wishes it.” She held his eyes and watched his jaw work.
Finally, he sighed and said, “I promise.”
Ella nodded and they walked into the brothel together.
Raglan Ark’s body lay on the floor with two daggers sticking out of his back and the Trallian was covered in blood. As they entered, she saw blue hair hand a towel to the Trallian so that he could begin wiping the blood off his hands and forearms. They both looked up to see Ella and Zalon, blue hair nodding serenely and the Trallian’s face going from dismayed to chagrined.
Blue hair addressed Zalon, “What do you think is the best way to organize everyone and get them up to the suite on the main level?”
Zalon thought about it for a moment, then said, “Back way to a freight elevator.”
Blue hair nodded and the Trallian kept wiping his arms as Zalon added, “What about him?” and pointed to the Olferian bouncer they had bound and gagged, also with towels.
Blue hair asked, “I would prefer not to kill him, if it can be avoided.” The Olferian nodded emphatically and tried to speak through his gag. “Do you think he will follow us and attempt to exact revenge for the owner?” The bouncer shook his head violently.
Zalon said, “I doubt it. But he will have the ability to identify you if there is any investigation into Ark’s death.”
Blue hair was thoughtful, then asked, “Will there be, realistically? We are main floor guests of the station manager. The king and queen are currently at a royal reception with the Ophidian king and queen. Is there anyone who would attempt to pursue justice under those circumstances?”
“Doubtful.”
Blue hair leaned down and addressed the bouncer, “Will you be seeking to pursue justice for this obviously accidental death?”
The bouncer shook his head violently again.
“Wonderful,” blue hair said, “Bobby, will you stay with the human while The Zig and I apprise the other…  staff…  of the new situation?”
The Trallian, Bobby apparently, nodded. He walked over to Ella and, seeing the tears still streaming down her face, put an arm around her shoulder, asking, “Are you alright? Are there any clothes here that we can find for you?”
Clothes. She hadn’t worn clothes for seven years. She’d been naked since the day she was taken from Earth and every day since. He wanted to give her clothes. She burst into huge sobs, and he pulled her in close for a side hug, careful to avoid pulling her into his bloody fur.
Was this real? Was it possible they were telling the truth, and she was free?

      [image: image-placeholder]Ella cried all the way through the organization of the group, through the walk down the back way to the freight elevator, on the elevator, through the halls of the clean, well-lit residential section of the main level, and into the elegantly appointed empty suite. Bobby kept his arm around her the whole time, obviously distressed by her distress, and when they arrived inside the suite, he pulled her over to the sofa and sat down with her. 
Blue hair sat down on the other end of the semicircular sofa and was immediately surrounded by the six pink Filli, fawning over him. The Ohn and the Cephalo-ped sat in the middle of the sofa, silent and impassive. Alfan and Orni had walked together hand in hand; now she stood with her back against a wall near the sofa and Orni sat at her feet. Zalon took up an at-attention guard position against a wall, where he could see the whole room.
Ella pulled her knees up to her face and sobbed while Bobby sweetly rubbed her back. She’d never had any real contact with a Trallian except Orni, and their interactions had always been polite but perfunctory. She was surprised a slave race could be so caring. But she really wished he’d stop being so nice for a while, because she knew it was the biggest reason for her outpouring of emotion. She could almost laugh, here she had been so long wishing for someone to touch her kindly or hold her for reassurance, and now all she wanted was for that to stop so she could close the floodgates.
As if granting her wish, the door opened and an unknown Olferian entered, stopped abruptly, then stumbled forward as if someone had run into his back. Behind him, a giant, naked Estranian froze, cock swinging. He wore the same kind of gold and emerald amulet that Bobby did and belt with daggers that matched the ones Bobby had accidentally plunged into Raglan Ark’s back. 
The Estranian lifted a slender, raven-haired female up from behind the Olferian so that she could see. Ella gasped. The woman was from a very human-looking species. She wore a huge gold and emerald crown that appeared to be floating off her head, and matching gold starburst medallions covered her nipples. This was the queen, then. When the Olferian moved aside, Ella saw that the queen had gold belts attached to her upper thighs, with the same dagger as Bobby and the Estranian attached on both sides, and she sported a golden pussy cover. It was quite a look. Between her thighs Ella could see the Estranian’s club of a cock. There was no way that fit into her, so he must not be the king.
He bellowed out, “Prag! Exit immediately and secure the door. Do not let anyone else enter.” The Olferian scurried out and closed the door.
The Estranian then turned and placed the queen down behind him, spinning back around and drawing his daggers. Ella’s eyes went to Zalon, but he made no move. She’d have to trust that he would know when and how to act if the need came to protect them.
The queen whispered something to the Estranian, and his gaze flicked to Zalon before he whispered back to her. 
Then she stepped around and in front of the Estranian, taking a wide stance and crossing her arms under her breasts. She spoke straight to the Trallian, “Bobby, please tell me what the fuck is going on here, right now.” She looked at him closely and seemed to notice Ark’s blood for the first time. “Oh shit, are you injured?”
What? Was she speaking English? Ella wondered idly if she was having a stroke.
Bobby patted Ella’s back a final time, then stood and approached the woman.
“No, Vi, I’m fine. It’s not my blood.”
Vi? The ‘queen’ was named Vi? And Bobby was so informal with her? Weird.
She held out her hand for him to stop approaching. “Good. Stay there and tell me why the fuck is there a Zig in here? We’ll get to the females next.”
Zalon cleared his throat and spoke, without making eye contact, “Permission to speak, ma’am?” 
She turned toward him, “You do not need my permission to speak. Please speak freely.”
Interesting.
“Ma’am. It is The Zig, always, even if there is only one of us. I would not wish for you to make that mistake when it might cost you.”
How the fuck did she not know that? Everyone knew that.
“Noted, thank you. I am Violet. May I ask your name?”
“Former Commander Zalon.”
“And that is how I should address you? Not Zalon, or Commander Zalon, but Former Commander Zalon?”
He nodded.
“Terrific.” She turned back to Bobby. “Please tell me what the fuck Former Commander Zalon, a human female, and everyone else is doing in here.”
“Ella,” Bobby said, gesturing back toward her. 
She felt a surge of warmth for Bobby. How long had it been since strangers had automatically treated her as a person instead of property?
Blue hair, who she now knew was Valis of the Melinor, pulled himself free of the Filli, who whined like the little nymphos they were. They had really formed an attraction to him, the poor bastard. He went to stand by Bobby in front of the ‘queen,’ but when he opened his mouth, she silenced him with a finger. 
Why was she so mad? Was she human?
Bobby said, “Um, Valis told me he had seen a human female at a brothel on the lower levels, so we went down to see. I thought you might want to buy her so you could set her free, so I wanted to ask her owner for a price.”
The woman’s body language softened and her voice gentled, “I take it that things didn’t go as planned?” She swept her arm across the room and looked bemused.
So maybe she wasn’t mad.
Bobby said, “Um, no. Decidedly not. The owner tried to claim me as his slave, since I wasn’t branded. He had Orni,” he pointed at Orni, still sitting at Alfan’s feet, “working in the brothel for people who couldn’t afford females. He was going to send Orni back to the kitchens and have me take his place. But Valis subdued the bouncer before he could do anything to either of us.” He turned toward Valis and said, “Thank you, again, for that.”
Valis nodded and Bobby continued, “The owner called for Former Commander Zalon and ran to the back. We followed. Valis got in front of the owner to meet Former Commander Zalon, so the owner backed up toward me to get away from any fighting between those two. He stepped on the back of his robes and fell backwards onto my knives. He died.”
Ella wanted to laugh at the stupidly pointless way that Raglan Ark had died. Fucking-A! Serves you right, asshole.
To Ella’s amazement, the woman started laughing, instead. “So, you just brought everyone back here with you afterwards, huh?”
“Well, we couldn’t just leave them there.”
Had Ella been amazed before? Now the woman ran to Bobby, and he opened his arms and caught her, swinging her around. She looked into his face and whispered something, he pressed his forehead into hers and whispered something back. Ella’s mouth hung open. Was Bobby the king? Was the queen a human? Was she fucking a Trallian on the side? What… the… fuck? There was obviously something major between them, but Ella couldn’t wrap her mind around it.
The queen turned to Valis while still in Bobby’s arms, “Thank you, Valis, for everything you did to keep Bobby safe. You have my vote for joining us if you still wish that.”
Vote? Joining us? Wasn’t Valis already with them?
Valis asked, “Vote, my queen? I would most certainly still like to join you, but don’t you have the authority to decide that?”
“That’s not really the leadership model we follow here. The King and Queen stuff is for the public, but we have a different organizational and command structure behind closed doors.”
More what-the-fuckery.
The Estranian interrupted in a deep, booming voice that startled Ella, “And she is at the top for both, make no mistake. She can use her authority any way she pleases, but she chooses to include the rest of us.”
Some sensation shot through her at hearing the Estranian’s voice. Maybe because it was so deep, like Zalon’s—but without the growling undertone, that she associated it with protection and safety.
The queen pulled fully away from Bobby and made a face when she looked down and saw the blood that had transferred to her skin from his fur. She gestured at Zalon, “Your story hasn’t covered Former Commander Zalon’s presence, yet.”
Valis said, “He was indentured to the owner of the brothel. His indenture period has many years remaining on it. You have the option of taking over as his masters or putting him up on offer at the next indenture auction.”
The queen looked disgusted, “We don’t condone slavery. Can’t we just set him free?”
Seriously? Was this real? Was it possible that what Bobby and Valis had told Zalon on the lower level was true? Ella still didn’t dare to hope.
Zalon turned his head and shouted, “No!”
Ella watched as the queen started to approach Zalon, then was grabbed on either side by Bobby and the Estranian. She gave them both pointed looks and they let go. Ella marveled at her power and courage. 
The queen stood before Zalon and looked up into his face, “Explain, please, Former Commander Zalon.”
He didn’t look down at her, “I am disgraced. Once The Zig has been disgraced, a period of indenture is set that he must complete. If he does not, The Zig will not allow his remains to be returned to the home world and placed with his family.”
“So, your indenture is voluntary? You wish to complete it to erase the disgrace?”
Did she really know nothing about The Zig? Everyone knew these things. How could a queen not?
“Yes, ma’am. No, ma’am. I wish to complete it so that my remains can be returned to the home world. I can never erase the disgrace.”
“Would you prefer to remain with us, or would you prefer to be sent to the auction?”
“It is not appropriate for me to be given that choice, ma’am.”
Yes, Zalon, say yes!
The queen sounded frustrated, “Well, tough shit! I’m not going to make your life choices for you. I’ll tell you this: if you remain with us, you will not be treated as a slave or an indentured servant, although you can still be officially completing the terms of your servitude. The Zig are military geniuses, right? The ultimate tacticians? Well, we desperately need one of those on our team. That’s how you’ll be treated, and you’ll be a valued member of our crew. At the auction, who the fuck knows? I’m sure you have a better idea of the possible outcomes there than I do. But there is a price for choosing to remain with us.”
FUCKING SAY YES, ZALON! He was being given the chance to return to his former life of command and respect, albeit with one strange fucking crew. Ella’s heart ached at the thought that his rigid pride and rule-following might work against him now. 
He looked into the queen’s eyes, and she said, “You’ll have to tell us why you’re disgraced so we can know if those circumstances cause us to retract our offer to you. Think about that before you make your decision. Now, please tell me what your role was in the brothel.”
“Protecting the females, ma’am. Dealing with unruly patrons. Raglan Ark wanted to use me for more nefarious tasks, but The Zig do not participate in criminal activities.”
“Fan-fucking-tastic. Females! Has Former Commander Zalon ever hurt you or done anything inappropriate with you?”
Ella shook her head, as did everyone else.
“Great. Here’s what we’re going to do. Bobby, is there a big master suite in here? There is? Terrific. Former Commander Zalon, please escort all the former brothel… staff… into the suite and lock the door behind you. Stay in there with them so we can let the rest of our party in and explain what has happened. We have a Garoxian in our party, and I don’t know how he will react to your presence. I need to talk with him and find out.”
Zalon looked shocked at the mention of a Garoxian, but then he nodded and started herding everyone into the master suite, not much differently than he did every morning at the brothel. He was his emotionless and efficient self.
But Ella stood and stopped, staring at the queen, and asked “Who the fuck are you… people?” 
At their silent regard, she followed everyone else into the room with Zalon bringing up the rear. He pulled the door closed and she heard the lock engage.






  
  Two: One Seriously Crazy Group of People


Ella stood with her back to the locked doors and watched everyone settle into the room. The Filli, of course, went to the huge bed and started fondling each other. Alfan and Orni sat down together along one wall. The Ohn wandered into the bathroom and looked around, then came back and settled along the same wall as the Cephalo-ped. Zalon stood at attention, arms behind his back, just to the left of the double doors. 
One of the Filli reached out to her, “Come on, Ella, we finally have a bed big enough for all of us! And I desperately want to fondle your big, beautiful tits.”
Ella waved her away with a hand and turned to Zalon, “What do you think, Former Commander Zalon? It seems like they want to offer you a position that’s in line with your previous life. There’s no way you’ll get that opportunity from an indenture auction.” She tried to force him to make eye contact with her, “What’s the obstacle?”
Finally, he did look down at her, “I would prefer not to have to reveal the circumstances of my disgrace.”
“How many owners have you had?”
“Three. Over four years.”
“How many years left on your sentence?”
“46.”
“Have you ever been used by an owner in a way that you felt good about? That was personally satisfying? Have they ever used you for your actual skills and talents?”
“No.” he said, looking away.
“So, the last four years have been shameful and frustrating for you, aside from the original disgrace, right?”
“Yes,” he said to the far wall, raising his voice to be heard over the moaning Filli.
She reached out and touched his forearm, and he looked back down at her, “Then you have a chance now. All you have to do is endure 20 minutes of shame—not the four years you’ve already lived through—to potentially spend the next 46 years being employed in a way that matches your skills and talents, in a way that you find personally satisfying, with a group of people who will treat you with respect.”
She actually became angry making the argument. Fuck him! Like his stupid pride wouldn’t allow him to live through 20 minutes of shame. Try what I’ve been through every day for the last seven years, then see how long your precious goddamn pride lasts.
His gaze had become impassive again and returned to the far wall. She let out a frustrated, angry breath and slapped the forearm she had been holding, hard. His head whipped back down to her as she shouted, “Are you really telling me that you’re not strong enough to endure 20 minutes to gain more than you ever could have possibly fucking hoped for in your situation?! For fuck’s sake, Zalon, grow up!”
With that, she stomped away to the only empty wall, sat down, drew her knees up and rested her head on them. She never saw his eyes flash with anger at her naked back, then slowly transform into a considering expression.

      [image: image-placeholder]After a long while, with the Filli working themselves into a frenzy and everyone in the room ignoring them, lost in their own thoughts, the doors opened and the Estranian walked in, followed by the queen.
He was dressed now, in a white, furry kilt that matched his mohawk, and the queen sported a snug-fitting grey coverall. Both had removed their jewelry and blades.
Ella had only ever seen an Estranian on the Ogo, and the broadcast had not done justice to their size and presence. The suite they were in had obviously been designed to potentially host species as big as him, since he didn’t have to duck through doorways, but she didn’t imagine that most things fit him as well. What must it be like to be so much bigger than everyone around you? 
It wasn’t just his eight feet of height, either. He was half-again as wide as Zalon, who was seven-feet-tall and broadly muscled. Zalon was bigger than any human male Ella had ever seen. The Estranian had a foot on him in both directions. Ella marveled at him, wondering how the queen had felt when he had lifted her against him in the doorway of the suite. Like a tiny doll? She didn’t seem to regard him with any caution at all, so he was obviously a trusted companion. 
The Estranian stopped short at the sight of writhing Filli on the bed and the queen ran into his back as the automatic doors closed behind them. She looked around his bulk and her eyes widened at the sight on the bed. She spun around to face Zalon, still standing beside the door, and she appeared to be blushing deeply. Interesting.
She asked, “Uh, Former Commander Zalon, what’s going on in here?” But she asked it right as one of the Filli, maybe two, approached orgasm, their sounds of pleasure rising dramatically within the room.
The queen turned back around and glanced down at the front of the Estranian’s kilt, which appeared to be starting to levitate, then she ran over to the bed and pulled the bed covers up to hide the Filli from view, hissing, “Control yourselves, ladies. Knock that shit off!”
Ella watched all this, still angry from the exchange with Zalon, and snorted a laugh. She looked at the queen and said, derisively, “You can’t keep Filli from fucking. If they don’t have a male to fuck, they fuck each other. Don’t even bother trying.”
The queen just looked around the room, taking it all in, then turned back to the Estranian and his now horizontal kilt. Ella had a uniquely…  um, comprehensive view of what was going on under there from her position on the floor. She had already noted the enormity of his cock when they had entered the suite naked—and just why the hell had they been naked or mostly naked, anyway?—but this thing in front of her now was altogether otherworldly. Huge, darkened, and throbbing, and leading down to a pair of testicles that…  damn. Ella looked away, shaking off her curiosity with some effort.
The queen stood on her tip toes to snap her fingers in front of his face. When that didn’t elicit a response, she said, “Acken! We’re going to take everyone out of this room except for the Filli.” 
He continued staring, so she smacked his arm as hard as Ella had Zalon’s arm, “Acken!”
Ella hazarded a glance at Zalon, who was doing his best statue imitation.
The Estranian, Acken, finally looked down at the queen, and she shifted her gaze from his eyes to his kilt. Awareness dawned on his face, and he abruptly turned away to face the door. 
Ella wanted to laugh. Why the hell were they being so twitchy about erections? Then she realized that she had not seen any female in the group yet who would be able to take the Estranian. He had no outlet for sexual urges other than his hand. Maybe it would be best if he wasn’t subjected to provocative sights. The logistics alone of navigating a small room holding both him and his erect cock would be interesting.
The queen clapped and said too brightly, “OK, everyone not in the bed, let’s go out in the main area and find you some clothes and some food.” She glanced over to Zalon, “You, too, please, Former Commander Zalon.”
Clothes?! Food?! Holy shit, maybe this wasn’t a dream, after all.
The queen opened the doors and marched out of the room, the Estranian following. Zalon gestured for Orni and the females to get up and follow, then he pulled up the rear and closed the doors behind him.
Ella tried to take in the scene before her. On the sofa sat Bobby, now clean of Ark’s blood, another Trallian, Valis, a trawg, a Garoxian, and a beautiful, white-haired male that looked almost human. Next to the sofa, coiled, was a green and blue banded Ophidian, easily 20 feet long or more.
It was more than her mind could process. Add the queen and the Estranian, and it was one seriously crazy group of people.
The queen started speaking to the gorgeous, white-haired male, “We need to feed and clothe our guests, then put them in a room. Those rooms can turn into bunks, right? We can put the four females in one, and the Trallian—Orni, right?—can join our crew in one of the rooms.”
The male got up, wearing what appeared to be a coverall that matched the queen’s and came over to stand by her side, nodding.
She continued, “That only leaves us two more rooms for me, Bobby, you, Acken, Mister Beastly,” Mister Beastly?! What the fuck? “Friend, Trak, Valis, Steve, and Former Commander Zalon. We’ll have to leave the Filli in the master suite for the time being. They’re… um… occupied.”
Ella hadn’t intended to speak, but she snorted out a laugh and said, “They’ll fuck each other all night long, and they’ll do it anywhere. You don’t have to give up the master suite for them. They’d be fine on the floor in here.”
The queen caught her eye and led it to the front of Acken’s kilt.
Ella said, “Oh. Yeah, I see. That could be a problem.”
The queen nodded, then turned back to the beautiful male, “We’ll figure something out. The guys brought hammocks up from the ship, right? Thank you, Caussus. I’m going to go see about the Former Commander Zalon situation.”
The beautiful male, Caussus, apparently, held out his arms and led Ella, Orni, and the other females away from the sofa to a table that was covered in boxes. Ella saw one held the jewelry and daggers she had previously seen on everyone, another held coveralls, and several held containers of food and drink. Real food! Ella’s stomach growled. When was the last time she had eaten something that wasn’t in the form of a nutrient square?
The beautiful male said to her, quietly, “I’m Caussus. You’re Ella, is that correct?”
She nodded.
“Wonderful, let’s see if you’ll fit into one of Madam Vi’s coveralls.”
“You mean the queen?”
He stiffened for a moment, “Yes, of course. Sorry for the confusion, Madam Ella.” He plucked a pair of coveralls off the top of the box and handed them to her.
Ella had to squeeze her ass and thighs into it as Caussus helped the others find clothing. Orni and Alfan both received coveralls with tail holes, Ella saw, as she tried and failed to connect the magnetic fastener in the front of hers. She was able to close it up to just her waist, and she imagined that she would have looked like some fashionable disco queen in a tight jumpsuit if it weren’t for the industrial grey fabric. Her large breasts were held in place by the tightness of the garment, and even the neckline plunging to almost her bellybutton didn’t lessen the joy she felt in being covered up—mostly—for the first time in seven years. 
The Ohn, with her wings, and the Cephalo-ped, with her tentacles, both refused the clothing.
Caussus indicated that they should all sit at the table. Ella did, trying to pay attention to what the queen was saying to Zalon, but then Caussus started to pull food out of the box and place it in front of them. She couldn’t even begin to process what the queen was saying at the sight of all that real food. But she glanced over at the sofa and saw there was some serious menace coming off the Garoxian, aimed at Zalon. 
She started to eat
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