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Chapter One
 
 
Pyxel
 
“Where is it?”
“I’m not telling.”
My breath catches in my throat as burning eyes settle on me with grave displeasure.
“You should answer my question, little human.”
“You should go to hell.”
Rebellion is easy when you crave the consequences of your actions so badly you are willing to do anything, say anything just to find a limit. I have been alone for a long time. I am not alone anymore. My solitude has been replaced with a tyrant interrogator, a confessor who will discover every one of my sins and punish me accordingly. I have crossed him. I have tricked him. I have lied to him and I have tried to cheat him. If I had gotten away with it, I’d be rich now. Instead of money, I have the wages of my sin, and they are about to be written in my soft flesh with rough strokes of his powerful frame.
I feel my lower secret self, the dirty little places no respectable woman ever likes to have displayed in such lewd fashion, swelling with anticipation and desire. This creature is like none I have ever met before. He demands obedience. He commands compliance. My rebellion and my lies are swept away before him. There is no fooling this male who is so much more than any man ever could be. My flesh weeps with desire, but still I cannot give him what he wants.
“Behave yourself,” he growls, one hand at my throat, the other at my sex. I am caught in his grasp and in the consequences of my own deception. “Tell me what I want to know.”
He is utterly alien. I owe him nothing. But he is going to take everything. Because he is a warrior and a conqueror, and it does not matter how alien he is, it is a universal constant that a naked woman spread before such a creature will not receive mercy. She will take the hard flesh already pressed between her thighs.
I want him. I crave him. But I know that he will give just as much pain as pleasure. And I know that I will earn every bit of it. I have been a very bad girl, and it has just caught up with me in a way I never thought it would.
Just how did I get myself into this situation?
Oh. That’s right.
 
* * *
 
Hours earlier…
Crash
 
“Earth stinks.”
Farti holds his nose and screws up his face. His upper lip curls, baring the fangs that emerge under his upper lip. They’re supposed to be intimidating, but they’re about a quarter of an inch long and when they’re set in a face that has the head to body proportions of a teddy bear with about twice as much fuzz, they don’t do much for his credibility. His fur is a soft red plush. He has short pointy horns, little hooves for feet, humanoid hands, and a tail that wags when he doesn’t want it to.
He’s three feet tall, two hundred and forty years old, and he’s made me richer in the last year of working with him than I got in the ten years I spent in the Vatiri Special Forces.
Everything he lacks in height and intimidation, he makes up for in pure business acumen. I’m the muscle in this operation. Tall, even for a Vatiri, there are parts of this ship I have to crawl through in order to access them. I can’t wait to stretch my legs. I can’t wait to make some money.
“Are you listening to me?” Farti’s complaints draw my attention down again.
My nine feet in height means that occasionally, when he’s very serious about something, he hops up on my knee so he can look me in the eye. I am strictly forbidden from finding that cute.
Right now he’s stomping around my feet, irritated. “I thought the supplier was meeting us here.”
He doesn’t care about the view, which is exquisite. We’ve landed at the verge of a great red and gold canyon lush with trees. A river winds below, and above the sky is bright and blue and big. So big I can almost forget how much bigger everything beyond it really is.
This is a nice planet. It does smell, well, organic, but you get that in the pockets where life still flourishes. Most of the universe is dead. Very, very dead. This is the scent of decay and growth curling into our nostrils. In the soil beneath the grass that ripples out around my feet, life is thriving.
“Where. Is. She?” Farti stamps his feet and lets out a nickering sound of irritation.
“She’ll be here, I’m sure,” I say. I don’t care if she’s late. This is just another run for us. Another pickup followed by another delivery. Things have gotten a little boring of late. When I served in the Vatiri marines, hardly a day went by that you didn’t have a limb lopped off and have to go in for regeneration. I’ve had all my limbs attached for months upon months now. They’re starting to get that worn, lived-in look. I could do with a shiny new bicep.
“How can you be sure? You don’t know her. She’s human. I hate humans.” He wrinkles his nose up in a way that exposes the little pointed parts of his fangs all the more. “You can’t trust humans.”
I haven’t dealt with humans much. They’re relatively rare in the universal sphere of things. I looked them up on the ship’s computer as we came in. They’re what’s called a junior species. They never made it out of their solar system independently, but they were discovered somewhere around 34.5938.45, when the Nefari visited. Two envoys. One of them didn’t use the sanitizer before first contact and transmitted a virus that in Nefari results in a small but embarrassing rash.
It wiped out ninety-five percent of Earth’s humanoid population within a week. A few people did have a natural resistance by some miracle and the Nefari were so ashamed at the results of their actions, they helped rebuild enough of a city to get the species restarted.
The rest is history.
Earth is too far out of the way to get a lot of attention, so it’s been left to run wild. A few intrepid species like to venture out here from time to time, post interstellar media snapshots of the wilderness.
It cost us a quarter of a year’s profits for the fuel to get here, and it took us a year to come this far. It’s been a long voyage and I hope we get more than a day or two here. I need to remember what it feels like to stand on a planet and breathe air that hasn’t been filtered a thousand times.
“I’m going to hail her,” Farti says. “Don’t go too far. There’s predators here and I won’t be able to come and find you.”
The thing I like about Farti is that he doesn’t even pretend to be brave. He expects me to be there to guard his fuzzy little ass, and he compensates me well for it.



Chapter Two
 
 
Pyxel
 
Ow.
Ow.
Ow.
Every step is a reminder of what happens when you get stupid and sloppy out here in the canyon-plain-jungle. I was heading out to meet my marks, a little too fast for my own good. The skimmer I’ve been riding for the past year had been showing signs of breaking down for a while, but I fixed it with tape and wire.
I was skipping over the canopy on my way here, about ninety feet up in the air when the tape and the wire decided they weren’t friends anymore. The nice thing about falling through a forest is that there’s lots of stuff to stop you on the way down. The not so nice thing is that a lot of it is much harder than it looks from the sky. Fluffy clouds of green turn to prickly sharp sticky things when you’re plummeting through them at terminal velocity.
Fortunately, I was wearing my leathers. Unfortunately, I fell through a particularly open patch of jungle. Fortunately a tangle of vines caught me before I came to a landing on my face. Unfortunately, leathers don’t stop you twisting your ankle on a vine. It’s not broken. It just hurts. My boot will keep it stable enough, and I’ve cut a bit of branch to use as a crutch to keep most of my weight off it, but this is not a great start to what was always going to be a hell of a day.
The jungle isn’t easy to get through. It’s dense, and the trails people hack through don’t last long. Maybe three or four days at most. It’s been at least a week since anyone came through here. I picked the canyon for a reason. It’s far enough away from my house that they probably won’t be able to find me once they realize I screwed them over. And it’s a nice scenic spot for visitors. They get taken in by the view of the verdant great canyon and they get into a goofy happy mood and they believe whatever you tell them. It’s hard to fathom that this place was ever a big dry hole in the desert, but my ancestors have been coming to this spot for hundreds of generations. Back then, it was most notable for being a hole, but then the climate shifted and this whole area that used to be nothing more than dust and dead things turned into the canyon lake and the surrounding jungle plains. Just have to be careful not to accidentally step off the edge.
As I battle through the underbrush, I remind myself that the money is going to be worth it. And keeping the few artifacts that haven’t yet been pillaged from Earth to be sold in intergalactic tat shops safe from the people who think my world is a jumble sale is worth it too.
I’ll use the payment to buy a new skimmer. And fix the leak in the roof. And lay in some freeze-dried supplies for the winter. I’ve got about ten places to put every buck they’ve got for me, and I’ll make damn sure to spend it before they realize that what’s in my backpack isn’t what they’re looking for.
“Sorry! Sorry! I know I’m late!” I shout out as I come through the bushes. It’s good to announce your presence. Some of these traders are jumpy and can start firing off their high spec matter destroyers if they get startled. I’ve seen a man who looked like Swiss cheese after an accidental discharge by a party of panicked interstellar tourists.
“Stop there!”
A rough male voice booms out. I stop at the verge of the forest, my feet turning to lead. I hope they’re not one of the paranoid species. They suck to deal with—and they’re really hard to scam.
“It’s me!” I call out. “The trader!”
I can’t see the person coming toward me, but his presence announces itself in the fleeing of small woodland creatures. Perhaps that’s a dramatic take on it, but the rough command shocked me. This is my world. My jungle. My goddamn clearing to walk through. What does he mean, stop?
“Step out of the bushes.”
“That’s what I was trying to do,” I mutter under my breath as I hop forward.
As I do, I find myself looking at the midsection of a very tall alien man. And I mean very tall. I am 5′5. He has to be at least nine feet. He towers like a tree in front of me, and manages to make the canyon laid out behind him look like a reasonably sized hole. He’s built like a bull. The width of his shoulders must be at least three times my own. His hips are narrow in proportion, but still wider than my entire body. A shock of instinctive fear rushes through me as my body reacts like I just walked out in front of a tiger. The adrenaline of being confronted with something physically far superior and much more dangerous makes my heart beat faster, my pupils dilating to take in all aspects of him.
He is dressed in some kind of mercenary garb. Not the high-end armor that I’ve seen some of them wearing, impenetrable force fields and whatnot. He’s gone low tech, like me. But I don’t think it matters. His skin is the color of brushed aluminum, and I’m pretty sure if I touched one of those massive biceps that are bigger than both my thighs, I’d find that skin is closer to hide.
I shouldn’t stare. It’s rude. But I can’t help it. He is the strangest looking nonhuman man I have ever seen. His eyes have dark pupils, but the iris around them glows reddish gold. His nose is prominent and jutting, but in proportion with the strong brow and great square jaw. His hair is thick and silver, falling around his ears and down the back of his neck in a shaggy riot.
He’s handsome. Hot. He’s fucking gorgeous. He’s everything, however you describe that melting, desperate yearning an attractive person can give you with their mere presence.
I wasn’t expecting this. Most aliens are pretty gross to look at. Holes for noses, slimy skin, extra orifices, that sort of thing. Evolution is blind. She doesn’t care how goofy something looks as long as it works well enough to push the next generation into existence. But on this guy, she did some of her best work. Holy fuck. I forget about the throbbing pain in my ankle and the trinket in my bag. I forget my own damn name.
“You are Pyxel.”
“Uhhh…” What should be an answer in the affirmative turns into an incoherent drawl. He takes it to mean I don’t understand him.
“You speak intergalactic tongue? Or you only read?” He makes a scribbling motion with his finger. “I write?”
The hottest man in the universe is talking to me like I’m a moron. Of course I speak intergalactic. While I stand there, dumb, he pulls out a device, taps a note on it, and shows it to me.
Are you Pyxel?
I nod.
He smiles. He’s come a million miles, he’s utterly alien, and yet patronizing. Condescending expressions are apparently common to our people.
“Good,” he says. “I will write to you.”
I stare. He writes it down and shows it to me. I nod.
It’s occurred to me that this is going to be much easier if he doesn’t realize I can speak. Hard to be accused of lying if you never said a word, right? Never thought being tongue-tied would be a negotiating advantage, but here we are.
Come with me.
He accompanies the text with a gesture toward a ship that seems way, way too small for him. My home is bigger than that thing.
I follow after him, hop-skipping to try to keep up with his long legs.
He turns partway there to see what’s taking me so long. When he sees that I’m hobbling, his expression shifts instantly. The neutral of his handsome face is replaced with extreme displeasure. His glowing gaze hones in on my leg.
“You’re hurt.”
He doesn’t type it out. He says it and gestures toward my leg. I figure it’s safe to pretend to understand enough to understand, but I can’t answer him.
I attempt to mime what happened. It’s kind of hard to explain with your hands how your piece of shit skimmer tried to murder you ninety feet in the air, and I can tell he’s not understanding a thing I’m trying to impart. It doesn’t matter. We’re not here to talk about my leg. I’m here to rip him off with some old scrap I found in one of the warehouse ruins.
We get a lot of aliens down here chasing lies. A good story knows how to travel, and the one about this trinket seems to have made its way across lightyears to find this guy and his bank balance.
I grab my pack off my back, pick the sack out, and hold it out to him, miming him giving me money in return for the goods.
He shakes his head and makes a gesture toward the ship. He wants me to go with him.
I shake my head. I’m not going any further with this. I want this transaction over so I can disappear back into the jungle.
“Come,” he repeats. “I fix your foot.”
I shake my head again, make a motion with the bag, and hold out my hand for the credits. All he has to do is push a hundred tokens into my hand and we’re done. I’ll hop on out of here and disappear into the jungle. He’ll never find me. By the time he realizes what he’s got is a fake, I doubt he’ll even be in the same galaxy.
“Foot,” he repeats. “I fix.”
“No.” I shake my head and wave my hands. “Take treasure.”
He twists his face up. He thinks I don’t understand him. I don’t know how stupid he imagines me to be, but he’s obviously working on another way to communicate his desire to play nurse. I don’t need it. It’s just a sprain. It’s the least of my worries.
“Foot,” he repeats, encouraged by my speech. He bends down and tries to reach out for my leg. I pull it away, hopping back in irritation.
“Oh, for crying out loud, just pay me so I can get out of here, I don’t need you to fix my foot.”
His brows rise as he does. “You speak intergalactic.”
“Of course I do.”
“Then why did we just spend the last ten minutes making gestures at each other?”
“Because I didn’t come here to talk. I came here to sell.”
He folds his great arms over his chest and looks down at me with unreserved irritation. “Your leg is hurt.”
“Yes, I know.”
“Let me fix it for you. We have tools that can knit bone in seconds.”
“I don’t want my bones knitted. I want the money.”
“Mercenary little thing,” he laughs. He is amused by me. “I can fix your leg for free.”
“Why would you do that?”
“Because I don’t like seeing animals in pain.”
I grit my teeth. It figures he would think of me as an animal. Aliens always think they’re better than humans. More advanced. Maybe some of them are. I guess he is, if evolutionary advancement means being a gleaming muscular god. But I’m going to surprise him before we’re done. He’s going to find out that this animal has more than a few tricks up her sleeve.
“I don’t need my leg fixed. I just need the money. I brought the goods.”
“Human female, you are injured,” he says, as if perhaps I don’t understand that.
“I know, you big idiot! I don’t care.”
Those brows come down over his eyes, his posture changes, as does his expression. He goes from helpful and concerned to overbearing and borderline aggressive in seconds.
“You will speak to me with a respectful tone, human.”
“I don’t want to be speaking to you at fucking all. Give me my money and take your trinket.”
“No.”
What? I stare at him. “You came all this way to not buy what you asked me to get for you?”
“Oh, I’m going to buy it. But I’m going to deal with you first.”
“I’ve been trying to do a deal with you!”
“Not do a deal, deal with,” he growls. “Your intergalactic really isn’t very good, is it, little human.”
Before I can snap back with a retort, the ground goes out from under my feet. He sweeps me up into the air, way higher than I am comfortable with given how far I recently fell, and starts carrying me toward the ship.
I should probably be terrified at this point, but in spite of our less than auspicious meeting, I feel instinctively safe with him.
That might be naive. He’s big enough to tear me apart and probably eat me. His head is twice the size of mine, so I’m sure his teeth are too. I’ve never met this species of alien before. Mostly Earth gets visits from what we call grays and greens, big-headed creatures who have to be asked very nicely not to put their probes where they’d be inconvenient.
This monster has a good guy vibe, though I still would prefer for him to just give me the money I’m trying to scam from him.
The ship isn’t actually as small as I thought it was. It was being dwarfed by him. But he still has to duck to stoop under every door, and he needs to turn sideways to get us both through, but he nevertheless manages to carry me into a small medical bay with a bed that really only barely fits me on it.
“So who did you steal this ship from?”
“Steal?”
“Obviously not yours. You look like Gulliver.”
“I do not know who this Gulliver is,” he says, sitting me on the bed. “Stay still.”
I don’t stay still. I don’t want his alien medicine. I don’t want to be probed, or mended with whatever ‘tools’ he might have on hand. I want to get out of here. He’s making me feel a whole host of feelings I don’t want to be having. This is getting dangerous on several levels.
“No. Thank you,” I say tightly. “If you don’t want to buy, that’s fine. There were others who wanted it.”
That’s a lie. Nobody wants the old piece of crap in my bag.
He picks me up again without a word. It is so frustrating, being handled like a wayward puppy. Tired of being carried about, I do my best to pull out of his grasp. It’s a futile struggle, but so is life in general and I put my all into that as well.
 
* * *
 
Crash
 
I look down at the little human female who dares defy me. She has dark hair that is tangled in a riot of curls, and dark brown eyes that stare out from under thick lashes. A sprinkle of little dark dots marks her nose and her cheeks, but she is otherwise pale. Her form is of upright ambulation, two legs, one of which is clearly hurt.
Her clothing is far from glamorous. She is wearing aged protective leathers of some kind. They are cracked and worn in several places, turning brown where they used to be black.
She is beautiful, but difficult. Her injury would be easy enough to treat, but for how she squirms in my grasp, risking injuring herself. I do not understand why she is being so difficult. She has the intellect to grasp the fact that I am trying to help her, but apparently that offends her.
“Stop it, or I will sedate you,” I threaten as she spins in my arms.
“Put me down!”
“Not until you are mended.” I keep my voice gruff, my tone serious. I do not like to be disobeyed. In the military tradition I was raised in the command line is to be followed precisely. Even outside the military, it is quite obvious that a smaller female should submit to a larger male. That is a law of nature that stretches throughout the universes.
She has not been taught that lesson, or many others. I feel the tension in her frame. She is curvy in places, but overall she does not have a robust body. She is not suited for struggle. Certainly not against me.
In the end, it is easier to hold her by the uninjured leg and let her dangle while Farti gathers the med kit. She sets up a loud complaining, which I do not appreciate.
“Silence,” I chastise her. “You may attract predators with that wailing.”
“I already did,” she whimpers in complaint.
She swings about in my grasp and the soft round of her ass is presented to me. My spare hand finds itself in motion, my palm more than large enough to cover both her cheeks in a solid swat hard enough to make her swing forward and back like a screeching pendulum, wishing death on me and my family.
Enough with her insolence. I hoist her up, one hand around her leg, holding her high enough that I can look down into her screwed-up face.
“Stop,” I growl in the voice I use when I mean something.
She shuts her mouth. I see her gulp. Her eyes are red-rimmed as if she is truly on the verge of crying and her face is pale, even though she is upside down and angry. She should be red.
Wrong color is a bad thing with humans. They are more fragile than they like to admit. I have known several of their warriors, and though they were brave to a fault they did not have the capacity for survival my species enjoys. Their limbs do not regenerate. Most of their body is single use. A very inefficient design for a species that often relies on its ability to initiate conflict.
Concerned for her well-being, I lower her gently to the bed, making sure to keep a firm hold on her body, making sure she lies still. Now that she is unable to move, I see that she is not in good condition, leg aside. There are insect bites all over her skin, which is far too pale for a creature that spends as much time in the sun as she must. She needs a thorough examination, not just a simple mending, but I know she will resist that with every bit of her strength. She is the most contrary little thing I have ever encountered. Except, perhaps, for…
“What are you doing? Did you bring an animal in here!” Farti’s irritated screech interrupts my exam. Her head pops up as he comes striding into the room. He does not speak the intergalactic tongue. He prefers his native speech, which does not translate to the human ear.
“Awww, look at him. He’s so cute! Is he your pet?”
She lets out a gasp of pure joy and claps her hand to her mouth. Her voice pitches up several octaves, and she makes repeated gasping, delighted sounds that are at odds with the grumbling and growling she has been subjecting me to so far. When she smiles, she is transformed. In her petulant state she was pretty. Happy, she is utterly gorgeous. She has a wide smile, sparkling eyes, her entire face lights up in a way that makes her look much less ill.
“Did she just call me a damn pet?”
Farti bristles with indignation, which only makes him more adorable to her. “Oh, my god, I want to cuddle him!”
He takes several brisk steps back. “If she touches me, I’ll bite her. Don’t you let that damn human near me!”
“Easy,” I tell him, pushing Pyxel back down on the bed. “This is the trader we’re supposed to meet. She’s injured. I’m going to fix her leg.”
“Well, you’ll take the price of the electrozes off the bill,” Farti grumbles. “We’re not an intergalactic medical charity!”
“Aw, he’s so cute. What’s his name?” She is blissfully unaware of Farti’s hostility toward her.
“His name is Farti.”
“You called your pet Farty?”
“Farti,” I say, emphasizing the I sound at the end. Humans are cute in the way they find it so hard to even hear, much less pronounce the little intonations and higher order frequencies of language. “And I am Kr’ash.”
“Crash.”
“Kr’ash,” I repeat.
“Crash,” she says.
“Crash,” I agree. It doesn’t really matter what she calls me. She’s settled down a lot now, and I can finally have a look at this leg of hers.
“Is Farti friendly?”
“Not particularly,” I say, rolling up the leg of her faded, dirty, threadbare pants. She’s really not dressed well at all. I have encountered better clad urchins at interstellar charity events.
She can’t take her eyes off him, which is good because it gives me the chance to remove her boot and deploy the medical tool that instantly removes the swelling and repairs the damaged tissue simply by being rubbed lightly over the surface of the skin. It’s a deep echo-scanner, which uses the inbuilt data and information from the injury itself to restore the tissue to its previous state. In about twenty seconds, she’s fixed.
“Wow,” she says, her eyes widening as I move her foot up and down for her, demonstrating the healing. “That doesn’t hurt at all.”
“Mhm. That’s what I was trying to tell you.”
“Huh. Now you can use it on my butt where you hit me,” she suggests. “It’s still tingling.”
“No.” I am firm on that. “Discipline must be endured.”
She cuts her eyes at me. “And who are you to discipline me?”
“Your superior.” It is a simple matter of fact. I do not know why it seems to confuse her. “You are a small female of limited strength and agility. I am a male of far superior abilities. Of course it falls to me to discipline you.”
“You’re a real fucking asshole, you know that?”
I am tired of her temper and her cursing. She has much to learn and she will learn some of it from me now.
It is the work of a fraction of a second to turn her over onto her stomach. She flails and fights me, but her strength is piteous. Even Farti could probably overpower her. These humanoid frames are very early evolutionary models. They come with a great deal of flaws. One of them being the fact that she can be held in place and have her bottom spanked nice and long and hard without my expending nearly any energy at all.
She is fortunate that the seat of her rear is covered, otherwise it would surely be even more painful for her.
“You will speak with respect,” I inform her. “You will not swear, curse, or otherwise denigrate me. Do you understand?”
“Fuck you!”
I stop, puzzled for a moment. “Do you not understand, or are you attempting to rebel even though you are clearly physically outmatched?”
“The last one, dick!”
“Thank you for the clarification,” I growl, yanking down her lower body covering. It is so old and worn that much of it disintegrates in my hands. Her howl of outrage is not because of that though. It is because I have bared her cheeks and now I can see all her charms laid out before me. The lower parts of her leggings are still intact around her calves and knees, but her upper thighs and her bottom are completely exposed.
Beautiful. I stop for a moment and take her in, one hand on the back of her neck, holding her in place as I gaze upon one of the wonders of the universe. Evolution did many things with a female sex, but it never truly improved on the human woman. Her pussy is protected by two fat lips that are swollen with desire and parting to reveal the petals of her inner lips, ever so slightly folded and crinkled in a unique way. The human female’s sex closely resembles a flower, with the core being the dark little hole that seems far too small to take any kind of intrusion, but that I know can take objects many inches in diameter.
“What are you doing, you freak!”
Her attitude is tiresome, and at odds with what I am seeing below. She is wet. There are traces of moisture on her inner lips and even her inner thighs. Her struggles have smeared those traces of desire around, making the entrance of her sex easier to find.
I can smell her too, a feminine perfume that wafts to my nose. Pure pheromones, a primal mix that reaches down to the very core of my maleness and evokes a response that is difficult to control. Everything in my biology tells me to mount this willful woman and fuck her until she apologizes.
My hand lands across her cheeks again, leaving a hot red print, nice and low, just above her pussy.
“I am looking at your cunt.”
 
* * *
 
Pyxel
 
He’s crude. He’s brutal. He’s an asshole. And when he says those words, I feel my inner walls clench around the cock they wish was there.
“You have no right to do this.”
“I have every right,” he growls. “I have the right every male has over every female who taunts him and presents herself to him.”
“I didn’t present myself to you!”
“I could have pulled these down and found you dry, all closed up.” His finger sweeps between my pussy lips in a touch that is far too familiar and makes me shiver with the need I don’t want to have right now. “But you are wet and open. You are inviting me, displaying yourself. You are in season.”
He talks about me like I’m an animal. The only thing to be grateful for now is that my pussy seems to have distracted him from slapping my ass, which hurts like hell. There is a tight heat making me feel like all the skin of my bottom shrank, and yet the flesh beneath is swelling with pain, making everything tingle and sting.
“Apologize for your rudeness, and I will give you new clothing. This punishment will be over. We can resume our trade. Curse at me again, and I will fuck you.”
Every muscle in my lower belly and upper legs goes tight. Fuck me.
He palms my ass, his fingers stretching out to the point he nearly covers both cheeks with one great hand. I can sense that he is being gentle with me—his version of gentle anyway. I should apologize. I should sell my goods and get out of here. I should close my legs.
I try to do that, but he stops me easily, holding my thighs spread.
“Apology first. Then you can hide your pussy.”
“Oh, to hell with you.”
“A fucking it is.”
“What! That wasn’t even…” I don’t have much chance to complain that I didn’t curse at him. He has mounted the bed behind me in one muscular, agile motion, and I feel something far too thick and far too hard slap down between my sore cheeks. I can’t see his cock, but I can tell it’s huge.
“I told you what would happen, Pyxel,” he says, one of his hands sliding up the back of my neck, taking a handful of my curls.
He nudges the head of his cock down the crevice of my cheeks, past my asshole and to my pussy, where my traitorous cunt covers the head of whatever otherworldly phallus is about to split me open.
“I’m sorry!” I apologize just as he starts to push forward. I feel my outer lips wrapping around him, drawing him in.
“You’re not sorry,” he says, keeping his grip on me tight. “You’re afraid.”
That is true.
He holds his cock there, at the very entrance of my pussy.
“This is how rebellious females are punished in my world,” he tells me. “A rude young woman will find herself bent over and fucked several times a day if she cannot manage to control her mouth. We like to recruit badly behaved female cadets for that reason. Instructor and instructee both get something from it.”
The anthropological lesson is lost on me in this moment, with his thick rod on the brink of splitting me open. He really was right. I am afraid. Afraid of how it will feel when what must be a monster cock pushes inside me, and afraid that I might like it. My body is already responding to his handling in a way I can’t control. I should hate him for this. I should be tense and angry and fighting him off tooth and nail. Instead, I find myself feeling whiny and small, pleading for mercy rather than demanding it.
“You’re too big for me!”
“I am not,” he says, though his cock still does not move. The hard ridge is pushing against my sex firmly, not entering, but not pulling away. The tightness at the very entrance of my body is starting to relax. Oh, fuck. He’s not going to take me against my will. He’s going to make me push myself back on him. He’s going to let my traitorous pussy surrender. And I can’t stop myself, because of all the personal qualities I don’t have, self-control is the one I lack the most.
My hips make a gyrating, writhing motion. Maybe I can pretend to be trying to get away, even as I push myself back against that intrusion. Maybe we can both pretend that he is fucking me as punishment, and I am not spreading my thighs for him and fucking him out of pure animal instinct, which makes me every bit the little beast he seems to consider me to be.
That hot, hard head slips inside me just a fraction, pushing the tight inner walls of my sex, making them conform to his hard rod. He is just as big as I suspected, thick and heavy. I can feel the weight of his member now, gravity helping him spread my pussy. It’s more a cudgel than a cock. Nothing this large has ever been inside me before. I’ve had sex, of course, but the desperate rutting of wild men is nothing on this controlled, dominant display of power.
I’m not supposed to want this. He said it’s disciplinary. But this has been a weird day. I’ve fallen to what should probably have been my death and survived. I’ve been the recipient of alien medical technology. And now I’m pinned beneath that same alien, my pussy about to be invaded as a punishment for being rude to him.
The hand on the back of my neck keeps me pinned and relieves me of some of the burden of choice. The worst thing, right now, would be to admit that I’m not bothered by the fact I’m about to be fucked by a total stranger. I don’t know if I could ever look at myself in the mirror again if I let it be known that my body is responding to him, and even my mind is slipping into some kind of reckless submission. What does it matter if he fucks me? It might feel good. Nothing much does feel good these days. I live alone, in a small shanty on the verge of a forest, as far away from other people as possible.
“Say you’re sorry,” he murmurs. “Be a good girl and make a nice apology, and I’ll stop it from hurting when I’m all the way inside you. You’re going to be fucked, but you can still control what kind of fucking you get.”
A frisson of excitement rushes through me. He is so blunt and so bold in what he is doing to me. That was a threat. There can be no doubt about it. He’s telling me I can enjoy being fucked, or he can ravage me with his giant cock and leave me tearful and chastised.
I know which one I should want. And I know which one I’m more likely to get.
He pushes inside me, the motion of his hips smooth and powerful. The head of his cock spreads my lower lips apart completely, and sinks inside the tight channel that has not been traveled in a long time. I let out a long sigh of… relief? Is that what I’m feeling?
There’s fullness, spreading, a feeling of being taken—and taken care of.
“When was the last time you were mated?” He asks the question almost casually as he lifts his big hand from the back of my neck, runs both his hands down over my shoulders, and takes hold of my upper arms, drawing them up a little and back, using them as holds to pull my body back on his.
“Maybe two years ago.”
“And how old are you?”
“Twenty-four.”
“You should be mated every day,” he grunts, his voice showing the effort it is taking to slowly pull my body back on his cock. He is maybe half an inch deep now, but the motion has stalled. He is too big. I am too small. Either way you put it, he doesn’t fit inside my pussy.
I gasp and let out little whimpers as he tries to urge me back on his dick, gently at first, then with greater force.
“I told you, you’re too big!”
“I am not too large,” he rumbles. “Infants pass through these canals.”
“Not mine, they don’t.”
“Ah, you are yet to produce any progeny.” There is some kind of something in his tone. Judgment, maybe. Whatever it is, I don’t like it. “You should have had four or five by now.”
“Fuck you,” I growl, instantly regretting my rudeness, because suddenly he is another inch deep in me, his big muscled arms yanking me back on his cock.
“Ow, fuck! You fucking…”
My cursing is cut off as he starts to fuck me, using the inch and a half of territory he has claimed to fuck my pussy with short, swift strokes. I can’t talk. I can barely breathe.
Each and every one of those thrusts lets him sink deeper and deeper. My pussy is giving way to him, letting him in further, allowing him to plunder me for all I have. Soon my tight little hole is stretched around the massive invasion, and I am impaled on him, arms held back, head up, wailing my near orgasmic cries.
“I punish you, and you only get wetter, virlash,” he growls, his voice thick with alien lust. “Fucking will not gurzik for you, will it. Hypersexual little thing.”
I can barely understand anything he is saying. Blood is rushing in my ears, and his voice is becoming more and more heavily accented as he slips in and out of his native tongue.
 
* * *
 
Crash
 
This is not going as I expected. She is such a small creature, I thought one taste of my cock would scare her into obedience. I thought she would feel it against her sex and immediately become compliant. I never imagined that she would take it, that her hips would do that dirty little dance and invite me in.
Her inner walls are gripping my cock eagerly, and every time I pull out, it feels as though they are trying to pull me back in. Her body was designed lightyears away from mine, millions of years before mine, but it is perfect. I have never fucked a human before. I had no idea how they were built for sexual performance first and foremost. Her pussy is a hot canal capable of taking my cock, which is a great deal thicker than the wrist I am now pinning behind her back.
Looking down at her pussy lips gripping my cock, I could spend myself inside her here and now. But this is supposed to be a lesson in obedience for her, not pleasure for me. I did not intend to gratify myself. I wanted to teach her a lesson.
Instead, the seed is roiling, begging for release and I do not know how much longer I can contain myself. Even when staying completely still inside her, I can feel the muscles of her sex squeezing me. Her body is designed to do one thing—seduce a male and take his seed.
I thought I was the one in control, but it is her female flesh that has intoxicated me, brought me to the brink of climax.
Don’t come inside her,
I remind myself harshly. Can’t have any little half-breeds running around the universe, even if this union were able to produce one. Humans are rare. Should be mated by other humans.
The idea of any other cock inside this perfect cunt gives me war rage. Mine. This is mine. She is mine. Mine.
The word pounds through my head as I hold her beneath me and fuck her with the longest, hardest, most punishing strokes I can muster in this limited position. Her cries of passion and perhaps pain, the gripping of her cunt, the rolling of twin globes of hot flesh.
I pull out just in time, my cum spurting from my cock, coating her spanked ass, her back, going all the way up to her neck with the great jets of pressure produced by the orgasmic muscles seated behind my dick. They say our kind can impregnate a woman at a hundred paces.
It has been a long time since I spilled my seed. There is a lot of it. It covers her ass in a pale glaze, pools in the small of her back, runs down the sides of her waist. She lifts her hips, some instinctive motion to try to capture my seed in her pussy. She wants to be mated.
And suddenly, I see how stupid I have been. I threatened a fertile, sex-starved woman with sex. May as well threaten a starving man with food.
Now that I have released myself, I can think again. I want to break her to my will. I want to take her for my own. I want to put her on her knees and punish her and tease her and dominate her until she begs for my cum. She arouses my primal mating instincts like no other creature ever has.
But I will not be a slave to my desires. She will be the slave.
I came here for a trinket to trade. Now I want much more.
 
* * *
 
Pyxel
 
He didn’t just come on me. He fucking flooded me. I am sticky and messy with his seed, which is already drying on my skin.
My pussy is sore and aching. In the heat of the moment, his huge cock felt incredible, but as my arousal starts to fade, I feel the effects of his discipline.
Thick drips of his seed run down over my ass and find my pussy. My ravaged sex tingles as that cum runs between the little folds and crevices of my lips. It’s as if there’s something in his cum reacting with my flesh, making it warmer and tinglier and… oh, god. I let out an involuntary gasp as a bead of his seed finds its way down my pussy to my clit.
“Fuck!” I push my hand down between my legs and rub that little bud. It feels like it’s swelling up, in a way that feels so fucking good. I am incredibly sensitive between my thighs, my whole pussy is starting to react.
“Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, what did you…”
I roll over to my back, my hand pushed down between my legs, rubbing furiously as I stare at him. I can’t help myself. I have to come. I need to come. The rough fucking my cunt just took wasn’t enough.
“Stop!” He grabs my hand, first the one that was rubbing, then the other, which I push straight down between my thighs. I moan and arch my pussy, my thighs spread wide.
“You’re having an allergic reaction,” he says. “I need to clean that off you.”
“No!”
“The swelling won’t stop,” he says. “The longer it stays on there, the longer your little pussy is going to hurt afterward.”
“I don’t care!”
Nothing he’s saying matters. All I care about is the heat and arousal between my legs. I’m being driven toward a climax like no other. Every part of me starts to shake. My lips tingle, my breath comes shorter and harder, my cheeks are flushed, and my limbs are shaking.
“Stop it, girl.” He growls the command, but I don’t listen.
My whole body is suffused with pleasure not entirely realized. It’s like I’m rising and rising, getting closer and closer, but not quite getting there, my fingers strumming that hot alien cum against my clit over and over.
I start to come, and it’s an orgasm like I didn’t know orgasm could be. Pleasure jets through my body, shoots up my spine, over my scalp. I am tingling all over, gasping and crying out. It feels as though his hand is clasped at my throat, though I can feel both his hands elsewhere on my writhing body. My limbs contort, my legs drawing up to my chest as I shake and moan and wail, pure release rocketing through my body over and over again in waves.
“Zuhit!”
What sounds like a swear word explodes out of Crash.
I hear myself making noises that don’t even sound human anymore. Moaning, grunting gasps, and wails. My fingers are stuck between my thighs, rubbing the bud of my clit as I stimulate myself into orgasm after orgasm, one after the other, over and over, the best feeling I’ve ever had in my whole entire life.
The edges of the world are turning black, my vision is blurring, I am light and floating and there is nothing to anchor me to this world anymore. I could float away right now, fuck myself into eternity’s embrace…
Slap!
Something hard and fabric-like with a cool gel is whacked between my legs. Crash wrangles me as I buck against him, trying to pull it off. He just took the orgasms away. Oxygen and anger rush back into my body.
“That has an anti-semen preparation on it,” he says, rubbing it over my pussy, pushing it firmly into place. “You’ll feel better in a moment.”
“I was feeling better before!”
“You were dying,” he growls, looping his arm around my flailing legs and pinning me down on the bed like a wrestler. “You were having an allergic reaction to my semen. Another few seconds of that and you wouldn’t have been able to breathe at all.”
I let out a long groan. My heart is thundering in my chest, my body is flushed from head to toe, and my pussy is throbbing with post-coital desire. Crash seems seriously disturbed. I can see the concern written all over his handsome face. But I can’t muster even the slightest worry because I feel so incredibly good. Better than I’ve felt in as long as I can remember. Every muscle in my body is relaxed. It’s as if someone attached a hose to me and just sucked all the tension right out.



Chapter Three
 
 
Crash
 
“Congratulations,” Farti says. “You almost fucked her to death.”
He was in the room the entire time, though neither Pyxel nor I took any notice of him. The world was confined to us, and us alone.
I cut my eyes at him. I’m very aware of what I almost did. She has no concept. She’s whining that she wants to come again, though I think she’s too exhausted to. Finally she’s under some form of control, lying on the medical bed so well fucked she can’t gather the strength to misbehave. That girl would have happily died if it meant getting the orgasm she wanted.
“Let’s just get what we came for, before you decimate the local wildlife,” he snorts at me. “Is that her bag?”
“Yes.”
He picks it up and starts going through it, tossing out various items. There’s not a lot of value there. All her equipment is battered and old and broken. I’m starting to get a less than good feeling about this. We’re looking for a chip designed at the peak of human technological advancement. It’s alleged to have a strain of technology that has been lost to all other civilizations.
Humans were slow in their development, but they maintained trees of technology and preserved certain types that were discarded and then lost in the race to the stars more advanced species engaged in.
What we’re looking for is literally priceless and has no compare. It is legendary.
He pulls out a plastic box and gives it a shake.
“Is that it?”
Farti gives it one look and tosses it on the floor. “This is trash. She doesn’t have it on her. If she has it at all.”
 
* * *
 
Pyxel
 
Crash turns toward me. “I thought you were bringing the chip.”
“Huh? That is the chip.” It’s hard to lie amid the greatest post-coital haze I’ve ever experienced, but I manage it.
The fuzzy little animal shakes his head and waves its hands, squeaking furiously in what I guess is a language I don’t understand. Shit. I’ve been outed by a tiny panda pet.
“Farti says that’s trash.”
“What do you mean, trash?”
“I mean it’s not what we came here for.”
“It’s the chip you wanted. It has wires and stuff.”
If I could think straight, I’d be giving him a much better sales pitch. Instead, I sound vague and unconvincing. This isn’t good. I wish I cared more.
His gaze hardens. “Did we just spend eleven of your Earth months coming here to get this thing, and you don’t have it?”
That is almost exactly what’s happened. Except for one particular point. I do have what they want. I just have absolutely no intention of selling it to them. Aliens have stripped us of almost everything of value. It’s my job to keep things safe.
“What you’re looking for is old,” I say. “It’s not going to look like your advanced tech. And if you broke it when your pet there dropped it, then you bought it.”
The fuzzy creature makes an adorable growly sound.
“You need to get me some new pants,” I say. “And some money.”
“You’re not getting a damn thing,” Crash says flatly. His great big arms are crossed over his chest and he looks capital P pissed.
“You’re going to listen to your pet and not me?”
Farti makes another growling sound. This time it’s not so adorable.
“He’s not a pet,” Crash says. “He’s my business associate.”
Uh huh. Sure. And I have a beach ball with a face painted onto it who is my best friend. We all do what we have to in order to get through the day. If Crash wants to insist that the fuzzy little fucker with the aggression issue is telling him something, who am I to burst that bubble.
“That is the chip,” I say, sitting up. “And you should be a lot more careful with it.”
“I don’t think it is the chip,” Crash replies. “Did you lie completely about having it?”
He’s unraveling my scam much faster than I had hoped. I know I’m not going to see a dollar out of this guy, so now it’s a matter of getting the hell out of his presence before he decides to take his disappointment out on me.
“That is legit,” I say, hopping off the bed and grabbing the ‘chip’ to my chest. “And you’re both acting really unprofessionally. If you don’t want to buy, fine. I’m not going to waste my time being interrogated and talked down to. I’ll find another buyer.”
I grab the contents of my bag, stuff them all back inside, put my nose in the air, and stride toward the exit.
I get approximately .05 of the way through that first step before I am hauled back by the behemoth.
“You’re lying to me,” he growls. “And I don’t like being lied to.”
“You don’t like much about me,” I snap back at him. “You’ve been yelling and bossing and taking advantage of me since I met you. I’m not going to sell you the chip now, not even if you beg.”
That burning gaze fixes on me. “Pyxel,” he says, pronouncing my name dangerously softly, and with a great deal of control and care. “We came a long way to buy that chip. I think you have it.”
“I do have it. It’s right…”
“That’s a fake,” he says. “Now, I get that you can make more money scamming people by pretending to sell that chip several times over, but that will get you killed.”
“You’re going to kill me?”
“I won’t, but others will. And frankly, death will be the least of your concerns if you try this scam on any of the other traders I know. You have no clue how lucky you are it’s me who decided to make the journey.”
“Lucky?”
“I’m going to teach you a lesson about lying,” he says. “I’m going to make sure you never lie to me again.”
“I’m going home,” I say, backing away toward the door. I don’t want another one of his lessons. I’d rather run out of here bare assed naked than take one of those spankings.
“Pyxel.” He purrs my name softly, his hand firmly around my upper arm. “You’re not going anywhere.”
“Let me go!” There’s more than a hint of panic in my voice. This is basically worst case scenario. Being captured and forced to give away my secrets through torture means that everything I’ve done has been for nothing.
“No,” he insists. “I have come a very long way for this, and I’m not leaving without it. Tell me where it is, and I won’t hurt you.”
“It’s here in my bag.” I stick with the lie. Maybe if I just keep saying it he will start to believe it. He doesn’t know what the real chip looks like. Nobody does except me. Not even that fuzzy little fucker who seems to be intent on getting me into trouble.
“We are not stupid, Pyxel,” he rumbles. “Either you have it, or you don’t. But either way, you’re going to pay for trying to lie to us.”
I make another break for the door. His grip had loosened a little and I figured I’d give it a shot. It doesn’t work. He hauls back on my arm and my feet leave the floor. He flips me up and over his shoulder, handling me like a rag doll.
Farti makes a series of grunts and squeaks that seem to mean something to Crash.
“We’re not doing this in here,” he says to the animal. “I don’t care if the ship smells like human. I’m taking her to the rec room.”
Rec room doesn’t sound so bad. Sounds like table tennis and old gumball machines. I see them in the movies we can still watch from the old days. The days before Earthlings found out once and for all how utterly insignificant we are and always have been.
 
* * *
 
Crash’s rec room does not look like a place for table tennis. It’s not large. Maybe the size of a small bedroom. But there’s not a bed. The walls are octagonal and there are rings on every single one of them, several at different heights.
“Not much room for recreation,” I quip.
“It isn’t for recreation. It’s for remedial entity correction. This room is designed to break and train over a hundred forms of life.”
“Of course it is. This ship is the size of a thumb drive, and you’ve dedicated half of it to torture.”
“You lied to me,” he says, setting me on my feet, but holding me in place. His glowing gaze rakes over me, and the expression held in the hard lines of his face makes my stomach form knots. He is unhappy. Not rageful. Not angry. Not scandalized. Or even surprised. Just unhappy. And that is worse than the others, I think, because I have the feeling that a creature like Crash doesn’t stay unhappy for long.
“I didn’t lie.”
His lips tighten and then his hand goes to the wall. He pulls one of the rings. It looked hard, but it softens in his hand—until he pulls it over my wrist and it snaps tight. My left arm is bound. The other three limbs follow in quick succession. Each of them is wrapped in tentacle-like bounds and pulled out into an extended position. When he twists a dial on the wall, they move and so do I. My legs are pulled up off the floor, they rotate around, go higher and higher, like some kind of kinky amusement ride I am turned head over heels until I am suspended face down. The position makes the ligaments of my joints burn.
“You’re going to rip my arms off!” There’s more than a note of panic in my voice. The danger in being handled by an alien isn’t that they’ll hurt you. It’s that they’ll hurt you by accident. Put you in a room without oxygen, because they breathe nitrous oxide. Feed you cyanide-spiced meals, because it’s one of their most prized flavors. Or suspend you by your arms because they don’t know that human joints aren’t really made for holding up our torsos.
“Weak,” he mumbles to himself, raising a pedestal in the center of the floor until it rests below my breasts and belly, supporting my body. The burning sensation in my shoulders and hips disappears almost instantly.
“I’m not weak,” I bite back. “You’re careless. And you have no right to be doing this. You’ve already almost killed me with your cum. Now you want to punish me and you don’t even know how my body works. You hurt me, and I promise you, you will never get that chip. Not ever.”
He walks around to stand in front of me, the fire in his eyes damping so he looks closer to human, if humans were built on a grander scale.
“You do have the chip then. The real one.”
I clamp my mouth shut. I’m not going to talk. He is going about getting what he wants from me completely the wrong way. My orgasm has long faded now, and all that’s left in me is pure determination that he is an alien who isn’t going to get what he came for.
He reaches over me, his hand dipping between my legs. His thick fingers take hold of the dressing that saved my life and slowly begin to peel it away. My pussy lips have stuck to it and are pulled with the bandage, not so completely that it is painful, but enough to make sensation rush through me.
This is intimate, so much so that even though I am now far more rebellious than aroused, I can’t help the little quivers that are beginning low in my belly. I have never been treated this way. It’s hard to get my head around. I am furious, of course. By human standards, what he is doing is utterly unthinkable. But he is not human, and he will not act according to human customs.
“Tell me, Pyxie,” he says, shortening my name in a way I haven’t heard anyone do in years. “Do you have the chip?”
It would be a sweet question, if I wasn’t trussed up, bound, and face down with my genitals feeling like they just had an old-fashioned Band-Aid pulled off them. My bottom is still tingling too. He has managed to turn the entirety of my lower regions into a hot reminder of his natural domination.
“Let me go,” I growl. “And maybe I’ll tell you.”
“That is not how this works,” Crash says. He is still standing in front of me, his hand is reaching over my back, rubbing between my thighs, his fingers finding the folds of my pussy. I’m wet. Really fucking wet. I think it’s part of the reaction to his cum. My pussy has been so thoroughly ravaged that it’s now weeping arousal. “You’re going to be a good girl for me and tell me what I want to know, or you’re going to pay the price.”
“I thought I was already going to pay the price for lying to you.”
“So you admit it was a lie.”
“I admit nothing.”
 
* * *
 
Crash
 
She is adorably defiant, splayed out, ready to be fucked senseless. I know she’s lying about that box with wires in her bag, but I do think she has the real chip. Call it a hunch. Or the fact that the specs she sent in our communications were too precise not to come from the real thing.
I sink a finger inside her pussy, testing her. She’s absolutely soaked. It’s as if I came inside her a hundred times over, and yet all this wetness is her and her alone. Her reaction to being thoroughly dominated.
Her head is at crotch height. It’s no accident. She has three holes I can use to teach her a lesson. Her pussy is not even the most intimate among them. Her mouth is next on my list. Humans have very pretty mouths, and she has lovely full lips that are pouting at me now, and will look even better stretched wide around my cock.
I am not pleased that she lied to me. I am even less pleased at the idea we might have spent a lot of money coming all the way out here for nothing whatsoever. But I am pleased at having found a perfect little fuck toy in Pyxel. She has no idea how perfectly she is made for taking me. I am much larger than her, and she must struggle to adapt to my size but that only increases the intensity and makes watching my cock slide into her all the more exciting.
My cock is still free from when I fucked her, and though it lost some of its erection when I came, it is quickly returning to full hardness. I have to be careful not to hurt her. The anti-allergen applied to her pussy will keep working system-wide for quite some time, but still, coming inside her is dangerous for the moment.
“You’re going to pleasure me with your mouth,” I tell her. “Do a good job, and I won’t thrash you.”
“What? No! What?” She starts stammering and blushing and carrying on.
“It’s a fair deal,” I say, letting the finger in her pussy slide in and out slowly. “You can take a long, hard beating for lying to me, or you can make it up to me with your mouth. What do you want to do?”
What she wants to do is kill me. I see her temper flash hot in her eyes. She doesn’t like being dominated one little bit. This is a woman who has had far too much consequence-free chaos in her life. But she has to realize that she’s getting off pretty lightly here. I would be well within my trading rights to take her as forfeit for the deposit we already paid. I could beat her and fuck her if I wanted to. I could take her and sell her in a market somewhere, and she would be put to work in ways I shudder to imagine. There is nothing whatsoever that says I owe her a choice.
I’ve given her one because it’s better to show mercy now, and to start training her into obedience, than it is to expose her to the full consequences of what could be the biggest mistake she’s ever made in her life.
“I want you to let me go.”
Her response makes me chuckle at her naivety. She truly expected to get away with this. Such a silly girl. Putting herself into so much danger and for what? Some credits she can probably barely spend here anyway?
I run one hand through her hair, then curl my fingers and use the grip to raise her head. “There’s no being let go,” I say firmly. “Not now. There’s having your mouth fucked, or having your bottom beaten. Which will it be?”
She gives me the sweetest, sulkiest look. Her eyes drop down to my cock, and I see her tongue flicker out for a moment, wetting her lips. Right there, I know what her choice will be.
“Mouth.”
She says it in that same sulky way, but she says it without further prompting. There’s something between this human and me, an attraction we are both caught in. It is the reason I am giving her any choice at all. This is a kindness she has not earned and does not deserve.
“Say please. And ask me to fuck your mouth.”
She burns with embarrassment, but she does as she is told, and I see the straps holding her flex with the motion her hips make as she complies.
“Please,” she grits out. “Fuck my mouth.”
“Good girl.” I release my grip on her hair. Her head stays up. Her eyes are fixed on my cock. Her mouth is already part way open. I know she’d deny it if I pointed out how badly she wants my dick.
She has gone unmated for far too long. She bristled when I said that, but it is true. I wonder if part of this plan to call a male from across the universe to buy her chip was a means of finding a mate worthy of her. I doubt that would be a conscious impulse, but when a bold, brave female such as this cannot find a man on her planet, she must resort to extraterrestrial measures.
I urge my hips forward, the head of my cock playing over her lips. Her gaze flashes, but she doesn’t pull away. Nor does she show any of the little signs of disgust an unwilling female might display. Even in this uncomfortable position of punishment, she is attracted to my thick flesh.
My cock starts to stretch her mouth. She should be okay, unless I come. It’s a dangerous game to be playing, fucking her mouth and knowing all the while that if I give in and let loose, she’s going to have a potentially dangerous reaction, but I have the cure at hand and this is too hot not to do.
Her pussy squeezes my finger as I feed my cock right to the back of her mouth, find where her throat begins. She coughs and splutters a little, but I hold her neck with my other hand and feed my dick a little deeper. She can take it.
Her eyes widen as she feels the thickness of my rod filling her throat. I pull out enough for her to gasp a breath, then push back in before she can start complaining. This is what she needs. Good, stern fuck training. It works with the bratty female cadets who find their way into the military thinking that they have some special privilege due to their pussies, and it will work on her. I’ve fucked a lot of cocky young ladies into submission in my time.
For several minutes, I train her silently. She gets to know what is happening simply by what I’m doing to her. First my cock fills her mouth and throat. She suckles as best she can, and when she has done that, I pull out for her to breathe, and we repeat the process. Soon her tongue is lapping at my rod, and her lips are nice and tight around it. Small wet sounds emanate as I rock her head back and forth on my dick.
I know as soon as this stops, she’s going to have an outburst. She is too proud to simply enjoy her submission and be praised for it. It’s a pity. She is being such a good girl right now. If she would just tell us where the chip is, I’d reward her with a series of orgasms she’d never forget.
But some girls are only good when they’re full of cock, and she’s one of them.
I let a second finger join the first inside her pussy. She could take more, but two stretch her nicely and I feel the results immediately, a long moan around my cock.
“You ready to tell me what I want to know?”
She shakes her head ever so slightly, as much as my cock will allow it. She doesn’t want to tell me. That would end the fun. And she hasn’t come yet. I could let her, but I doubt that would teach her anything. She’s already enjoying this far too much. Time to step the intensity up.
“You’re not going to come again until I get that chip,” I tell her, pulling my dick out of her mouth. “You’re not going to get anything until I get what I want.”
I pull my fingers out of her pussy and smack her bottom swiftly. Her yowl of outrage does nothing to hide the way her juices are streaming from her sex. The earlier dose of my cum has left her so wet I’m almost worried she might dehydrate.
Pleasure isn’t getting me what I want. All that’s left is pain.
 
* * *
 
Pyxel
 
He is going to pay for this. Every pain, every indignity. Most of all, he is going to pay for forcing me to admit to myself that I am enjoying this. My jaw aches from having his massive cock sliding repeatedly in and out of it. My pussy is sore from the ravaging it endured. I am his prisoner and I have no reason whatsoever to be aroused—but I am. I would fuck him again in a heartbeat. I would let him use my mouth, my cunt. I would let him do anything to me…
“Tell me where the chip is.”
…but I won’t tell him where that chip is. That is more than my body is worth. That is more than I am worth. I would let him kill me before I gave him that.
But I am to blame for this. I brought him here and he wants what I promised him. I can’t blame him for what he’s doing to me. All of this is my fault. I got greedy. And now I’m going to have to pay the price with my body.
He turns around. Hits a button I didn’t know was there. Part of the wall swings open to reveal a series of rods. He picks one out. It is about three feet long, the thickness of my pinky finger, and it makes a swishing sound when he cuts it through the air.
Standing back, he takes hold of one of the restraints and pushes it. I find myself spinning around the other way, stopped when he grabs another one of them. He is behind me now. I can’t see a thing, except the wall. But I can feel that piece of alien cane pressing against my ass.
It moves away, but returns a fraction of a second later in a quick whipping stroke. Pain flashes across my ass, shoots through my body. It’s a high pitch of sensation, racing through my nerves, taking signals of distress to my brain. Before I’ve even started to process it, another stroke lands. And then another. He is whipping that cane across my ass in a series of swift strokes that rise and fall just a few inches in amplitude, but land so fast I am absolutely overwhelmed with the sudden onslaught.
When his cock was inside me, this felt intimate. There was some connection. There was something between us, even though we are strangers. But now there is only a gulf of demand and pain. And any slight, infinitesimal fraction of a chance there was of me ever giving him that fucking chip has just evaporated.
“Okay, okay! I’ll tell you where it is! I’ll take you there!”
He stops.
“Really.”
“Yes, just… stop that, and let me down.”
He murmurs something I don’t understand to himself. The cane stops falling. It rests on the crest of my fiery bottom, even its light touch making the skin react with fresh ripples of pain. Crash knows how to pleasure me. And he knows how to hurt me. He was only getting started too. There are more cupboards, I am sure. More devices to hurt me with. More ways to shame me, pain me into giving him what he wants.
“If this is another lie, you will hurt like never before,” he promises me.
He is a brute. A monster. He’s making it so much easier to do what I am going to do next.



Chapter Four
 
 
Pyxel
 
“You could at least have given me some new pants.”
“You get nothing until we get that chip.”
He left his pet back at the ship, along with the shredded remains of my clothing. I am being marched through forest, my pants still notably absent between knee and waistband. The humiliation is no doubt designed to do the same thing his cock and cane did: break me.
I am not that easily broken. And he is not as untouchable as he thinks he is.
The ruins used to be an observatory. During the interstellar wars, which we lost repeatedly until finally those attacking us simply lost interest, there were a lot of bunkers and tunnels and whatnot built below it.
My family first came here a hundred years ago. Granddaddy Pyle was a marine. He knew how to secure a location. This is the safest place I know of, because it’s also the most dangerous. Large swathes of it are mined. There are pressure plates everywhere. Unseen lasers detect intruders and disintegrate them.
There’s a lot of ash on the ground around the entrance. A lot of it used to be people who decided to ignore the ‘No Trespassing’ signs we erected out of courtesy. Once upon a time I felt bad about that. These days, I don’t care so much. People should know to stay away from what’s in here. It’s mine. I guard it.
Getting back to this place makes me more possessive, reminds me what my reason for being is. I needed to scam this guy because I need money to keep the defenses up, because what’s in here is priceless.
So I’m not going to feel bad about what’s going to happen to him. I’m going to remember that he used me sexually. I’m going to remember that he beat me until I was prepared to do this. If I’d resisted longer, he would have beaten longer. And worse.
“Be careful,” I say as we proceed down the stairs. “This is a dangerous place.”
“Uh huh.” He doesn’t seem worried. He’s too arrogant to be concerned. Too certain that he can handle whatever one little human throws at him. But it’s not just me he has to worry about. I might be the only one left, but generations of Pyles have contributed to the defenses of this place. Including the special hall I’m about to lead him down. You don’t want to be the second person coming down this hall. Ever.
“Now don’t try anything down here,” he says. Maybe he’s not as casual as he seems. Maybe he is a little suspicious. He should be. We are firmly on my territory now. I have plans for him. I have vengeance in mind.
“Like what?”
“Like trying to scam me again, or trying to get away. These halls are tight.”
They really are. Even I find them a big claustrophobia-inducing. Crash’s big arms brush the sides with every step he takes. They can get a lot tighter though. There are places in this structure where the walls can clamp in on you and crush you like a bug. I don’t know if they’re still active after we lost a cousin or two, but at one time every Pyle carried a big metal bar to prop the walls open if the worst was to happen.
I don’t worry about that, because I know this path perfectly well. I’ve rehearsed this very thing hundreds of times. This is my failsafe, in case someone tries to force me to take them into the fortress.
“You should turn back,” I say, stopping. “The chip isn’t what you think it is. It will only bring you pain.”
“The one who is going to feel pain is you if you don’t deliver me what you promised,” he snarls behind me.
Okay. I gave him a chance. Lots of chances, actually. And he wants to be an asshole about this, so…
I step over the trigger plate. It looks like a normal part of the floor. You wouldn’t know it was there—unless you knew it was there. He steps on it behind me. I expect to hear a scream. Or at least a shout. There’s nothing besides a clang. And then he’s gone. Down the chute.
And that takes care of that.
The trap plate swings back up into position and I stand there, looking down at the hole that isn’t there anymore.
I thought I’d be more pleased about having gotten rid of him. I didn’t think I’d feel a little bit sad, and a lot guilty. Oh, well. Life is hard. I have money to make.
I leave the observatory and start making my way back home. I start off at a pretty good clip. It’s handy that he fixed my ankle before he died. I wouldn’t be able to run away nearly as fast as I can now.
And there’s the guilt again, clawing at my insides, making my stomach twist.
I remind myself that he was an asshole. He beat me. Fucked me. Used me. He threatened me with worse if I didn’t give him what he wanted.
But his first impulse was to take care of me. And if I hadn’t fucked him over, he probably would have paid me and not done any of the rest of that stuff. Shit. Am I the bad guy right now?
I stop. Think about it. It dawns on me very unpleasantly that I might just have led a decent man, if not necessarily a good one, to his death. Maybe I can go back and find a way to let him out. I mean, not let him catch me again, but at least save him from whatever Grampa Pyle decided people like him deserved. There’s a chance that the fall didn’t kill him.
Turning around is stupid. I am still naked in the middle, from my navel to my knees. I can feel the breeze on my ass, and my bare hips are slapped by bushes, branches, and leaves that brush past me as I rush through the undergrowth a little faster than I might be expected to given I wanted him dead twenty minutes ago.
I make a deal with myself to quiet the screaming voice that tells me I should be running as far away from him as possible, not going back to save him. I’m going to get him out, then get the hell out of there. Then we’ll be even. I can let him go back to wherever the hell he came from, and he can let me go.
My grandfather had a room where he stored most of the schematics for this place. I guess I’ll go there and try to work out precisely where that chute leads. I used to know, but I can’t quite remember anymore. Still, I’ll see if I can fix what I just fucked up.
I head up into the observatory, instead of down into the basement. His office is still up there. It’s a bit of a mess, and the schematics are in a drawer that is behind an old bicycle, something called a stair master, and a bag of plastic doll parts. We’ve preserved a lot from the old world. Most of it isn’t valuable. Some of it, like the chip, is priceless.
Pulling the schematics out, I start to go through them. Each of the maps of the place covers a floor, so it’s complicated to work out the inter-floor specifics of where the traps lead. I really never thought I would ever try to get someone out of that chute.
For long minutes I pore over the papers, trying to work out what they mean. I’m pretty sure the red jagged ones are fire traps. They’ve mostly gone out over the years. The poison darts are probably a bit off as well. In fact, most of the deadly snares and decoys are probably now more likely to maim or annoy than outright kill. But there’s still more than enough left behind to make this observatory a temple of doom. Shit. What if I killed him? Or what if he’s dying right now. What if he’s bleeding out, gasping for air? What if he’s lying with broken limbs and screaming for mercy, but I can’t hear him because there are dozens of layers of reinforced concrete between him and me?
“Fuck, oh fuck,” I swear to myself. “Oh, fuck, please…”
I don’t know who I’m begging. I don’t know what I’m begging for. I don’t know what the hell I’m doing. I should never have tried this in the first place. It was a desperate attempt to get some money. I thought I could get away with it. I never planned to kill anyone. I never planned to get my ass beat and my pussy fucked so hard it still aches.
The thought of him inside me makes my inner walls clench.
“You are a very naughty girl.”
The hairs on the back of my neck stand up as I hear the voice I very much did not want to hear again. Except I did. I turn around slowly, to see him standing behind me. His thick arms are crossed over his chest. His clothing has been scraped and ripped, and there’s more than one or two bruises and grazes on his silvery skin.
But he’s okay. He’s alive. I breathe a deep sigh of relief.
“So,” he says, blocking the doorway. “You tried to kill me.”
Outrage flows through me. Ironic, or is it hypocritical? Whatever it is, of course I tried to kill him. But being accused of it doesn’t feel very nice.
“I was trying to rescue you, idiot. See these? These are maps. I was trying to work out where you were. So you’re welcome.”
There’s no way he knows I led him down that passage on purpose. I have plausible deniability on my side and I intend to keep it.
“You’re lying to me. Again. You lie a lot, Pyxel.” It’s not an accusation. He’s just laying out the facts as he sees them. And as they are. I have lied to him over and over again. But, again, I feel the hot flash of outrage running through me. How dare he accuse me of what I am doing to my face?
“I saw you take that extra-long pace. I saw you turn around to see what happened even before anything happened. You knew. You tried to kill me.”
He’s not nearly as pissed off as I would be if someone tried to kill me.
“Do you know what this means?”
“No.” I back up against the desk. He hasn’t even moved, and yet he seems to be getting larger and closer by the minute. His presence is growing, intimidating me into a curled up little version of myself even as I stand there, keeping my chin up in defiance.
“It means your life is forfeit.”
“You’re going to kill me?”
“No. But I am going to take your life.” He takes a step toward me, closing the distance. “You are mine now, Pyxel. Your life is mine. Just like mine would have been yours if you’d been successful.”
I take a deep breath. “I think we’ve gotten off on the wrong foot.”
“Where is the chip?”
He’s asking me calmly. Like he doesn’t care that I tried to kill him. Like it doesn’t matter what I do, because me, and my machinations are insignificant to him. I’m not sure if I admire him, or if I’m confused by him.
 
* * *
 
Crash
 
She is a silly, spoiled, all too innocent little girl. I know by her standards she is none of those things. I know she has had a hard life. I know she has survived on her own. I know she has endured pain, relative to her feeble frame.
But she doesn’t understand real pain. She doesn’t know the nature of true war. She doesn’t know the pain of defeat—but she will. I am going to punish her as I have never punished anyone before. I will take her and I will make her pay for her lies, her betrayal, her insolence.
But first, I will get that damn chip.
“I’m not giving you the chip,” she says. It’s maybe the first honest thing she’s ever said to me. “It’s mine, and it’s not really for sale. So I’m sorry I lied to you, but…”
“No,” I interrupt. “There are no buts. There is no negotiation. It’s mine, and I’m taking it. Just the same way I’m taking you.”
She tries to argue, but I’m not listening to her anymore. Her words mean nothing. I didn’t come here to ask. I came here to take.
I snatch her up from the ground where she stands, and throw her face down on the desk. I like her dressed the way she is. I like her holes bared to me. I’ve had her pussy, but she’s been a bad girl and this time I’m going to take her ass. Hard.
 
* * *
 
Pyxel
 
His big hands go to my cheeks, one on each. He spreads my ass open, puts the shameful little core of me on display. This is not going to be good. This is going to hurt.
“Let me go.” It comes out in a whimper. “I tried to save you.”
“After you lied to me and tried to kill me,” he says. I feel something warm and thick and smooth, skin-like pressing right against my anus. It’s his thumb. He’s rubbing it there in firm circles.
“Mr. Crash, please. I’m sorry. I’ll tell you everything.” I try being nice and sweet. It’s too little too late.
“I don’t want to be told anything by you. I want to fuck this hole, and I want to take that chip.”
He hates me now. Of course he does. This is going to be more punishment sex, a hate fuck. He’s going to take my ass because I tried to take his life.
“You still don’t know where the chip is!” I gasp the words as his thumb presses inside my ass, probing into the tight channel. The thick ring of muscle grips his digit, but isn’t any match for it.
I’m afraid. I’m afraid this is going to hurt. I’m afraid he’s going to hurt me. More than that, I’m afraid I’m going to like this. Just like I liked it when he whipped me and fucked me. I liked him taking control, even though I hated it.
And I like him now, even though he doesn’t care what I think or what I want, because he was strong and smart enough to find his way out of the labyrinth of death my family constructed just for a man like him. I can’t help but admire his tenacity, even though I’m going to pay the price for it.
His thumb sinks deeper, slides in and then out. My ass is tight, but it submits. Lets him in and then grips him as he pulls away again.
“I don’t know where it is,” he growls. “But you’re going to tell me. Because I’m not going to be done with you until you do.”
He’s a brute.
He will do exactly what he says.
And so, inevitably, will I.
I should tell him now, though I know it won’t make a difference. He’s going to fuck me no matter what. His thumb is pushing in and out of my ass harder and faster and I feel his hot breath as he lowers his head to my bottom, pulls his finger out and laps at my dirty little hole.
There is nothing he won’t do to me. There is no part of me he won’t take.
My pussy is starting to drip. I am aroused and I am more ready than I knew I could be. He laps all the way from my pussy to my ass, he draws the juices of my sex and his own moist tongue against that tight bud and he keeps me in place as he does it, waiting for the thick rod that will soon impale me to my core.
 
* * *
 
Crash
 
She tried to kill me. But I can’t blame her. I spotted that extra stride length when she took that big step to avoid the pressure plate, and I knew it meant something. The moment the ground went out below my feet, I knew I’d made a mistake. I fell. The first few feet the surprise took me, but then I slammed my hands out against the walls, pressed my feet against them too and arrested my fall. Just in time too. There were four-foot spikes waiting for me at the bottom of that channel. It would have been a messy, long, unpleasant death.
I climbed back up, managed to pull the hatch down, got out of there mad as hell. Looking for her. She left a track a mile wide leaving this place. Must have dashed through the bush as fast as those cute legs of hers would have taken her. And then she came around back past me. I could have caught her out there, but I wanted to see what she was up to. Track her back to the chip, maybe.
Instead, she came up here and started looking for a way to get me out. Her distress was hard to read, but it was obvious she felt bad about what she did. Pyxel is in way over her head. A girl caught in the middle of a mess of her own making.
What I’m doing to her now isn’t about revenge, even if she thinks it is. It’s a necessary act of discipline. I want her to remember this long after I’m gone with that chip. If I do nothing else for her, I’ll teach her not to try this again. It will get her killed one day.
She wriggles beneath my tongue, the bud of her anus winking and squirming until I rise up and push the head of my cock right between her cheeks. This isn’t where she wants to be fucked. She has another hole for that. But that’s a greedy little hole and I don’t think it’s possible to fuck her hard enough to punish her there.
Her anus is a different matter. She wasn’t made to be fucked here, but she can be. More lubrication would be nicer for her. More stretching and preparation. But she’s not getting any of that. She’s getting my dick now.
“Crash! I’m sorry!” Her apology comes far too late as the head of my cock disappears into her bottom. I feel the resistance as her ass slowly spreads around the head of my dick. It’s very, very tight, and the whimpering sounds she makes are quite pitiful. I’d feel sorry for her, if she wasn’t a lying, semi-murderous little thing.
There’s a feeling of release as my cock slides through that tight aperture, finds the hot inner sanctum of her ass. I’m in now. Now it’s a matter of getting deeper, faster, harder.
My cock produces a good amount of lubrication of its own accord. With her tight little ass gripping my thick rod, pre-semen is leaking inside her. If not for the earlier dose of anti-seed, she would be falling into sexual shock again. It makes this so much easier. She wails as my cock glides back and forth, punishing her naughty bottom in a way only I can.
 
* * *
 
Pyxel
 
He’s huge. I can only imagine how indecently wide I am gaped. It feels like I am being split in two, and yet he’s somehow still managing to fuck me harder and harder. His weight crushes me against the desk, one of his massive hands on my lower back, my legs spread wide as his rod slides deeper and deeper with every thrust. I am being brutally claimed. He is in my ass, but it feels as though every part of me is being taken, commanded, used. It is making my pussy wetter than it has ever been, even as I start to panic beneath his thrusting bulk.
“You’re going to break me!”
There’s a rough sound of what might be amusement from behind me.
“You need breaking, girl. That’s what’s wrong with you. You’re unbroken. You’re a wild little thing. You need consequences.”
His cock is a consequence. A rough, plunging, stretching consequence that makes me yowl for mercy I know I won’t receive.
“Don’t ever cross me again, Pyxel,” he growls. “No more tricks. No more surprises.”
I expect to hear the ego in his voice, outrage that someone as advanced and powerful as he could nearly meet his death at my hands. But that’s not how he sounds. The anger isn’t there as much as I know it should be.
He palms my skull, his fingers curling around my head, pushing it down to the desk. I can’t move. I’m trapped beneath him as his hips pound against my ass, ravaging me so deep and so thoroughly I feel as though he’s fucking every part of me.
“Tell me where the chip is.”
Yes. Tell us where the chip is, a metallic voice grinds out behind us.
Crash’s cock leaves my ass in a hurry, wrenching from my bowels in a rough motion that makes me yelp in shock. He keeps me pressed down against the table behind him. I try to see what’s happening, but it’s almost impossible to crane my neck around far enough to catch a glimpse.
I see three heavily armed men or aliens of some kind. They’re speaking through shiny angular helmets that would make it impossible to tell who they are, if I didn’t already know.
I wasn’t a hundred percent sure that Crash would actually come. You can get stood up by a buyer, or scammed by one of the less scrupulous races. It takes a long time for aliens to get here, and I need money now. So, I also offered the chip to one or two other buyers. Another party is now behind us. The Genari, I would say, judging by their reflective suits. They shine like Christmas baubles. That same shine can make them fade into the background if it is phase-shifted just a little. They are masters of mirror tech, and they’re willing to pay even more for the chip than Crash is. But they had further to come, and I didn’t know if they were taking my offer seriously.
I guess they were.
I keep my head down. Crash just got a surprise. And he just specifically told me he didn’t want one of those. Ooops.
Being spread open with my anus and sex exposed is humiliating, but when you’re not sure if your life is about to end in a hail of Genari gunfire, it doesn’t matter as much.
They were always a risky bet. If I’d known they were coming, I’d have handled this differently. The Genari are hyper-aggressive. And not in the way Crash is. They’re shoot first, never bother to ask questions sort of people. If I’d known they were coming, I would have made sure to get the money well in advance. But now they’re here, and something tells me they never intended to pay me at all.
“The chip is sold,” Crash says. “To me.”
We want it. Where is it?
Diplomacy isn’t going to work. I suspect he knows that even better than I do. Crash is a warrior. He’s been in battle many times. He’s strong. But he is outnumbered, and they already have their weapons drawn.
I would probably just give in and tell them. But he’s handling this.
“It’s mine,” he says. “And it’s not for sale.”
That is not the answer they want to hear. There’s a series of clicks and knocks and I know their weapons are now charged and readied. Crash grabs me off the table and throws me under it. I fall in a tangle of limbs, curl up on myself as the gunfire rings out.
Light and sound assault me, but I am protected from the projectiles. Crash is not. I don’t want to see what is happening mere feet away from me. Because I know it is his murder. They are killing him. They will make me give them the chip, and I will because I don’t want to die.
I don’t want to die. I don’t want him to die. But he is dying. At least a hundred rounds must have been discharged. I can smell smoke and flesh. I can hear shouting and screaming in languages and tongues I don’t understand. In that moment I learn nobody speaks intergalactic when they die. Dying is too intimate. Everyone resorts to their mother tongue.
Suddenly, there is silence. It is over. I huddle into the far corner under the desk, expecting to be dragged out at any moment. Even if I give them the chip, I might not survive this. They’ll kill me. Leave my body lying with Crash’s.
“Pyxel.”
It’s his voice. I didn’t expect to hear his voice ever again. I peek out and see that he has crouched down next to the desk.
“It’s over,” he says. “You can come out.”
I can’t believe he’s talking to me. He should be spattered in bits and pieces across the room. But he’s there, his eyes glowing red fire. His breath is coming faster, not quite a pant, more a deep rumbling breath, like a lion’s growl. He is animated by the battle. I had heard this about his species, how they are physiologically made for combat in extraordinary ways. He is taller than he was before by at least three feet. He is twice as wide as well.
His head is the size of my torso right now. He is become a bearer of pure death. The exposed skin has become paler than it was before too. The silver sheen is gone, leaving him gleaming white like marble. His suit has grown with him, the material slick and hard.
I huddle closer to the back of the desk. My fear of them has become a fear of him. Not because I think he’s going to hurt me, but because he is the most fearsome creature I have ever laid eyes on.
Everything he did to me before this. The sex. The pain. The punishment. It was nothing compared to what he could have done. I realize how gentle he was when he was hurting me. What he did was a mere fraction of what he is capable of.
“Come out, Pyxie,” he says, using a diminutive version of my name that fits me perfectly, because in this moment I feel tiny.
“I can’t.”
He reaches in, scruffs me by the back of the neck and pulls me out gently, like you would pull a kitten hiding in an engine bay out from its hiding spot. I am cramped and curled in a fetal position, too frightened to react.
I have never seen combat before. I have seen scuffles. I have seen brawls. But nothing like what just happened. That was brutal murder. Strangers slaughtering each other over a coveted item, as if their lives didn’t matter.
They’re dead. He’s hurt. There’s no way he isn’t. There were three of them firing on him. He was in their line of fire.
“It’s okay,” he soothes me gently. “You’re okay.”
“You’re… you were… they…” I am incoherent, stammering words that don’t make sense. I am trying to indicate that he must be hurt too. But he’s not. Now I feel his armor, it is harder than anything I have touched in my life.
Their energy weapons, projectiles, whatever it was they were using, must have bounced right off it. They did nothing to hurt him. But the Genari are dead. He’s piled them high, a stack of shining armor in the corner of the room. So neat and tidy. I could almost believe that they’re not really corpses. They could just be a stack of foil. That’s what my brain wants them to be.
“Don’t look,” he says, turning my head gently away from the sight of them.
 
* * *
 
Crash
 
She is terrified. I can feel her trembling against me, she is trying to contain the shaking, but her entire body is a tremor. She can’t look at me, and I know why. The war form is frightening. I am not just three times my usual size. My muscular structure has adapted to make me more powerful and much more deadly. There are myriad internal changes that take place too, but it’s the exterior ones that draw the most attention and generate fear.
Most obvious is the way I become particularly pale. It is a function of the way the pigment in the skin becomes very much diluted. Along with the other changes in my body, it creates a striking appearance.
Those Genari never had a chance. Their weapons are not designed for close quarters combat. They prefer to stand back and blast wide rays of matter deforming energy. They couldn’t do that in this small space, so they had to default to photon-powered weaponry, and my armor is a perfect defense against it.
“Pyxel,” I say in soothing tones as the fangs in my upper and lower jaw retract. Not quick enough though. She spots them and recoils in fear, stopped only by the embrace of my arms.
Pulling them back takes effort. Usually I let them slide back into the recesses in my skull of their own accord, but curling my lips and putting pressure on the mandibular muscles can draw them back in faster. It also makes me look like I’m snarling, which causes her to scream as if I’m about to devour her.
I could. My physiology is pure predator, and these teeth and fangs are more than equal to the task of ripping into a tender little treat like her. Our people are able to feed from fresh kill as easily as any carnivore, but my hunger for Pyxel has nothing to do with wanting to consume her. She is beautiful, even while trembling with weakness and fear. I want to take care of her and reassure her. I also want to beat and fuck her until I know every single bit of every single thing she’s been holding back from me. Those Genari aren’t here randomly. They’re here because she asked them here. Scammed them here, really. Just thinking about it makes me bristle.
Comfort first. Questions later. But I may not have much in the way of time to make her feel better before I set about making her feel worse. She could have any number of aggressive aliens on their way here. That chip is unique in its existence, and if it lives up to even a quarter of our expectations, it will be revolutionary.
“You’re safe,” I murmur in the softest voice I can manage. It still sounds like gravel being poured down a shaft.
“I’m not,” she whimpers.
“I’m not going to let anyone hurt you.”
“Except you.” She barely says those words, she breathes them in a frightened little whimper.
I have hurt her, I suppose, but I won’t let real harm come to her. I will make her sore if I need to, and if she needs me to, because she is a little liar and she has brought one war patrol down on us already.
“How many others are coming?” I try to ask the question as gently as possible.
“What?”
“I’m not the only one you tried to sell the chip to, am I?”
“Well, uh, no.”
“How many others?”
“Uhm…”
“How. Many?” I grit the question out aggressively.
“Two, maybe three other parties. I forget.”
I take a deep breath. Okay. I’ve had enough of this. I am getting this chip and getting out. And I’m going to take her with me, because if I don’t, she’s dead. There’s no doubt about that in my mind. She doesn’t understand how valuable that chip is. She has no idea what forces she has called down on herself.
“Pyxel. Where is it?”
She extends her wrist. Her sleeve has been covering that part of her body, and I had no reason to look there before. There is a bracelet wrapped tightly around it, with a thicker piece where numbers are displayed. Beneath the numbers is a small keypad, with further numbers marked on little rubber buttons.
It looks far too small to be the chip we have been searching for, but the expression on her face tells me it is probably real. She’s not confident anymore. She’s scared, she’s upset, and she’s uneasy about showing me it. I extend my fingers toward her hand and she snatches it away.
“You can’t have it,” she says. “I’m sorry, but it’s not really for sale. I’m sorry I made you come all this way. I’m sorry that I lied to you. I’m sorry I almost got you killed. I’m sorry for everything, but this is mine. And it doesn’t leave my arm.”



Chapter Five
 
 
Pyxel
 
“Sorry is not good enough.” He growls the words at me, and I cringe away from him, though there is no escaping his grasp. He has me.
His anger terrifies me. But I made a promise to guard these artifacts, and I will do so with my life.
“You can kill me and take it off my body.”
His brows drop down and he gives a brief shrug of that massive head of his. He is starting to look like he did before. Smaller. Less threatening. But even a less threatening Crash is still a frightening creature. I am wrapped up in his arms and I know he could tear the hand right off me if he wanted to, take the band. I can’t resist him. Not really. But I can do my best. And that’s all anyone ever asked of me.
There are generations of Pyles counting on me to protect this. To protect all of it. I am the guardian of everything left behind, and I am not a good one. My father wanted a boy. My mother tried to give him one. In the end, she died birthing the male the Pyles needed, and the baby went with her. I was left with my father. Another man I always found frightening. Not because he hurt me, or was cruel. But because every time he looked at me, I knew I was a disappointment to him.
He would be so, so disappointed in me right now. I am on the verge of losing everything. At least two factions know where this bunker is, and the defenses are crumbling.
I am alone in the world, and there is nobody to help me. I am utterly at his mercy, and he has no reason to show me any.
Crash is the first male to show any protective interest in me, but I know it was only so he could get this trinket. He will take it and he will discard me and I will have lost something important to my family, and to all mankind.
He stands up. Takes me with him. His arm was around my waist in a gesture of comfort and now it becomes a captive embrace.
“What are you doing?”
“Taking you.”
“Taking me where?”
He doesn’t answer me. He doesn’t answer me because he doesn’t have to. My questions don’t matter to a brute like him. There’s probably no difference between me and the chip. I and it are just one object for him to take.
“You can’t! I need to be here! This place needs a protector!”
I try to explain in hurried words, but he’s not listening. He’s walking.
We leave the room, and the bodies of the fallen Genari. It’s a relief to be away from death. But it’s not enough of a relief. I buck and twist and try to escape his grip, but I have no chance of getting away. It’s token resistance.
He hauls me back the same way we came, shifting me to over his shoulder, wrapping his arm around my thighs to keep me in place. I am carried like a prize, my ass exposed to the world, my anus raw from his cock, my pussy still gleaming with traces of that dangerous seed.
I am taken into the ship. I am put down on my feet just inside the door, which he swings into place and locks. I know that sound anywhere, the sealing of a portal that is now effectively wall.
“Farti! Get the ship going!” Crash shouts the order.
“No!”
I never wanted to leave Earth. I swore I wouldn’t. So many others have. Humans are prized for many reasons. A lot of women are taken as brides. Aliens like to fuck us. Aliens like Crash, who use us as sex toys, breed us, create hybrids sometimes when there’s enough compatibility—and create monsters when there’s not. I have no idea what Crash’s cum could create inside me. Probably nothing, besides death. It almost killed me. And then the Genari almost killed me. That’s two near misses in one day. I feel like I’m living on borrowed time.
I can hear the clippety-clop of his pet racing around on the upper level. There is a hum echoing through the walls of the ship as it starts to prepare to depart for the stars. I don’t want to go. I want to stay here, in the only home I’ve ever known, in the only lands I’ve ever inhabited. I don’t know what’s beyond the bright blue sky, but I know I don’t want to see it.
“Please,” I beg him as he lets me slide to the floor. “Please don’t do this.”
He isn’t listening. He’s moving toward what I guess is an elevator. This ship is small. Too small to allow for much in the way of captive quarters, unless he puts me in that little room where he ravaged me.
I have the chip on my wrist, but what does it matter? I am hardly keeping it safe. He’s taken it. He’s just happened to take me with it.
“Crash!” I call his name.
He turns to face me just as the circle of floor around his feet detaches and begins to rise into the shaft up to what I am guessing is the launch room.
“You’re going to be alright.”
That’s not much reassurance.
I run after him, but the platform has already ascended. I am left in the, what, lobby of this spaceship? A prisoner against my will. There are doors leading out of here, but they are all sealed.
The ship starts to rock. This can’t be safe. I don’t even have a chair to sit in. Will this take off like an old-fashioned rocket? Or will it leap in an instant, warp into space? Some ships can do that. I’ve seen them blinking in and out of the sky over the canyon.
Will I ever see the canyon again? Suddenly, I can’t remember what it looks like. There’s a picture in my head, but it’s not a memory. It’s just a flat two-dimensional representation of a concept of the thing. Stress and fear have taken my memory.
Sssssssbooom!
There’s an ear-shattering sound that blots out the world. It’s so loud it overloads all my senses, not just my hearing.
The ship lurches to the side. I am thrown against the left wall, like a pebble in a can. I barely have time to extend my hands and stop my head from slamming into the hard metal.
Losing my footing, I fall to the floor. The ship rocks and quakes beneath me. There’s the awful sound of twisting metal, and the scent of electronics burning. Acrid and vicious. Smoke starts to fill the cabin, and I hear a solid thud next to me as Crash drops down through what used to be the elevator shaft before an explosive made it look like an old aerosol can after a fire.
His pet follows him closely, bleating in panicked, high-pitched cries that make this all so much worse. I know what has brought destruction on that innocent little creature: me.
This is my fault. I have seen death today, and I am terrified I am about to see more.
Crash lifts his foot to his powerful chest and thrusts it toward the door, which has warped in the explosion. He is back in that great powerful form he takes. His upper lip is curled back up and over his teeth, revealing long, sharp fangs.
He’s a brute. He’s a monster. He’s the only thing standing between me and a vicious invading force. His boot hits the door like a battering ram and the same door that would have protected them across interstellar space pops like a champagne cork coming out of an old bottle.
All three of us run out. The little animal first, then me, then Crash taking up the rear.
“Follow me!” I scream the words over the sound of incoming fire.
I hate him. He fucked me. He punished me. And then he saved me and now… now would be the perfect time to escape. I could leave him here to be swallowed up by whatever black hole they inflict on his ship. But the enemy of the alien who is trying to liberate my atoms is my friend, and his little dog goat thing doesn’t deserve to be turned to ash by Genari fire.
We run, red flares of energy bursting around us. The Genari are not good shots. They don’t seem to aim so much as spray their aggression across the landscape. It’s stupid. If they destroy me, they destroy the chip too.
For the third time today, we are escaping death. For a third time, I am rushing to the bunker. There has been so much shock, fear, pain, anguish, it’s all one thing now.
They lose track of us in the forest and the fire gets more scattered. I guess whatever ray of destruction they are using can’t track us through trees. Alien technology may be more advanced, but it’s far from perfect. They’re making a total fucking mess of this in every way.
We reach the bunker in what feels like record time. Adrenaline makes everything feel immediate, as though we were in the ship one moment, and here the next, though I know we’ve been running full speed through the trees.
While we were running, my feet felt as though they were skimming over the ground, barely touching the grass. Suddenly I’m heavy again. And I realize that I didn’t run from those laser bolts. I was carried. Crash got me to safety. Alone, I wouldn’t have stood a chance.
I didn’t have to save him. He didn’t have to save me.
I don’t have time to thank him. Now it’s my turn to do something useful. I dash forward, pull a lever that doesn’t look like a lever. It looks like the leg of a stone dog. When you activate it, it makes the dog look like it’s urinating. Grampa Pyle’s humor at work again.
A door opens in the side of the stone wall. I usher Crash and his pet through and once we’re all inside, I hit the red button on the side of the wall. I’ve never pushed it before. It’s a one use kind of thing.
Loud explosions echo from beyond the wall. Thank god. It works.
We dash down the dimly lit hall, descending down deep into the earth. It’s a pity we can’t see what’s happening above ground, because it would be a spectacular explosion. The explosions we heard were just the beginning, small primer charges leading to much larger ones that Grampa said would turn the observatory to dust. We’re burying ourselves under a landslide of debris that will take any pursuer a very, very long time to travel through. The Genari’s rays work well on organic material, not so much on the inorganic.
At the base of the shaft, there’s an emergency shelter room. It’s very well stocked, both with food and weaponry. Old weaponry, projectile based, but still effective enough. And there’s a lot of it.
“Okay,” I breathe. “We’re safe.”
Crash gives me a look. “We’re trapped underground like some kind of prey animal, with a Genari fleet above us. You think that’s safe?”
“We’re safer than we were,” I correct myself. Being fired at repeatedly and having his ship heavily damaged seems to have put him in a bad mood.
“Is there a way out of here?”
“Yeah,” I say. “There’s three tunnels leading out of here. Those portals there.” I point toward a bank of exits, each one protected by a circular grille.
“Where do they go?”
It’s a good question, but I don’t know how to answer it. “Uhm…”
“You don’t know.”
“Well, I mean, they have to go somewhere else,” I say vaguely. “I think… hmm.”
It’s been a while since I looked at the schematics. I don’t actually know where any of them go, but does it really matter? They all go away.
Crash strides over to one of the portals and yanks the grate off. What lies beyond is a reinforced metal tunnel.
“I am not going to fit through these.” He makes the statement flatly.
He’s right. I can fit easily. His pet will too. But he… fuck. I just trapped him underground with at least a hundred tons of rubble above and no way out below.
Fuck. Fuck. “Fuck!”
I curse and kick at the nearest thing, an oversized family can of peaches.
“Calm down,” he growls at me. “Swearing and screaming won’t do anything. We will find a way out.”
I look at him. He’s not panicking, even though he should be. He’s the one who pointed out the problem of my little ‘escape plan’ and he’s the one worst affected by it.
“Sit down.”
He points to a bucket of dehydrated protein. It’s an order, and it’s one I follow because what’s the point of resisting him now. I haven’t effectively resisted him at any point since he showed up.
Suddenly, there is silence. I sit. Farti bleats and butts at his legs and I look around. My eyes settle on the dark little hole that was exposed when Crash pulled the grate off.
I could go out the grate. I could leave him alone here, in the dark, with dwindling surprise. I could take Farti with me, and just… forget about him. It’s a horrible, nasty little thought and it makes me sick to have it, even though it would mean saving myself in the process.
Crash is moving around the room, taking an inventory of what’s here. He has shrunk back to his normal massive form and his eyes have dulled to a rich red rather than a blazing fire. I watch him, entranced by his body. He is such an incredible specimen. The way his muscles are structured is stunning.
He pulls the top part of his suit down and it drapes around his waist, exposing the line of his torso. It’s built for pure power, rows of muscles leading down to the cock that is covered, but which I have felt desecrate my most intimate places.
As I watch him, I feel myself aching between my thighs. He fucked my pussy and my ass. I am still exposed. Naked from stomach to thigh. His cum is still making me sticky. I forgot about it in my fear, but now it’s all I can think about. Sitting is not a comfortable proposition. My bottom aches inside and out.
This is the most confusing, conflicting situation I have ever been in. I’ve done wrong, in lying and in bringing him here under false pretenses. He’s done wrong by fucking my brains out and beating me. The Genari have done wrong by being a pack of psychopaths, and now we’re all in a standoff. I don’t know if I’m Crash’s prisoner, or his… no. I’m definitely a prisoner.
The bleating starts to settle, and I wish I had pants. There should be a change of clothes down here. Several really. I get up and start hunting too.
“Sit down.”
“I am looking for clothes…”
“Sit. Down.”
He repeats the order in no uncertain terms. I stop and stare at him.
“I need to clean up. I need…”
“You need to sit down, or you’re going to be sore.”
Just like that, I fucking hate him again. But not enough to make a dash for the grate. Enough to sit back down on that bucket and stare daggers at him.
“I need to get cleaned up. If I don’t, I’m going to get gross and I’m going to start smelling and I’ll probably get a rash, and then…”
“Alright,” he snaps. “I’ll clean you up.”
He grabs me up off the bucket and he puts my legs over his shoulders. I am suspended in his great grip, my head dangling toward the floor. His big hands hold my thighs in place, pull my sex to his mouth.
I don’t know what to expect, but I feel his tongue rasping all the way from the back of my bottom, all the way over my pussy lips, taking away the residue of my well fucked rear and my dripping cunt.
He is cleaning me like a mother cat might clean her kitten. He is pinning and holding me in place, and he’s not leaving a drop of his or my essence in his wake. The only problem is that every time his tongue passes over my clit, I feel a tremor of arousal run through me.
The more he licks me with that hot, rasping tongue, the wetter I get. Upside down and helpless, I begin mewling pathetically, thrusting my hips against his lips and tongue.
It’s so sudden. It always is with him. He doesn’t give warnings. He doesn’t warm me up. When he wants me, he grabs me and then I am his, consumed in whichever way he desires.
The blood is rushing to my head as the pleasure spirals down my spine. Held in his impressive grip, I am helpless to his desire, and my own. He laps my cunt until I come, once, and then he keeps going, the roughened tip of his tongue toying with my clit, swirling around the hot little bud.
My stomach muscles ache as I convulse with pleasure. He is punishing me. He is rubbing my clit to a raw peak and there is nothing I can do to stop him, because he is big and I am small.
I wanted to be clean, but he has made me filthy. He has taken my understanding of sexuality and he has twisted it into something so perverse I put my hands to my head and I let out screams of ecstasy, contorting and writhing in his grasp until finally he shows me mercy and lays me down on the ground.
Crash stands over me, wipes the back of his hand over his mouth. I lie there, push my hands between my legs. I am gleaming and slick and my poor clit throbs with the repeated climaxes he has forced on me.
“Please,” I whimper. “Let me get dressed.”
“You’re not going to cover your cunt. I want you open to me. I want your pussy bare.”
“Did you come all this way for pussy?” My voice is weak and timorous, but I don’t understand why he is so intent on making me feel… like this. Every bit of energy I had left was consumed in those vengeful orgasms, and now I am bereft of any kind of defense as I lie there at his feet.
“I came all this way because of you,” he says, his eyes flaring with lustful desire. “You lured me here, Pyxel. And you buried me far beneath the ground with you. Every step of the way, you’ve made it impossible for me to ignore you. So yes, I want you. I want every bit of you. I will have you in every way I can, as often as I can.”
“But the chip…”
“The chip isn’t enough anymore,” he says. “It’s worth a lot. But it’s not worth being buried underground. So I’m not just taking it anymore. I’m taking you too.”
My stomach clenches. I sit up and stare at him. He’s putting into words what I’ve been afraid of since the beginning. He was never, ever going to let me go. The moment he laid eyes on me, I was going to be his. And we’ve both acted like it was inevitable, even while we pretended it was about this chip wrapped around my wrist.
“Get up,” he says when I have nothing else to say. “We’re going to eat and drink and we’re going to work on a way out of here without exposing ourselves to the Genari.”
He takes charge so easily and so calmly. If it were me, finding myself basically buried alive, I would be clawing at the walls, but he doesn’t seem bothered. That iron discipline he has applied to me over and over seems strong within him too.
I could fight him on this. I could tell him that the chip was for sale, not me. I could yell and scream and assert myself, and it wouldn’t do a damn thing, because we’re both stuck here and I can’t stop him from taking me if he wants to. Even if I wanted to, I don’t think I would. He makes me feel things I’ve never felt before. He makes my body sing and my senses soar.
Living alone has been the best and safest way to survive. But it has been lonely. There are men out here who would force themselves on any woman they found. Several have tried it on me at various times, but their grunting lust never made me feel like Crash does.
I should hate him, but the situation is so complex that hating him is akin to hating myself, because he’s right. I did draw him here. I set him up in the hopes of scamming him. I’ve cost him a lot. I might even have cost him his life.
“Let me make the food,” I say, getting to my feet.
Cooking gives me something to do. And I am hungry too. I haven’t eaten all damn day basically, and I am guessing Crash has no idea how to prepare the supplies that are down here.
He nods and I set to work. Most of the stuff is dehydrated, just needs a little water to return it to a semblance of what it once was. And some heat, to mimic what it could be if it was real.
I pass a plate to Crash, and put a bowl down in front of Farti, who picks it up and sniffs it before hopping up on Crash’s lap and shoving his face into it. It’s adorable, the way he does that, and the way Crash lets him. Those two are really close. I’ve never had a pet like that before. I used to leave a little food out for feral kittens, but they never got tame. There’s too much wild in the world now.
“What?” Crash catches my glance and makes it a question.
“You let your pet eat with you? That’s sweet.”
The little animal bleats and makes a rumbling sound that might be a growl.
“Farti isn’t a pet,” he says. “He’s my colleague.”
Uh huh. Sure. The way that little guy snuggles up to him screams pet. I guess Crash doesn’t like acknowledging that he’s soft enough to have a pet. He wants me to think he’s this big merciless brute of a creature. But the way Farti cuddles with him tells another story.
I take a few bites, but rehydrated food is disgusting, and I’m not really that hungry. The room is dark, lit with low energy emergency lights. We’re cast in twilight and will be until we get out of here. As I chew on the gritty dried lumps that are supposed to be potato, I try to think of a way to get Crash through the escape. Short of chopping him up, I can’t see a way. He’s just too damn big.
“They almost killed us,” I mumble. “The Genari.”
“Yes,” Crash agrees. Farti gives a little bleat.
“Why are they doing this? How can you be smart enough to have invisibility cloaking, but too stupid not to destroy the thing you’re looking for?”
“The Genari steal all their tech. And they take slaves to maintain it,” Crash explains. “They are warriors. They grow so fast and breed so plentifully they can produce an army within five years. They don’t care how many fall in battle. Their queens are producing fresh eggs daily.”
“Eggs?”
He gives me a look, as if I am being deliberately silly. I have no idea what he is talking about, but I am curious. I shrug a little and give him a quizzical stare.
“Genari females are rare,” he explains. “When one is born, she is destined to be a queen. She will grow ten times the size of the warriors, and she will be impregnated repeatedly by multiple males.”
“So she’s getting…” I make an in and out gesture with my fingers. “All day?”
“It’s not sex like creatures as you and I have it. It’s more… an insertion.”
“An insertion?”
“The queen has several openings that can be used. A male will approach and push his genitals into one of them. When he has fully penetrated her, the crevice closes and his man parts are… removed.”
“Removed?” I repeat the word, finding it difficult to understand what he’s saying.
“They stay with her.”
“She takes his dick and balls?”
“Yes. And then she absorbs them, gestates, and gives birth to up to a hundred eggs per day. Each of those eggs becomes a Genari warrior.”
“No. Fucking. Way. That’s gross.”
“It is the way their life form replicates.”
“That sounds like an insect thing. Or a fish thing. Or maybe both.”
“It’s a life thing,” Crash says. “Everything has to replicate.”
“Does it?”
“Hm?”
“Does everything have to replicate?”
“To be a species, yes.” He raises a brow as his eyes smolder. “You are not asking me how reproduction functions, are you, Pyxel?”
“No,” I blush, even though I feel far past the point of blushing where he is concerned. I don’t know what I’m asking. I have been here for so long without a mate. But today he mated me. It won’t lead to anything though. How could it? His seed puts me into orgasmic full body shock and nearly chokes the life out of me. It makes me think. My mother. Her loss. My father. His disappointment.
Now I’m sitting here in the darkness with the alien I tried to trick, and his little pet, and I’m wondering why I bothered with any of this. Maybe it’s time to give in. He won’t give me the money. And the Genari won’t just kill me. They will destroy everything my ancestors worked to preserve.
I can feel an era coming to an end. This end has been coming for a long time. It ended with my father. I’ve been playing at preservation, but all I’ve really done is run through limited resources. This deal with the chip was a gamble. And it’s one I’ve lost.
“They will keep sending troops, won’t they?”
“I don’t know,” Crash says. “They want the chip, but they will only expend so many resources to get it. They’ve lost three men so far. We have to make them lose more. We have to make it cost more to the get the chip than it does to give up.”
“I should go up. Give them the chip. Get them to leave. And then I can get someone to come back for you. We can dig a tunnel down. We can get you out.”
“No.”
His refusal is flat and final. “I want the chip. And I don’t trust them not to kill you up there.”
Farti starts bleating. He really does seem to understand what’s going on sometimes. It’s pretty impressive. But I’m more surprised that Crash is refusing his only chance at rescue.
“I mean, you could try to dig your way out of here, but even with your strength…” I trail off.
“Don’t worry about me,” he says, just as Farti jumps down and starts bleating and grunting and ranting and carrying on.
 
* * *
 
Crash
 
“She’s screwed us! Send her up there with some trash from here. Make them think that’s the chip.”
Farti is scared and angry. He’s also losing money, which I think bothers him more than any of the rest of it. An attacking army worries him significantly less than the fact that we can’t get the chip out of here to sell it. Our buyer was going to pay us ten times what Pyxel was asking for the chip herself. We could have retired on this single trade.
“We have her. We have the chip. Don’t worry,” I reassure him, in his tongue, not hers. There are some things she doesn’t need to hear, and the fact she thinks he’s still just a pet is sweet.
“Don’t worry? We’re basically dead!”
“I’ll keep you safe.”
His fur bristles. He lets out a little bleat. “Safe? I haven’t been safe since we got here. I hate Earth. The whole thing is made of shit.”
“We knew it was a risk, coming here.”
He grumbles, but he knows it’s true. The reason he has me by his side is because I deal with the dangers. Like this. Truth be told. I’m in my element here. And it’s because none of us are exactly on the right side of good.
She got greedy. We got greedy. And the Genari are more than greedy, they’re ravenous.
Pyxel’s concern for me is sweet, but misplaced. I can get out of here by myself. It won’t be fast, but I can do it. I won’t need to though. We’re not all that far below ground, and I’ve been in worse situations than this one. This is a nice little bunker. We have protection from the bulk of the Genari force, and when they inevitably tunnel in, I’ll slaughter them one by one and I’ll have my escape. It’s only a matter of time.
In the meantime, I have some time to spend. I intend to spend it teaching this girl what it means to be mine. She has eaten, and that is good. She needs her strength. Both for what she’s been through, and for what is coming. I estimate there’s about ten hours before Genari troops start pouring in through a hole somewhere. That’s ten hours to fuck her into submission and make sure she knows she’s mine.
I will have to be careful. I can fuck her, but I can’t come inside her. I am a danger to her, a potentially lethal one.
It would be safer to keep my cock away from her. But I won’t deny myself the pleasure I get from being inside her. Instead, I’ll deny orgasm. Hers and mine. I want her broken to my will by the time we get out of here. I want her to follow after me as obediently as Farti follows anyone with money.
“You’re going to make me watch you mate her again, aren’t you,” Farti complains. “What am I supposed to do?”
“Sit in the corner and meditate on how obscenely wealthy you’re going to be very, very soon.”
He grumbles, but he trusts me. We have been through a lot together, he and I. And this is far from the worst place we’ve been imprisoned, or far from the most dangerous foe we have ever faced.
“Were you two having an actual conversation? Because it kind of looked like it.”
“Farti isn’t a pet,” I explain for what has to be the hundredth time. “He’s my partner.”
“Really?” Her skepticism is understandable. Earth only produced one species with opposable thumbs and language capacity. It’s a joke across the galaxy that unless a human can shake hands with something, they don’t know if it’s intelligent or not.
Her species is limited in so many ways. Limited senses. Limited power. Limited understanding of the world. She is a primitive little thing built for one purpose: reproduction.
I want her. The taste of her pussy is still on my lips. She was delicious when I licked her, my tongue finding all those little folds and crevices hiding her dew. She is aroused now too, by her fear, by her desire, by the chemistry between us.
“I’m taking you when we leave,” I tell her. “You are forfeit for your lies. I will have you, and the chip, and anything else I find of value.”
Her skin flushes red with anger. “You’re going to rob me?”
“I’m going to save you.”
I am not leaving her behind, sitting on a pile of mostly old trash. There may be more of value in these catacombs for old technology. There may not. But there is value in her, and I want her with me. Right now, I want her on my dick.
“Save me?”
“Turn around and give me your pussy.”
The order is rough and crass on purpose. I want her to feel like the dirty little animal she is. I want her to lift her hips to me and present her sex.
“Fuck you.”
“Do as you’re told,” I insist. “Now.”
I see hesitation in her eyes, but that hesitation is a good thing. It means she’s considering obedience. And that’s all I need. That little sliver of desire.
“Pyxel.” I lower my voice into deeper command. “Bend over for me. Show me that wet little cunt. I want it.”
Slowly, she does as she’s told. She turns around, puts her knees on the buckets where she was sitting. I see the perfect outline of her ass and pussy and thighs. I see the wetness between her lips. She’s aroused. After everything we’ve been through, and everything she knows we will have to go through, she is filled with desire.
There’s something between us. Something neither of us can resist. I step forward, run my hand over her ass, give it a little swat.
“Good girl.”
She makes a little growling sound. She doesn’t like behaving herself. Especially not for me. Because she knows she should be resisting me. I’m the enemy she can’t stop fucking.
One hand on each of her cheek spreads her pussy for me. I have stretched her. I have ravaged her. My tongue bath left her gleaming and wet, but it didn’t change the condition of her sex.
My cock is rampant as I free it and point it toward that red, puffy little hole.
“Ask me for it.”
“No,” she growls.
I rub the head of my cock lightly over her lips, teasing her. I can see her pussy clenching, trying to draw me in. Her body won’t get what it wants until she does what I want.
“Crash…” I can hear the thick need in her voice.
“Ask me for my cock. And ask me nicely.”
“Crash, come on…”
“Be a good girl, Pyxel. Ask me for my cock.”
“Please… Crash…”
She’s forgotten all about the Genari. She’s forgotten all about the chip. She’s forgotten about the fact we’re buried underground. All she cares about is getting my cock inside her without having to beg me for it. But she won’t get it until she does.
“Ask me.”
“Alright, fuck, please,” she relents, swearing as if that makes any difference to the shamefulness of her submission. “Fuck me.”
As soon as she says the words, I push my cock inside her. All the way in. All the way out. One long stroke. And then I leave her empty again.
“Crashhhhh…” Her voice comes in a soft whine.
“What? You need more than that?”
“You know I do, you bastard.”
I give her another one of those strokes, all the way in. Feeling every inch of her tight little cunt wrapped around me. And then I pull out again. Because getting fucked properly is a privilege, and not one she’s earned. This little brat lied to me and then tried to kill me at least once. She doesn’t deserve the fucking she wants.
“Tell me exactly what you want.”
“I want you to fuck me properly,” she admits. I can hear her embarrassment and her desire. I know she hates admitting this. It’s a pity, because she was made to be fucked. Her body knows exactly what it needs, but she is trying to force me to force it on her. She wants to deny her need. And I won’t let her do that.
“What does fucking you properly mean?” I growl the question down at her, letting the head of my cock slide just inside her pussy. She tries to push back on it, but I reach out and grab her by her hair, hold her in place.
“You know what it means!” She wails the answer. “Fuck me hard. Fuck me like you did before!”
“You mean fuck your ass?”
I feel her cunt squeeze me as I make the suggestion. I could fuck her ass. Maybe I will, once she’s fully submitted her pussy to me.
“No, please, sir, fuck my pussy. Fuck me hard.” I hear her hesitation. She doesn’t know what she has to say, but she’ll say almost anything.
“Ask me to fuck your little cunt until you come all over my cock.”
“Please… fuck me until I come on your cock.”
God, I love hearing her say these filthy things. The entrance of her pussy is slick and wet, and I can feel her gripping me eagerly.
“Say you’re my fuck toy,” I prompt, urging my cock in and out of her, that first inch dipping in and out of her sex. “Tell me you’re mine to fuck whenever I want to fuck you.”
“Crash, please… stop making me say these things…”
“I’m not making you say anything. I’m telling you what to say if you want me to fuck you. This is a transaction, Pyxel. You don’t seem to understand what transactions are. You think you’re going to get something for nothing. You’re not going to get a thing from me.”
“Fine. I’m your fuck toy.”
She tries to say it as if she’s bored, but she forgets I can feel her cunt wrapped around me. Her body doesn’t lie. Not like she does.
“You are my fuck toy,” I growl. “Now ask me to play with you, fuck toy.”
She’s getting impatient. But she’s getting wetter too. She needs her pussy fucked. And every second I stay inside her without giving her what she wants, she needs it more.
“Play with me. Fuck me. Do what you want to me, just… please!”
She breaks, and immediately I give her the reward. My cock plunges inside her stretched, drooling pussy, the juices of her desire coating me. She is eager to be taken, wailing and moaning as I fuck her roughly in this dark little room, taking her fear and turning it to desire.
As I stroke her toward a climax neither of us will reach, the vibrations I’ve been sensing for some time intensify, make the walls and the floor rumble.
“What is that?”
“That is the sound of the Genari coming for us.”
“What?”
“They will tunnel in,” I say, keeping my cock deep inside her stretched pussy. “Don’t worry. I’ll keep us safe.”
“How?”
Her pussy has tightened with fear. I loosen it up again by taking several long strokes to distract her and make her moan.
We probably have mere minutes until they break through, but I can’t stop fucking her. Her walls are gripping me so tight as I slam inside her. I can’t come, but I think she’s going to anyway. I’ll use the frustration of denial in the battle that is about to begin. She can have the release she doesn’t deserve. If this goes badly, it will be the last orgasm she ever has.
I fuck her as if the world is ending. I fuck her as if we have only seconds left to live. I fuck her for all I am worth, for all she is worth and she climaxes on my cock, my rod churning her juices into a creamy foam as she screams and writhes. Death is near, and it has never been so hard not to come.
Pulling her off my throbbing dick, I carry her across the room, push her and then Farti into the escape tube and put the grille back on. She sits there, panting, one hand between her thighs.
Behind me, the roof is crumbling. Pebbles, then rocks start to crash down, along with a cloud of dust. And then there are boots on the ground. The first Genari soldier has arrived. Time to go to war.
“Don’t look,” I warn them both. “This is going to be messy.”
 
* * *
 
Pyxel
 
Messy isn’t the word for it. It’s a one-man massacre. Their channel allows one or two of them at a time, and every single one that comes through, Crash kills. He does it quickly, cleanly, and with his bare hands. Some of them barely make a sound as they die. Others flop around for a second or two before he crushes the life out of them.
Any one of them would kill us all.
The room begins to fill up with fallen Genari. Crash tosses their lifeless forms to the far end to make room for the new ones feeding themselves down the pipe.
I thought we were captured and cornered, but Crash is far more dangerous than these things are. All I can do is hide and wait for him to do the unpleasant job, to put the invaders to death. It feels awful to sit and hide, leaving my fate entirely in the hands of that big brute, but apparently I have become a damsel in distress, and apparently I am to be rescued by a warrior who thinks nothing of dispatching many dozens of enemies as casually as he might mop a floor.
Farti climbs into my lap, nuzzles under my chin, makes soft little bleaty sounds.
“You don’t like this either?”
He nickers softly.
“He keeps you safe too, huh?”
He makes another one of those little sounds and curls in closer. I like the way his fur smells; it’s a rich, clean animal scent. Not gamey or dirty, but domesticated. And he’s so soft too. I rub my fingers through his fur and he wriggles back for more scratches.
He does feel like a pet. And it’s easy to forget that he’s not one, because I don’t understand anything he says, not like Crash does. Right now, against a backdrop of death, I need this little thing to be my comfort. I need him to be my pet, and he seems happy enough to play that role.
Farti’s warm body is so comforting I barely notice what he’s up to, until I pay attention to the light tickling sensation on my arm. Those little fingers of his are working at my wrist. He is trying to surreptitiously pull the chip off my arm, steal the chip from me.
I let him, because I don’t really care anymore.
I used to think that I was a guardian of something that mattered, but once this is over, I’ll be guarding nothing but a tomb of rotting alien corpses, and more will come. The end of my line is inevitable. There’s nobody to mate with to continue it, and even if there was, what would be the point? There will never be enough of us to meaningfully defend against this kind of invasion force. A hundred Genari must have already died. And there are still more coming. And Crash said it himself. This is just the first wave. They may very well send more across the stars.
My stomach drops as a nasty realization hits me. It’s very possible that I have triggered a second mass invasion of Earth. When the Genari realize the losses they have incurred here, and that the chip was real, I can see them coming in full force, sending their brood against everyone here.
The planet could gleam silver with their bodies. The planet could be decimated and overrun, and… I am having a hard time breathing as panic starts to overwhelm me. What have I done?
Screeccchh!
Crash interrupts my train of thought by pulling the grate back off the tunnel. “Come on,” he says. “We’re leaving.”
Farti and I step out onto a crunchy metal carpet of fallen bodies. I try not to think about what my feet are standing on and slipping between as Crash bends down and indicates that we should climb up his back. I wrap my arms around Crash’s neck. Farti clings onto my leg like a baby marsupial.
Crash begins to climb, reaching up into the tunnel the Genari just made and hauling himself and the pair of us up in a vertical hand over hand climb. It is at least a mile to the surface, but his great hands grab the rock the Genari drilled through and propel us all upward in a way that feels light and easy. This is nothing to him. Not the climb. Not the death. Not the invasion. Not anything.
I find myself holding onto him even more tightly than I really need to. Not just because I’m afraid of falling a half mile back down the narrow hole to a Genari mass grave, but because I don’t want him to go anywhere without me. He has saved me from so many things. Maybe he can save me from myself.
Light bathes us all as we emerge. Farti leaps down to the ground, bouncing with excitement, holding the chip up to Crash in triumph. Little bastard.
But Crash doesn’t seem to care about the chip, or Farti’s crowing. He turns to me, takes me in his large, lethal hands, and inspects me carefully.
“Are you physically unharmed?”
“Yes,” I whisper.
“We are leaving now.”
“But your ship is…”
“Damaged,” he says. “We will recover the supplies we can and take a commercial freighter to the next station. From there we’ll commission a new ship.”
Commercial freighters run organic material from Earth to the stars. Apparently aliens like bananas and beer.
A lot of humans have skipped the planet that way. Some legally, others as stowaways. Up until this point in my life, I have chosen to remain here on Earth, but now I no longer have that choice. At least, I think I don’t.
“Will you fight me, Pyxel? Will you force me to make you my captive? Or will you come with me?”
“I’ll come with you,” I say, snatching the chip out of Farti’s dancing grip, and putting it back onto my own arm where it belongs. “On one condition.”
“And what is that?”
“I get pants.”
He smirks. “Very well. A compliant mate can be given clothing.”
Is that what I am going to be? A compliant mate?
I bite my lower lip. I am not in the mood to argue with him, and I know I wouldn’t win anyway. He has never presented me with any danger, but he is a dangerous brute of a creature.
“Try to put what you saw out of your mind,” he says. “The Genari don’t die in the sense you or I would.”
“What do you mean?”
“They have a collective consciousness. A hive mind. The memories of one are the memories of the whole.”
“So you just pissed off an entire species?”
“Well,” he smirks. “It’s not the first time I have done battle with them. Nothing was done today that hasn’t been done before. They do not have the desire for vengeance that humans do. They will decide whether the chip is worth the resources it is taking to obtain it, or if there is an easier way. I have made sure that it is not worth the resources. And I will amplify that message now.” He flickers me a blazing wink. “If you’re going to be trouble, be a whole lot of trouble.”
With that, he swings one of the Genari energy weapons off his back, aims it at the ship hovering over the remains of the observatory, and pulls the trigger multiple times.
The shots impact the hull, tear it open. Fire emerges from the ports and in less than a minute the whole thing comes crashing down, slamming into the pile of rubble that was once the observatory.
“Couldn’t we have taken that?”
“Genari ships respond to the hive mind. We could never have piloted it. Let’s go.”
I don’t have the ability to resist. I am tired. I am frightened. I am no longer sure of myself, but I know I have failed in the defense of my family’s treasures. They are buried now.
I feel no sense of victory. Their wreckage is burning on top of mine. In trying to get enough money to repair my skimmer and replenish my reserves, I destroyed everything.
Crash turns and walks away, his muscular silver body lit gold by the flames from the Genari ship. Farti trots at his side, a happy little innocent gait. They don’t care. At all. They have what they want.
I follow him because there’s nothing else to do. His name has never been more appropriate than it is right now.
We go back to the ship the Genari blew up. I’m getting tired. It’s been a long day, and a frightening one. My eyes are heavy. My limbs are too. Every step is difficult, and for once Crash doesn’t seem interested in me. He is still swollen with war rage, inflated with death.
I watch his massive form moving through the trees in front of me, and I wonder what he will do to me, and with me. He has plans for me, I know that already. But I don’t know what those plans are—and I do know that my knowing doesn’t matter.
Crash makes decisions and the world falls into place around them. He wasn’t worried when the world caved in on top of him. He wasn’t afraid when an invading force poured down toward him. And he’s not afraid now, even though he is looking at the wreckage of his ship.
He is a true warrior. I don’t think he’s afraid of death. I don’t think he’s afraid of anything. But I am. I’m afraid of what I’ve done, and of what’s going to happen next.
He and Farti gather supplies while I sit outside and grieve for what was just destroyed. It’s hard to comprehend all that has happened. There has been so much violence, and so much sexual intensity. I am ravaged and I am exhausted, and I don’t know if there’s anywhere safe left on this side of the Milky Way.
“Here.”
Crash holds out a roll of fabric.
“I don’t have clothes to fit you, but you can wrap this around your waist. Make a skirt.”
“Oh. Thanks.”
He shoulders a huge pack, then stands me up and wraps the fabric around me. It’s sort of silvery, like a heat reflective blanket. Good for shock. And I am in shock for sure. Crash slips his arms under my legs and lower back and scoops me up against his body.
 
* * *
 
Crash
 
She looks as though she is on the verge of fainting. She flinches when I pick her up, and I know why. No woman like her can contend with the amount of death she has seen today. I inflicted it in her defense, but I can tell she’s not overcome with admiration.
I can’t be concerned with her feelings. Feelings won’t fix what happened here today. I can protect her. I can keep her safe from the Genari, and from whatever other war tribes are coming in search of that chip.
The freighters are slow, but they won’t draw attention. We can spend the next couple of months on one, make a decision as to what to do with the chip.
She has it wrapped around her wrist, and her wrist clenched tight to her body. She is protective of it. She won’t like it when we sell it.
We reach the freighter dock in good time, and as fate would have it, we are just in time to board a ship bound for Alpha Centauri. It’s perfect. A lesser traveled route, but still with enough traffic to mask us.
Farti is bouncing along next to me. He doesn’t care about the ship we just lost. It was a rental anyway. We’ll lose our deposit, but these things happen. The money we get from selling that chip will cover a dozen ships. It will set us up for life.
Today has been rough, but all things considered, this was a successful extraction. And I have a sweet little bonus in my arms too.
We have enough funds to lock down a decent two-person cabin. One room for Farti. One room for Pyxel and me. And it has a view from the port side of the ship. She will see creation as she has never seen it before.
I will show her what she has been missing. Physically, emotionally, and carnally.
But first, she needs rest. By the time we board, she is barely conscious. I may have been too rough with her. I may have put her through more than she can handle. The battle with the Genari might have pushed her over the edge.
Or maybe she’s just tired.
I take her into the bathing chamber, peel the clothing from her body, and discard it into the trash chute. The chip is tied around her wrist. I leave it there, let her arm drape elegantly over the side of the tub. She is so beautiful, this little human of mine. Naked, she is even more gorgeous than she was semi-clothed. It is a pleasure simply to look at her. There are few things this stunning in creation, at least, to my eyes. This body of hers is perfect.
Her sex is swollen and puffy, reddened with use. The tight little hole of her anus is yet to fully contract, and there is some puffiness there too. I have made my mark on her.
She makes soft little sounds. I think they’re pleasant ones. There is a little smile on her face as I lower her into the tub of water and sit beside it, swishing warm water over her naked form. It’s not really doing much to get her clean, but it’s doing a lot to comfort her.
I put one arm behind her back to keep her afloat and she curls up in the bath, rolls over onto her side and draws her knees up to her chest. Her eyes half-close, her long lashes so dark and delicate. The corners of her lips curl up and I feel her relax against me. She’s trusting me to keep her afloat, depending on me to preserve her life yet again.
Looking down at her, I feel a warmth and a softness in my heart and chest. In all the times I have rutted, and there have been many of them, I have never felt like this. Sexual conquest is not foreign to me, as is real conquest. But it has never been so rich and meaningful before. I want to protect her. I want to possess her.
 
* * *
 
Pyxel
 
Soft, cool sheets envelop me. It has been a long time since anyone put me to bed, and it feels nice to be taken care of, though the sensible part of my mind knows that Crash is a trader, and traders always have a reason to take something.
I close my eyes, and I let myself believe what I need to believe. That he cares.
He’s not capable of caring. That awful little voice in the back of my mind pops up, even so close to sleep. Crash is such a strange creature. And that’s why I have to stay on my guard, even when my guard is down.
I can’t let myself get attached to him. I have known him a matter of hours. Awful, dangerous, chaotic hours. He could let me go at any point, because if there is one thing life has taught me, it’s that everybody leaves.
 
* * *
 
Crash
 
“Push her out the porthole.”
Farti is not impressed with our new companion. He rumbled and grumbled the entire time we were preparing to leave Earth, and now that we’re off planet, heading past Jupiter.
“Take the chip and get rid of her,” he says, stamping around the room.
“No.”
“You work for me,” he reminds me, his voice a bleating tremor. “That chip on her arm should be in my pocket. We have a seller to meet. This is business. You can fuck when we’re done.”
“I’m not fucking. I’m sitting.”
He’s never satisfied until he gets his money. I don’t know if he’s going to get it this time. Pyxel wants to keep her chip, and at this point, taking it from her would be stealing it, even if we gave her credits as a result.
The chip. Pyxel. Farti. I can probably have any two of them, but not all three. If I keep Pyxel, I have to keep the chip. If I sell the chip, I lose Pyxel—her affection, anyway. I can keep her against her will, but it’s not the same as when she melts for me. If I keep the chip and Pyxel, Farti will kick up even more of a stink. He might even actually fire me. It’s all about the money for him, always has been.
He might not have any loyalty to me, but I have some to him. The furry little asshole would last about five minutes on his own, and we’ve been working together for years now. Watching his back has taken me on real adventures, and made me a rich man.
Time and time, I have seen fellow soldiers give up everything for a female. I never understood it. Thought it was a weakness. Now, I’m not so sure. Maybe there are some females who are worth it. Maybe Pyxel is worth it.
“Take that chip off her, leave her sleeping,” he insists.
“There’s no point doing that. We have to wait until we dock in several weeks.”
“You better be all fucked out by then, because I’m taking that chip to my buyer,” Farti insists.
I give him a hard look. “How much money have you made with my help?”
“Four billion, six hundred thousand, four hundred and twenty three credits,” he says without blinking an eyelid. Those numbers are right at the forefront of his mind. Always have been. Always will.
“Isn’t that enough money?”
“No. That chip is worth two trillion. And you let her wear it around her wrist like a trinket. I want it. I’m going to take it if you don’t get it for me.”
He’s an honest little scoundrel. And two trillion credits is a lot. More than I can ask him to forfeit. Maybe more than I can forfeit. This situation is messy and it’s because Pyxel made it messy—and then I made it even messier.
“This isn’t like you,” Farti growls. “You don’t…” he searches for a word. “…think!”
“I don’t think?”
“You think about the work. And when the work is done, you drink and you fuck and you look for the next payday. You don’t bathe girls and then sit around thinking about them.”
He’s right. I don’t. But Pyxel is different. And I can’t say entirely how, or why, I just know she is. Love is irrational.
I stop myself at even thinking the word. Love? Is that what I feel for the woman I just thrashed, bound, fucked both her anus and her vagina? Lust. That’s what I should be feeling. Just lust. But there’s more to it than that. I know it. And I think Farti does too. That’s why he’s worried right now. Maybe he should be.



Chapter Six
 
 
Pyxel
 
It seems like every time I open my eyes, something is exploding.
I was fast asleep, but sirens dragged me out of my slumber and set me naked on my feet. They’re so loud I’m almost concerned they’re going to shatter my eardrums, but that’s actually not the worst problem I have.
The lights are flickering, and I am alone. Explosions rock the ship, back and forth, up and down. The floor is bucking like a wild bronco and I can’t keep my footing. I slip, fall to the floor. Where is Crash? I shout his name, but my voice is lost in the chaos.
I crawl across the floor, take hold of the rail on the wall, and pull myself to look out the window. What I see makes me scream again, but that one is lost as well. There are ships outside. Lots of ships. Genari ones, just like the one Crash knocked out of the sky. There have to be thousands of them filling almost every bit of space. And they’re firing on us over and over again.
The explosions don’t seem to be hitting the ship. They seem to be detonating a mile or two off it, but they’re sending out shockwaves that make it roll around like a ship at sea.
They’ve come for me. For the chip. I know it in my gut.
And they’re going to get it. I know that too. Crash can’t fight this many Genari. Nobody can. This freighter doesn’t seem to have any fire power, and even if it did, it wouldn’t be enough. The sheer number of them is overwhelming.
“Pyxel.”
Crash is standing behind me. He isn’t in his war form, a fact I find disconcerting and calming at the same time. If he’s not ready to fight, then maybe he doesn’t need to. Maybe this isn’t about us. Me.
He comes forward and wraps me in his arms, pulling me close to his chest. Farti runs up too. I feel his furry body brushing against my leg.
“Why are they here? What’s happening?”
“They’ve been in touch with the captain. They’re going to be boarding the ship. Pyxel…”
He doesn’t have to say it. We both know he can’t fight an entire fleet of Genari. He can kill a few hundred of them. Maybe a thousand. But there must be almost a million of them out there, and we don’t have the benefit of a rubble ceiling to protect us. This freighter is floating in space, a sitting duck for the fleet.
Crash knows he’s beaten, and so do I. There’s no dark hole to funnel them through this time. They surround us, and there are hundreds of souls on this freighter.
“We have to give it up,” he says. “I’m sorry. But we do.”
“I understand.”
I do understand. I am tired of fighting and fleeing. I am tired of being terrified. If this is the price of peace, I will pay it.
Crash wraps a sheet around me, then leads me out of the cabin, and to one of the loading bays. The Genari are waiting for us, along with the small number of ship’s reinforcements. They have some big guns, but they look old and rusty, and the men holding them look nervous.
The Genari do not look nervous. Their faces are all covered by those angular helmets, and their silence is intimidating. The way they hold themselves is strong and calm. I have seen them fight, and I have seen them die. They are brave.
“Give it to me,” Crash says.
I blink tears out of my eyes. I’ve fought so hard to hang on to this, but there’s no option now. They will take it. It will save the lives of everybody on this freighter.
I unwrap it from my wrist and give it to him. He walks forward, and offers it to the lead of the Genari contingent.
I choke back a little sob, knowing this is the last fragment of what has been. There goes the history of my people, of the height of Earth’s technology. Gone.
The sob turns to a scream. My scream.
The Genari don’t take the chip. Instead, they swarm him. Moving as one man, a thousand Genari soldiers run over him, covering him in their bodies. He is utterly buried by them. There is nothing he can do. I see him surging beneath their weight, but nobody will help him, and I can’t, because they have me too. Their hands are on my arms, my legs. They are pulling me up from the ground and carrying me from the freighter.
I scream for help. For Crash. I scream for mercy. I scream until my throat is raw, but nobody comes to help me, just like nobody came to help him.



Chapter Seven
 
 
Pyxel
 
I expect pain, but pain doesn’t come. The Genari carry me along with many hands, moving me competently and wordlessly, taking me like they might take any inanimate object. I am crying, writhing, wailing. I am begging for mercy. I am asking them to take me back. I am promising to give them everything my grandfather stockpiled if they will just let me go. But if they understand me, they are not paying any kind of attention.
They take me, and they push me into a little hole. It’s so tight I can’t move my arms or legs. I am held on all sides, so firmly that all I can do is breathe and nothing more. My panic does nothing as the world goes dark.
I don’t know what happens next. I don’t know what happens for what feels like the longest time. It’s dark, and I can’t move, and screaming does nothing. I am buried. Again. And all I can do is submit to it, and hope for rescue.
 
* * *
 
Many hours later, light flows in on me. It has a golden hue, unlike any light I have ever been bathed in before. It is warm, and as I am pulled from the cell in which they imprisoned me, I feel a lightness rushing over me. Maybe it’s just relief. Maybe it’s something more.
The Genari who take me out are not the same ones who put me into the cell. As I look around them, and the place I have been taken, I get the sense that I am in a home. Not the sort of cozy small home a family of four or five might have; a home for four or five billion. I can’t tell where the light is coming from, but it seems to emanate from every part of this great room. I can see walkways connecting in and out, soft curves of material that looks like a porous glowing stone.
This is my first time seeing the Genari without their helmets. They are humanoid. Ish. They have great big dark eyes. Pure black. There is no pupil, no white, just a wide void that gives me chills.
Their faces are angular, but not without beauty. Their cheekbones are high, their noses very small. They are insect-like in a way that could be frightening, but I find it entrancing. Fine antennae grow from their heads, articulated at several points, and apparently entirely under voluntary control.
I am held between them as those antennae skitter over me, touching lightly, inspecting every inch of me. It tickles slightly, but it doesn’t feel bad. I must be in shock, because I’m not doing what I think I should be doing. I’m not screaming, or begging, or trying to escape. I’m just standing here, letting them take me in. Taking them in too. This is all too strange to be stressed by. I almost feel as though I have taken leave of my senses, or as if this is all happening in some kind of dream state. It is real, but this is no reality I am familiar with.
They begin to urge me to move. I do as they wish. There are many of them, and I cannot erase the image of Crash being utterly overwhelmed by their sheer numbers. They do not speak to me, not a word, but I am remembering everything Crash told me about the Genari as they move me through a series of passages that widen and lead to a chamber many times larger than the one I emerged from.
And then we arrive at the destination they have in mind for me, and my breath is taken away. I am to have an audience with a Genari queen. I recognize her immediately from the description Crash gave. There can be no mistaking this creature who occupies a space more grand and impressive than anything I have ever seen on Earth.
She is so large my first response is one of awe. When Crash described a queen of their species, the image I concocted in my mind was grotesque, but she is beautiful. Blonde hair cascades from her head in flowing golden ringlets. She has great big blue eyes and a tiny little nose that is barely there. Her mouth is barely… okay, this is where things begin to become strange. She doesn’t have a mouth per se, not as much as she has a hole that is squeezed shut, somewhat like an anus at the wrong end of a body.
She takes up almost the entire chamber. Her head is a few inches away from the ceiling, and her body is almost as broad as well. She is naked, but her nudity does not seem to be as lewd as it might otherwise be. She has no breasts, but her body is full and voluptuous, all curves. The Genari warriors seemed to be basically human when they attacked. Two arms. Two legs. A head. She doesn’t have arms or legs. She is a big, bulbous torso, culminating in an ovipositor.
Her abdomen pulses with contractions as she gives birth to a gleaming round egg the size of my torso. It is taken by two Genari workers and whipped away through a passage in the side of the room. Shedding the egg does not seem to concern her, and already another little white dot signals that a fresh egg is about to come into the world.
The room is calm, the atmosphere strangely beautiful. The Genari treat her with reverence and care. Two Genari women are cleaning her with soft cloths, keeping her hydrated and gleaming. This is the nexus of their world, the center of creation. Without the queen, the Genari die.
As I look closer, I note that there are little slits down the length of her lower torso, I suppose, about where her pussy might be, if she were a human, and not a gigantic larvae woman. Are those the places the Genari males have pushed their cocks and left them behind, pumping seed inside her so she can keep creating new life? They must be.
I feel as though I have walked into something very intimate. I should be terrified, but there is beauty even in this grotesque setting. I suppose, if I were to come upon a human birth, it would be much more difficult to bear witness to. Those are messier, more bloody, more frightening for observer and participants alike.
As I watch, another egg is born and swept away in loving arms. It is all done in an elegant manner, with such easy grace I am further stunned into a silence where there are no words.
I have seen so many of these people die. I know those little eggs the Genari seem so proud and protective of will turn into fearsome warriors. Just like the warriors who died at Crash’s hands. I’m almost afraid that he will find me here and wreak that same chaos on them. It’s a strange thought, given I desperately crave rescue.
I have been under the impression that the Genari are evil. They came and they destroyed Crash’s ship, half the forest, they made me destroy my ancestral home. They hurt Crash. They took me prisoner. I have so many reasons to hate them, but there is something about bearing witness to the bringing of new life that makes it impossible to feel hate.
The Genari haven’t hurt me. They haven’t even been rough with me. Even now, the guard are standing at a respectful distance from me. It’s not what I expected, after the barrage of fire they unleashed on Crash’s ship and surrounded the freighter with. I thought they would be vicious, tear me apart for what they want. But they have treated me as well as they are capable of treating me.
The queen’s eyes fall on me. For a long moment, we look at one another. I feel… almost inadequate. My nude form is small and delicate and compared to hers, hardly capable of the same feats. I don’t know what to say to her. I don’t know if I’m even capable of speech.
She speaks first.
It is as if her voice rumbles through me, and every part of their nest. Her word is a vibration shared by every member of the colony. They are all one thing, doing the bidding of this awesome creature.
“Pretty little one,” the queen purrs. “Pretty prize.”
“The chip isn’t on me anymore,” I start stammering, assuming this is her roundabout way of asking me where the goods are. “I don’t have it.”
“You are the pretty prize. Pretty princess. Will make a pretty queen.”
I stare, not knowing what to say. Queen? What does that mean in this context? This colony already has a queen and I’m looking at her.
“I’m a human. I can’t be a queen.”
“Genari dew make you queen. You drink it richly. Delicious for little queen.”
I am confused, but the other Genari seem to understand what she is saying. They put gentle hands on me and lead me out of the room, just as another contraction begins rolling through her body. Another egg is on its way already. It can’t have been more than a minute since the last one was laid.
Again, I am lead through myriad tunnels. I couldn’t escape this place even if I wanted to. It is so large, and I get the sense these glowing passages run on and on forever.
We arrive in another room. It is much smaller than the queen’s chamber, but it is still very large. The Genari have little in the way of furniture or bedding or anything like that in this place, at least, as far as I have seen. Strange that they have ships capable of interstellar travel, but they haven’t bothered with chairs.
At any rate, the room is filled with women, or at least, females. Some are stranger than others, and I do not recognize any of their species, but I recognize the way they are ordered. They are all drinking dew delivered by Genari workers. Those at the left hand side are what I would call normal sized. They have arms and legs and the rest of it. The ones on the right hand side of the chamber are larger, much larger. And their bodies are… changing. Seen in a line-up like this, I can see how a queen loses her legs. They fuse together and then shrink, become vestigial and finally are lost altogether.
Finally, I understand what is to become of me. If Crash was killed by a thousand Genari, his fate might have been kinder than mine, because I have been taken and kept alive in order to lose everything. They want me to become part of the Genari collective. Their dew will turn me into a queen. If I drink their dew, I will soon be as they are. It may take a long time, but in the end, I will be as the queen is. Unable to move, able to enforce my will perhaps via a collective consciousness, but a prisoner of glowing walls. The queen I saw was far too large to ever pass through the openings that lead to her chamber. She will die there having done nothing but laid her eggs for years on end.
I might survive this ordeal, but I will wish I hadn’t.
As the Genari show me to my place at the end of the line and urge me to sit down so I might be the first to receive the dew, I start to scream.
Nobody cares. They push me down into place, and they hold me there, tipping my head back and pinching my nose. The dew is brought to my lips and though I try to resist, I cannot. I need to breathe, and so my mouth opens out of dumb reflex. They pour a dollop of the gooey sweet dew down my throat—and the end begins.
Wait.
No.
Fuck this.



Chapter Eight
 
 
Crash
 
“I think your arm is practically regrown,” Farti says. “You’ll be ready for another mission soon!”
I survived the Genari assault, but only just. Both my arms and one of my legs were damaged to the extreme. I have been laid up on this freighter, as helpless as can be. The Genari tore me limb from limb before they left with Pyxel. I have spent the past two weeks utterly impotent, stuck in space as my damaged appendages healed themselves, waiting to hit the port. After the assault, we were confined to quarters. We were lucky that the captain didn’t set us adrift, but there was limited damage to the ship, and I suppose he took pity on me.
I hate this. I hate being made weak by injury. It is shameful to have lost the woman I claimed. The chip is now entirely meaningless to me.
Farti knows better than to express how pleased he is with how things turned out, but there’s an extra little skip in his step as he leaps around, waiting to disembark the freighter. He has the chip. He’s contacted the buyer. In the next twenty-four hours, he’s going to be one of the richest little fuckers in the universe.
We are docking and Farti is bouncing off the walls with excitement. He can hear the rumbling of hundreds of feet as they depart the ship. We’ll be allowed off last, so I’m getting prepared by gathering all our supplies and dividing them into two packs. I hand one to Farti. It’s almost the same size he is, but he can find someone to carry it, I’m sure.
“See you around.”
“What?”
The door of our cabin is grinding open for the first time in two weeks. We’re being set free. But that doesn’t mean what it used to mean for me.
“Go well, little guy. I have business of my own to attend to.”
“It’s that girl, isn’t it,” he huffs at me.
“Yes.”
“You want to go and rescue her from a Genari super colony?”
“Yes.”
“You’re so fucking stupid,” he growls.
“Thanks for the insight, Farti.” I stride out of the cabin, my mind fixed on one thing: rescuing Pyxel. I can’t afford to think about anything else. I can’t afford to think about money, or about Farti, or even whether I’m going to make it there alive.
“Wait! Waaaiit!”
I hear Farti’s little feet scampering up behind me. With a sigh, I stop and turn around. I really hope he’s not going to waste my time trying to talk me out of this.
“What is it? I don’t have a lot of…”
He trots up to me, holds out his hand, a churlish expression on his fuzzy face. “You’re going to need something to trade for her freedom. Take this.”
It’s the chip.
“Farti… if they wanted this, they would have taken it,” I remind him. “Besides, why are you helping me now?”
“Maybe I like having you as my protection,” he says. “Maybe it would be a pity if I lost you because of this. And maybe, if you love her so much you haven’t even complained about getting ripped apart for her, maybe she’s alright. So maybe take this damn chip before I change my mind.”
“Thanks,” I smile. Farti never shares his feelings. I can tell it makes him mad to have to do it now. “But I don’t know what I can do with this.”
He blinks at me. “You do know what this chip is, don’t you?”
“Not really…”
“Not really?” He stamps and bleats at me. “This is… we have… how could you not know what this is?”
I never paid any attention to the things we traded. I just made sure we got them. It never really mattered in the past, and I don’t see how it matters now.
“This chip is two compounds. Stable on their own. If it is pierced, they combine, rapidly in a fusion reaction…” He gives me an irritated look. “This is a hand-held personal nuclear device,” he explains in that slow voice of his that would make me pick him up and throw him against the wall if I didn’t like him so much. “Humans managed to reduce the reaction that creates the stars into this thing you can wear on your wrist. It’s old tech, but it’s still deadly.”
“So you’re saying, threaten the Genari with nuclear annihilation if they don’t give Pyxel back?”
“That’s exactly what I’m saying. And then we can sell it anyway.”
“Why didn’t you tell me what we had when they first came to take her?”
“You can’t threaten to use a device like this when there are innocent people around. You can only use it on your deadliest enemies. So take it. Go to the Genari. Just don’t use it.”
“You should have told me about this earlier. You told me it was just an old trinket.”
“And it is. An old trinket capable of killing millions,” he shrugs. “You don’t need to know everything, Crash.”
I growl under my breath. I’ll deal with him later. Right now, I have a mate to rescue.



Chapter Nine
 
 
Crash
 
In orbit around the Genari home world, I am preparing for the battle of my life.
I left Farti back at the port. He doesn’t want to be anywhere near this potential war. It’s several billion Genari against one. This is a game I’ve played with them twice. One win. One loss. We’re even. This is the tiebreaker. Winner gets the girl, and the chip. Loser dies in a cloud of nuclear fallout.
“I’m coming down,” I message them. “I wish to speak with the queen.”
I have a powerful weapon at my disposal, but if I detonate it out here, it won’t harm them very much. It will kill me outright and I’ll be nothing but a haze of particles across a part of the universe with high background radiation. I have to get down there, and I have to get them to let me in. I have to be right in the heart of their nest in order to have any leverage with it.
This is the part where I could easily die. They could shoot me out of the sky. They could destroy me and all will be lost. But there is no sneaking up on a hive creature like the Genari. If one of them knows I’m here, all of them know I’m here.
Fortunately, they don’t open fire. They actually open the port for me. My ship slides into their dock without any kind of hassle at all. And now I know something is wrong. Very wrong.
I have the chip around my neck. It is hidden beneath my shirt, but I am sure they know I have it. It was the chip that drew them to Earth in the first place. There is so much in play here, and as Genari workers surround my shuttle, I begin to wonder if this wasn’t their plan all along.
Here I come, charging in to save Pyxel, bringing with me the chip they wanted. If I don’t pull this off precisely, I lose everything. But this is how war is. This is the world in which I have lived my entire life. I am ready for this, but sheer brutality won’t get me what I want. I am going to have to use some kind of tact and… elegance here.
“Where are you taking me?”
They don’t answer. They just start conducting me into the interior of their planet home. Every step is a step closer to the queen, I imagine. Closer to the center of this corrupt entity that swarms and takes what it wants over and over again. I am not the first to lose somebody precious to the Genari. I will likely not be the last.
The queen is waiting for me several thousand feet inside. I keep a careful note of the corridors we take, the twists and the turns. With every step I take, I generate a mental map of this place. It’s a skill I learned in my training. One of many.
A Genari queen is an imposing, dangerous creature. When one speaks with her, one speaks with all Genari. Now I am in the heart of their territory. Now the chip can come into play.
“Warrior.”
She greets me in rough, resonant tones, just as another one of those Genari eggs slides out of her. It’s a grotesque sight. I avert my eyes.
“You are a brave man,” the queen intones. “I will have your seed. I will produce fine warriors with your semen.”
The Genari do not mince words or hide motivations. That saves a lot of time. It’s now very clear why they let me in. They want my dick and balls. They want to use my genetic material and somehow fold it into their own. I had heard that they were working on ways to do that. The Genari are a constantly evolving species. They can perform genetic feats no other organism can.
“Then why didn’t you take me? You took Pyxel.”
“We wanted your seed via the girl. You had spent yourself inside her once. That is enough. Her genetics and yours would have been blended in our offspring. But she is not compliant.”
“What have you done with her?”
“She is being punished. She was not compliant.”
I can sense how much that perturbs the queen. They’re not used to noncompliance. They certainly don’t know how to handle it. In their world, all Genari exist together, behave together. Noncompliance is death. And that makes me fear for Pyxel.
“Inseminate me,” the queen demands, “and I will give you the girl.”
In the end, it’s not the chip they want. It’s my cock. It’s not about power. Or money. It’s about sex.



Chapter Ten
 
 
Crash
 
Pyxel is naked, her body gleaming with sweat. Bent beneath a load of oozing dew, the liquid sloshes at the sides of the vessel and slops over the edges. They have her working so hard she doesn’t even look up from the ground. It’s one foot after another. Plod. Plod. The gait of the broken.
I lift the bowl from the back of her shoulders. At first she doesn’t notice that it is gone. She just keeps walking with that blank look on her face. Anger knots in my chest. What the hell have they done to her?
“Pyxel.” I say her name softly. She blinks. Looks at me as though she doesn’t really know what she’s seeing.
I reach out, sweep her into my arms, and leave with her. I have to get to the shuttle and out of here before the queen takes my seed into her body.
She’s in bad shape, but they haven’t seriously harmed her. Her refusal to take any of their dew has made her lose some weight, but they must have given her some other food in the meantime.
I pass hundreds, if not thousands of Genari on the way out. They pay us no attention. The hive is chattering and rushing about, and I think I know why. The queen has been taken ill.
I don’t care. I load Pyxel into the shuttle. I hit the accelerator. And I never look back.
 
* * *
 
Pyxel
 
I can’t believe I’m waking up to his face. I can’t believe his arms are around me. That I’m safe. I was only with the Genari for a few weeks, but their world is so closed, so complete that it felt like forever. Every hour was a struggle. Every day was a torment. When I wouldn’t drink their goo, when I spat it out and squealed and fought and bit, they decided I wasn’t worthy of being queen. I was relegated to dew slave, collecting the dew from the dripping abdomens of the queen’s maids. It was disgusting work in the service of creating more queens bereft of will.
“It’s okay,” he murmurs. “I’ve got you.”
He is holding me so tenderly, so lovingly. I didn’t know he had it in him. Every time I was with him that single day we had together, he was ravishing me. He left his mark on me, and inside me. He gave me something to hold onto in that alien colony. Even when I knew he couldn’t possibly rescue me, I had faith that he would. And now he has.
I push some of the hair back from around my face. As I do, I notice something on my wrist. It’s the chip. He must have put it back there.
“You didn’t sell this?”
“We decided to keep it. And you.”
“Is she awake?” Farti enters the room, carrying a tray of sandwiches. It’s a comical sight, one that makes me smile broadly, in spite of all I have endured.
“Here, you’re hungry,” he bleats. “Eat food.”
What? I suddenly realize that he’s speaking, and that I understand him. He’s never said so much as a word to me before. I didn’t think he could.
“You speak intergalactic?”
“Obviously.”
“I didn’t think…”
“No. You wouldn’t have,” he nickers. “Eat.”
I always thought Farti seemed sweet. It turns out he’s one sassy little alien. I wonder what else I’m going to learn about my new crew. I don’t think I have any secrets left. I have been stripped to the core. They’ve seen every filthy dirty part of me, and apparently, they still want me around.
I take a bite. It tastes interesting. Kind of meaty, but not a meat I recognize. “What kind of sandwiches are these?”
“Atarian worm.”
I spit the sandwich into a napkin. “Worms?”
“They’re good for you,” Farti insists. “You’re going to have to get used to eating foods from other planets. Now eat your damn sandwich.”
“You’re rude,” I note, taking another little nibble. It really doesn’t taste bad, but still, worms?
“You have a trillion dollars on your wrist,” Farti responds. “Apparently you’re worth more than that.”
It’s always hard to read his expressions, but the sandwiches seem like a peace offering. I sit in Crash’s embrace, eating Farti’s sandwiches, enjoying the closest thing to freedom I’ll probably ever have.
“How did you save me from the Genari?”
Crash and Farti exchange looks. “I did what I had to do,” Crash says. “The Genari have no further interest in you or me. The queen has been taken ill. The Genari are devoting all their resources to trying to heal her. We offered them the technology to do so, and they paid far more than anyone would have for the chip.”
“How did she get sick?”
“She wanted me to mate with her. It was the price of your release.”
My jaw drops in disbelief. “You didn’t fuck her.”
“No. I didn’t.”
“So what did you do?”
“I gave her my seed indirectly. A deposit.”
“You came into a cup for her?”
“It was a small price to pay.”
I’m not sure I’m comfortable with that, but… he had to save me.
“I don’t like the idea of her making babies with you. Even if they are eggs.”
“She won’t make a thing with them,” he explains. “Unfortunately, her reaction to my seed was even more violent than yours. It was quite nasty, I believe. Could easily have killed her, if not for the compounds we have to neutralize my semen.”
“So… she wanted you to fuck her. You gave her some of your cum, which made her sick, and you sold her the cure? All to save me?”
“I did what I had to do,” he growls against the back of my neck. “I’d do it again. I’d do more. I’d do worse. I was ready to destroy every single one of them.”
I believe him. His possession of me was immediate and total. The moment we met, we bonded. And he proved that when he came to save me. He had no reason to. I had nothing for him anymore. He had the chip. He could have left me to die as a Genari slave.
“I don’t deserve…”
“Don’t ever talk about what you deserve,” he says, grazing his teeth over my neck. “Nobody gets what they deserve. They get what they fight for.”
There’s my brute. I see the indomitable male who faced almost certain death at the hands of millions of Genari for me.
“You fought too, Pyxie,” he reminds me. “You didn’t take the dew. You could have become one of their prisoners, a new queen for a new colony. You could have submitted to them.”
“But I never submit to anyone.” I flash him a grin.
“Mhm.” He runs his hand over my cheeks. “And it’s one of the reasons I love you so much.” He pushes his hand down between my thighs and cups my sex. “I’m going to take you again, Pyxel. Show you to your core it doesn’t matter if you submit or not. I’ll take what I want from you.”
“Your cum is still dangerous to me,” I remind him as he starts to massage my pussy.
“Not with proper treatment. You’ll gain a natural resistance over time too. You just need exposure. Lots and lots of exposure.” His eyes burn into mine. “Open your legs.”
“Annnnnnnd that’s my cue,” Farti sighs, taking the tray away.
I keep my legs closed. I want him to take me. I want him to chase away the horror of this ordeal with his body. I want to feel him overwhelm me, so I know he still can.
Crash does not disappoint. His big hands rest on my thighs and pull them apart. He pushes the head of his cock against my sex and I let out a shivering sigh.
“You want this, Pyxie?”
“Yessss…” The word is pulled from the very core of me. I want this. I want him in my pussy, my ass, my mouth. I want him inside me over and over until I am sore, until I am nothing but his fuck puppet, his toy, his possession. And then I want him to fuck me again. And again. And again.
I have lost everything besides him. He is all I have. And the feeling I get when he is inside me, when we are joined so completely that I forget I was ever alone, is worth everything I have lost.
Crash pushes inside me. Slowly, he splits me open. Yes. This is what I have craved. This is what I hoped was real. And it is real. Every single bit of that hot, hard flesh, parting my lips and spreading my sex.
“You’re still a bad girl,” he murmurs in my ear. “Still a naughty little human brat.”
“What are you going to do about it?”
He pulls out of my pussy, puts the head of his cock at the tight little bud of my ass. “I’m going to discipline you,” he informs me, wrapping both my wrists in one of his great hands. “I’m going to fuck you and whip you until you behave. And then I’m going to do it all over again the day after, and the day after that, because I don’t think you’ll ever be broken.”
A whimper escapes me as he starts to breach that tight, sensitive part of me. I could argue with him, tell him that it’s cruel. That I have been through so much and need to be handled gently. But that’s not true. I need him to be everything he has always been. I need him to be dominant. I need him to be commanding. I need him to be my brute.



Epilogue
 
 
Two weeks later…
Pyxel
 
“Hold still and quit squirming.” Crash rumbles the order down at me. It’s pretty hopeless. I can’t stop my hips from making the slow writhing motions they always make when he takes control.
“Squirming is my natural reaction to being pinned down.”
“It’s your reaction to everything. Now hold still.”
I feel a sharp prick in my ass and actually manage to stay still for the thirty seconds or so it takes for Crash to dose me.
He puts a little sticking plaster over the spot where he injected the serum into my left butt cheek. It’s a treatment for my reaction to his cum, a much needed one that has taken too long to develop.
Since we survived the Genari, he’s been spilling his seed everywhere but on me and inside me. That orgasm when we first met has been haunting my mind, the memory of what it was to come and come, filled with streams of his seed washing me away in floods of ecstasy.
“Now you can come inside me.”
“I can,” he smirks, running his fingers up the inside of my now spreading thighs.
He’s going to claim me. He’s going to fill me. But not yet. I need something else first.
I pull away and sit up, facing him.
“What’s wrong?” He cocks his head and gives me a curious look. I don’t usually put the brakes on sex. But it hasn’t been the same lately. Something has been different and I think I know what.
“Do you think we’ve lost our spark?”
“What?”
“I mean, now we’re on the same team. And nobody is trying to kill us. Is it not hot anymore?”
“Pyxel,” he purrs. “It was never hotter just because you were lying to me, or because we were in danger.”
“Are you sure?”
“Very.”
“Because, you know, I could be a bad girl if you needed me to be.”
“Oh, I know,” he smirks.
“I mean, I could be really bad. For us.”
“That’s really not necessary.”
“What if it was too late?”
The smile on his face fades. “What have you done?”
“Nothing!” I assure him quickly. “I mean, basically nothing.”
“Pyxel…” He growls my name and I squirm.
He’s wrong. It’s much hotter when I’m naughty.
“Tell me what you’ve done.”
“Nothing! Probably!”
“Probably?”
He doesn’t like to be teased like this. I’m discovering that now. He’s starting to give me one of those looks. The kind of looks he gave me when we first met. I wonder if I’m mad for deliberately evoking this kind of reaction in him. He is a powerful beast of a man, and I know this will end in pain.
“Tell me what’s going on, Pyxel.”
“You figure it out.”
He growls, a deep sound that rumbles through me. He places his hands either side of me on the medical table. Suddenly, I am keenly aware of my nude state. This injection was supposed to be foreplay of sorts, provide a ‘there, now it’s all better, now we can fuck like we want to and nobody dies’ relief.
But I’m wondering if it is a relief. Maybe I need an edge of danger. Maybe I need to be in trouble. Maybe I’m one twisted little girl, and maybe this is a test to see if he understands that.
He looms over me, his massive head less than an inch from mine, his powerful body making me feel small. His eyes burn and I feel the quickening of my pulse as his features harden. He is becoming the dominator, the interrogator, my owner, right before my eyes.
“You want me to be angry at you?” He asks the question in dangerously soft tones.
“No. Yes. I don’t know.” I am squirming, and there is heat and moisture between my thighs.
“Well, Pyxel,” he purrs. “I am starting to be very displeased. If you don’t want me to get too angry, tell me what you’ve done.”
Should I tell him? I should tell him. But I won’t. Because I have to know that everything we went through wasn’t a one-off experience. I need to know that he can be as harsh with me now as he was when I was just a random trader trying to rip him off.
I became his damsel in distress. I became the pathetic little creature he had to guide back to full health after my ordeal with the Genari. I want to be more than that. I want to be his equal in some sense, even if I’ll always be subordinate to his strength and power. I want to be trouble.
He lets out a snarl and tips me over onto my stomach. My hands catch the edge of the bed as his big palm finds my ass with a flurry of harsh slaps. It’s pain. It’s what I need.
 
* * *
 
Crash
 
She’s safe. She knows it. And she hates it.
If I have learned one thing from Pyxel, it is that humans were not born to exist in a world where all is well. They need adversity. They need chaos. If there is none, they manufacture it.
I have no idea what she’s done. But I see a light dancing in her eyes that hasn’t been there since before the Genari came. I am pleased to see it. It means she has recovered from her ordeal, from the trouble she caused enough to cause trouble yet again.
I am going to have my work cut out for me with this one—a fact I am very glad for. She will never bore me. I will need eyes in the back of my head. I will need two hands to thrash her, and another set to hold her. I will need to be the warrior I have always been, and the lover I never was before.
There’s no point in continuing this conversation. She’s not going to tell me what I want to know, not until I make her little ass burn bright red.
She lets out a squeal of excitement as I flip her over and I can’t help but smile to myself. She can’t hide her glee at the prospect of being punished. This is my Pyxel, and it’s time to spank her.
My hand descends on her perfect round cheeks time and time and time again. Her full cheeks take punishment well, almost as if nature intended for her to be disciplined this way. I hold her in place and I punish her and I listen to that squeal of excitement turn to a gasp of discomfort and then a shriek of actual pain. It has to hurt, or she won’t know it’s real.
I love her with everything I am. I will possess her with every breath. And I will give her what she needs, even when what she needs is a good solid thrashing for no reason whatsoever.
“What did you do, Pyxel?”
Her answer is incoherent. I push my hand between her thighs, part them roughly and push two fingers into her dripping sex. She’s soaked. For the first time in a long time, I don’t have to worry what will happen if I get my cum inside her. I’m going to fill her to the brim, I’m going to coat her in it. She’s going to wear my seed over every inch of her hot little ass.
A few strokes of my fingers in her pussy, a few hard slaps to her ass. Back and forth I go with this rough teasing play. And it is play, even if anyone coming upon us would think that she was being tormented by the sounds she’s making.
“Crash!”
“What?”
She turns her head. She is so beautiful, her face flushed, her eyes bright. “Fuck me. Please.”
“You haven’t earned my cock,” I remind her. “You need to tell me what you did.”
“No! Fuck me first!”
“I’m not going to do a deal with you like that,” I snort. “You like to lie about your goods. You tell me, or you forfeit my cock.”
Her whine makes me smirk. She doesn’t like that deal one little bit. But it doesn’t matter. It’s my deal to make. Hers to take.
“Tell me,” I growl, twisting my fingers inside her desperate little hole.
 
* * *
 
Pyxel
 
I know he’s going to fuck me anyway. If I hold out a little longer, maybe I can win this.
“Ow!” I squeal as his palm blasts across my bottom, far too hard for me to sustain for long. He’s playing to win.
“Too late,” he tells me as I squeal. “I’ll take this other little hole.”
His fingers go to my ass and start that pushing motion, massaging my slickness against that tight muscle that isn’t so tight anymore. He has trained me to loosen up when he goes that way. My body knows how to obey, even if my mind doesn’t.
Soon his fingers are breaching the barrier of my ass. I am writhing in front of him, my bottom spread around those punishing digits, my ass burning in the aftermath of the slaps he blazed across my cheeks.
“Tell me.”
“No!”
“No?”
“Spank me, finger me, fuck me, I don’t care!” I throw the defiance over my shoulder. I want to test him. I want to see how far he’ll go now that I am his.
“You don’t care?”
I feel his fingers pull out of my ass, and I know I’ve fucked up.
“I mean, I care, but… I…”
“Get up, Pyxel.”
Shit. Shit. Shit.
I push back off the bed and stand up, facing away from him. I feel his hand on my shoulders, turning me gently toward him. He looks down at me, and I see disappointment, maybe even hurt written on his features.
“You don’t care?”
Suddenly my ass isn’t the thing that hurts most. He’s flooded me with guilt with the simple expression on his face.
“I care,” I try to explain. “I was just…”
He remains silent, leaves me to fumble for an explanation.
“I was just saying stuff,” I say, feeling hot and embarrassed and so damn small.
“And why were you saying it?”
“Because, uhm…” I sneak a glance up at him. It’s so hard to meet his gaze. The blazing red in his eyes has died down. He looks more human. I see the man I love. The man who risked everything for me. The man who gives me what I need, protects me from myself. The man who doesn’t deserve this shit. “I don’t know.”
“Yes, you do.”
“I was just enjoying the… you know, the uhm… the fight.”
“By provoking me into a punishment for something you didn’t actually do, you’ve managed to earn a real one. Congratulations. Get on your knees.”
I sink down to my knees, hoping that my obedience shows him that I do actually care, and that I was just saying silly stupid things I didn’t mean.
“Open your mouth.”
I open and he pushes his cock between my lips, my head held between his great big palms. He doesn’t fuck my mouth. He just keeps his cock in it, right at the back of my throat, just before it would gag me.
“You want to defy me, you can defy me. You want to test me, you can test me. But I’m not playing with you, and I promise you what you say and do will have real consequences, whether you mean them or not. Understand?”
It’s impossible to say I do. I manage a little muffled semi-nod.
“You’re going to care,” he growls, “because I’m going to make you care.”
He starts to fuck my mouth, long strokes of his cock all the way out and back in again. He doesn’t have to tell me to keep my mouth open. I know what he wants. He wants to use me, to have me hold myself open for him, to keep eye contact as he pushes that thick rod inside the one hole I have that isn’t immediately pleasurable for me.
This is for him. This is him using my mouth to make himself feel good. And this is me offering it to him because in spite of the little scene I just made, I care more about him than I have ever cared about anything. The lesson I am learning with his thick meat in my mouth is that maybe I don’t need to test that so much.
He stills his hips and starts drawing my head back and forth along the shaft of his dick. For a dozen or so strokes, he uses my mouth like a fuck toy, then he pushes me off, slides his hands down to my hips, picks me up off the floor and pulls my pussy onto his cock in one smooth motion.
He handles me like I’m his personal fuck doll. He is so strong he can lift me, spin me, turn me around, go from one hole to another without any effort at all. Soon he is turning me head over heels, a few casual strokes in my cunt, then the room spins and his dick is in my mouth again. There’s no time to orient myself to what is happening. There is just a continual cycle of spinning and cock, one hole stretched, then the other filled, over and over again. My pussy clenches around his rod, tries to capture and keep him in, but he pulls out easily and takes my mouth, makes me taste my juices.
We are both panting like animals as he finally takes pity on me, stops the fucking Ferris wheel, and slides me down on his dick. Holding me in his arms, he pounds me up and down on that big thick shaft, his fingers snaking around the curve of my cheeks so my tight little anus is penetrated with his hard digit every time I come down.
He’s going to come inside me. I can feel it in the urgency of his thrusts, see it in the blazing of his eyes. His mouth locks on mine, his cock swells inside me. I grind my hips, impaled on his body, ass and pussy filled. He grunts and growls against my lips, his tongue lashing mine as we both finally attain the release we have needed for so long. With a warrior’s shout he unleashes inside me, a barrage of cum that triggers immediate orgasm in my ravaged pussy.
I cling to him, my fingers grasping his flesh so desperately I can feel them digging in, leaving indentations in his skin. It doesn’t matter. There is nothing I could do to interrupt his orgasm. My body is shaking with the force of climax as Crash unloads inside me, wave after wave of cum splashing inside my ravaged pussy. The contractions are incredible. My sex pulsates and clenches, my hips writhe with the onslaught of orgasm. My desperate twisting motions force me deeper on his fingers, my ass fully penetrated, my pussy awash with alien cum.
He holds me on his cock. Makes me take every bit of that cascading orgasm-inducing seed. I shake and quiver and gasp, and this time there is no shortness of breath, no impending death. There is life and more life, running through every part of me. I am wired with orgasm. I am animated by pure pleasure. I am a bad girl—and every bad girl needs her brute.
 
 
The End
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