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Chapter One

 


“What, now?” Blurting it out that way was
unprofessional for an ensign in the Star Patrol but Ensign Sandra
Tevins couldn’t help herself. “It’s our first day!”

“No better time,” said Instructor Clearwater with a
nonchalant tone that did not align with the suggestion that her
class would throw themselves to tentacle monsters so soon in their
training.

“But...” she shook her head.

“Consider it an order, Ensign. I may not be in a
Star Patrol uniform, but as far as the service is concerned, you’re
under my command. Now get in there and show me that you’ve got what
it takes.” She pointed to the hatch in the transparent aluminum
bulkhead that separated a small viewing gallery from the chamber
where the monster waited.

Its name, she had been told, was Osiris. It looked
like a roughly spherical crater-pocked asteroid, about three meters
in diameter, with small ribbons of light moving along zig-zag
cracks in its surface. Thin black smoke seeped from the fissures.
It sat in the middle of a stark, high-ceilinged chamber, with
padded walls and floor. Even though it was resting, Ensign Tevins
had never seen anything so monstrously terrifying in her life.

She looked away. The other five members of the class
glanced from her to the monster, and at Instructor Clearwater.

“In front of... everyone?” she squeaked.

Instructor Clearwater’s gaze was fixed on the young
Star Patrol officer. “Yes, Ensign. In front of everyone. Now move.
You will face your fear, accept it, and do what needs to be done.
Do you understand me?”

She swallowed. “Yes, ma’am.” She walked up to the
hatch and touched the control. The circular door rotated, retracted
slightly, and slid into the floor with a booming reverberation.

“Remember what I taught you today, Ensign.
Agitation. Fear. Submission. Now, go make me proud.”

Tevins walked forward, slowly, until she crossed the
threshold, and the door slammed closed behind her so suddenly she
jumped.

One of the cracks in the monster’s carapace opened
with a stony grinding noise, and an eyeball emerged on the end of a
long green tentacle. The eye was all black, except for a red
star-shaped pupil. Smoke rose along its length. Bands of colored
light circled the shaft, like tight-fitting bracelets, and pulsed
as a deep, growly voice filled the chamber.

“Mmm. What have we here?”

“Ensign... Tevins, uh, sar...”

More cracks opened. Three huge paddle-shaped feet
emerged and pushed the monster’s body up off the deck.

“I have not fucked anyone for nearly 60 hours,
human. Your name matters not.” It stumped forward. More tentacles
emerged, several with eyes at the end and many more with clusters
of hand-like tendrils.

She tried to stare it down, but failed. She closed
her eyes, hunched her shoulders, and waited. Terror froze her
limbs, gripped her innards, and sent a shiver down her spine—and
she loved it. Anticipation swirled with the fear, tempering it into
the biggest turn-on she had ever felt.

Alien hands wrapped around her arms and thighs, and
she whooped in surprise as they lifted her bodily into the air. She
opened her eyes again to find the creature looking back at her from
just inches away.

“Answer me, human. Are you a virgin?”

“I have a b-boyfriend,” she stammered.

“I care not for such things. Have you been taken by
one of my kind?”

“No, sar.”

A sound like a single long, growly “Haaaa,” filled
the air. “Then you are a virgin. Gooood.”

She felt like a virgin. She felt like this was her
first time, four years ago, when her boyfriend-at-the-time gave her
a goodbye fuck before she shipped off to basic training. She felt
like the first time Barnard, her current lover, introduced her to
bondage, to pain, to the marvels of transcendent surrender. The
feeling was like that—and so much more. Everything about it was
alien. The boneless limbs possessed a strength like nothing she had
felt before, and its unblinking gaze seemed to be able to see into
her very soul. Some said the monsters were telepathic, and now she
knew why.

The arms shifted, looping around her limbs and
reaching for the sensitive spots on her anatomy. Osiris groped her
with increasing force, the long tendrils of its tentacle-tips
squeezing breasts and buttocks through her uniform, kneading
against her crotch. A hand stroked her face, over her cheeks and
onto her lips. Its flesh smelled strangely like cilantro.

Her squeal of alarm turned into a long moan, and the
monster chuckled low. “Oh, yes. Sweet indeed. I can smell you,
human. I can smell your sweat. Taste your tears.”

With alarm she realized that yes, tears flowed, but
she wasn’t crying. She was so awash in conflicting emotions that
she hadn’t noticed.

“Please...” she squeaked.

“Do not beg me, human,” said Osiris. “I do not grant
favors.” The hands shifted position, and with a tremendous wrench,
the creature ripped the front of her tunic open, pulling the entire
front panel free from the rest of it and throwing it aside. This
was why they had been told to wear the special uniforms, she
realized; these would tear away without hurting them.
Instinctively, she tried to move her arms to cover her exposed
breasts, but his grip was too strong.

“Modest, eh? Excellent. Let’s give your friends a
good look, then.”

Osiris moved toward the wall, turning her to face
her classmates. Some of them looked away, but at a sharp command
from Instructor Clearwater they returned their gaze to her body. A
flush came to her face, heat and pressure just under her skin, from
combined embarrassment and arousal. Beneath the anxiety in their
faces, she could see desire. They wanted her, or they wanted to
be her. Thick tentacles tore away her trousers and the
flimsies underneath, leaving her entirely naked.

“Open for me, human,” said Osiris. Something pressed
against her crotch, and she looked to see the purplish tip of the
egg-shaped end of yet another tentacle pressed against her labia.
She tried to relax, let the thing inside, but she needn’t have
bothered. It thrust into her with irresistible strength, stretching
her walls to a point that would have been painful if she hadn’t
been so turned on. It took her hard and fast, pounding her
mercilessly. Another shudder wracked her body. Sweat slicked the
places where it held her, and it shifted its grip to hold her more
securely.

The sound of stone grinding against stone echoed in
the chamber. Was that a good sign? She couldn’t remember.
Everything she had learned in class seemed so far away now. There
were only the tentacles wrapped around and inside her body, the
gaze of her classmates, and the red-starred eyes orbiting around
her like satellites.

“You—please me—human,” said Osiris, his words
starting to become choppy. “For—your reward—I give you...” Another
tentacle snaked over her shoulder and pressed against her lips. She
opened her mouth to admit another egg-shaped tentacle-tip, and the
taste and smell of its flesh filled her.

It thrust its two tentacles in opposing rhythm,
making sure she was always filled in one end or the other,
implacable, unrelenting, leaving helpless submission as her only
course. Its tendrils plucked at her nipples, caressed her earlobes,
and stroked her clit. Her eyes fluttered closed, and for a moment
she thought that this was like having a half dozen human lovers
taking her at once; but no, even that couldn’t encompass her
helplessness before Osiris’ power. She was as helpless as a leaf
caught in the wind.

Through it all, the monster’s voice grew. It no
longer spoke words, but emitted a long, continuous, slow crescendo
of a growl, too long to come from lungs, filling her ears the way
he filled every other sense. The sound, along with the relentless
stimulation of the rest of her body, drove all thoughts from her
mind. The universe contracted to her body and the things that were
being done to it.

Her first orgasm came almost without noticing, just
another shudder, another clench, that could have been a feeble
attempt at escape. If Osiris noticed, he didn’t show any reaction,
not in the rhythm of his fucking or the tone of his growl. Neither
did he react to the second, or the third, in spite of their
increasing intensity.

Then the tentacle in her mouth pulled out, and the
effect was like popping a cork. She screamed as a fourth orgasm
wracked her body, even as the retreating arm squirted a faceful of
warm goo all over her. Between her legs, she felt the other one
unload at the same time, causing torrents of thick fluid to run
down her legs. It dropped her face first into the puddle it had
made. It was all she could do to hold her spasming body high enough
to keep breathing.

Miz Clearwater was there, with a robe and a towel,
clearing the slime from her face and helping her to her feet.
Tevins tried to speak but the words wouldn’t come.

“Did I...”

“You did very well,” said the instructor. “Welcome
to Monster School.”

 


* * *

 


Tevins stumbled into her apartment, dropping her
satchel on the table by the door as she went. It wasn’t a big
place. The two sleeping compartments, a little galley kitchen, and
a common room big enough for a wallscreen and a sofa fit into about
30 square meters. For all its confinement, though, it was home—at
least whenever she was on base.

“How did it go?” Cleo stood at the stove, working at
something with her free hand that emitted sizzling sounds and
delicious scents. Synthesizer food was cheap and easy, but Cleo
loved to cook, and there was something extra special about eating a
meal prepared by someone you cared for.

Tevins’ roommate and metamour was slender and
long-limbed, with dark hair she kept in a thick braid. She had
elegant features that made her look regal and serene.

Tevins flopped on the sofa, unable at first to put
her thoughts into words, and just sighed.

“That bad?” Cleo turned to look at Tevins and a sly
smile came to her lips. “Or that good.” She had a glittering golden
chain wrapped around her wrist which ran into the waistband of her
knee-length green skirt, short enough to severely restrict the
movement of that arm. What appeared to be a bizarre piece of
jewelry was, in fact, a very small tentacle monster.

Tevins closed her eyes. “That good,” she said. “But
damn, I’m sore.”

“Do you need a bath? Dinner will be ready soon, but
it can wait. It’s just sausage and peppers. I found a synthesizer
artist in the market who seems to have the trick of making decent
smoked meat, and it’s been SO long since I’ve had a decent
sausage.”

“No, it smells delicious,” said Tevins. “I had a hot
bath at the base. Speaking of sausage, any word from Barnard?”

Cleo snerked. “His shift isn’t up until late. He
said he’ll be back around three.”

“Mmh. He said he wanted to hear about my session.
Between our schedules I hardly get to see him.”

Cleo gave her a disapproving look, then turned back
to her cooking. “Your training is supposed to take, what, six
months? You’ll get plenty of chances. Lots more than you do when
you ship out, anyways.”

Tevins sighed. “I know. But it’s frustrating to have
him so close, and not be able to be with him.”

“I know. I miss him too, when he’s away like
this.”

Tevins scowled, swallowing the bitter, envious words
that threatened to spill out. Cleo, as the happy homemaker in their
little triad, could be with Barnard all the time—or, at least, it
seemed that way from her perspective. Cleo didn’t have to worry
about synchronizing schedules because she didn’t really have one,
whereas the Star Patrol repeatedly took Tevins away from home for
months at a time.

Keeping the words back didn’t help much, though.
Cleo saw the look in Tevins’ eyes and looked down at her
cooking.

“I had an offer today,” she said, changing the
subject.

“On the Orichalc?”

“Yep. Five thousand credits.” She tensed, briefly,
and let out the quietest of moans.

“Isn’t it a little early?”

“It’s ready to be trained,” she replied “Believe me.
It can tell when I’m talking about it and... oh... lets me know.”
She twitched again.

“At school they said all tentacle monsters are at
least a little telepathic.”

“I could have told you that.” Cleo scooped the food
out into a couple of bowls and brought one over to Tevins, then for
herself. She knelt on the floor across from her and started
eating.

The delicious smells awakened Tevins’ stomach, and
she sat up to take a bite. “Marvelous, as usual,” she said.

Cleo smiled. “Thank you.”

“So, are you going to take the offer?”

“Yes, it’s time to be done.” She wriggled one hand
under the links, coaxing the little tentacle monster to transfer
its shiny coil to her other wrist.

There was a pause as they ate, while Tevins thought
about how to ask the question that was on her mind. “Do you think
Barnard is jealous?”

“No, of course not. Of whom?”

“The tentacle monsters.”

“It was that good?”

“Like nothing I’ve ever experienced.”

Cleo paused, looking up as if in the direction of
Barnard’s shuttle. “You probably don’t want to tell him that.”

“I’ve never lied to him before. Has he ever been
jealous of your Orichalcs?”

“No, but he has a lot invested in being the best, at
least for us. He can handle us seeing other men, as long as he
knows we’re always coming back to him.”

“He asked me. He specifically wanted me to describe
it for him. And I said I would.”

Cleo shrugged, and they ate in silence for a few
moments.

Then Tevins said, “He’s just going to have to learn
to deal with not being the best I’ve ever had anymore. It doesn’t
mean I don’t care for him.” She picked up her bowl and brought it
back to the kitchen, stifling a yawn. “I better get to bed.”

“Do you want me to have him wake you up when he gets
in?”

“No, this is a conversation I need to have on a
clear head.”

“Good night, San.”

Tevins hauled herself to bed.


Chapter Two

 


The alarm on the tab woke Tevins from strange, hazily
remembered dreams. There would have been plenty of time to get up
and get to the base if she hadn’t been so stiff and sore. She felt
like she had run five kilometers through waist-deep water while
carrying a full pack. Every muscle ached, including some that had
never gotten a workout in PT before. Luckily, Cleo was ready with
breakfast or she never would have made it.

Tevins arrived at the classroom and dropped into her
seat just in time. Instructor Clearwater checked her tab and said,
“Welcome to day two, class. Now that you’ve had a chance to digest
yesterday’s lectures and practical, I imagine you have some
questions. I thought we’d start off with those today.”

Tevins raised her hand, wincing a bit.

Miz Clearwater nodded to her. “Ensign Tevins.”

“How often will we be expected to have sex with
tentacle monsters? I’m not sure I’m up to another one today.”

The class laughed. One of the women in the back
muttered something that might have been a slur.

The instructor glared in that direction before
answering. “I can’t speak to the plans the Star Patrol has for you
operationally, but in this class I’m not interested in causing you
injury—and if you’re as bad off as you look, Ensign Tevins, that’s
exactly what might happen. So, don’t worry. You’ll have time to
recover before your next session. But keep in mind, not every
monster is as enthusiastic as a Neo-Nalcheka. A Storazoid or a
Kritzoan, for example, can be quite a relaxing experience.”

Then she stepped down from her lectern and walked
toward the back of the class. “And I am aware that some of you are
from genemod families, and that in some places it’s fashionable to
look down on folks whose parents reproduced in more traditional
ways. Such expressions will not be tolerated here. Genemod might
make you stronger, tougher, and healthier but, in my experience, it
doesn’t make you any better at handling tentacle monsters. So I’m
not going to tolerate any talk in that vein, am I understood?”

“Yes, sar,” chorused the students, in well trained
unison.

Clearwater stared at a trainee with a pair of
breasts so enormous she had to set them on the desk in front of
her. “Ensign Ramson? Do you understand me?”

“Yes, sar! I understand, sar.”

“Good. Now then. With that out of the way, do we
have any more questions?”

The man sitting next to Ensign Ramson raised his
hand.

“Lieutenant Tisao.”

“Sar, I had a look through the instruction
materials. Why are we studying such a wide variety of tentacle
monsters? I thought the Star Patrol was only using Nalchekas,
Kritzoans, and Chocondrises.”

“Because literally over the course of a single day,
tentacle monsters went from a moderately obscure hobby to a
strategic resource. They have also been granted the full protection
of the Star Patrol, now that their status as sophonts is
indisputable. That means that you will likely be called upon to
assist with situations that involve tentacle monsters. And since
tentacle monsters usually don’t trust a human they haven’t fucked,
your services will almost certainly be required in this capacity.
Any more questions? No? All right, then. Let’s get to today’s
lecture.”

She walked back to the lectern. A hologram appeared,
showing a tree with vines hanging from the branches. The words “How
to fuck a Neo-Chocondris” appeared in the air above it.

 


* * *

 


“So what was it like?” Ensign Ramson asked, as they
got their lunch from the synthesizers. She held her tray above her
boobs. Tevins couldn’t imagine how someone built like that could
pass the Star Patrol’s physical requirements, but here she was, so
she didn’t question it.

Tevins gave her a sideways look. “Don’t go getting
all friendly with me. I heard what you said, and so did Miz
Clearwater.”

Ramson’s blonde ponytail danced as she shook her
head. “Okay, I’m sorry you feel insulted, but it’s no big deal. I
didn’t mean anything by it. On New Tulsa pretty much everyone is
genemod. And besides—”

“That’s not how an apology works.” Tevins took her
tray and turned her back on Ramson, headed for an empty table.
“When someone tells you you’ve hurt them, you don’t get the right
to tell them they’re not hurt.”

“Aw, come on... it wasn’t anything serious. I’ve got
lots of friends who are—”

Tevins put my tray down and looked into her eyes.
“What? Rollers? Gene gamblers? Plotzers?”

Ramson frowned, sitting sideways at the table,
facing Tevins, to make room for her massive chest. “Not
genemod.”

“She’s right, you know,” said Ensign Tisao as he sat
down across from Tevins. He looked at Ramson and gave a little
apologetic shrug. “You really do need to think about what you said
there, and amend your attitude. For one thing, we’re all genemod,
when you come right down to it. We’ve all got genes for radiation
resistance and tolerance for variation in atmospheric pressure that
came from a lab way back when. There’s no clear line you can draw
between genemod and not.” There was a smile on his round face, but
the look in his eyes was steady.

“All right, fine. I’m sorry I hurt you.” She nodded,
as if that put an end to the topic. “Now. What was it like?”

Tevins shook her head, as much in exasperation over
Ramson’s entitled attitude as refusing the question. “I don’t want
to talk about it.”

“Aww!” Another of the trainees, Ensign Shaw, sat
down next to Tisao. “Come on, have some—what is it? Spree core.”
She winked one of her big, friendly eyes. The slightly paler
patches on her dark cheeks made her look like she was smiling all
the time, even when she was trying to look wicked.

“Esprit de corps,” Ramson corrected.

“Yeah, that too,” said Shaw. “Miz Clearwater said
you did really well, and we need to know what the secret is.”

“She was commenting on my performance?”

“Oh yeah! Pointing out stuff from the lectures, all
kinds of stuff like that.”

Tevins blushed deeper. “Oh, great.”

“So. Any advice?” Tisao gave her a genuine, perfect
smile.

“Look, all I did was react. I didn’t do
anything. I don’t have any advice. It was terrifying, it was
embarrassing, and I don’t have anything more to say about it.”
Tevins dug into her food to end the conversation.

“Oh, I don’t believe that,” said Tisao. “Any
situation can be mastered.”

“You’ll see,” said Tevins around a mouthful of
food.

“Well, I can’t wait,” said Shaw.

“Have you ever fucked a tentacle monster before?”
asked Tisao.

“No. Back home on New New Amsterdam, they were only
for rich people. It was big news when Dale Clearwater came to our
planet, and even bigger news when some rich kid went with her when
she left. They didn’t even allow Monster Massage to open up there.
“

“Well, now that we know about tentacle monster
sentience, that place is kind of shady,” said Tisao.

“It’s always been shady.” Ramson shuddered. “And not
even just kind of.”

Tisao shrugged. “Well, they haven’t shut down.”

“Not for lack of trying,” said Shaw. “Some folks
have been trying to unionize them, teach the monsters about money,
get them some independence. So anyways, closest I ever came to a
tentacle monster was a robot at the annual sex fair.”

“My aunt Jane had a Whombar,” said Ramson, with an
insouciant blink. “I snuck in with it once.”

“Ooh, they got that hypnotic eye thing, right?”
asked Shaw.

“Yeah. I didn’t believe it when I heard about it, so
I had to find out for myself.”

Shaw leaned closer. “And?”

“It’s true. It has this light thing it flashes, but
that’s not all of it. I could swear it was doing something right in
my mind.”

Tisao shuddered.

“What’s the matter?” asked Shaw. “Situation you
think you can’t master?”

“No,” he shot back, squaring his shoulders. “I can
handle it.”

“Well, you’re just lucky there isn’t one here to
fuck you, because I’d throw you in just to show you.”

 


* * *

 


The next day, it was Ensign Tevins’ turn to stand
outside the chamber and watch as Ensign Samuel Tisao prepared to
stride into a tentacle monster’s lair. Past the transparent
aluminum wall, the enclosure looked like a chunk of dark forest
ripped right out of some undeveloped planet.

Instructor Clearwater stood in front of the door,
one hand raised to pause him for a moment. “Remember,” she said.
“Agitation. Fear. That’s what it wants. That’s what you have to
give it.”

“Sar,” said Tisao with stiff formality, “Yes,
sar.”

“I mention it because you don’t sound afraid at
all.”

“Sar, I am certain I will perform up to your
expectations, sar.”

“My expectations at this point are that you’re
either going to crack under the strain or fail to get any reaction
out of the Chocondris at all.”

“Sar, then I shall exceed your expectations.
Sar.”

“All right.” She stepped out of his way and
activated the door. It slid out of the way and Tisao walked in.
Before long, he disappeared into the undergrowth.

Miz Clearwater folded her arms over her chest.
“Ensign Tevins. How long should we give him to attract the
Chocondris?”

“Sar. That depends. If it hasn’t, uh, fed recently,
then it should grab him within a minute or two. Sar.”

“Assume that it hasn’t had a human partner in six
days.”

“Then it should have already grabbed him by now.
Sar.”

“And yet it hasn’t. Ensign Ramson, why?”

“Fear and agitation, Sar. He’s not displaying the
behaviors it looks for.”

Miz Clearwater touched the controls by the door.
“This is not going well, Ensign Tisao.” Her words echoed back,
muffled, from inside the enclosure.

“I can’t find it,” Tisao replied, hesitantly.

“That’s because it’s camouflaged, Ensign. That’s
what they do. You have to bring it to you, attract it, or it’s not
interested. Like most other tentacle monsters. So get with it.”

“Sar, yes sar!”

“You have 30 seconds, Mister Tisao.”

They waited. The seconds ticked by. Miz Clearwater
sighed. “All right, come on out, Mister Tisao.” When he emerged,
she waved him to his place in the viewing area. “Mister Ramson. Can
you do a better job?”

When Tisao came out, Ramson replaced him, and within
a minute the creature, which had been waiting in the branches right
above the entrance, had lifted her into the air by arms, legs and
breasts, had stripped her naked and sprayed her with its
psychoactive pollen, and was delivering her an undeniable fuck.

The next day, Ensign Tisao wasn’t in class.

 


* * *

 


“And, voila!” The roll-up door to Barnard’s workshop
rose. The grin on his face was so wide Tevins could swear it spread
to his stubbly scalp.

Lights popped on inside, throwing spots of light
onto a chrome-plated contraption festooned with motors and straps.
There was a spot in the middle that looked a little like a chair,
but the rest of the machine was mostly armatures of joints and
bars, hydraulic pistons and servomotors.

“What is it?” asked Cleo, hesitantly.

“Oh, my stars.” Tevins put her hand over her mouth
to conceal a grin. “It’s a sex machine, isn’t it?”

“Precisely!” Barnard hobbled forward to pose next to
it, gesturing dramatically with his cane. His lanky body, clad in a
coverall flight suit, looked nothing like a model’s but the
attitude was perfectly over-dramatic.

The more she looked at it, the more the pieces made
sense. The chair had bits that would fold over to hold tightly to
thighs and arms. Mechanical armatures were bolted at every angle
around it, with grippers that could take hold of any number of
sensation devices nearby. In front of it all, a console stood,
three flat touchscreens lit up with all sorts of controls. It
looked like something out of a 2021st century holovid.

“You made this?” said Cleo.

“Yes, with the help of a couple of bots. With you
two in mind.”

“Aww!” Cleo rushed forward and wrapped her arm
around his neck, pulling him down for a kiss. “That’s so
sweet.”

Tevins stepped over to the console. “When did you
have time? They’ve been calling you in practically every hour of
the day. Barely enough time to sleep and shower in between.”

Barnard grinned lopsidedly. “I may not have been
completely honest about where I was all the time.” He let Cleo go
and rubbed his hands together, giving Tevins a hungry grin. “So...
want to try it out?”

She bit her lip. “I don’t know... I’m supposed to
have a session with the Kritzoan at class tomorrow.”

Barnard held a hand up like he was taking an oath.
“I promise not to go too hard.”

Tevins gave him a serious look. “Do you plan on
using a gag?”

“I might.”

“I ask because I’m being careful, and I’ll use my
safeword the second I think it’s going too far. We’ll need to have
a nonverbal one, so I’ll snap my fingers if I need to. That means
you will need to leave my hands free to do that.”

Barnard nodded. “Then it is agreed. Get naked.”
Barnard went over to the console and touched a few controls. A pump
thumped to life somewhere in the mass of machinery, and servos
clicked and whined.

“What, it’s not going to take off my clothes,
too?”

“Oh, it can, but I don’t want to destroy that
uniform.”

Tevins laughed as she stripped down. “Next time I’ll
bring home one of the disposable ones they’ve designed for us to
use with the tentacle monsters.”

Barnard grunted and shrugged. “Hm. Sure.”

Cleo pulled a chair over from the corner. Barnard
loved nothing more than an audience for his BDSM sessions, and for
Tevins the taboo of the exhibitionistic thrill was an enhancement.
The trio had maintained this pattern for quite some time. She sat,
obediently, but with a bit of sparkle in her eyes. She wasn’t there
just to assist if Barnard needed help; she enjoyed watching, and
her enjoyment was as much a part of the play as anything else.

Barnard gestured to the saddle in the middle of the
machine. “Let’s get started, shall we?”

Tevins sat down in the device and, with a hiss of
compressed air, the cushioned clamps closed around her upper arms
and thighs while the seat under her butt fell away. The position
would have felt precarious if the structure supporting her wasn’t
as firm as it was. There was no play at all in the joints.

“How does that feel?” asked Barnard.

“Solid,” said Tevins, squirming a little. “It’s not
pinching or gripping too hard, but I can’t move much at all.”

“Excellent. Now let’s see, where shall we begin?” He
put a finger on his chin, as if pondering his next move, but she
knew Barnard. That thoughtfulness was an act. He had everything
planned out. “Let’s try... this.” He touched the controls, sliding
several fingers around on the surface as he watched the machine
carefully.

With a click and a whirr one of the armatures took
hold of a stiff strip of leather about 10 centimeters wide and
moved around behind Tevins. Held as she was, she couldn’t crane her
neck far enough to see what it was doing, but she didn’t need to. A
second later, she felt the hard smack as the robotic arm swung it
at her ass. She winced a bit, letting out a little cry of pain.

Behind Barnard, Cleo watched. She sat primly, hands
folded neatly in her lap, but there was an intensity of attention
that added a little something extra to the experience. They had
never touched each other sexually, but there was a special kind of
intimacy to having witnessed someone’s orgasms, having seen them at
their most vulnerable.

The arm smacked her several more times, and then
Barnard said, “All right, let’s see what we’ve got.” The chair
rotated back, bringing her legs to point straight up in the air and
showing him her tingling backside. “Hm, a nice shade of pink, but
not bruised. See? I can keep my promise.”

“So considerate,” said Tevins, a bit of a tremble
behind her smartass tone.

“Hm, yes, aren’t I?” He stepped around the console
to deliver a gentle smack by hand, followed by a gentle squeeze and
then a caress.

When he returned to the console, he rotated her down
so that she was inclined a bit, and two mechanical arms took hold
of little U-shaped bits of plastic. There were adhesive pads on the
ends, and a thick housing attached to the bend. “Ever played with
electricity before?”

“Yes, actually. We had an Orichalc at class the
other week.”

“Ah.” The disappointment in his voice was
unmistakable. “Well, we’ll see how this compares.” The arms jabbed
the pads onto her breasts, on either side of her nipples. “This
part, at least, won’t leave bruises.”

As soon as the pads made contact, they delivered a
powerful electric charge straight across each nipple. She couldn’t
help wincing in pain.

“Ow, fuck!” Tevins writhed and thrashed, closing her
eyes despite holding back against the reflex. The current only
lasted a moment, but it left her nipples tingling and instantly
erect. The grippers let go of the little devices, letting them fall
against her flesh. They felt heavy, dragging down on her skin.
Tevins imagined they were densely packed with potential.

“Too much?” Barnard asked.

She grunted. “Fuck you. I can take it.”

“Such language! I think that deserves a
punishment.”

“Compared to this? Go ahead.”

The robot arms moved again, this time producing a
pair of plastic cylinders, about eight centimeters in diameter,
open on one end, with thin hoses attached. “Here’s something new, I
feel quite certain.” The cylinders descended over her breasts, and
the thumping of the air pump increased as it sucked the air out of
them, pulling her flesh up inside. Tevins could feel each heartbeat
throb through her nipples, and the skin darkened as blood was drawn
to them.

She started to speak, but another jolt of
electricity coursed through her nipples, turning the whole sentence
into a long squeal.

When it had passed, Barnard asked, “Ever felt
anything like that before?”

“No.” Tevins took several long breaths, centering
herself. “Barnard. Please. You don’t have to prove anything.”

“I don’t have to prove anything to anyone,” he
replied. “You’re my toy. You gave yourself to me to play with. So,
I’m playing with you.”

Another jolt came, silencing her reply, and the arms
whirred, clanked and clicked. Tevins felt cold pressure at her
vulva, and she opened her eyes to see a huge chrome dildo poised at
her entrance. It had a tapered tip but at its thickest point it was
as thick as her forearm.

Barnard looked her in the eye, expression grim. “You
can’t say this isn’t what you want. I know you.”

The dildo pushed into her, slowly. It had already
been lubed up, so it went in easily, stretching her every
centimeter. There must have been some kind of heater in it, because
it was not uncomfortably cold. The delicious fullness reverberated
with the sensations still echoing from her breasts, and her body
responded, just the way Barnard intended. But at the same time
there was a wrongness to it.

Barnard had never stretched her like this before.
Tevins had to consciously relax her muscles to admit the device,
and there was some pain as it pressed inexorably inside. She was
tempted to give her safeword right there, to stop and work it out,
maybe choose something different.

But just then another probe appeared, chrome again,
smaller than the first and coming down just above her clit. It
hummed to life with a slow, light vibration, but if Tevins knew
Barnard it would be capable of much more. Her hips tried to buck
involuntarily, as much from anticipation as from the actual
stimulation, though they couldn’t move much given the tight grip
the machine had on her thighs. A little longer, she decided. It
felt too good to ruin. They could talk about things after.

As she expected, the probe throbbed harder,
clenching a groan from her throat, but let off to almost nothing
almost immediately. Before it stopped, however, the electrodes sent
a short jolt to her tits, and then a quick out-and-in thrust of the
dildo. It all came in such quick succession that it almost felt
simultaneous. Barnard embarked, then, on an overture of sensation,
setting up rhythms and breaking them again, thrusting and throbbing
like an orchestra conductor. After a minute or so, an arm delivered
a headset over her ears, pulsing overtly sexual music directly into
her brain. As the tempo of Barnard’s composition sped up, the
familiar sound of Cleo moaning in the throes of ecstasy became
audible, rising above the music.

The sound immediately evoked memories of when her
position had been reversed with Cleo.

Then Barnard’s voice broke in through the music,
transmitted through the headphones. “Open your mouth.”

Tevins opened her eyes to see yet another appendage
descending toward her. This one was made of something more flexible
than the chrome probing other parts of her body, but the intent was
obviously the same. She opened her mouth and let the flexible
plastic phallus enter, sliding smoothly past her tongue and into
her throat, adding a new instrument to Barnard’s orchestra.

Tevins danced, dangling in his grip, driven to
mindless, unthinking pleasure by the constant, overwhelming
stimulation. She ground out a deep groan as an orgasm took her, but
Barnard wasn’t even close to done. The paddle reappeared, adding a
personal percussion section.

Rationality had been driven away by the relentless
stimulation, so it wasn’t a thought, exactly, that drew her
attention to the one thing that was missing. It was like her
butthole had a mind of its own, begging not to be left out of the
exquisite music being played on her body and mind. It clenched and
squeezed, hungry for something to invade her there, to make the
orchestra complete.

And Barnard, the bastard, didn’t, and with her mouth
full of synthetic cock, she couldn’t even beg for it. Instead, his
machine pounded, smacked, zapped and sucked until she had orgasmed
so many times she couldn’t breathe. Tears ran down her face, snot
ran from her nose, and her cunt was so sopping wet it felt like the
machine was pumping her out.

“Had enough yet?” Barnard asked, by way of the
headphones. “I can do this all day.”

Tevins grunted out an inarticulate reply around the
dildo in her mouth.

“You know the signal, right?” Barnard’s tone was
light. “Snap your fingers.”

She tried, but her trembling fingers couldn’t
manage.

“Here, let’s try again.” The intensity of all the
tools dropped, giving her brain a bit of breathing space to process
something other than pure sex.

Tevins snapped her fingers.

“Is it time to stop? Snap if you’re ready.”

Barnard knew damn well she was ready to be done. Her
nerves were shot, her body wrung out, her mind emptied of
everything but sensation. She snapped her fingers.

Slowly, one by one, the arms retracted, returning
Tevins’ body to her own control, until finally the headphones
pulled away, and the clamps set her down on her feet. Barnard and
Cleo took her in their arms, and she collapsed against them, unable
to stand. They laid her down on a cot, twitching with the
aftereffects.

Barnard’s dry, knobby hand stroked her hair, her
shoulder, and then her face. Cleo had a washcloth dipped in warm
water, a comforting touch as she wiped away some snot.

“That... was... awesome,” Tevins managed to say.

“I’m glad you liked it.”

“Was it good for you too?”

“Your ecstasy is all I need. You know that.” He ran
his fingers over one abused nipple. “Didn’t go too far? Will you be
okay for your monsters tomorrow?” There was an odd note to his
voice, and Tevins wondered if he hoped that the answer would be
‘no,’ that he had somehow ruined her for them, at least
temporarily.

She did a quick mental inventory. Her butt was sore,
but it didn’t have that deep, throbbing pain that came with a
bruise. Her boobs likewise still throbbed from their treatment, but
the pain was fading quickly. Even the soreness from the stretching
was minor.

Tevins considered telling him that she was wrung
out, that she’d need at least 24 hours to recover, she was so
wrecked. But then she glanced at Cleo, and Tevins knew that her
metamour was not as easily fooled.

Cleo got up. “I’ll get you a blanket.”

“I’ll be fine,” said Tevins.

“Mm.” Barnard almost looked disappointed. Yes, he
was hoping that he really had gone too far.

Tevins held a hand up and ran her fingers over his
chin, feeling his stubble bite into her skin. “Barn. No monster is
going to replace you. I promise.”

“I know,” he lied.

She smiled crookedly. “You know that when I’m out on
patrol, I fuck other people, right?”

His face darkened. “Yes.”

“And that’s always been okay with you.”

“Yes.”

Tevins sat up and looked into his eyes. “So, what is
the problem?”

“It’s not...” he started to say, but she stopped him
with her fingers on his lips.

“Barn. Don’t lie to me. I can see it, as plain as
anything. You feel threatened.”

He took a deep breath and broke eye contact, looking
down at the cane he held in his left hand. “I do.”

“The monsters are people. An alien race, but they’re
still people. They talk now, and we’re starting to understand how
they think.”

“I understand that.”

Cleo returned with a blanket. Tevins took it, sat
up, and wrapped it around herself. Then Cleo helped Barnard back to
his feet and into a chair.

“I can’t tell you how to feel,” said Tevins, with a
sympathetic smile. “But I’m seeing this project through. There’s
too much at stake.”

He cocked his head sideways, a quizzical expression
on his face.

Tevins leaned forward, nearly rising from the cot,
looking into Barnard’s eyes. “This isn’t just about sex, Barnard.
And it’s not just about tending to some new VIPs in the Star
Patrol. We’re ambassadors to an alien race—no, dozens of
alien races—who have been living among us for decades. We have to
make this work, Barn.”
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