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‘Don't let that bipedal getaway,’ Trixie screamed into the com while she cut through the air on her jet board like a hot knife through butter.

‘I have him on my radar,’ Melanie replied.

‘Where is Sasha?’

‘Circling around to cut him off.’

The two futanari whipped through the air after their prey. A young bipedal male who was trying to get away across a large field.

The wind gently blew the tall, lush, green grass from side to side perpendicular to the running male bipedal as the two futanari flew through the sky above him.

Trixie was on her rectangular, transparent, levitating board while Melanie was just behind her on her flying jet ski with a huge smile on her face.

Their long hair whipped behind their bodies moving in waves until it came down to a single point.

Trixie's outfit was white latex with red stripes running down the sides. Her enormous clit stretched the latex and pushed up her chest almost to her breasts, which heaved and bounced with every passing breath.

Sasha had a huge smile on her face as she zipped ahead on her flying jet ski. Her tan latex outfit had brown lines crisscrossing up and down her legs, chest, and arms. At regular intervals, there were small pockets with what looked to be canisters of some kind.

Both of them wore goggles that were locked onto their target in the visible and infrared light spectrums.

The male bipedal ran as fast as a gazelle trying to get to the comfort and shelter of the forest.

Suddenly, a long, thin wire wrapped around the bipedal sending him sprawling to the ground. Two small but heavy weights wrapped around his legs trapping him.

‘What do you want?’

‘Can I top him,’ Sasha yelled out.

‘No, we are just getting sperm and DNA samples,’ Melanie replied to Sasha through her com system.

‘He is cute,’ Trixie said.

‘At least let me teabag him,’ Sasha pouted to her shipmates.

‘Oh, he is a fighter look at him. I love topping guys like him,’ Trixie moaned.

‘Sasha, since you caught him you can tea bag him,’ Melanie said, pulling a container from her side that resembled a fleshlight.

Trixie held the male bipedal's arms down. He continued protesting, but once Sasha had her cock down his throat and Trixie had the handcuffs on him the man submitted.

‘Good boy,’ Melanie cooed walking up to the male bipedal removing his tunic.

She turned the container upside down and plunged it onto the male bipedal's huge cock. Within seconds, he was hard and she worked the container like she was jerking him off.

Sasha pounded his mouth with force sliding her long, thin cock down his throat.

‘You can do it, Sasha. Give him a mouthful of your special juice,’ Trixie moaned urging her shipmate on.

‘The two of you; always looking for a hole to stick your clits,’ Melanie said jerking the male bipedal off faster.

They had to get the sample back to the ship and deliver it to Dr. Viceroy, who would pay dearly for this sample.

Trixie was right; this male bipedal was quite cute. He was almost ten feet tall, thin, and quick. His blonde hair was perfect and chest cut with the pectorals running down the sides and two columns of ribbed abs running down the center of his chest.

His facial features were close to what one would call human if Sasha had not stuffed her long cock down his throat.

Trixie urged both of them to finish at the same time. Melanie wondered from the enthusiasm if she should just let Trixie take him and get it out of her system.

The container on the bipedal started to throb as the man began to convulse on the ground. A green dot signaled that it was collecting sperm while a red light signaled a DNA sample. The green dot turned blue signaling a successful collection.

The man stopped convulsing as Sasha stuffed her long, thin cock down his throat and blasted a load that caused his taut stomach to expand. Sasha raised her head to the sky and sighed conquering another male.

Sasha put the container into its holster on the outside of her leg and tapped some buttons on her skin.

‘We have both the sperm and DNA samples, Captain.’

‘Good, return to the ship immediately and tell Trixie not to top the bipedal.’

‘Awwww.’

‘That is an order, return to the ship at once,’ Captain Bordeaux replied from the ship.

‘Sorry honey, you are cute and really wanted to take that sweet ass. Maybe next time,’ Trixie cooed giving the man a kiss, leaving a red lipstick mark on his cheek that would stay for a week no matter how hard he tried to clean it off. For the next week, the only person the man could think about was Trixie and every night he would dream of having sex with her.

Melanie hopped onto her flying jet ski with a huge smile on her face because who does not smile when on a jet ski be it an air, water, or earth variety.

Trixie and Sasha hopped onto their transparent flying boards taking off to leave the bipedal man lying on the ground enjoying the taste of Sasha's cum.

Their ship, the Arbiter Elegantiarum, looked like a massive, sleek motor boat. It was a mile long and their home in the stars. 

The ship was only one hundred feet high, and one hundred feet wide at the aft. The bow was a single point with the rarest of all diamonds in the Universe at the tip.

The ship's color was a deep, dark black reflecting the void of the Universe, although it did have the power of camouflage to maintain their privacy; critical for pirates.

A hatch on the port side opened as the ship sat in the water waiting for the three futanari to arrive back with their sperm and DNA samples. Once they were inside the hatch closed and the ship began to move turning towards open water before rising up into the clouds and outer space.

The crew of the Arbiter Elegantiarum were space pirates, more specifically futanari space pirates, who traversed the galaxy in search of lustful parties, exotic races to breed. They took odd jobs like bounty hunting, robbery, and special projects like the one for Dr. Viceroy.

Dr. Viceroy was interested in the sperm, eggs, and DNA from intelligent races across the galaxy. He paid good money for fresh samples from virile beings of all sexes.

The Arbiter Elegantirarum cut through the deep space riding the crest of a self-created gravity wave at speeds faster than the speed of light. 

Captain Bordeaux stood on the bridge watching the stars fly by to the side. The bridge was rectangular with the captain sitting in her chair three-quarters and three steps up from the lower portion of the bridge. Two rows of consoles sat in front of her chair with a futanari sitting on each one. 

Each console was circular with information displayed front in three dimensions. The information depended on who was sitting at the console. Each futanari could either touch the console or air to toggle a switch, navigate, fire weapons, and regulate different areas of the ship.

The consoles had chrome poles with white latex trim and a black glass overlay in the center.

The bridge itself was a light tan except for the wall with the viewscreen showing outer space in front of them. Different colored shapes popped up on the screen with each colored shape, explaining its identity and threat level.

Space was beautiful, quiet, and peaceful. So many stars, but only a few held planets in the habitable zone and ever fewer held life. A precious few held life that they could have sex with but they had enough hot spots cataloged.

‘Captain Bordeaux, after we make the drop-off with Dr. Viceroy where will be going,’ asked Cookie from behind the navigation station. 

‘Tentatively, I think we will visit the DeRasse Space Port to see if there is any work.’

‘Have we earned some relaxation time,’ Giggles asked from the weapons console.

‘I think so, but let's not leave the promenade a cum covered mess.’
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Melanie walked with Sasha down the tan hallways lit from magnetic lights built into the walls. They were on their way to deliver the sample to the Science Laboratory making a right and then a quick left before appearing in front of a large tan door with inlaid symbols indicating its use as a science laboratory.

A security scanner quickly reviewed both Melanie and Sasha and a red light flashed on the door before opening. Fog spilled out into the corridor as if trying to escape and they stepped inside.

The interior of the Science Laboratory was a combination of sterile white and light blue. A futanari stood in front of a circular console similar to the ones on the bridge and greeted her pirate sisters.

‘Greetings Sasha and Melanie. You have the canister,’ Infinity asked in her usual seductive voice.

‘Right here, do you have the statis chamber ready,’ Melanie cooed.

‘Yes, the open door on your left. How are you doing Sasha?’

‘Horny.’

‘We can take care of that later, darling.’

‘Will you experiment on me?’

‘You want to be tied up?’

‘Please,’ Sasha cooed as she slipped one finger into the corner of her mouth and crossed her left knee in front of her right leg. 

‘Anything you want my love.’

Melanie slipped the container into its spot and watched the door slide across locking into place. She turned and could see the massive hard clits stretching the latex fabric of their uniforms, knowing that the two would be playing once their shifts ended.

‘Do you want me to leave you two alone for a bit,’ Melanie asked the two lovers.

‘Sorry, but I have some science to perform,’ Infinity said as her hands opened her white lab coat exposing her light blue and pink latex outfit. Her blonde hair fell down just below her shoulders, causing both Sasha and Melanie to take long, deep breaths.

‘I will get the bondage room ready,’ Sasha excitedly cooed dashing out the door.

‘She is such a slut,’ Melanie said.

‘... and I love every inch of that slut’s body,’ Infinity cooed.

‘Lucky sister,’ Melanie cooed giving her futanari sister a kiss on the cheek before leaving.

‘There is always room for one more,’ Infinity seductively moaned.

‘Maybe,’ Melanie said, turning her head as she walked out the door, leaving Infinity alone with her science.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
S Aace
V K 4

E

by Pearl N. Lace






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





