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 Head-On

 


 


Dr. Brucina Pershing squinted and
raised one hand against the hot, dry wind that kept flinging sand
in her face as she saw off Captain Somerset at the hatch of
the Star Treader, the
spacecraft in which their ten-person crew had been exploring this
sector of the galaxy.

“If anything happens, contact us
immediately,” Captain Somerset told Bru. The middle-aged woman
gestured at the interior of the ship behind Bru, more specifically
at the lab and what lay within it awaiting the young scientist’s
attention.

“I’ll be fine,” Bru assured her. “That
thing’s showing no signs of life, and the scans detected no
pathogens of any kind.”

“Even so,” the Captain said. “You can’t be
too careful with things like this. And if your exam turns up
anything that might be helpful in the search, let us know.”

“Yeah. I will.”

The Captain nodded, then turned and
descended the ramp to where the trio of skimmers hovered, their
anti-grav engines humming faintly. The rest of the
Star Treader’s crew waited aboard the
three small craft, which were used mainly for exploring the
surfaces of the planets and moons they visited. Today they were
being used for a different purpose, one that had everyone keyed up
with excitement and anxiety.

Captain Somerset climbed behind the
controls of her cruiser and murmured something to Blayr, the
Star Treader’s 21-year-old
technician, who sat in the passenger seat. Blayr grinned and
murmured something back, and the two of them eyed each other
warmly.

It took all of Bru’s willpower not to roll
her eyes. Did they have to be so open about it? She supposed she
should be happy for them, but really it was just a painful reminder
of what Bru had been missing for the last nineteen months. It made
her want to scream or weep or kick a hole in the bulkhead wall.

She should have known better than to accept a
long-term position on a ship with a mostly female crew. Only three
of the ship’s crew were men, and of course they had been snapped up
almost right out of starport by the more aggressive woman on the
ship. Captain Somerset, of course, had claimed Blayr, easily the
hottest of the three men—no matter that the Captain was over twice
his age!

And since they were exploring a remote,
uncharted region of space, they were entirely on their own out
here. There were no settlements, no space stations, no other
sentient species. In short, no action. Aside from a brief, drunken
interlude with Tasha, the ship’s engineer (an interlude both Bru
and Tasha were desperately trying to forget), Bru’s only sexual
outlets for the last year and a half had been her Volorian 18-speed
Stimu-Shaft and the occasional holo-porn. It wasn’t enough. She
needed something more. She needed a warm, living male body against
her, inside her.

But the sad truth was, she almost certainly
wasn’t going to get it any time soon. No sense pissing and moaning
about it. She had signed up for this voyage of her own free will.
She had to accept the consequences. Which basically meant another
year and a half of woeful celibacy. On the other hand, that was a
small price to pay for being part of a mission like this. Few
scientists, especially ones as young as Bru, got the chance to be
out here exploring the galaxy like this, discovering new worlds and
new life-forms. Like the one that awaited her in the lab.

Captain Somerset barked an order which the
hot, gusting wind tore into incoherence before it could reach Bru’s
ears. The skimmers’ engines grew a little louder, and then the
three craft turned and zipped away in three different directions,
their shadows sailing over the rocky, sandy landscape beneath
them.

Bru watched them until they disappeared
into the shimmery haze of the horizon, then she went back into the
ship. She tapped the panel on the wall, and the force-field barrier
materialized in the doorway. Bru could see the desolate surface of
Orphuaut-9 through the translucent membrane of energy, though from
the outside, an observer would see only what appeared to be a blank
gray panel indistinguishable from the rest of the ship’s hull. Her
heart began to beat harder and faster with the awareness that she
was now sealed up alone in here with it. Their great find. She felt both
excited by it and strangely uneasy.

She headed to the lab and got ready for the
exam. As she pulled the protective bio-suit over her regular
clothes and then assembled her instruments, she could barely take
her eyes off the huge dark form that lay on the exam table.

Yesterday, during their exploration of
the Orphuaut system, the Star
Treader’s sensors had detected an alien vessel that
appeared to have crashed on the surface of the ninth planet, a
barren wasteland without any liquid water or life-forms higher than
bacteria. Half buried in the ever-shifting sand, the vessel was a
weird egg-shaped thing that appeared to be partly or wholly
organic. Its brown, leathery hull, or skin, or whatever the proper
term was, was streaked with scorch marks, perhaps from a battle, or
maybe just from entering the planet’s atmosphere. One end of the
egg was blunted and misshapen from the impact of a hard landing.
The Star Treader’s scanners
had detected no life signs on board.

The vessel’s only entrance was a trio
of triangular flaps that opened from a common center, like the
petals of a flower. Unable to figure out how to get them to open
normally, the Star Treader’s
crew had had to force the flaps apart. Inside, the ship was
one large chamber crisscrossed with stiff, thin, banner-like
membranes, whose pinkish surfaces were covered with inscrutable
brick-red knobs and discs. Captain Somerset guessed that the
membranes were instrument panels. Some of the membranes were broken
and hanging loose at one end, and one side of the craft’s interior
had burst open and wept a thick fluid that had dried to a flaky,
gray-white crust. Chunks of the ruptured wall littered the floor,
and there were more scorch marks around the damaged area and on
some of the broken membranes nearby. Apparently, there had been an
explosion on board.

Along one wall was a large cocoon-like pod
with rounded pale-gray sides and a window in the top that was made
of a translucent version of the same material that formed the
pinkish membranes. Inside lay the body of a humanoid life-form. Its
head was missing, presumably destroyed in the crash, and it sported
a long gash down the front of its torso. Despite the damage, it was
immediately clear that this creature was a new species of alien,
hitherto unknown to the United Planets’ database. The creature
appeared to be dead—Bru’s bio-scanner detected no life-signs, and
in any case, there were no known higher species who could survive
decapitation for more than a brief time—but life took many strange
forms throughout the galaxy, and it was best to make some further
tests to be absolutely sure.

The find was even more significant in
that this was the first evidence of intelligent life in this entire
sector of the galaxy. Till now, the Star
Treader’s voyage of exploration had been a fairly
uneventful one, and even apart from her chafing celibacy, Bru had
been starting to regret signing on as the ship’s xenobiologist.
Before this momentous find, she had had nothing more interesting to
deal with than a species of lichen they had found growing on a moon
in the Sepria system.

But now everything had changed, not just
because they had discovered the ship and the alien’s body but
because there was a chance they might also find other aliens
nearby. The headless creature couldn’t have put itself in that pod.
It must have had crew-mates who survived the crash, and if they
hadn’t already been rescued by others of their kind, they were
still on the planet somewhere. That was what Captain Somerset and
the others were searching for right now, and it was imperative that
they work fast. Since the evidence indicated that the egg-shaped
ship had crashed fairly recently, the searchers had to act on the
assumption that the survivors were still alive. But the creatures
might not stay that way; with every minute that passed, the chances
rose that they would succumb to injuries sustained in the crash, or
to starvation or dehydration on this inhospitable orb.

Bru kind of wished she could be with them. If
they made contact with a living alien, it would be a historic
moment in this sector. But it was important that she examine the
body from the pod in case she could learn anything that would aid
the search or provide clues on how to help or communicate with an
alien if it were found alive.

Suited up now, she approached the exam table
and the huge shape that lay upon it. Her excitement was a tight
knot in her gut.

“Begin exam,” she said in a loud, clear
voice, though her words were slightly muted by the bio-suit’s
mask.

The small spherical recording device gave a
little chirp and rose up off its cradle on the console at the head
of the table. It flew over to her and hovered beside her head,
filming her work, recording her voice, and providing a strong,
bright light.

“The subject is a bipedal humanoid life-form,
approximately seven-and-a-half feet tall without its head…” Bru
began, bending over the broad shoulders for a closer look at the
injury. The whole head and neck appeared to have been completely
vaporized. Where they ought to have been there was just a patch of
burnt flesh.

Describing everything she saw to the little
floating robot, she slowly made her way down the creature’s dark,
grayish-brown body. Its torso was extremely broad, measuring five
feet across at the shoulders and tapering to about three feet at
the waist. Given its stoutness and coloration, the torso kind of
reminded Bru of a tree trunk. Each of the alien’s apishly long arms
was as thick as Bru’s waist and ended in a tripodal arrangement of
long, clawed digits. Its legs, by contrast, were very short for its
size. They were even thicker than its arms, and like the arms, they
ended in three large, clawed digits, which were arranged like a
bird’s talons.

The long gash that ran down the middle of the
creature’s chest and belly appeared to be another wound suffered
during the crash. The gash was long and straight and bloodless, and
its edges had swollen up a little. Bru wasn’t authorized to do more
than a basic, non-invasive exam, at least not until they had
determined that the creature was definitely dead and that it had no
surviving ship-mates, who would no doubt want the body returned
intact. Nevertheless, Bru carefully parted the gash’s puffy edges a
little bit and peeked inside. She found a confused tangle of long,
ropy pink structures of varying sizes, some a few inches thick,
others thin as hairs. Were those blood vessels? Some kind of
internal organs? She wished she could probe farther and find out
more.

On the creature’s upper chest, flanking the
top of the gash, were a pair of unusually large, protuberant
nipples. They were plump, rounded knobs about the size of chicken
eggs, and were covered with a thin membrane the same color as the
creature’s skin. Given the size of the nipples, Bru would have
suspected the alien to be a female if it hadn’t been for the
massive penis and scrotum between the creature’s stout thighs.
Perhaps this was a hermaphroditic species. The United Planets
exploration teams were encountering a surprising number of them
throughout the galaxy.

“The subject’s penis is approximately eight
inches long and two-and-a-half inches thick in the flaccid state,”
Bru told the robot as she bent over to peer at the organ more
closely. “It ends in a simple, rounded tip. There’s no glans or
foreskin in evidence.”

She gently took hold of the alien’s penis
with one hand and lifted it up for a better view of the scrotum
underneath it. The penis was very dense and heavy, and the tendons
in her arm stood out as she hefted the weighty organ.

“The scrotum is about three inches across,”
she said. “Like the rest of the creature’s body, it’s completely
hairless. It appears to contain only a single, very large testicle.
It, um…”

Her words trailed off as she realized that
the penis, which she still held up in one hand with its rounded tip
pointed at the ceiling, felt noticeably warmer than it had just
moments earlier. She could feel the warmth even through the
synthetic fabric of the bio-suit’s glove. The warmth seemed to
pulse slightly. Like a heartbeat.

Puzzled, Bru looked at the alien cock in her
hand, then drew in a sharp, startled breath. The penis was getting
bigger, harder. It was visibly swelling right before her eyes,
pushing her hand open as its length and girth swiftly grew to a
shocking size. The heat pulsing against her palm and fingers
intensified in unison with the organ’s size until it burned like a
fever.

It wasn’t dead! The alien was still alive
after all! But how? How could it survive without a head?

She looked up at the creature’s headless
torso just in time to see the membranes on those two nipple-like
bumps slide open with a faint crackling sound, revealing a pair of
glossy black orbs that rose up on flexible stalks which had been
retracted into the creature’s chest. Those weren’t nipples at all!
They were eyes!

The black orbs swiveled about until
they saw Bru, then fixed on her. The gash in the alien’s torso
opened, and a low, growling voice emerged from the cavity, saying
something that sounded like, “Uh-rup?”

Suddenly, a whole host of things became clear
to the shocked scientist. The creature wasn’t dead because it
hadn’t been decapitated at all. It didn’t even have a proper head.
Its eyes and mouth and presumably its other sensory organs and its
brain, too, were all incorporated into its torso. The pod in which
they had found it wasn’t a coffin. It was probably a healing
chamber or a hibernation unit in which the creature had sealed
itself to rest and heal the burns it had suffered during its hard
landing. The alien must have been in an artificially induced state
of deep sleep. At least until Bru awakened it by…

She blushed to realize not only that her
intimate touches had aroused the alien and pulled it from its
slumber like some perverse variant of the Sleeping Beauty story but
that she was still clutching its cock, which had now reached its
huge, throbbing fullness, its tip rearing high, her fingers barely
able to fit halfway around it. Good lord, what must the creature
think of her? What did it think she was trying to do?

And yet even as she thought all of this, she
still didn’t let him go. Her greedy hand didn’t seem to want to
release his tremendous erection, the first she had touched in a
year and a half. Her blush deepened when she realized how moist and
slippery her pussy was getting.

“Um, greetings,” she stammered in a shaky
voice and offered him a nervous little smile. “I—I’m sorry about
all this. We—we thought you were…I mean, we didn’t know…I mean, I
didn’t mean to…um…”

The alien sat up, the movement making his
massive cock rock forward and press more firmly against Bru’s palm.
His jet-black eyes thrust forward on their stalks, peering at
her.
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