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Chapter 2 - The True Horrors of Space.

Written by HumbleHeretic
A large vehicle sailing among the stars, a Class 3 Dreadnaught well surpassing the speed of sound and infinitely close to the fabled speed of light. Most ships, even sturdy Dreadnaughts, didn't dare travel at such speeds for prolonged periods of time, but most ships didn't foster a Nexus among their crew. The conditions of space are even more unpredictable than a regular planet’s weather, and the consequences for making the wrong move are exponentially greater. This was especially the case when making use of distortions in space to conditionally travel faster than the speed of light. These special distortions were used like what humans called wormholes to travel great distances through the universal fabric, allowing one to travel distances in days and months that took light itself years to reach traversing through stable space.

From fast travelling debris that can unnecessarily deplete the energy of dispersion fields, to gamma ray bursts and gravity wells that could properly destroy planets, there was no telling what kinds of dangers one could encounter in the ever-expanding cosmos. Such was why an experienced crew was vital when navigating through space at speeds that would make even the most advanced beings’ average reaction times negligible. The crew on Mahkea's ship was certainly top of the line among scoundrels, however it was a certain alien that made up for seventy percent of the efforts that brought them such great success time after time.
SLCK~

Mahkea glanced sideways at Sana who had a special seat right next to hers as the captain. And surrounding the pink Nexus was a set of the ship's most expensive equipment. Her eyes were close, a meaningless gesture since her facial features were more for decoration than anything. Instead, what she was currently “seeing” was beyond the scope of what anybody else on the ship could fathom. Multiple thin tendrils extended from her hands and attached to the neural interfaces of the equipment around her.

The tiny glowing flecks inside her translucent body, the innumerable nuclei of her innumerable colonies, sporadically and randomly lit up and dimmed like Christmas lights. Though the interaction between the nuclei seemed random, they were in fact following a rhythmic language unique to the Nexus as she processed and calculated the incredible amount of data coming through to her from the equipment. She siphoned data from countless sensory waypoints, both public and private, that were set up along their desired path.

With all of this data, the Nexus was quite possibly the only species in the explored universe that could predict most possibilities along their path in real time. It was  a method incomparable to meteorologists’ methods for predicting the weather on a planet. In space, the “weather” was the type that could lead to large chunks being torn from your ship or it being straight up annihilated were you to travel through the wrong place at the wrong time at the wrong speed. This was the perhaps the greatest advantage Mahkea had over the Federation that allowed her to escape their pursuits time and time again. One could say that she and Sana were a team of an agelessly proven dynamic, the Nexus being the brains and her being the brawn.
FPWCHP~ SQULCHK~

Mahkea trusted Sana to ensure that the navigation of her crew was optimal, this allowed her to simply sit back and enjoy the view like a passenger in the front seat next to the best driver in the world. Even though she'd spent half her life among the stars after working her way off of her home planet, Mahkea never got tired of this view. The large, dark expanse illuminated by countless planets and balls of brightly burning gas. It was the only thing that kept her humble, the thing that reminded her that she was simply a speck in the grand scheme of things. A powerful speck, but a speck nonetheless.

Gilded Colt, that was the species she belonged to. It was a fairly uncommon species identified by their equine phenotype and the golden horns on their foreheads. Besides their appearance and outstanding strength as one of the many warrior races, the Gilded Colt was also known for their sexual nature. The horns on their head weren't actually gold, but a much more complicated metal that secreted a special substance that acted as an aphrodisiac. Not only did this make them sexually aggressive, but others could also make use of this potent aphrodisiac were they to get their hands on their horns.

This made it so that Gilded Colts were not only desirable sexual partners for the brave and promiscuous, but even the targets of poaching. That's right, Mahkea the Tyrant, an infamous pirate and poacher of exotic species, was herself of a wanted species. This caused many a rumour to circulate about her intentions, however those that knew Mahkea understood that to her, it was all just business. The Equine was a free spirit that travelled the stars, taking what she could and causing trouble for those looking for it. Besides, although Gilded Colts were on the poachers' list, actually capturing one was more trouble than it was worth even for those brave enough to try. Mahkea therefore didn't really have much on her mind besides her own ambitions and pursuits as her golden eyes gazed at the round giants passing by. It certainly was a nice view.
PWCH~ SHLCHK~ FP~

GOKUNGK~ GOKUNGK~
And currently there was someone missing this view yet again as he was shrouded in a different kind of darkness. From the Equine's chair, below where her big ass filled out the seat, came a constant squelching noise softly muffled below pounds of Equine ass meat. It was a sound just a little bit louder than the audible throbbing of Mahkea's fully engorged, forty plus inch trunk of colt cock standing proudly bobbing on her crotch. She very casually let her astounding stiffy air out right in the centre of the navigation room, none of the crew seeming to pay attention or mind that their captain's erection was on full display as they travelled through space like nothing was happening.

Mahkea herself had a stoic, neutral expression on her face with her tight, soft shorts pulled down her thigh such that not only her cock, but also her fat black balls were resting on the seat, their size almost putting them over the edge. However, only the equine herself could feel said balls regularly tensing like her engorged cock was throbbing as the faint sound of squelching and sucking came from below her butt. What was happening was made even more obvious by the fact that her recently acquired slave was nowhere to be seen. “Seen” being the key word in this case.
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