
Engineering was about what Alekai expected. Gone were the broad halls that let the impressive sergal stand tall, now cramped and twisting passages with exposed mechanisms were his new surroundings. Alekai had to make a concerted effort to keep his tail close in, brushing hot pipes and deciding this was not the job to set his fur on fire. Subtle whispers guided him, his slave kicking her feet up on her console as she watched a dot move through a map. Until finally, a door was reached. Alekai rose a bit from his hunch, ears perking as his tail betrayed his excitement for something besides walking.
K’s chipper tone sounded over the comms. “Alrighty master, here we go. Victim number two, ripe for the voring. A certain Meera mentioned earlier, you know what to do. Same door business, lift this one up, the emergency latches should hold it during a manual opening.”
Alekai’s fingers began tracing the industrial bulkhead, sliding to the handles near the bottom as he took a powerful squat. “Any pointers on what to expect?” He grunted, activating the sound-dampening field.
“Not much. Typical smuggler business, and these guys are small fry. I doubt they could fight back even if they had the will for it. Bioscan for this area gave me nothing more than that the person was a bit on the shorter side from the thermal cross-section.”
Small? The shark just told the big sergal that this would be easy. Easier than it already was. The lumbering giant moved as quiet as a mouse, slowly working towards the distant shadow of a person in a joined hall. With no small amount of caution, Alekai stumbled into a mouse. She whapped into the big man, rounding a corner, head level with his hips. Well, more precisely, his exposed heavy balls. Thudding to her butt as Alekai didn’t even budge, she gave a small sound of impact before peering up at the musky wall that wasn’t there before.
Instead she blinked. Opened her mouth. Yet not even a squeak as she began to tremble. “W-Who are you?”
“A big fucking problem for you.” He took a step forward, the mousey girl scooting back as her dirty overalls scratched over the floor panels. It was one thing to be a massive man, another to be a known predator species, and another to have your gargantuan junk hanging out with suspiciously large balls. Junk staring her in the face with a beading, jizzy eye. He could see the little woman lock up, overwhelmed by the metric fuckton of bad signals emanating from the sergal.
Alekai crossed his arms, ensuring he exuded the intimating control that he very well had over the situation. “You seem smart enough to know why I’m here, you know what you’re doing. There’s only one way this ends. Go quietly and it’ll be quick.”
Her lip was quivering as she hyperventilated.
The sergal took another step, bringing his dripping tip close enough for a wave of musk to wash over the mouse. “I’m just here for a simple bounty collection on you. It’s alright though, it doesn’t have to be awful.”
He saw the rodent’s eyes flit between his triangle dotted face and the gaped, dripping urethra. Then she bolted. Well, tried, Alekai’s hand wrapped around her wrist in a flash. Almost snapped it. “Woah now. That’s not very cooperative.” A yank and she was pulled back, stumbling back onto her ass. His tail swished over then, wrapping around her middle before she could move again. “Seriously mousie, you can’t win this. Struggling only makes me angry. I can make it quick if you just do as I say.”
Terrified pupils stared back at him, the girl looking around for any kind of advantage. Instead, she only had newfound understanding of how fucked she was. She slumped in his tail’s coil. “Fuck.”
Alekai shrugged, “I’ve had worse last requests.” The mouse shook her head, blowing sad air out, all fight in her features gone. This is why Alekai liked the prey species, they knew when to quit.
“N-No… I don’t…” Her eyes were glued to the floor. “Fuck.” An unsure look was sent up to him. “What are you going to do with me?”
Alekai stepped forward, bringing the aromatic mast of onyx flesh near her. The entire thing throbbed over her sitting form, having to crane her head up to see the tip. She was rewarded with a drip of pre landing on her cheek. “Y-You want me to suck that thing? It’ll snap my jaw off!”
Uncrossing his arm, he grabbed the burgeoning knot as big as her head to point his entire shaft down. Once the warm wet slit was before her face, she might have gotten a better idea. Alekai made sure she knew by pushing his tip to her suddenly red cheek, smushing it and wiping some pre on her flushed gray fur. “You’re gonna be churned to cum.”
The mouse gave a long hard stare at the heavy orbs filling her sensitive nose with a permating aroma. “Fuck.” Just as Alekai was about to retort, she began wiggling again. “I-Isn’t there  something we could work out? I-I… could suck your dick! Come on, I just fix the engines, I don’t know what the others are up to! Can’t you take me to whatever authorities you’re working for, instead of…?” 
Alekai merely shook his head. “That’s what I’m doing already. Full condoms are easier to transport than living criminals.”
Her wiggling stopped with a defeated sigh, “God, fine, just let me get out of these clothes first, unwrap your tail.”
A short bellow from the towering sergal, “Nice try.”
She looked at him like he was stupid. “You already shut off engines, I can hear the buzz of an audial dampener, everyone else is locked in their room, and you’re standing between me and the only useful console in the room, which has locked me out. It’s pretty fucking obvious I don’t have a chance.”
A subtle interjection from his comm gear came. “She’s right, master. Still, get ready to lunge.”
A glaring finger was pointed at the floor-bound rodent. “One step in the wrong direction and you won’t get a chance to so much as scream.” All the girl did was roll her eyes in response. Then rise to her feet once Alekai slowly unwound his tail from around her. Then true to her word, she shimmied out of the stained work clothes to reveal a slim and cute body. It was a bit roughed up, but it was clear she cared about fur care. Once disrobed, she crossed her arms and stood there, head almost vertical to look up at Alekai’s masked face.
Alekai paused, waiting to see who moved first. The mouse girl threw her hands up, “Well? I don’t have all fucking day.” Another exasperated gesture from the girl, with a bit of heat from embarrassment. “Fuck.” A nod from the sergal, and he revised a previous thought to be that he really appreciated prey species. He gripped his shaft again, pointing it at her irritated face. One of his hands worked his tip, a finger reaching to spread his cumslit bigger than her fist. It was clear she stared too long into the damp, pulsing abyss, and potentially wondered just why his urethra was already gaped a bit. She set a tiny hand on the pointed head, dwarfed by just a few of his fingers spreading the deep passage.
The mouse seemed to accept her fate. No longer annoyed or angered, she seemed to adopt a sad melancholia as soon as she made contact. She felt the power, the warmth, the understanding that this creature was better than her.  Outsmarted, outclassed, this was her fate. Fighting was useless, emotion pointless, defiance not even considered. The only path left was obedience. She was just a mechanic who skirted too close to the law for a quick paycheck. Simply following his orders is the only thing keeping her from shutting down entirely.
“If you wanna go head-first, put your hands together and just push in, I’ll do the rest.” Alekai said with a calmer tone after seeing her will shatter, the mouse only giving a quick sad glance up. It was more blank than anything, but he could read the glimmer of ‘I can’t choose’ in her forlorn features and drooped ears. The impressive sergal hummed, “If you go head-first, I’ll finger you before you’re all the way in. No reason I shouldn’t treat you for submitting.”
She looked back to the floor, hand still on the hot throbbing cockhead that certainly looked like it could swallow her whole. A sad sigh countered a slowly forming blush, her voice quiet. “You’d… do that for me?” The mouse suddenly shifted to a more shy pose, hands behind her back as she looked up at him.
“Aw hell.” Alekai muttered, already seeing the signs. “Everywhere I go, I can’t escape the horny bitches.”
A tongue was stuck out at the big sergal. “Too bad~” 
Alekai only groaned as K repeated the sentiment in his ears. He held his massive meat steady, giving it a menacing point. “Just get the fuck in already.”
The sudden burst of confidence in the rodent didn’t last long, looking at the open slit and its dark depths. “Do I… just… climb in?”
“I mean, you’re probably small enough that you could, but just start with your hands. I’ll be doing most of the pushing.”
“I want it on the record that this is bullshit.”
“If you start moaning, the record is null. But you are handling this quite well.”
“Hrmph. Not many other ways to handle it. I’ll take a good fingering over kicking and screaming.” The little mouse reached her hands out, grabbing either side of his dripping cumslit. A quick glance up with a dignity-saving glare was sent Alekai’s way. “But like, not that I like… like this. Or anything.” A careful motion slipped her digits inside, before they steadily sank. “Woah. It’s… so warm. And wet.” 
Alekai crossed his arms. “Just hurry up, I have two more to churn after you.”
The smallest bit of her face peeked over his sharp ridge. “Hey, can you punch the ‘captain’ for me when you get to him?”
“I dunno, why? As you can see, I don’t use force if it’s not needed.”
Her arms were up to her elbows in his urethra, the entire shaft throbbing around them in the most curious way to the mouse. A shaky little laugh came from her, likely for her own coping as she watched herself slide into his dick. “He’s an ass. I tried to get off this crew for months, he kept threatening to sell me to some slavers if I didn’t stay.” He felt her arms halt. “Wait. Only two more people?”
Alekai didn’t even miss a beat. “Yeah, got the wolf while she was sleeping.”
A sad inflection was in the rodent’s voice for a moment. “Oh. Laura was nice.”
“Well she’s cum now.”
“Is she still…?”
“Nah, long gone, just sperm now. Don’t worry, I got room for two. You won’t be sitting in her bones or anything.” Alekai said a bit too casually for the mouse’s liking. There wasn’t too much that got someone up in arms living in the unregulated and wild culture of the Fleet, but the mouse wasn’t really ready for this part of the conversation. In an effort to keep a grip, the mouse chose to not process those words. She jumped a bit when the sergal spoke again. “Keep it moving.”
A bit of mental effort, and the mouse moved on, returning to steadily pushing her hands deeper into the pillar of flesh flexing at her. It finally reached the point where further progress would include her head, some hesitation finally filling the girl’s mind. She decided to talk while she still could. “Hey, uh… as horrible as being cock food is, thanks for not making it worse. Still… not thrilled about this, but… I know the only way out of this kind of work isn’t pretty. I appreciate you not being an ass about the whole thing.”
The blank faceplate of the sergal continued to stare down. “Thanks? But if you still want to cum one last time, shut up and get deeper. My patience isn’t infinite, even for sluts like you.”
A final inhale, and the mouse dove forward. It was odd, having your world go dark. Still standing, still seeing, but everything was hot, wet, tight and soft. Her arms parted the passage, keeping the damp walls off her face, but she felt the warm surface on her hair. There was a shift, the sergal no doubt standing higher, the mouse feeling the pipe she was in grow straighter. A pressure then, on her knees, keeping her upright as he pushed his hips down. A bit of a shiver when hands the size of her head gripped her shoulders, keeping her locked in place as warm skin spread over her body.
She closed her eyes, letting herself be guided deeper. Alekai was dutiful, skillfully cramming his shaft down around her small shape, watching the outline of a person slip deeper down his urethra. After her collarbone made it in, he stuck his arms out to brace on the wall as his legs went straight, body forming a triangle with bulkhead. And within this shape was a little mouse being devoured by a huge dick. It sank over her, bulging and stretching, all as he lowered himself. Cute tits slipped through, then a thin middle. Before long, every inch his cockhead neared to the floor was an increase in his balls, now wiggling with prodding handprints.
With everything down to her hips vanishing into his pisshole, he pushed off the wall. One strong hand gripped his shaft, unable to fully wrap around with the bugling cumvein. But it was no trouble to flip his dick up, the mouse coming with it. Hell, his shaft did most of the work, pointing to the ceiling almost entirely under its own needy power. Her legs flailed in the open air a bit, lodged in his dick up to her waist. But pointed right up at him were the girl’s exposed holes.
Alekai figured the mouse was good enough prey to get a bit more than plain old fingering as a send off. A slight shimmer sound, and his face was exposed, long ears flat from the comm-band. His expression was the definition of professionally pleasured, calm but clearly feeling the mouse squirming in his urethra. Still, he brought his dick higher, and her pussy closer. Craning his fluffy neck down, his wedged snout landed between her moving thighs. They stilled the instant his lips sealed around her entire mound, the girl’s legs shooting straight as a tongue the size of her XL dildo slipped right through her folds.
They started moving again real quick as he got to work, striking deep and curling around inside her. He made sure to tend to all of her womanhood, swiping up through her lips to push at her button, before thrusting fully back inside her. He was pretty certain he set a record to how fast she was squirting into his maw, her quivers reverberating through his entire member in a whole new way to impart some of the pleasure he gifted back to him. As her fluids gushed and body shook in the warm embrace of his dickhole, he gave her hips the final push.
The cute little mouse continued her descent to the cummy depths, her taste lingering on Alekai’s tongue after he pulled his head up. A smile was shown to the ceiling, masculine features twinged with a rare bliss. Looking down at the bulge squirming in his urethra vanishing to his expanding nuts, he had to chuckle at what his shark had to say about the matter.
“And they say chivalry is dead, master~” 
Snorting, the man relaxed where he stood. Big frame barely fitting the smaller hall, his joints loosened as his prey was pulled deeper into the purse between his legs. It began working quickly, the roiling noises audible even to him. The contractions, sweat, all the markers of a strong digesting getting underway. A final sigh from the towering sergal, reaching to his thigh-holster for something. He held the pen-like object before his face, and shrugged. “Eh, yeah, you were good.”
Alekai stabbed the thing into his leg, the words “Quick Load” written on it. Just a simple booster for the spermification process, it made sure her suffering wouldn’t be too long. As her entire body settled in the bulging sack, his cock looked shockingly normal again. No tiny mouse for frame of reference, just a good big dick reaching his knees and not immediately noticeable of being big enough to swallow a person. No squirming body pushing out his cumvein, no wiggling feet sticking out of his tip. It was almost too normal for anyone who’s seen him at work.
Well, besides the movement in his balls. Clear handprints pushed the surface, a small face even stretched out the cramped space. Hot and dark, wet and noisy. The rodent was shockingly calm all things considered. No major thrashing, no final garbled pleas. Alekai felt the tingle of the digestion booster kick in, a new heavy churn audibly coming from below. Of course, it was hard to hear that over the sudden muffled screaming.
Alekai walked over to a near wall, big sack swinging and squishing, but hindering no movement despite each orb being larger than his head. Tucking his tail in so as not to sit on it, he sank down the wall with his back. Kicking his legs out, he laid out the writhing heavy sack on the floor, watching the rodent’s outline. The mouse’s previous calmness vanished, new shudders, fast movements that led nowhere in the snug embrace. Frantic, equally impactful screeches coming. He set a big hand down in his sweaty fur, over where one of her hands bulged out the surface. 
His other appendage joined his sack, pushing, kneading, massaging the nuts as they worked on their meal. The clenches were more powerful, visibly shrinking considerably on each pulse. As time drew on, and her struggles only picked up, each wave of tight contractions came with sick crunches. After this, her movements slowed, fading, all as the snaps and grinding grew louder. It only took thirty minutes for her shape to vanish, another five for full liquidation. Sans the major bones of course, skull, spine, a few of the limbs. Gruesome, but still a mercy compared to a slow two-hour breakdown like normal. She didn’t deserve that, and he keeps his word when he says it’ll be quick.
A long sigh as his ball-massage came to an end, the pleasing feelings gone. Now there was only a fullness, a need as his still-steeled cock throbbed up at his open face. Another item was drawn from his holster, a square wrapper. Some crinkling, and before you could blink a sturdy condom was rolled down his dick. The package was simple, silver foil, a plain stencil. “XXL Disposal Condom - Deposit Size: Adult.” The actual sleeve tinting his dark shaft to dull ivory had a biohazard symbol in all cardinal directions of his member, though they were small, made to expand with the material. And Alekai would make them expand for all they were worth with his output, hands delivering tantalizing quick pumps down his length, his breathing growing husky.
K came over comms. “Aww, master! Come back to the ship and let me jerk you off!” Alekai didn’t say anything, just continuing to professionally masturbate, closing his eyes as his hand moved faster. He could hear the pout in the slim shark’s voice. “Master, you meanie. Making me watch you cum out those people without being there.”
The sergal still had no words, only grunts as his hips bucked with the force of a bull, the growing pocket of pre at his wrapped dick rapidly expanding. Alekai kept stroking with one broad hand, switching the other to grasp his knot, bringing a sharp inhale as he tensed with each pulse expanding the condom. It grew, each spurt doubling its size, small shapes visibly traveling up his underside on a few thrusts through the air. The transparent bubble wobbling down from his fat tip soon bore the image of a skull in murky, creamy depths.
Alekai went limp against the wall, still groping his bitch-breaking bulb rhythmically, bringing deep gasps on each squeeze. A moment passed, the condom still growing slightly, the thick shaft it enveloped lazily throbbing. Finally it seemed to settle, but only a bit. Hands wrapped around the bubble’s base at his tip, sliding the rubber off his member. A pop, and a practiced tie. Then a full, trash-bag size condom of spunk jiggled on the floor before him, a skull and trace bones floating around in it.
“Huff, fuck, letting that wolf out felt good.” He said quietly, not really speaking to anyone.
K heard it of course. “Well, you’ve still got one more in the chamber, and you need two vacancies. Also, try not to give it away that you do two at a time? Can’t give up trade secrets. I know you can overload and take, like, a lot of people down your cock at once, but more than two slows you down.”
“Yeah yeah.” Alekai muttered, pulling another condom out. Filling it just like the first, this one had noticeably smaller skeletal detritus, with a bit less volume than the first. Still, it was big. The hulking sergal caught his breath after two fucking great jack off sessions, rising to his feet. Dusting his hands, he regarded the two bags with a proud nod. With his dick finally relieved, and balls empty, the great pillar of flesh receded to its sheath. A welcome thing as the P-suit closed over his groin again. Alekai re-activated the faceplate, while grabbing something from the holster on his opposite leg. Two small discs, each looking divided into three sections with a central one. He clicked them both with the palm of his large hand, the lines on them lighting green. 
A gentle toss into the air had them float, both quickly moving to the tied off bags of cum bearing bright bio-hazard symbols. A new text was legible with their growth. “ORGANIC REMAINS INSIDE.” The two disks went to the upward stems of the condoms, before latching onto them with their middle section. A quick pulse of their lights going blue, and they rose, taking the bags with them. Sure, they were small, but it was easy to carry things of high weight in space. The trick wasn’t producing a gravity field, but nullifying the ship’s. By returning the cum balloons to their natural state of zero-g, it was only a simple case of the disks guiding the weightless objects back to his ship.
Watching the two big creamy bags float away, Alekai faced the other direction, holding a finger to his ear. “So. Bridge?”
“Go through that door and take a right.”
-
The door opened, the staggeringly mighty frame of the sergal standing in the threshold. Alekai clearly heard a shout, a doberman lurching to attention out of a command chair. He wore a pretty basic outfit of cargo pants and a pocketed vest, meant to not stand out yet still conceal items. Oh yeah, this was the smuggler ‘captain’ all right. Turning hastily, the man was off guard as he caught sight of the tech-suited sergal, blank covered face displaying three emotionless dots. The only movement Alekai made was the almost excited swishing of his long tail. And the effects of gravity on his huge dick, hanging just a bit past his knees.
The doberman held a gun, pointing it towards the hunter with a slight shake in his arm. “W-Who-“
Alekai took a step, before a loud shot echoed about the space. The sergal didn’t even flinch, casually looking down as his middle flared in a bright flash and an impact was heard from the deflected round across the room. The triangular dots lifted to stare back at the canine, and Alekai’s voice was concerningly casual. “Yikes.”
Eyes widening, the black and brown dog had no time to react as Alekai rushed him, the large man moving with an unexpected speed. By the time his finger pulled the trigger again, the firearm was ripped out of his grasp. A clattering magazine preceded the weapon skidding across the floor. The captain had no time to process that, too busy eating shit from Alekai smacking him to the deck. One hit, the canine flat on his ass while trying to get air back in his pummeled lungs.
All Alekai had to do was plant a big articulated paw on his chest, the doberman powerless to move the sergal. But, with one down, there was still another. Yet Alekai didn’t see another, until he looked back to where the command chair was. At the floor before the seat, was a naked cheetah girl, chained to the plating below her, looking at the scene with dreadful hope. Dried tears matted her fur, while cum stained around her mouth. Alekai regarded the pinned man once more. “Who’s the girl?”
“F-Fuck yo- GAH!” All it took to reduce dissidence was a touch of rib-cracking pressure. And being a bit of a wimp, the canine cracked fully under just that pressure alone. “S-She’s nobody!”
“Then why is she here?” The calm booming tone came.
The captain was getting desperate, seeing just how outmatched he was. “I-I swear, there’s nothing here to steal! Take her, just me go! Keep her, sell her yourself, I don’t care!”
“Don’t care? Well, I care about who she is. And most importantly, why she’s with smugglers from Lantern Station.”
The crushing look of defeat as the doberman knew he wasn’t dealing with a pirate, but a bounty hunter, was one Alekai would have taken a picture of if he wasn’t recording the whole thing for K. A tired, pleading sigh from the floored man. “Our last haul got found, authorities nabbed it before we made the pickup. She’s just some spacer I nabbed to sell on Valera Station. H-Had to recoup fuel costs and all that.”
Alekai was silent.
The canine’s eyes were begging. “I swear, I won’t tell a soul. You take the girl, hell take anything you think is valuable. Just leave me be.” As the sergal’s blank faceplate continued to stare into his soul, Alekai applied more pressure to his footpaw. “Hrk! P-Please! There’s- cough- there’s two more girls on the ship, if you want them! Take them all!”
The speed with which the sergal responded filled the captain with coldness. “I already did. And you’re gonna join them.” With a mix of confusion, the earthy colored canine watched the towering sergal crouch slightly, a wave of his ball’s sweaty scent pouring down on the dog. With evident worry on the doberman’s features, he was unable to get away as the monster sergal’s jet-black dick grew erect. As it lifted gradually with every passing moment, the captain got a clear shot down the barrel, the sergal’s cumslit slightly dilated already. The doberman already believed he had seen more than enough of the dark wet depths of a monstrous cock. Alekai’s tone was unchanged, if anything, a greater conviction in it. “Hate to break it to you, but the only way you’re leaving this ship is in a condom.”
A look of shock fused with anger as the revelation dawned. “Oh FUCK! Are you kidding me!?”
The foot on the canine’s chest was replaced with a strong hand, Alekai crouching at the man’s feet. The throbbing dick on its own didn’t give the immediate thought of ‘a person could fit in that’, yet upon the clear distinction of size with a close-up, the dog had no reason to doubt the sergal’s ability.
“You’re fucked in the head! You’re gonna do that to me?! I-I’m just a fucking smuggler! I don’t even run drugs, I just bypass station tariffs!” Cried the captain, beginning to worthlessly struggle, arms slapping the broad sergal’s and promptly bouncing off. A tactical knee placement prevented the risk of the canine using an unsightly kick. 
Alekai’s tone was more than confident. “Eh, too bad.” A pause as the captain watched the arm-length dick point at his feet, brought level with the sergal’s crouch. “Honestly, I’m gonna enjoy this the most out of those other two.”
“No! Nonononono!” The man shouted, a deft sergal tail wrapping his legs up as his knee lifted, bringing his feet together to slip into the stretchy and snug confines of a slick urethra.
“Don’t fight it, you’ll make it worse. And by worse, I mean just make it better for me. I love it when you guys struggle.” 
“F-Fuck you! You can’t do this to me!” Screamed the doberman, ankles vanishing into the hungry pisshole. It didn’t seem to matter he had pants on, legs vanishing steadily into a cock that bore new outlines on its underside.
“Tsk tsk.” Chided the sergal in a mocking tone, thrusting his hips to devour a few more inches instantly. Up to his knees in the imposing member, the captain lost words as his voice went panicked. Slamming his head around, he shouted as loud as he could, but it did nothing to slow the advance of his body to the huge sergal’s junk. 
A teasing “Well aren’t you a noisy one.” Came from Alekai, watching with a hidden smug grin. “Louder than some of the whores I’ve used. And trust me, my cock makes ‘em scream.”
Futilely writhing under his grasp, the doberman was lost to anger and dread. Clothed body’s writhing doing nothing to stop the advance of the pisshole stretching around him.
“But the, uh, good screams.” Alekai clarified. “Well, maybe a broken pelvis isn’t a good scream, but I’m just saying it’s not the ‘oh god help, I’m being swallowed by a cock’ scream.”
“AHHHHH!! Stop it! STOP IT! LET ME GO!” Yelled the captain, the pleas going to deaf ears.
“Yeah, that scream, exactly like that! That’s the cockfood scream, you’re really good at this!” Alekai chuckled while still giving a played up thinking pose. “Annnnnd… I’m gonna go with ’No’ on that one buddy.”
Swallowed up to his hips now, kicking legs bulging out Alekai’s cumvein, soon the man would be entering the heavy musky balls under the monster sucking him in. “FUUUUUCK! I’ll give you anything! I’ll DO anything! Please, STOP!”
Now an actual groan from the sergal. “Holy shit, you’re really making me wish I did you head-first. I usually like the screams of people who actually deserve this, but you’re a fucking shrilly pussy on top of a garbage person.” Adding more bucks to shove his dick farther down the canine’s locked body, Alekai sighed as there was a new wave of near incomprehensible babbling and pleading.
It reached a point where the sergal blocked out the rest of the terrified dog’s voice, just pushing him deeper and deeper at an efficient pace. His balls began growing, feet protruding with kicks, more and more being added as the captain was up to his shoulders in the vice hug of urethra and sack. One final look at the open screaming mouth, the wet broken eyes, and Alekai grabbed the skull protruding from his stretched cock.
Locking faces, the huge sergal had one parting message. “Now, shut up and die.” Alekai shoved the dog fully into his dick, the body shaped bulge squirming fiercely, working down his shaft until the frantic protrusions all landed in his balls. The usual churning and clenching began, Alekai standing and stretching as his balls squished and squeezed their screaming prey, and the loaded orbs were squished between the sergal’s beefy thighs. 
Alekai took a moment to take in the gentle noises of digestion, and the continued muffled pleads coming from his sack. He walked over to the girl chained to the floor, all as a face bulged from his gurgling huge sack and a fist pounded from the inside, muted screams still audible. He knelt, the cheetah freezing. The stare provided K with a window to grab her profile. “Yeah, guy wasn’t lying. Resident of Lantern, declared missing, but only when her rent went unpaid and there was no-one to evict. No contacts, minimal holdings, nobody even missed her. She was last spotted going into a bar, and there’s no previous footage of her with our smuggler. Never worked a shipping job, and hasn’t left the station since she got there a decade ago. She’s clean.”
“But these missions don’t have room for innocent parties.” He stated simply, as if talking to himself before the girl.
“Yeah, I know it’s a ‘free churn zone’ when a bounty is posted.”
“So what do we do?”
“Wellll, you could melt her to cum like we’re supposed to.” The shark chimed happily.
Alekai rolled his eyes, hearing the shark’s voice hint at more. “Or?”
“Well, the girl is already off-grid, nobody’s looking for her… Perfect slave material, just like the captain said. Get some extra dough from this little basic job by selling her. Even if it goes against the ‘neutralize all associations’ clause. But I guess getting enslaved does ‘neutralize’ the person. Are you willing to open up your definition of neutralize to something besides digestion or cum-churning?”
A moment of silence as the hulking sergal kneeled in front of the cheetah, cowering under a console as her chains rattled. She shrieked as Alekai thrust a hand out, frozen in fear until an eye cracked open from nothing hitting her. The sergal’s huge digits were around the chain, and just like that, the metal was torn from the floor with a grinding snap. In a more disturbing development, she realized the snap might have been one of the crunches coming from his pulsing sweaty sack, the movement inside truly thrashing as muted exclamations and sobs poured out of the thick matted fur.
She looked up unsurely as Alekai reached out his hand. A moment to think, and the cheetah placed her dainty one in his, barely the size of his palm as the big fingers closed around it.

