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Disclaimer

If you are under 18, do not read.  I mean it.  Do not look at another word.  If you do, I will never write another story ever.  Actually, I will but I will not be responsible for any dysfunction resulting from reading this story.

************************************************************************


Ben looked at the display console and tried to activate his name on the Sex roster.  The Star Explorer had a volunteer bedmate selection system.  It would randomly connect couples for sex at select points in the ship.  Ben knew that his celibacy was not healthy, but could not bring himself up to sign up for the very popular sex game.  He shut down the display and started his work shift in the primary recycle center.  


He was 15 minutes early, as usual.  He pulled up the O2 report and noted that production was down.  He went up the stairwell to the algae vats and started scraping the debris from the carbon dioxide vent.  His boss, Shele walked by and smiled.  Shele was the most human looking Triafer on the ship.  She clipped her whiskers back in a professional manner, and her scalp fur was carefully slicked back to conceal her flaming red mane.   Her work suit concealed her toned catlike musculature but provided several rounded clues to her femininity.  

She had admired Ben’s work ethic, but noted to herself that he’s been more engrossed in his work since his primary female left for earth.  She would frequently sneak a look at his Sex Roster status and noted that he never signed up for it.  Shele ached for him and wanted to comfort him, but she knew that he would not accept it.  She knew that humans had a monogamous tendency, romantic and tragic as it was.  The Triaves were experienced space faring people and had perfected the sex roster to keep everyone happy and healthy.  Space was a very lonely place.  If you did not know, trust and care about your fellow shipmates, you were going to become a danger to yourself and them.

Shele glanced back at Ben and carefully watched the frozen features on his face.  He did not make eye contact; he focused intently on stirring the algae that was automatically on a gentle rotary cycle.  He quickly ran a diagnostic on the pH sensors and confirmed that the water had the right balance.  Then he checked the O2 output and found sufficient output.  In a second, a flash of anger washed over his face, only the frozen look of concentration return.  Shele had enough.

“Ben, what is wrong?”

“Nothing, the dioxide vents have had a slightly larger build up lately.”

“I know, but I’m talking about you.  What is wrong with you?”

“I’m fine.  Thanks for asking.”

Ben smiled and waved her off.  Shele knew Ben very well.  The smile was forced and strained behind some unwavering weight.   The fur on her back rose as she swallowed her anger.  She cared for Ben, and did not like seeing him hurt, even by his own heart.   Ben was like many humans she has met in her 20-year career as a recycling engineer.  Noble and incredibly slavishly stupid in their willingness to suffer in silence.    In her culture, a Triafer would howl and all would come to assist the one in pain.  Ben’s silence rang louder her ears than any scream of pain.  Shele walked off in disgust.  


Shele walked through the exterior hallway.  The zero gravity and 270 degree view of open space excited and centered her.  This time, she floated and grimaced.

“Shele!” yelled Stelu.  Stelu was her mentor and best friend.  She trusted him in all matters.  His grey tuffs of hair betrayed his age, but his eyes showed a bright curiosity of a child.  His mane stood 5 inches about his forehead, and had streaks of white and grey.  Shele found the strands quite stately and handsome on an already handsome Triafer.  She often found Triafer and human females rubbing his glorious fur.  

“Shele, is that a frown marring your beautiful smile?” he tenderly sang in a low voice.

“Why yes it is.  It’s a human mannerism that I picked up.”  

“Which human taught you such a disgusting habit?” he japed in mock contempt.

“A human that is suffering.” She responded softly.

“Hmm, could it be that Ben fellow, the kindly gentleman that you so pine for?”

“Pine?  Have I no thoughts that I can keep from you?”  

“Not really, my love.”  

She felt the pent up sorrow well up in her.  She looked up and saw his sorrow at her pain.  

“Shel, I have an plan.  It is dirty, treacherous, and could end your career.”

“Shut up and tell me already!”  

“Well alright.  But you must promise to stop picking up those contemptible human mannerisms.”


Gwendela had set up the first beauty shop in space.  Manicures, haircuts, breathing pores cleared, mucus membranes vacuumed, she did it all.  She saw Shele walk in.  She had the most beautiful red halo of fur.  It was coarse and thick and stood stiffly around her head.  Gwendela had expected Shele to come in for her normal trim.  Shele shocked her when she handed Gwendela a magazine that was folded over to a picture of a human model.

The next day.


Ben came to work 15 minutes early.  He was checking the O2 reports when an urgent email tag appeared on his work console.   Shele was instructing to bring a zero-g biohazard kit to space dome 9.  Ben sighed.  The space dome was a public observation area gave the viewer a complete look at surrounding space.  Some found the experience nauseating.  Zero-g puke was not easy to clean up.  Its biomass so it needed to be recycled.  Ben lifted the vacuum pack on his back and began the long walk to the dome.


Ben arrived at the dome and entered through the hydraulic doors.  The stellar lights sparsely lighted the dome.  He couldn’t see his hand in front of his face.  

“Shele, where are the lights?”

“Wait for the ship to turn.  There’s local star that give us plenty of light.”

That was not the answer he expected.  Shele was normally all business.  Then the ship had reached an angle that allowed the star to shine brightly in to the dome.  The shadow encasing Shele slowly lifted, exposing her to his stunned eyes.  Her legs were shaved and encased in pantyhose.  Her delicate talons were trimmed to the shape of human toenails and painted bright red.  Her legs were slim and muscular and indeed sexy.  The shadow lifted past her wide hips and to her narrow waist.  She was wearing a dark short skit that pleated at the waistline.    He saw her hands were moving slowly; her finger talons were also trimmed and painted.   He was entranced.  The shadow pulled up further painfully sweeping over an open neckline, filled with a cleavage that defied his expectations.   The slope of her breasts seemed to go on forever, swelling well past the width of her hips.   Then the first reddish gold curls of hair appeared, piled on her shoulder.  A choked breath caused him to remember to breath.  Shele was completely revealed by the light of the star.  Ben could barely move. Her red mane was now a flowing wave of shoulder length hair, shiny with reddish gold highlights.  She wore a lipstick that showed the fullness of her lips.  Her eyes were full of hunger.  


She floated closer to him.  When she was face to face, she kissed him softly.  He did not respond but his body did.   

“Triaves can nurse at will.  A child of a village is cared for by the village.”  

She placed his between her globes and hugged him to her chest.   He felt become gradually swell and press against him.  The dress held tight and was pushing her breasts out and up.  The globes covered his ears and became taut with milk.  He pulled his head out carefully and looked at her.

“They are painfully full.  I feel my breasts stretching further and fuller.”

He placed his lips on the exposed nipple and sucked.  She moaned and squeezed his head to her bounty.   She felt release as he drained her.  He sucked on the other one, reducing the pressure and shrinking her breasts down.   

“I need to release your pressure now…” Shele whispered as she quickly pulled the zipper from his HAZMAT suit.  He cooperated by not moving.  She kissed the dripping milk from his face and placed his hands on her bust.  He slowly kneaded them and felt them slowly expand.  Her breasts were filling up again.  He fondled them as they became increasingly firm and taut.  She used the talons on her left hand to shred the remains of his underwear.  She unintentionally left 3 slight welts next to his penis, but he didn’t notice.  She shifted herself between his legs and placed his throbbing member between her breasts.   They grasped hands.  He thrusted repeatedly in to her swollen valley of flesh and milk.  His release was powerful and plentiful.  She quickly licked and sucked the cum, lest it float in zero g.  He felt a great release and sleepiness come over him.  She quickly scraped him with her talons.  He felt the slight ting of pain.

“Before you drift off to sleep, it would be lovely if you drained me a little.”

Ben gladly took to the task sucking her nipples until she could fit back in to her dress.  Then they both drifted asleep in zero G.

The next morning…


Ben was 15 minutes early as usual.  He noted a red rose on his desk and note.  It read: “Dear Ben, I hope that you understand that I meant no harm but to help you with your pain.  My instincts told me that you were not healing, so I tried to ‘kickstart’ your healing process.  At your request, I will resign my commission.  Love Shele.”

Ben read the note 4 times before he noticed her standing behind him.  Ben looked at her.  She had her hair in the same over the shoulder style that she had yesterday.  

“Resign?  I was worried that you’d fire me for asking for a 2nd time.” Blurted Ben.

“2nd time?  I don’t know.  You left a lot of milk in me.”  She jibed back.

“I didn’t know that Triaves could that!”  

“Well, the females can.  We’re a very talented group.  On our 2nd date, make sure to save some of that action for my cunt or I will fire you!”  

“Yes Ma’am.  I’ll be happy to.” Ben grinned.


Shele felt sated and satisfied.  She helped Ben and herself.  Her COM buzzed.  She looked up the display and saw that it was Gwendela.

“Shele here.”

“Shele, you are not going to believe this, but I’m taking a small break to tell you that your hairstyle is catching on like crazy!  Everyone wants his or her manes tamed in to a doo like yours.  What’s the name of the model you showed me?”

“I believe it was ‘Farrah Fawcett.’”

“Great, I’ll do a full lookup on her.  Thanks again!”

Evidently, She helped a lot of people that day.
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