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Chapter 1 – Close encounter of the third base 

The tentacles adorning the top of Coco Nebulon’s head shriveled from the stench of this filthy black hole 

in the wall of outer space.  Ignoring the dirty looks from the drunk patrons and trying to ignore the sticky 

floor on her shiny new red boots, matching her skin-tight tube romper, she made her way between the 

Zero-G pool dome tables. 

She found an empty stretch of bar and nestled her ample bosom on the countertop. Nothing wrong with 

showing a sliver of areola when you’re in a hurry. As soon as she caught the sideway glance at her deep, 

purple cleavage from the barman, she raised a finger, a gesture one of her thick tentacle hairs mimicked 

at the same time. 

“What can I get you, little lady?” he asked, his eyes darting south every few words. 

“Totally looking for some hole-some entertainment, if you catch my wave.” Coco’s hair did a better job 

at communicating the request with one of them moving in an out of a looped neighbor. 

“Well, we’re always looking for new talent. Why don’t you come behind the bar and show me what 

you’ve got?” the bartender said. 

“No way, man, I don’t want a job; I want ‘a job’ if you blow what I’m saying,” Coco said. 

“I guess I don’t ‘blow’ what you’re saying because I saw you come in here with these tiny tight shorts…” 

“Dude, I’m a grower, not a shower.” Coco winked as her hair gave the bartender the ol’ finger guns. 

The burly man sighed; he thought he’d seen it all on this side of the galaxy. “It’s 2 Solar for a token. You 

pay me and only me. That tramp doesn’t work for tips. Go in the middle stall of the women’s bathroom, 

put the token in the slot and your… whatever you want sucked in the hole. Then, you come back here 

and buy a drink. Capish?” 

“Do you have a discount for tokens in bulk?” Coco asked. 

“This ain’t the shopping mall. I ain’t giving you gift cards. Gotta use it today.” 

“Oh yeah, totally today. FYI, I usually go a few rounds.” 

“Humpf, well it’s 5 Solar for 2 tokens, then, since you’ll be holding up the line and all.” 

“How much for 10?” Coco had been saving her money (the boots didn’t count; they were on sale). 



 

The bathroom door swung open in Coco’s face and crashed against the wall. A gigantic Bovinion 

crouched to clear the doorframe and told Coco as she was getting out of the way: “Don’t bother, she 

sucks.” 

Coco had visited dozens of glory holes in her travels and the woman’s bathroom was a common place to 

have them in. These crummy bars didn’t cater much to the female clientele and the few that wandered 

in by accident certainly wouldn’t want to see the bathroom. The door creaked behind her and the 

massive horned head of the Bovinian tentatively returned to the toilets he’d just left. 

“I just want to clarify: by saying she sucked, I wasn’t talking about her sucking. She did suck, yes, but she 

sucked at it. Barely got half my bull stick in her mouth…” He suddenly noticed his presumed mistake and 

that he was talking to a sexy space babe “… which I can show you later if you want.” 

“Maybe I’ll have a cow… later,” she dismissed him with.  

From the sound, the token fell in a pile of many others. The lady living in the handicap stall already had 

quite a few customers today, it seemed.  

“Thank you, mister,” the shy voice echoed from the other side. 

“Oh, I’m no mister, my dudette, but I’ll still take your usual.” 

Coco unzipped the back of her red suit and the Futa Namala’s enormous cock sprung out like a 

claustrophobic genie as soon as the front got a little of give, freeing her bouncing breasts in the process. 

It was slick and shared the spotted, purple hues of its owner. Its thickest point was around the 

midsection, which barely got through the fist-sized hole. 

“I’m so sorry… I think you might need a refund. I’m not sure I can handle this one,” the stranger’s voice 

said. 

Coco knew that her dick was an acquired taste once you got past the size-jitters. After a few seconds of 

hesitation, the horny alien felt a pair of lips smooch the tip of her twitching third leg. 

Namalan discharge was powerfully addictive and a muscle-relaxing aphrodisiac. Even the pre-cum 

pooling in the attendant's mouth as she suckled on the first inch of cock was already having an effect. 

Her mouth was opening wider, there was more enthusiasm slurping the purple knob and much less 

hesitation in how deep she could stuff it inside. Coco licked her lips and dug her fingers into her soft, 

squishy alien titties while two of her tentacles slithered down her shoulders to tickle the erect, wine-

colored nipples. She loved the calm almost as much as the storm.   

 

The tip of a single tentacle going over the divider and gently pushing on the back of the girl’s head was 

enough to non-verbally convey Coco’s greater depth desires. Through *gwocks* and *shluks* the 



massive but slippery cock fought its way down the tight throat until only half an inch of wood separated 

lips and pelvis. Coco’s breasts were squeezed against the wall in her attempt to get every little bit of 

available meat in that throat.  

The introductions were over; every hair on Coco's head slithered past the divider to hold the warm-hole 

tight against the opening. All the attendant could see was a closeup of a phone number and a smeared 

bubblegum, but she knew what was coming next, and, perhaps because of the pride she felt, having 

deep-throated the biggest cock of her short career, or maybe because the aphrodisiac was getting to her 

head... she was excited about it. Fighting against the suction effect of a wet esophagus, Coco pulled out 

a foot of purple shlong out of the girl's stomach, then slammed in back ignoring, if not enjoying, the 

haunting, soppy gagging sounds. 

 

Glory hole attendant was not a glamorous career, and the ding of a token in her cup usually came with a 

shiver down her spine, but right now, there was nowhere else the girl wanted to be than on her knees, 

back against a toilet, having her mouth treated like a pussy. The pre-cum mixture had taken over her 

hormone production, and she was about to cum just from getting her throat so thoroughly violated. 

Coco loosened her grip on the girl's head and her mouth stayed glued to the panel. She had won her 

over, and she was ripped for a deep cream pie straight to the stomach. 

 

10 minutes after the face-fucking commenced, Coco pulled out farther than usual. She wanted her new 

best friend to taste the first spurt of her white goop. It completely filled the tiny mouth in an instant and 

the overflow came out of her nose adding her own postmodern art to the graffitied wall. The first 

mouthful was swallowed just in time for the second blast to fill the space, and the third, but just as the 

cum-drunk girl was falling behind in her duties, Coco plunged her long, throat-buster back where it 

belonged and finished delivering her plentiful bounty straight to the stomach.  

 

The glory girl’s knees slid apart until her soaked panties kissed the dirty floor. She didn’t sink low enough 

to clear the surfer’s penis tip out of her mouth and it was still leaking its last drops against her uvula. She 

siphoned what she could of the rich, addictive semen as its dispenser softened in her mouth. It never 

got past the spongy phase before beginning swelling again. The sound of another coin falling in her cup 

did not send shivers down her spine this time, but a shock-wave of pleasure and anticipation.  

"I hope you don't have, like, plans for today," said Coco. 

The girl answered by re-stuffing the newly invigorated cock to the hilt without any help from the 

tentacles. Coco saw 8 brown, furry little fingers gripping the bottom of the divider to hold strong for a 

rougher round two. She didn’t know her customer had purchased 10 tokens, and Coco wanted to keep 

that a surprise. All of her tentacles now free, every remotely sensitive area of her body was getting a 

slimy self-massage. 



A couple of hours later, after spending all her tokens, Coco went back to the bar to buy the drink that 

signaled she was done. Every eye was on her sloppily pulled up tube top and the bloated 

anthropomorphic fox, Penny, she was tenderly guiding by the hand. 

“Hey, what’s she doing out of her stall?” 

“She’ll be coming with me. I’ve got a long trip ahead and could use the company.” 

“Like hell she is!”  

“You can’t be, like, serious…” Coco’s free hand produced a ball of lightning that lit up the drab joint for 

the first time since it flew past the Raki star system. Once everyone’s unprepared pupils adjusted to the 

light, then to the darkness again, all that was left of the bodacious duo was a Solar Unit on the bar next 

to an empty glass.     

 

 


