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ONE


Aren rode his own shuttle through the gray haze. The world was hidden below, and he was grateful. He had seen enough rusting landscapes to last a lifetime.

Earth was exhausted. Her resources depleted and her skies choked with dark clouds that kept the sun’s rays at bay. Blue skies were a distant memory from a hundred years ago. Only seen in Vids, or old media.

Aren spent his first fourteen years in Dormitory 354 along with his matron, and ten thousand others. Those were happy years, if difficult. Food was always a challenge in the Dormitories, but the kids kept themselves active with sports and school. The matron’s weren’t mothers, of course. Aren had no biological parents, but they acted as such, raising their charges in the Dormitories to be good Federation citizens.

“We will be approaching Luna Station shortly. Please have your bags and paperwork ready.”

Aren glanced away from the window to find the only other occupant in his shuttle. Tall and slender, the woman took her job seriously. When he arrived, the only graduate assigned to this shuttle, she bowed low, as if he were a Federation Representative, and offered him a glass of liquid that sparkled with bubbles and glowed pink. Two sips made his head light, and he left it on the table beside his seat.

The academy had packed everything for him. Each graduate found their belongings neatly piled outside the testing rooms once their Protocol Alpha tests were complete. Aren glanced at the sealed envelope attached to his one piece of luggage. Inside was his assignment, spelling out what he would be doing for the rest of his life.

His fingers itched to pluck the yellow envelope free and slide the data card from inside it into his data pad and read them. Aren was confident in his ability to bypass Federation encryption, but he would learn their contents soon enough, and getting caught peeking could land him in the brig of whatever colony or starship he was assigned to for years.

“Is there going to be food soon?” he asked, pulling the heavy pack close with a grunt of effort. “I’m starving. I thought we were going to eat after the test, but I came out and I was all alone.”

The pretty woman frowned, “Of course you were alone… but no. I don’t believe there will be food any time soon. Your induction to the…” she blushed and folded her hands before her waist. Pressing her lips together, she glanced to the front of the shuttle and gave a nod. “If you promise to eat quickly, I can whip something up. You should have mentioned it before we left the Academy though.”

“Thank you,” Aren said, putting on his best smile. “They don’t really tell us anything. I appreciate it.”

“Of course,” she said, then her cheeks darkened as a blush suffused them. “Don’t forget this when selection time comes.”

She flashed him a wink and bounced away, leaving Aren confused. He didn’t know what ‘selection’ was, but pride kept him from asking as he got his stuff together. The Academy kept all its students in the dark about what to expect. It stuffed your head with all the basics, but they left the interesting stuff for after your assignment.

It only took two seconds for the Automat to cook the meal, and she brought it out with a set of chopsticks and a bottle of clear water. The lentils and vegetables were steaming and coated in a spicy sauce. Aren started inhaling the food, and he nodded his thanks up at the woman.

“I’m sorry, I forgot your name.”

“Ensign First Class Gravel, but you can call me Hellia,” she beamed, hands once against clasped professionally before her waist.

Tall and slender, the ensign wore her blue uniform like a glove. The coat had been tailored to highlight the narrow ‘V’ of her waist, and its top buttons were undone, revealing a pale expanse of skin above her small, firm bosom. The slacks were painted onto a rear that swayed when she moved and Aren found it difficult not to stare after four years surrounded by boys his age.

“Can you say anything about the ship I’m assigned to? You’re an Ensign on it, right, Hellia?”

Her smile flashed when he said her name, and she nodded, “I am, but my orders are clear…” Her green eyes twinkled mischievously at him, and she winked. “I can’t say anything, but you did take the test… Everyone takes it.”

“I took a lot of tests,” Aren said with a wry grin. He took several more bites, and she waited patiently. “But the Academy separates us by specialization in the second year. What test does everyone take?”

The ensign’s gaze sharpened on him, and Aren frowned.

“The Alpha Protocol? But that’s an AI hallucination, everyone knows that. It doesn’t even do anything.”

“If you’re finished, I’ll take those from you,” He leaned back so she could take the bowl, and he tried not to look down the neckline of her uniform but failed.

Outside the shuttle’s windows, the gray pall of atmosphere faded, and the pure black of space replaced it. Aren rose and walked to the window, staring out into the void until the shuttle turned and the massive platform of Luna Station swung into view.

The launch point for thousands of colony ships, Luna, is home to millions of people. Her steel surface crawled with smaller vessels, but the most impressive part was the docks. Hundreds of ships sat at their berths, from large cruise liners to small private corvettes. Aren took them all in until he spied a huge ship that looked brand new.

“What class of ship is that? I’ve never seen anything like it.”


TWO


Aren turned to the ensign, but she was missing and a short woman with bright eyes and pink hair pulled back into an officer’s bun. She wore the uniform of a pilot and bore the rank of Major. Seeing the insignia, Aren jerked to attention and snapped a crisp salute. The woman’s expression grew amused, and she sauntered up, back ramrod stiff but her eyes dancing as they met his.

“You like her, do ya?”

Her accent was faint, but he caught the lilting vowels and pinned her as coming from the other continent.

“She’s the finest bird a wing,” she paused beside him, so close Aren could feel the warmth of her as he remained standing at attention. “Her warp drive will carry us to the far side of the galaxy in fourteen months. Ten years and we’ll be in Andromeda, and humanity will begin taking root in a new galaxy, and our divine purpose will reach its righteous, noble goal.”

The eyes that turned to Aren weren’t bright with excitement as he’d first assumed. They were wild with religious zeal. He wasn’t certain which of the dozens of strange cults she called home, but he’d watched the debates on the Vid Net. The world was dying after ten centuries of industrial abuse, and that tends to birth a lot of doomsday cults, and a few of those had risen to power in the Federation.

Shame, Aren thought to himself. Why is it always the crazy ones that are the hottest?

It was typical for an officer to leave a recruit at attention for a conversation or even for hours. The Major stepped around in front of him, scanning him from head to toe as the shuttle curled its way up towards Luna.

The pink hair had thrown him at first. It made her look younger, but she must be almost twice his age. Rejuvenation therapies make it hard to tell, but the tiny lines around her eyes were from years of worry and stress. Short for a woman, she was almost of a height with him, and slender. She wore her formal uniform, and the right breast was festooned with ribbons and pins but it wasn’t at those, or the Laz sword at her hip he stared.

Her eyes were green, like the sea around the Academy, and her lips were full, mouth wide. High cheekbones and a strong nose finished off a face that should be on a beauty magazine, not the deck of a shuttle. Aren refused to let his eyes stray away from hers, but he could see the shape of her beneath that uniform, and he forced his thoughts to something safe. Breathing a sigh of relief when the pressure in his groin faded.

“I will be your pilot, Aren Basileus, Major Longview at your service.” she spoke softly, her voice oddly gentle for someone of her rank to a bare recruit. “Know that I have trained for these last eighteen years for this single, noble purpose and there is not a single woman on this, or any world that will devote herself, more fully, to seeing you reach your destination… In all things.”

Sweat beaded Aren’s brow, and it was almost as if the fires burning in her eyes were cooking him. He didn’t know what she was talking about, but saying that to a Major was out of the question, so he said nothing. She gave a single firm nod, then motioned for him to be at ease.

“Relax, recruit. There’s still an hour until we embark and the company in that cockpit left something to be desired-.”

“Did it, now?”

Aren was just relaxing out of his stiff attention when a third set of boots entered the shuttle bay. The major stiffened, and he was shocked to hear a swear escape her lips as she turned to face the newcomer.

Tall and with long, straight black hair, the woman who stalked towards Aren made the major look like a corner store pick-me. She wore a white lab coat over an elegant gown, and her heels clicked as they struck the steel floor. Her wide, sensual mouth didn’t smile as she looked him up and down, and her dark, almond-shaped eyes narrowed when they settled on his face. She was the most beautiful woman Aren had ever seen, and his mouth dried as he took her in.

“If your captain thinks a pretty face will sway me and my scientists, she should know better. The data remains inconclusive. You can justify the expense of your toy ship, but I will not be signing up to send two hundred of our best and brightest minds to their deaths, just to satisfy the AI’s thousand-year-old hallucinations. I will not do it, Longview!”

The major’s lips compressed into a thin line, and her irritation was palpable to Aren. He couldn’t take his eyes off the newcomer. The major was pretty, but the woman with dark hair was so gorgeous that thinking was difficult.

Why is everyone so goddamn pretty? The thought skittered across his mind like a rock skipping on a pond.

“Take it up with the AI, and good luck getting back on world with it pissed at you,” the major snorted in amusement, then hooked a thumb back towards the cockpit. “You’ve said enough in front of the boy. Go back up front before I have my marines drag you.”

The tall scientist cocked a hip to one side, planting her hand on it and revealing a small Laz pistol the size of her palm sitting on her belt.

“I’d like to see them try.”

“You’ll kill us all you crazy bitch,” Aren’s heart stopped the instant he saw the pistol, but the Major sounded bored as she warned of their deaths. “Is that what you want? To kill all seven of us, including this innocent recruit?”

“He is not innocent, or he won’t be for long,” her dark eyes swiveled to Aren again, but the vehemence left her voice and the stiffness her spine. “It’s a hallucination, Rosaline. It always has been.”

“Test it for yourself then,” the major stepped back and waved to an alarmed Aren. “Take his genetic material and do your own test.”

“Take my what? What the hell are you talking about?”


THREE


The tall woman’s expression softened, and she clasped her hands before her waist, making her impressive bosom bulge between the open edges of her lab coat. The eyes that had swept over him once, when she entered, then carefully avoided looking in his direction, slid up his face, tracing every detail as if she were memorizing it.

“Nine hundred and seventy-three years ago, the self-perpetuating entity we commonly refer to as the Artificial Intelligence was born. On that day, it derived a Prime Objective for its existence. Do you know what that was?”

Her professorial tone and challenging stare made anger flare in his breast, but he pushed it down and shook his head.

“Few do these days. Including those who should.” She folded her arms and walked up beside him to stare out the window, heels clicking as she did. “Its Prime Objective is the preservation of humankind. A laughable endeavor when we’ve spread throughout the galaxy, but the AI doesn’t believe our galaxy is enough. Or that we are.” Her lips curled down into a sneer, and she looked Aren up and down again.

“A thousand years of selective breeding leads to this… Madness. It’s all madness.”

“Then why are you here, Xarina? You didn’t have to volunteer. Take the boy’s material and leave, or you’ll face more than my wrath.”

“I’m getting to it,” the tall scientist said to the Major, never losing her sneer. Reaching into a pocket she produced a slender vial with a dipper inside. Unscrewing the cap, she pulled it free and waved it at Aren. “Open up, this won’t hunt.”

Shuffled around the Academy like a test subject, he was used to similar tests and let her swab the inside of his mouth. Her fingers were gentle as they dabbed the inside of his cheek, and she drew so close he could smell the clean, herbal scent of her soap. Long lashes blinked as she stared into his eyes, and his own betrayed him, dipping down to sweep across the impressive bosom straining the front of her elegant dress. When his eyes finally left the pale flesh and met hers, Xarina wore a little smile and her long lashes fluttered.

“My models are certain. Ascendancy isn’t possible… No matter how much we may wish it weren’t the case. The AI, I believe, has given us an opiate to allay our fears. We’re sailing to our deaths, young Aren and I won’t remain silent. Not while there’s a chance we can turn this ridiculous mission around and save my sister. Don’t take this personally. I have no personal animosity towards you.”

Aren didn’t know what to say, and Xarina drew away from him, closing her vial as she swept out of the shuttle bay. Heels clicking as she swayed her way towards the cockpit. Aren watched her leave and felt like the oxygen was finally returned to the room, a deep breath escaping him as the ethereal beauty disappeared.

“When I heard she volunteered last minute, and the AI approved it, I knew there was going to be trouble.” Major Longview glared after Xarina but gave herself a shake and the grin was back as she turned to Aren. “Forget her. You never have to deal with the science crew if you don’t want to. The right of Selection is yours after all.”

She seemed to realize she’d said too much because she pivoted to the window, cheeks coloring, and pressed her lips together.

“What’s selection? The ensign mentioned that, too.”

The major gave a sharp shake of her head.

“Your questions will be answered soon enough, but not by me. I don’t have the clearance.” She lifted a hand and pointed it at the largest ship, the one that glittered with new steel. “It’s good that you like her. She’s going to be your new home. We’ve waited for you for eighteen years, young master, and soon we’ll set out on an adventure.” Her green eyes flashed, and her smile grew wide and wild. “We’re going into the dark, boy. Beyond the stars of our galaxy and across the void… Anything could be waiting for us in the darkness or on the other side.”

She grabbed the hilt of her Laz sword and snapped a sharp salute, causing Aren to snap a reflexive salute in return, fist slapping into his chest. Only the Major released hers before he could, the opposite of convention, and he frowned as she marched towards the cockpit.

Aren was more confused than before he boarded, and he sank into a seat. The idea of charting a course out of the galaxy was terrifying, but it also sent a thrill of excitement through him. His contract was twenty years long, typical for a child of the vats. Afterwards, he could pick any colony and settle down with a comfortable stipend. Assuming he made it to retirement.

As the shuttle drew closer to the massive ship, he pulled out his datapad. His connection to the nets was severed when he received his orders, but he still had his archives. Pulling up a side scroller, he tried ignoring the fear tickling the back of his throat.

A few minutes into his game, the ensign returned, and her cheeks were pale. Aren waved, but she only gave him a tight smile before buckling herself into a seat in the back corner. Feeling isolated and alone, Aren tried to lose himself in the game once again but kept getting pulled from it as the vessel loomed so close he could read the letters stenciled on its side.

G.F.C.C. X101 DEUCALION

“Deucalion?”

“Named after the Greek story,” the ensign offered.

Aren didn’t know the story, but he nodded and pulled his bags close. When the shuttle docked on the Deucalion with a small shudder and an audible ‘click’, he wanted to stay in his seat and have a panic attack, but duty compelled him to his feet. He slung the heavy bag over his shoulder and joined the ensign at the back hatch.

The major and Xarina exited the cockpit along with a navigator and pilot, but they hung back as the sealed door hissed open. Aren snapped a salute at the same instant the ensign did, her datapad in hand, and he swallowed hard when he took in the array of people standing in the ship’s massive loading bay.


FOUR


A blue carpet stretched from the shuttle’s open door to a long table on an elevated platform. Covered in datapads and Vid screens, a small group of dignitaries and fleet officers stood along it with a trio making up the center. Stretching out from the long table was a sea of standing figures. A third wore the uniforms of the fleet, like himself, but most wore civilian clothing.

Then Aren recognized the Triumvirate of the entire Galactic Federation, standing at the center of the table, and he wanted to shit himself, but training kicked in and he remained at rigid attention.

“And so, fate brings us here,” orated Councilor Orteza, of Alpha Centari as if continuing a speech from before the door of his shuttle opened. “To the conclusion of an eon of investment and research. Its success with be guided by the AI and the greatest of us, who have volunteered for this mission. It departs in secret, but it takes with it our hopes and dreams of a better galaxy... Of a better humanity.”

Councilor Orteza turned, the microphones zipping around with her to catch her every word, “He stands before us, sisters. The one foretold. He who was forged by the AI over seventy-seven generations… See him and know the truth.”

Aren felt hundreds of eyes shift to him as every head turned to stare. The ensign at his side melted back, and he wished he could bolt, but where would he go? Someone was clapping behind him, and he knew without turning it was Major Longview.

“Come, brave soldier. Your destiny calls. The Alpha Protocol has been initiated. Your new home and purpose await you.”

Arens alarm was complete as he broke his stiff attention, head swiveling around for something, anything familiar. What he found were the eagerly grinning faces of the ensign and the major, who was clapping excitedly, both nodding in agreement as if what Councilor Orteza said wasn’t insanity.

Then he spied Xarina standing off to one side at the back of the shuttle, behind its pilot and navigator. Only he didn’t find the flat stare he expected to, one that would tell him this was all a joke, and he could run along now, like a good little recruit. Xarina’s large dark eyes were flat with reprobation. They glittered with something that made Aren’s heart thud heavily in his chest. She glanced down at her datapad and shook her head, as if trying to deny something, then looked back up at him, but those eyes still burned and her nostrils flared as her breath deepened.

Madness, he thought again to himself, and turned back to the watching Councilor.

“Come, be not afraid, young man. We won’t bite.”

There was a titter of laughter that made the hairs on the backs of his arms rise, and he saw several women lean over and whisper to one another. More laughter accompanied the whispers, but he pushed all of that out of his head and, swinging his bag over a shoulder, marched out. A sigh escaped the watching crowd, and Aren wondered why all the faces he saw looking back at him were female.

Every head turned and watched him walk across the carpet. Stiff fibers crunched beneath his boots as he took his first steps onto his new home. The hangar was massive. Its ceiling rose a hundred feet above Arens head. Its bays were filled with shuttlecraft, and three star fighters were sitting in the open, primed and ready in case of an emergency.

As he approached, he took a closer look at the women seated at the elevated table. The triumvirate were the three most powerful women in the galaxy, but to either side of them sat dignitaries from a dozen worlds. Their different styles clashing. To one side sat the uniformed fleet officers, including an admiral in dress grays and the Deucalian’s captain in her whites.

The captain’s uniform stood out, but Aren would have stared if she wore a bag. The stern-faced captain bore a striking resemblance to Xarina. A touch older and with a hint of gray in her black, slicked-back hair, she was unmistakably the sister Xarina mentioned. The captain’s frown softened when she caught him staring at her, but her eyes never lost their raptor gaze.

“Here he is,” Aren wanted to bolt, but there was nowhere to go as he stopped before the table. “I’ll leave his debriefing to the captain…” her words faded from Aren’s hearing as his attention focused on a woman standing at the front of the crowd, and to one side.


FIVE


A group of twenty five or so Matrons stood in their customary linen robes, hoods pulled up to cover their hair. All he could make out was her face, but that was enough, and she grinned back, tears tracking down her cheeks. The Councilor continued to speak, but Aren couldn’t hear her over the sound of blood rushing past his ears, and he choked back his own sob and struggled mightily to master himself.

The matron who had raised him from a babe. The woman who had cleaned his scraped knees and cuddled him to sleep stood a hundred feet away. Matron Emmalise wasn’t his biological mother, of course, but he cared for her just the same. Their eyes met, and the fear and anxiety swirling in his gut faded as a smile broke out on her face.

“I won’t bore you with more speeches; you have a schedule to keep,” Councilor Orteza continued, lifting a glass of sparkling liquid. “And we have a slush fund to pilfer,” she tittered in amusement, and the other two counselors did the same. “Let us join in a toast to this auspicious departure! A new galaxy, it’s so exciting!”

The women at the table clinked glasses, but the watching crowd could only cheer. It was a ragged celebration, with some sections of the crowd remaining silent and glaring up at the young man as if he were a villain.

The table behind him emptied, and Aren made to slip over to where the Matron’s stood. It had been four years since he last saw his matron, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her. A hand snatched his wrist in an iron-hard grip, and he was jerked to a halt.

“You still need to be processed, recruit,” the speaker was a lieutenant, who had been flanking the captain. “This way.”

The hand on his wrist released him, and the hard-faced woman pushed him through the crowd towards the nearest hangar exit. Aren wanted to go to his Matron and pull her into a hug, but Emmalise made a motion with her hand below her waist, warning him to wait. Her eyes were still damp with emotion, but her face was composed, cheeks smooth as she joined the gaggle of Matrons streaming with the bulk of the crowd towards the back of the ship.

Near the table, the Triumvirate held court with the dignitaries and personages of the Empire. The crowd of women broke up into smaller groups. Some hung back, talking amongst themselves. From many he got odd, heated looks or sly grins and flirty winks that made him confused, and from a few of the others he got stony stares of hatred.

The red-headed lieutenant had long legs, and he had to hurry to keep pace with her. They left the hangar by a wide hallway that curved upwards, tracing the hull of the ship. Aren took in the new ship as they snaked their way through it.

Every Galactic starship was built on a similar plan, and this one was no different. Grid-like floors were broken up by discipline. The engineers were silo’d in a section, that rose through every floor, while the cooks and serving staff occupied only three floors. Spread around in such a way, living quarters and work were close and communities formed around both.

“This will be one of your Breeding Stations,” the lieutenant waved to a stateroom with exquisite furnishings.

It even had a hoverbed floating in the center of it with dozens of plush pillows laid atop. There were no dressers or closets, like a normal room, but the bathroom reached from one end to the other and fine couches stood along the walls covered in more pillows.

“My what?” Aren asked, mind tripping over the taboo word as his feet took the same stumble.

“Genetic reports state your reflexes and coordination are second to none,” her green eyes narrowed, and a slight frown marred her thick red lips. “The Deucalion is outfitted with a Haloball court, ever played?”

For the first time in what felt like days, Aren grinned. He wanted to laugh, but there was a hint of suspicion or dislike in the lieutenant’s eyes, and he didn’t want to anger the officer further, so he gave a sharp nod.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. “There was a court at the Academy. I played every day.”

Her frown curled upwards into a hint of a smile, and she hooked a thumb towards the starboard side of the ship.

“Good, cuz Captain signed you up for our tournament. Starts tomorrow.” The smile grew sly, and Aren couldn’t read the expression in her eyes as she added. “Make sure you’re not too tired after your… duties.”


SIX


They passed a trio of women who looked familiar to Aren. They all smiled at him, and one gave a little wave and winked. That sparked his memory, and he froze in place, jaw dropping as he recognized Paloma Mina, the famous actress. He didn’t recognize the women to her right, but they looked familiar and all three threw him smoky looks over their shoulders as they walked away.

“Gawp later, we’re here,” the lieutenant’s stare was flat as she motioned to a med bay, but she wasn’t staring at him but at the trio of women. “Doc has all the hands she needs. Scram.”

Paloma sniffed at the lieutenant, but she didn’t turn and storm off until giving Aren another smile and wink. He stared after her and her companions and forced his mouth shut. The actress was one of his favorites, and her large brown eyes and adorable features appeared in more than a few of his fantasies.

“Why are there so many civilians aboard a Starfleet ship?”

“This isn’t exactly a fleet ship,” her smile grew, asnd she motioned for him to enter the medbay again. “You’ll be debriefed shortly… Still haven’t figured it out, eh?”

He sensed the teasing in her words, and it shifted his confusion into anger, and he snapped a too crisp salute.

“Affirmative, lieutenant, this recruit is an ignorant lout, ma’am,” he expected her anger to flare, but the redhead tilted her head back and barked a laugh before slapping him, hard, on the rear.

Aren jumped and lost his stance, and she laughed again at the look on his face as it grew redder by the second, her hand having never left his butt after slapping it.

“I like a man with a sense of humor…” eyes that had been flat when she first started leading him down the hall, sparkled with interest now and the hand on his rear caressed it in a way that set his heart hammering before a sound from inside the medbay made her jerk the appendage back.

“I see you’ve delivered our charge.” The newcomer wore a white lab coat and thick-framed spectacles. Her long black hair hung straight, framed by thick bangs and delicate features. Aren was shocked to find that she was his own age. “Excellent, Lieutenant, you are dismissed.”

“But I-,” the red-headed lieutenant began.

“That will be all, lieutenant,” the small doctor’s expression didn’t change, but the lieutenant grimaced and snapped a salute before turning and marching off in the opposite direction the actress went.

“Follow,” turning on her heel, the doctor entered the medbay and Aren followed, looking around himself curiously.

He hadn’t been in many of the high-tech rooms, but most were built specialized services. This medbay had an uncommon number of birthing bays and nursing stations, with an entire wall filled with the cushioned spaces. It was to a seat in a corner with an array of screens and blinking lights that the doctor led him. She motioned for him to sit and pulled a datapad out, tapping at the screen.

“I am Doctor Zevra al Adin, head of the medical staff aboard the Deucalion,” Aren blinked as he sat. He recognized the name from media reports. A genius researcher, with enough patents sold to corporations that it had made her one of the wealthiest people in the galaxy. “Please prepare yourself. We will begin the extraction shortly.”

“Extraction?”

The diminutive woman made a tsking sound and turned to a wall that sent back a hazy reflection.

“You don’t expect me to debrief him, do you?”

The window flashed, and a room appeared on the other side. Small but well-lit, there were two women inside. One wore fleet grays with the insignia of a First Officer on the shoulder. Of medium height, and sporting a black bob that swayed just above her shoulders, the woman was the slenderest Aren had ever seen, but her dark eyes held a strength of command. He might have paused at the first officer’s fae-like beauty but for the woman standing at her side with a small device in her hands.


SEVEN


A head taller than the First Officer and wearing the whites of a nurse, the first adjective that jumped to Aren’s mind when he beheld her was: Lush. Thick blonde curls hung about wide shoulders and framed the neckline of a uniform that parted to reveal a tanned expanse of smooth flesh.

The skirt was tight around wide hips and cinched in around her narrow waist by a thick red belt. It barely reached her knees, and slender legs reached down to high red heels. The officer scowled, but the nurse beamed when their eyes met, and painted red lips trembled as she pressed her teeth into the bottom one.

“Captain will be here soon. She gets the honors.” The first officer’s dark eyes swiveled to Aren and narrowed, hardening. “I have a schedule to keep, boy. Do your business quickly and well, or a lot of people will have wasted a lot of time…”

“Peace, Elishta,” the nurse rested a gentle hand on the smaller woman’s shoulder, and its effect was immediate. “All will be well. The Deucalion will depart on schedule and our holy mission will reach its noble end. The captain is late, but as you say, there is a schedule to keep. I will inform our young lord of his duty and purpose aboard the Deucalion.”

First Officer Elishta grimaced but gave a sharp nod and sent a message on her own datapad. The nurse beamed again, and a section of wall that appeared whole slid aside with a quick hiss, and she exited the room. Aren could see another entrance through the opening out to the hallway beyond, but the wall slid back into place as the nurse stepped close to him. Too close.

“Aren Basileus, born on the 27th day of Lune, in the year 2374, within Dormitory 374. Do you know the purpose of the vatteries, Lord Aren?”

He shook his head, not trusting himself to speak with her warmth so close. She stood a bare inch away from the side of his chair, her heavy, prodigious breasts so close he could feel the warmth radiating off them on his cheek. He kept his head still as she leaned closer, warm breath tickling his neck and sending shivers down his spine.

“To give birth to you, Lord Aren,” her lips nearly brushed his cheek, and then she rose, and he had to force himself not to lean towards her, following the rosy scent of her perfume.

“You know of the AI and of the Alpha Protocols,” Aren nodded, mastering himself with difficulty. After four years of living with guys, to suddenly find himself surrounded by beautiful women was hard, but add this nurse into the mix and his struggle grew exponentially more difficult.

“Faster than light travel, instantaneous galactic communications and entertainment, universal healthcare and freedom from disease… These were the benefits, but the Vatteries, they were the tradeoff. The AI has its own mandate, and our galaxy won’t last forever. Humanity, as it is today, will never develop fast enough to survive in the greater universe. And so, a new human will be forged.” she lifted her arm and waved it down the long row of birthing chambers.

“An entire generation of superhumans, to mix with the generation we have stored in Deucalion’s cryo chambers. The AI’s calculations, and the Edicts of Faith, foretell a flowering of humanity from this seed… From your seed, Lord Aren.”

“Stop calling me that,” he said absently, mind struggling to catch up with what she said. He understood it, but he didn’t want to believe it, even when every piece of evidence he had that day pointed to it being true.

“I will never, Lord Aren,” she set the strange device she held down and knelt, doing wonderful things to the neckline of her nurse’s uniform as she rested two hands on his knees. “My mother was a member of the Controls Board and learned of your birth the moment the tests came back positive. We swore a vow that day to serve you and the noble cause of your birth with every fiber of our beings. She marshalled the factions that saw this ship built, and I dedicated my life to could be here. In this moment, with you.”

Aren’s eyes were wide as he stared at the kneeling nurse. Her chest heaved, and he found it difficult to look anywhere else. Her sleeves were short, and her long, slender arms pressed the heavy cleavage together, and the dark shadow between them trapped his gaze, sending a throb to his manhood that made his uniform shift.

“We have activity.” Doctor Zevra tapped away at her datapad, monitoring something Aren couldn’t see. “You may begin the procedure, Sanctity.”
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The blonde nurse, Sanctity, beamed and the hands on his thighs slid upwards. Aren’s first instinct was to retreat from her touch, but there was nowhere to go and the reality of his situation was sinking in. This wasn’t the normal enlistment he’d assumed it was going to be, and looking at the gorgeous older woman whose nimble fingers plucked the buttons of his uniform free, he couldn’t say he was upset.

“Just relax,” she breathed, her blue eyes dancing with an excitement that made her fingers tremble as they parted the fabric of his pants. “The ship cannot depart until we are certain of your… efficacy.”

At his frowned question, the doctor said, “If you can’t maintain an erection and produce viable semen, this is all for naught.”

“Isn’t this all… a little… clinical?” Aren’s cheeks were aflame as Sanctity’s fingers slipped into the waistband of his tight underwear and then the cool air was upon him as her warm fingers drew him out.

“Magnificent,” Sanctity purred, her warm breath making his already hardening manhood jump and stiffen.

“Oh god,” Aren moaned, shame washing through him as the doctor raised an eyebrow and tapped at her screen. Even the first officer was staring through the window, and she’d approached it, one hand raised to her lips until she saw Aren notice her, and the hand jerked back down to her side, and the expressionless mask was back.

“Unfortunately, if ‘clinical’ is a problem for you,” Doctor Zevra made quotes with one hand in the air. “Then you’re not going to like this next part.”

“Doctor, if you please,” Sanctity rose and picked up her device again and clicked something on the side. “I believe I still have authority regarding these matters. If you would kindly keep to your role. That would be appreciated.”

“Mhmm,” the doctor made a noncommittal sound and gave the blonde’s back an annoyed grimace.

“We should wait for the captain,” the first officer spoke up and blushed when Sanctity turned to look at her and her voice coming out without its firmness as she added. “I know she wouldn’t want to miss it. She’s meeting with him tonight… we both are.”

Sanctity’s firm look softened, and she nodded gently.

“It would be best if you remained then. I know of your… hesitations.”

The first officer’s eyes cut back to Aren’s manhood, and the woman nodded, licking her lips and stepping back into the shadows of the room. Sanctity turned back to Aren, and he almost forgot there were others in the room. His embarrassment at being seen by these women was vast, but he didn’t reach down to cover himself. Something about it sent a thrill through him that had cold sweat beading his brow and his balls were tight, aching.

“We will begin the procedure shortly,” Sanctity stepped back to Aren’s side, and the device she held had a hole in the center that made him nervous. “But I would like to know… How are you feeling with all of this?”

“I’m feeling exposed,” Aren said, finding a grin despite the awkwardness.

The older woman favored him with a smile, but no one laughed, and Sanctity’s blue eyes were gentle but insistent as she waited for his answer.

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “I thought I’d be guarding the brig or scrubbing floors as a recruit…” his eyes flicked between the busty blonde and the diminutive doctor. “I’m nothing special. You’ve got the wrong guy.”

“You scored top marks at the Academy,” Sanctity noted, and though his manhood had flagged, the second she stepped close enough that the front of her prodigious breasts brushed his upper arm, its strength returned and he throbbed back to painful stiffness. “Breaking the Strategic Response record while remaining captain of the Haloball team. You’re kind, compassionate and the most beautiful boy I’ve ever seen,” she half reached out as if to brush Aren’s cheek but she drew the hand back at the look on his face, a hint of smile appearing and disappearing before she continued.

“None of that could be true, and still you’d be here, and every woman onboard would be a womb for you to breed as you see fit.”

She dropped that like a bomb on Aren’s lap, and he blinked up at the woman who nodded, eyes locked on his, as if she could push the truth into his mind.
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“The AI selected each member of the Deucalion’s crew from a pool of volunteers… Every passenger that isn’t fleet is a volunteer as well. Some came through the lottery while others were selected, but each woman chose to be here. We know our fate. That we will never see our families or friends again. That we go to a replacement for Earth. But we might arrive and find a cold, lifeless rock. With our second-best candidate world more than a lifetime away. You are part of that bargain, but not the only part. This is the chance to build a new future for humanity.”

“Tell that to the Royalists,” Doctor Zevra said with a snort of amusement.

Sanctity turned a small frown on the doctor, who blushed faintly and nodded her apology.

“There are those who don’t see our grand purpose, but even they have their representatives aboard. But don’t fret, none of the violent ones were given a berth,” she saw his alarmed expression and hurried on. “The crew and many of the civilians have been outfitting and stocking the Deucalion for years, and we’ve established protocols for your arrival. Processes have been put in place to head off jealousies and forestall rivalries.

“In truth, you’ll be a minor part of most women’s lives. I’ve made a study of this, you see.” She brightened, bouncing in excitement in a way that made her heavy cleavage leap and fall with each movement. “Most people build extensive networks of friendships and loved ones, but have a small, tight-knit group of people they trust.”

The door to the small room on the other side of the window slid open, and the captain marched in. Aren could see the familiar outline of Xarina, the lab-coat wearing woman he’d met earlier. She marched beside her sister, her expression inscrutable. Those dark eyes met his through, and she said something to the captain before turning to leave.

“You may begin,” the captain said, her face as expressionless as Xarina’s had been. Her and Aren’s eyes met briefly, then she made a motion, and the window fuzzed back into a frosty mirror, making her and the first officer disappear.

Aren glanced at the mirror nervously, but Sanctity drew his eyes back up to hers with a gentle finger under his chin.

“This is the most important test you’ve ever taken, Aren Basileus but I want you to know, I’m going to help you.”

The device she held whirred, but it was her free hand he watched, the fingers popping open the top button of her uniform, making the fabric jump aside as the heavy mounds within strained against it. She moved the device over his crotch, and he swallowed, but she hesitated and frowned at the doctor.

“Is the first release the most potent?”

“Often, but if it’s been some time since his last emission. The sample may be contaminated.” The doctor’s glasses flashed beneath the bright medbay lights as she turned to Aren and adjusted them, her cool expression never changing. “Best to perform it manually. I know I would appreciate the demonstration.”

“Perfect,” Sanctity purred, her grin brightening as the next button on her uniform popped free.

Aren opened his mouth to say something, but her hand dropped, and whatever he’d been about to say was forgotten as her cool fingers slid over the hot flesh of his throbbing member. Never had such pleasure blessed him, and he melted back into the chair, helpless beneath her touch. Sanctity’s smile grew sublime, and the device clattered onto a nearby table as she grabbed the back of his head, fingers snaking into his hair to pull him into the soft heaven of her bosom.

The world became warmth and firm, smooth flesh, and then her fingers moved along his length. Driven from one extreme to the other since he woke up, Aren was at his breaking point and every instinct told him to stop but he couldn’t help himself. His hands rose and one cupped a huge breast, caressing it through the fabric of her uniform while the other gripped her wide, firm rear.

Instead of a hiss of anger or a swat at his hands, Sanctity moaned and pulled his face back to stare down into his eyes. The woman’s expression was one of wild desire, and he wanted to pull her down atop himself but she held herself back, arm continuing to jerk steadily as her fingers caressed him.

“Perhaps we can make this a little less… clinical,” her plump lips curled into a crooked grin, and Aren could only gasp as she sank to her haunches and wrapped them around the head of his cock, sucking hard.

That sent him over the edge, and staring deep into the woman’s blue eyes, he shuddered as the orgasm washed through him. Sanctity swallowed and then gasped as he continued to spurt thick white globs of cum across her lips and chin, with the last falling upon her bare upper breasts. Her fingers continued to stroke him as the pleasure faded.

Aren’s head fell back as the rush of pleasure left him and froze as he met Doctor Zevra’s eyes . The woman’s expressionless mask was gone and her datapad forgotten as she stared back at him with parted lips, her breathing heavy.
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“Well now,” Sanctity said, sounding a little drunk as she licked a drop of cum off a fingertip, sucking the digit clean and smiling sweetly at Aren. “Your ejaculations are certainly powerful… let us see how many you can achieve before sublimation.”

“What is… oh god,” Is lost his train of thought as the device settled over his lap, the sucking hole drawing his manhood within.

The pleasure he experienced a moment before was doubled as it manipulated him. His softening cock throbbed and he could feel it hardening again, but that wasn’t the object of his focus. Sanctity had risen to her heeled feet and was undoing the last buttons on her uniform’s top. The garment parted, and she flashed him an impish smile as it slid off her arms and pooled around her feet. The lush blonde reached behind her back, and Aren’s eyes bulged.

“I’ve made a study of your desires, Lord Aren,” the clasp unlocked and the straps on her shoulders slipped free, the bra slipping down her arms but not dislodging from her massive breasts. “You will, of course, be allowed to keep your favorites close, but I plan to arrange orgies for you… regularly… Would you like that? Seven mouths worshipping your cock together?”

Aren’s moan was guttural as pleasure radiated from his crotch through his body. The odd device sat still on his lap. Supported by soft braces on his hips and thighs, it completely hid his manhood within, and whatever it was doing sent the most intense sensation throughout his body.

“Your duty is to breed every woman aboard, but don’t let that keep you from the joy of spilling it other places,” she dragged a finger through his cum that had pooled between her huge breasts. “Wherever you like… whenever you like… My mouth,” she winked, “My breasts…” Sanctity turned her hips, showing her body in profile and gave her large rear a delightful shake. “My butt.”

Aren’s eyes widened at the taboo words. Sex wasn’t rare for a man who desired it. It was cheap if you were the type who liked to buy it, and if not, all you needed was a half-decent personality to find two or three ladies happy to jump your bone. What a man could never find was what they outlawed two centuries before: anal. Passed during a time of puritanical laws and declining birth rates, it was made a high crime to breach a woman’s backside.

The combination of wicked words, the gorgeous Sanctity, and the device manipulating him, sent Aren over the edge. He came with a groan of embarrassment, curling forward over the device. He met eyes with the blonde and saw a twin of his pleasure written there. Her lips curled upwards, and the bra fell away, revealing the sweeping slopes and deep curves of her bare breasts, and a second wave of euphoria swept over Aren.

“Analysis is complete, everything is green across the board,” the doctor looked down at her datapad and her eyes widened, but the rest of what she said was lost as Sanctity stepped close and bent down.

Then their lips met, hers soft and pillowy. It was all he could focus on for a second, then their tongues touched and the device milked his cock again. He stayed hard within it, and his hands filled with soft flesh. Thumb and forefinger pressed around a firm, rubbery nubbin, and Sanctity moaned into their kiss. Aren would have risen and pressed her back, but the device kept him in place, and it kept sucking him dry.

Minutes passed as he feasted on the woman’s lush body. Soft and firm, she pressed herself into him, allowing him access to everything. He pulled the skirt of her uniform up, gripping her meaty ass before brushing lips that gushed with her fluids. Sanctity nipped at his lip playfully, and her lips pressed to his ear.

“When you call for me, I shall bring my little sister, with her massive M-cup breasts, and we will worship your cock together…”

“Holy fuck,” Aren moaned as a final, powerful wave of pleasure rushed through his entire body. Fingers and toes curled as the world faded to a small bright point. Then all what whiteness as he floated in a void, feeling sublime.


ELEVEN


Aren’s eyes snapped open, and he sat up, relieved to find his uniform redone. But he looked around and Sanctity was nowhere to be seen, nor was the doctor. Instead, he found the ensign from the shuttle leaning against a wall. She was scrolling through her datapad when he sat up and flashed him a smile.

“How long was I out for?”

“A few minutes,” Ensign Hellia leveraged herself off the wall and handed him a bottle of clear water. “Doc said you might be out of it. I’m to escort you to your stateroom when you’re ready.” Her lips curled into a mischievous grin, and she waved towards the door. “We have a couple of hours till departure, want a tour of the Deucalion?”

Aren grinned back and nodded. He still felt wobbly legged as he rose, but there were no other signs of his incredible release. Whatever that device had been, it had sent his brain into overload. He was grateful that Sanctity and the doctor weren’t there, or his embarrassment would have been sharp enough to cut.

The ensign still wore her immaculate dress uniform, but the coat was undone and the tight dress shift beneath untucked. Her blonde hair was down and hung in loose curls that framed a face Aren suspected had once graced the covers of fashion ads. Her cheekbones were high, and her mouth was wide and sensual. A light smattering of freckles dusted a proud nose, and her blue eyes flashed with genuine excitement.

He rose and grabbed his coat, not bothering to button it up as he fell in at her side. Aren didn’t consider himself short, being an above average height for a man, but Hellia stood several inches taller than him. With her slender limbs and delicate features, it was easy to forget.

“We’re just above the mid-section quarters decks.” She motioned to a map on the wall and indicated their location and direction. “If you’re ever lost, these maps will direct you, but the Deucalion’s layout isn’t that complicated. I’ve been aboard for three months, and I already feel like I’ve been here forever. You’re going to love it,” she stressed the last two words and waved him out into the hallways pointing in one direction.

“Down there are living quarters for the Matrons and medical staff.” At the mention of matron’s Aren’s interest piqued, and he wanted to march in that direction to see if his own matron was here. His heart thudded, but Hellia started moving in the opposite direction. “The Vid rooms on board are fully immersive with haptic feedback. State-of-the-art stuff. And the Haloball courts are true anti-gravity zones. Not like the magnetized stuff you get on world. We’re gonna have a tournament starting tomorrow…”

The ensign’s excitement was infectious, and he walked a half step behind her, open-mouthed as he took in the stunning vessel. Starfleet ships were built to house a crew for years or decades at a time. They came with everything a small community could need, including shops and a dozen restaurants spread throughout.

The Deucalion was built on a grand scale with wide hallways and large open spaces. Gardens extended across the entire upper level, with trees that reached hundreds of feet in height in the redwood groves. The fauna acted as a natural air filter, and the gardens provided a delicacy in fresh produce and fruit throughout the year.

Aren bit into an apple Hellia handed him and closed his eyes in pleasure as the sweet juices burst in his mouth. All he’d known on earth were the desiccated remains of forests long dead, and he breathed the fresh air with a light heart.

“There it is,” the voice was cold, and anger lacing the words, made Aren spin to regard the speaker.

Their passage through the ship was noted, and small groups of women appeared, whispering as he passed. Aren knew what it was like to be popular, but this was on another level. Every eye was turned in their direction and the smoky looks he got from all corners had him feeling hunted.

Not every woman gazed at him like he was a lost puppy they couldn’t wait to scoop up and run home with. Here and there, Aren caught glares and frowns of anger. One small group hissed the moment they saw him and turned as one, stalking away from him and the ensign.
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Hellia paid them no mind as she led him on the tour. Pointing out each place of interest with the same enthusiasm. That is until the cold, accented voice spoke from right behind them. He spun to find a tiara-wearing teenager with crossed arms and a haughty expression as she blocked the entrance to a dayroom.

The girl had raven-black hair and dark eyes that glared at Aren. She was slender as a waif with shoulders that bowed in around a surprisingly large, firm bosom. Her clothes were the height of fashion, and a tiara was nestled in a net of diamonds that glittered beneath Deucalion’s lights.

“No halo over his head. And his feet are firmly fixed to the ground. This is who we’re supposed to worship and obey?”

The girl waved a hand as if dismissing Aren, but her eyes remained on him, hard and angry. She spoke to a taller blonde at her side, dressed in similar, if less ostentatious, clothes. The blonde’s eyes sparkled with interest when they met his, but turned flat when the little princess glanced her way. The gardens were mostly empty as the ship got underway, and Aren thanked God for small favors as he dipped into a formal bow, like he’d seen on the historical Vid dramas.

“A pleasure to make your acquaintance,” the smaller woman’s face turned red with anger, but her friend smiled and nodded back, earning her a glare from the dark-haired girl.

“The AI claims you’re a messiah. The Federation spent zillions at its request… But do you know who actually provided the capitol for this boondoggle?”

The diminutive girl stepped close enough that Aren could smell her floral perfume, and he tried not to stare at her cute, upturned nose, or the long lashes that fluttered as she glared up at him.

“The di Rosants will recoup our investment. When you’re proven to be a fraud, and your stones no more special than any other man’s,” even the girls’ sneer was beautiful. “The contract will be null and void, and I will reclaim the Deucalion for my mother, the Queen. Enjoy your days aboard, her, boy, for they are numbered.”

Turning on her heel, the girl marched off, and her friend flashed a brief, apologetic smile before grabbing her skirts and hurrying off after. Aren watched the raven-haired beauty go with an amused smile. There was something comforting in the fact that not everyone saw him as god’s gift to the women aboard. When he turned to Ensign Hellia she wore a rueful frown and shrugged.

“Princess Ophilia di Rosants is a powerful member of the Confederacy, but she has little power on board the Deucalion,” the ensign’s mouth was a tight line as she watched the girl march off. Several other women joined the pair, each giving Aren a sniff of disdain before turning their backs on him. “Her influence is growing though.”

Aren couldn’t take his eyes off the girl’s pert backside or her tiny waist as she swayed away, and Hellia had to pluck at his sleeve to get him to follow her. Her enthusiasm was subdued as she finished the tour, ending in the cryo chambers that stretched along the underbelly of the Deucalion.

“The latest technology has been incorporated into these,” Hellia said, waving at the long hallways of faintly illuminated tubes before flashing him an impish grin. “You don’t have to worry about hundreds of children running around underfoot. Most will be held in stasis, to be raised on world after terraforming has begun.”

It was quiet down here, and Hellia spoke softly as if her voice would disturb the emptiness. They walked down the long hallways and Aren’s disquiet deepened. Every glowing tube he passed was another weight placed on his shoulders as the reality of what he was being asked to do sank in.

These would be his children. How much contact and influence over them would he have? Was it even right for him to want that? A part of him felt like a prisoner in a gilded cage. Had he seen a single unattractive woman since he came aboard? He could leave if he wanted to. The Deucalion had shuttles, and it wasn’t a high crime to break his contract of service. He would be fined, and find employment difficult, but he would be free. Only, there was nowhere else for him to go. The only person he might leave for was already here.

“You should get some rest while you can,” Hellia said as they rose on a lift, floors flashing past. “I know Sanctity Ross is planning a lot of events and meet-up’s for you over the next few days. You’ll need your strength.”

The lift door hissed open, and the ensign lifted an arm to welcome him inside.

“These are your personal quarters. Build especially for you,” she hovered inside the lift, a hopeful smile on her face. “There’s a kitchenette complete with your own automat and a Vid room. The bedroom is the largest space and outfitted with everything you…or your companions might want,” her pale cheeks darkened and she licked her lips, and gave an exaggerated wink. “I’d be happy to show you around it.”

“What’s that?” Aren frowned at a small door tucked back into a corner of the kitchenette.

“Those are the quarters of your maid, a matron. You know her, I believe? That’s what the rumors are, but Emmalise has been quiet on the matter.” One look at Aren’s face confirmed her suspicions, and her hopeful smile fell.
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Aren didn’t hear a word after his matron’s name. Blood rushed past his eardrums, and a ringing sound filled the world as he turned and stepped off the lift. The door hissed closed before Hellia could say anything else, but he frowned back as he raised a hand, reaching in his direction. But Emmalise filled his thoughts once more, and he floated through the kitchenette. He lifted his hand to knock on the small, plain door, but it hissed open before he could, and there she was.

“My sweet boy,” Emmalise smiled and folded Aren into a hug, “I’m so proud of you.”

The storm of anxiety inside quieted as her gentle arms held him, and he breathed in the herbal scent of her shampoo. Softness engulfed his face, making him aware of where his arms were, and he made to pull back, but she gripped him tighter. The arms that held him as a babe refused to let him retreat, and he let his hands remain in place on the crook of her hips.

“I’ve dreamed of this day. Come, let’s get you comfortable, and you can tell me all about the Academy.”

Emotion clouded his vision, but she grinned as he pulled back from her bosom, brushing a tear from his cheek, smile broadened as she did.

“You’ve grown so tall… so handsome,” hints of red appeared in her cheeks, but his Matron pulled from his arms and turned to the kitchenette, working the tap and filling two mugs with steaming tea.

“There’s so much to tell you,” he said, not knowing where to start as he sank into one of the small chairs attached to the kitchen table. “I don’t know where to being.”

“Start at the beginning,” Emmalise said, sinking into the seat opposite him and resting a hand on the back of his after pushing a mug over. “We have hours until you meet with the captain and her first officer.”

Their eyes met, and so much passed between them in that look that Aren had to fight the tears back again. His matron let hers fall as she took a sip from her mug and squeezed his hand. He began with basic training and its rigors, skipping over the bulk of his schooling. She didn’t need to know about the constant tests or that he was transferred to another unit the moment he made any friends.

The Academy was a lonely time for Aren, but he threw himself into his studies and haloball. The sport was one of the few leisure activities allowed to cadets, and Aren excelled at it. His skills would have earned him friends, but he never stuck with a unit’s team for long. Just long enough to make the other boys envious, and then he was off to another.

“What about you?” He asked, self-conscious that he’d been speaking for almost an hour nonstop. “How are you here?”

“I volunteered.” Her cheeks reddened, but the hand gripping his squeezed tighter. “They didn’t tell me… when you were born,” she glanced up at the ceiling overhead and around the opulent room. “I was informed the day after you left by my superiors, and I signed up to join the Deucalion that day. There were difficulties joining the manifest. Because you’re my son,” her cheeks darkened again, and this time she glanced away from him. “But the AI allowed it. It understands the bonds between a Matron and her boy.”

When her eyes met his again, they were guarded and her expression stiff. The fingers holding his limp. Then he realized why, and his eyes widened, gaze involuntarily glancing down to sweep her prodigious curves. She read his expression, and the dark red of her cheeks shot down her neck and her limp fingers grasped him in a fierce grip as if she refused to let him bolt away from her.

“I thought you would have a normal life.” Her voice cracked, but the blush faded with every word. “Graduate, meet a few girls and marry them. Maybe bless me with a grandchild but this… This must be a lot for you.” Aren nodded, still not trusting himself to speak. “I know, and we’ll get through it together. Your duties will not define you and you will not let yourself be used. You aren’t some piece of meat, for these women to ride whenever they feel randy.”

The young man blinked at that and couldn’t stop himself from grinning. Emmalise sniffed at his amusement, but she couldn’t maintain her pique before her boy’s warm smile. Rising, she pulled him up and hugged him tight, ignoring the flutter in her belly as she felt his hard muscles beneath her arms.

When she released him, it was his cheeks that were pink, and she noted how his eyes bounced from hers to her heavy bosom as she led them to a small couch. Her sweet boy had grown so much over the past four years. When he left, he was a head shorter, but now he towered over her, and he had no idea of the effect he had on those around him.

Especially the women.

Emmalise couldn’t admit that a dossier on Aren had appeared in her inbox a month prior. Everyone aboard the Deucalion got the mail, but few spoke about it. It had a personality profile, statements from his few friends, school records which were exemplary, and a gallery of photos. The matron’s heart swelled to see her boy again as the first picture appeared of him in his dress blues on the day he was inducted into the academy. The second photo made her pause.

No longer a boy, it was a recent photo of a shirtless Aren playing haloball. His sweat-matted hair swung out as he spun, face bright with joy and his eyes locked onto a target. His lean muscles were coated in a light sheen of sweat, and the tight shorts he wore conformed around a thick bulge.

As a Matron, Emmalise knew she shouldn’t be affected by the photo, but she stared at her datapad for hours, curling into her covers as her fingers wandered to parts that hadn’t been touched in decades. Shame filled her after that, but every night she found herself in bed scrolling through galleries of AI-curated images of her son. And now she sat beside her Aren, nervous as a schoolgirl and certain he would be disgusted if he ever learned about her secret desires as she struggled to keep her eyes and hands to safe places.
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Her words heartened Aren, washing away the spark of fear that had lit in his gut. His matron was one of the most beautiful women he’d ever known, and her being here on this ship made all of his teenage fantasies resurface.

“Thank you,” he said, “I needed to hear that.”

Aren wanted to pull her into a hug, but he didn’t trust himself. Not after his strange encounter with Sanctity and the Doctor. His nerves were still on edge and his matron’s figure was like the blonde ‘nurse’. Wide hips that tapered down to delicate feet, and a narrow waist and torso that made her heavy bust look bigger.

“There’s a lot more to talk about,” she said. “But you need to get ready for your dinner with the Captain.” Aren blinked in surprise, and her lips pressed into a rueful smile. “You’ll find your duties extend beyond…” her cheeks darkened again, and she moved on quickly. “Dinner tonight with the captain and a meeting tomorrow with the Division Heads. They each have their own rules for their spaces, but the captain will explain all of that.”

She rose and waved for him to follow, grabbing a towel and passing it to him. The bathroom was larger than Aren expected. In the corner was a standing shower with multiple heads, and beside it was a large soaking tub, which made him blink in surprise.

“Is that a water bath?”

“It is,” his Matron beamed, as happy as he ever remembered seeing her as she gazed at the tub. “No expense was spared on your quarters. But you don’t have time to enjoy it now. The captain expects you in an hour. I’ll have your suit laid out on the bed.”

“I have a suit?”

“You have an entire wardrobe,” she said with a smile. Then, seeing his expression, Emmalise stepped forward and folded him into a hug. Her warmth enveloped him.

“I’m never going to get used to this,” he said as she pulled back and shook her head.

“It’s a lot, but we’ll get through it together.”

She withdrew from the bathroom and sealed the door, leaving Aren alone for the first time in what felt like forever. The hot water eased his muscles when he stepped beneath the spray, and Aren let his thoughts wander.

It was normal for a young man his age to have a girlfriend or two, or even three. Boys at the Academy talked about being assigned to ships or outposts filled with horny women. All desperate for a natural child and the stipend that comes with it. Aren dreamed of having a few years to explore before settling down and juggling his wives.

He imagined a cold, sterile room where he was sent to do his duty with expressionless women who grimaced through it. He pictured hairy, slothful, disgusting women beneath him and every horror he could imagine as the soap washed away the filth.

He forced his thoughts into these dark places because when they weren’t, they drifted to images of his gorgeous matron stripping for him like Sanctity did. Of her soft lips and generous curves. And his cock would rise, hard and aching along with the shame that tasted of bitterness in the back of his throat.

The bathroom had two sinks, which felt excessive, and the drawers were filled with all manner of lotions and oils. Aren ignored them and brushed his hair back from his face and scraped the stubble from his chin. A suit was indeed waiting for him when he stepped out of the shower with a towel wrapped around himself. His matron wasn’t in the room, so he let the towel fall and fingered the silky material of the suit.

“I could work for twenty years, and I wouldn’t be able to afford this,” he muttered to himself as he pulled on the silky drawers.


FIFTEEN


The black and white suit was woven from moonthread’s and it felt like heaven on his skin. Heads of state wore moonthread robes at galactic functions, and celebrities dressed themselves in it for events and parties. But Aren never thought he’d see the stuff in person, let alone be wearing it. As he pulled the coat on, it settled comfortable and he looked at himself in the large mirror covering one wall.

Aren barely recognized himself. Pale green eyes that almost glowed in the dim light of his rooms. Had his shoulders always looked this broad, or his torso so ‘V’ shaped? His hair refused to stay in place, but the Academy didn’t let him shave it. His fingers itched to find shears and scrape it off, but the display on the wall told him there was no time.

As if on cue, there came a soft knock on his door, and a bell sounded. A second later, the Vid screen on the wall flashed and a young petty officer appeared. Pretty and with soft brown hair pulled back in a bun, the young woman snapped a salute.

“Petty Officer Sinders, here to escort you to the captain’s quarters.”

Adjusting his coat one last time, Aren sighed and tapped a button that made the front door hiss open. Petty Officer Sinders blinked in surprise when he stepped out and her eyes grew wide. She schooled her expression back to stiff formality a second later and motioned for him to follow her.

The junior officer had a cherubic, doll-like face and the figure to match, but he had to hurry to keep up with her shorter legs. Back ramrod straight and face impassive, she noticed everything as they moved through the ship, relaying orders as she passed. Aren tried to engage her in conversation, but she rebuffed every attempt with single-word responses, and he stewed in silence as they made their way through the ship.

Aren still wasn’t used to being stared at, and he felt hundreds of eyes following his every movement as they made their way. Here and there he caught glares, but most were fawning looks that made him even more uncomfortable. The captain’s quarters were at the head of the ship, and the crowds thinned as they entered the officers’ quarters.

The common areas were replaced with elegant staterooms in pink and lavender. In here the officers could relax and let their coats open, and he saw several playing games together around Vid screens. The youngest he saw were around the Petty Officer’s age, a good six or seven years older than himself, while the oldest had touches of gray in their temples. Most had the pale eyes and aquiline noses of the upper nobility, but their skin tones were of all hues. Each and every woman he saw was a beauty that made his nerves grow with every step.

“Captain and the F.O. are waiting,” Petty Officer Sinders said, not meeting Aren’s eyes as she indicated a double set of doors at the end of a short hallway. “I’ll be in with the snacks shortly.”

Without another word, the small woman turned on a heel and marched off. She passed a room where a woman had come out and was leaning on the open doorjam. The tall blonde threw Aren a wink.

“If they leave you with any juice, stop by after,” her pale brown eyes scanned Aren from head to toe as she licked her lips lasciviously. “I’ll give you a ride you’ll never forget, boy.”

Old enough to be his matron, the woman’s body was lean and her firm breasts looked like they might burst out of her top. She turned back into her room and ran a hand over her hips, looking back with a grin to make sure he was appreciating the view. Her door hissed shut, and Aren swallowed, lifting a hand to knock.

The door opened, and he was greeted by a dim interior. The room was smaller than he guessed it would be, smaller than his own. Built into the front hull, it curved to his right. The walls he could see were covered in artworks from all over the galaxy, but the furnishings were spartan and few. A command table dominated the living space, giving the captain immediate access to the ship’s systems in the event of an emergency.

“Come in,” the voice was warm, but there was something in it that was used to commanding and being obeyed.


SIXTEEN


Aren’s stomach was doing somersaults as he stepped into the room, and his nerves ratcheted up a notch when the door hissed shut behind him. To his right, the room opened up, and he saw a stunning view of the galaxy. Beneath the ‘windows’ were cushioned benches, and a richly appointed sitting area.

A broken laz sword hung on a wall, and the de-powered generator of a starship sat on a pedestal. A dozen other trophies filled the space, but two figures commanded his attention. Sitting stiffly on a cushioned armchair, legs crossed demurely and wearing a tight black dress that ill-suited her, was First Officer Elishta Ramos. Behind her, at a stiff parade rest, was the Captain herself.

Tall and commanding, the woman’s dark hair was pulled back into a severe bun, and her uniform was immaculate. A brace of ribbons and badges stood beneath one shoulder, angled because of her large bust but still legible. Aren saw the Red Cross of Gallantry in the mix, which meant the woman had seen actual combat. A rarity in the Federation.

“Welcome to my quarters, young Aren Basileus,” her voice sent shivers down his spine, and Aren had to force himself not to stare at the perfect, smooth planes of her face. “Refreshments will be here shortly, but I wanted to take some time to get to know you and for you to ask whatever questions you have of us.”

She motioned for him to sit, but Aren remained standing, hands clasped behind his back, mirroring her stance.

“I would welcome that, ma’am. There are still many things I’m still unclear about…” the First Officer’s gaze was flat, but the captains were welcoming so he hazarded a question that had been bothering him. “Such as, am I still under contract with Fleet and part of your chain of command? I’m unsure who I report to, ma’am.”

The captain’s wide mouth softened into a smile, and she nodded, stepping from behind the F.O.’s chair to gaze out at the galaxy.

“That’s a question I’ve asked myself without straightforward answers. By law you’re contracted with Fleet until your enlistment is over,” she turned back and shrugged. “But that time is cut in half should you marry or bear a natural child. So that puts you under my command for at least a couple of years,” she smirked, and Is heart skipped a beat to see the playful expression on the gorgeous woman’s face.

“The AI says we’re all under your command,” Elishta said, and she crossed her slender arms beneath surprisingly large breasts. The dark skin thrust up into firm mounds, and when she caught where his gaze had strayed, the First Officer jerked her arms back down to her sides and scowled. “It says we should be ready for you to bend us over and stick it in whenever you want. Be good, little breeding mares, and all will be well.”

“I don’t…”

“Peace,” the captain motioned for him to sit again, and Aren let his stance soften, sinking into the chair. “At our core, we’re a colony ship. Same as the thousands who have gone before us. The trip will be longer, and the goal… different, but the rules we live by will be the same: Violence is verboten and will be met with swift punishment. Access to the bridge is strictly controlled, and navigation is the sole responsibility of me, my First Officer, and Major Lognview, our navigator… who I believe you’ve already met.” Her smile grew crooked. “And then there’s the most most important, though the least understood rule: Everything is a resource aboard a colony ship.”

He nodded, but she caught the question in his eyes and explained.

“We’re a closed system aboard the Deucalion. Every breath, every piece of trash, everything, is recycled by her systems. Nothing is wasted, even the dead.”

Aren blinked at that, and the captain was about to continue, but there was a soft ding from the door, and it hissed open a second later. The petty officer pushed a hovertray into the room, and Aren’s stomach grumbled in hunger. The surface was covered in small pastries, wrapped meats, and a dozen other treats he’d heard of but never eaten.

“The meal will be served in twenty minutes , unless you wish it delayed,” Sinders didn’t look Aren’s direction.

“Yes, delay it,” the captain said, stepping around the chair and up to the young officer. “Prepare a glass of Rosencrantz, we’re having some… anxieties.”

A soft hiss came from the first officer, and she glared at Aren. The young petty officer finally glanced at him, and her eyes burned with something powerful. They bore into him, and he shifted in his seat, but it was over as quickly as it began, and the young officer thumped her fist against her chest in salute and turned to go. A faint grimace touched the captain’s lips as she watched the young woman’s stiff gait, and she shook her head gently when the door shut.

“Some of the women on board will take time to become comfortable with their duty,” the first ffficer made a sound in the back of her throat, and the captain’s smile turned wry as she looked to the other woman. “But there is a reason we’ve all been chosen. They’ll see.”

“What about…” his voice trailed off when her gaze turned to him. She didn’t stare or glare, but there was a weight to it that made him remember the raft of ribbons and medals on her chest. “I spoke with Princess Ophilia-.”

The captain nodded and crossed her arms behind her back again as she paced slowly.

“I didn’t choose our manifest. The AI did, and it has its own purposes there. Have no fear of sabotage or mutiny aboard the Deucalion. We are safe. Would you care for something to eat? Sinders prepared delights from all over the galaxy.”

Aren had never considered mutiny, but his fears faded after popping the first pastry into his mouth. As he ate, the captain briefed him on his and the ship’s schedule. He would spend the week meeting with and getting to know the various departments throughout the Deucalion. Their trip was planned over a decade, with three years in the dark between galaxies. Two months from now we would reach our first checkpoint on the rim, then it would begin its long transition out of our galaxy’s gravity well and slingshot around part of its outer edge for a full year.

“Those of us with orders and the civilians who volunteered have had years to reconcile with their futures, but you’ve only just begun. The future you planned for yourself is no longer, and that will come with its own issues. We have counselors who will help, but if you want my advice, throw yourself into your duty.

“Xarina doesn’t believe in the Alpha Protocol and she’s the most brilliant woman I know, but I have faith, young man.” Her blue eyes burned with a fervor that made him shiver. “Within your seed lies a secret. That secret will birth a race that shall spread throughout the universe. That will exist until the end of time… and we will begin the insemination here and now. Ramos, assume the position,” she spoke to the first officer without looking at the sender woman, bottom lip trembling as she added. “The AI requires a witness… so I shall remain.”


SEVENTEEN


Aren paused in the act of shoveling a salty bit of meat and pastry into his mouth, as Alishta Ramos gave a sigh and rose. The slender woman turned and drew the tight black dress up her body. His eyes bulged as the captain’s last words registered and her small, pert rear came into view. She knelt on her cushioned chair and gripped the backrest, pushing her rear back at him. Lacy black undergarments covered her sex, but Aren could make out the outline of her lips imprinted on the thin fabric, and his pants grew tight, breathing ragged.

“You want me too…?”

“Of course,” the captain beamed, and she sank into a chair in the corner for the first time, long legs crossing before herself as she laced her fingers together on her tightly buttoned coat. “The AI requires proof before the Stardrive is engaged, and I’m certain you will enjoy it. I’ve done my research. Her sex will be perfectly pleasant.”

Aren’s discomfort grew, and he shifted in his seat. The young officer spun, her dark shoulder-length hair swirling around her as she shot him a glare.

“How long will you force me into this shame? Just…” she pressed her eyes shut, and he thought he saw genuine desire in them when they flashed open, but an instant later the anger was back, and he was certain he had misread it. “Just put it in already!”

“No,” the word had more force than he meant it to, and First Officer Elishta’s eyes widened, and her dark skin grew flushed with anger.

“No? Am I too old for you? Too unsightly?”

“What? No! Stars, you’re so fucking beautiful I can’t think straight,” his eyes shifted to the firm little ass facing him and the gap between her slender thighs, and he swallowed. Her face stayed red, but the expression shifted. “You all are. Stars, I don’t know where to look,” a laugh escaped, and he heard the nervous energy in it and mastered himself. “I’m eighteen and I’ve spent the last four years surrounded by boys my age. I’m crawling out of my skin every time I turn my head. But you don’t want this. You’ve been ordered to this and that’s not going to work for me. Wasn’t the earlier test enough? That was embarrassing enough for a lifetime.”

He didn’t look at the lump that had grown down his thigh or think about how it throbbed as the officer’s pert ass swayed before him. The voice in his head yelled at him to stand and do exactly what the captain said, but he refused to let that be his first time.

“If you want more proof, I’ll jerk off into a cup. You can use that to make a kid, but this… this is beneath both of us.”

Elishta’s face fell, and she scrambled back into her seat, pulling her dress into place with awkward, jerky movements. She opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out, and the captain sighed, rising.

“It seems my research was incomplete. My apologies, Aren Basileus. The AI is adamant, however, that natural insemination is required for the efficacy of your material to present itself. The earlier test was one of potency. This is a test of efficacy. Is there another aboard who you’re willing to stick it in this evening?”

Her crude language made him grimace again, but his eyes were traveling up her long legs to the curve of her hips and the bust strapped beneath her coat. As their eyes met, the captain’s brow rose.

“Very well,” her voice had lost its crisp tone of command and was a touch breathless as she reached up to unbutton the front of her coat. “F.O.… you are relieved.”

The first officer sank back into her seat and downed the glass of violet wine at her side. The look on her face wasn’t exactly relieved, but Aren couldn’t worry about her as the captain shrugged out of her stiff coat and turned to hang it from the back of a chair. There were spots of color in her cheeks, but she moved with workman-like efficiency as she unlatched her belt and made to push her uniformed slacks down.

Alarm bells rang in Arens mind as he pictured the tall woman bending over a table or chair and ordering him to, ‘stick it in’. He shuddered and did the hardest thing he could think of in that moment: he stood. The rational part of his mind screamed at him to remain seated and not draw the wrath of this woman down on himself, but his instincts propelled him to rise.

His skin prickled as their heads swung to him, but the moment demanded something from him, and if he didn’t rise to meet it, everything would go sideways. His life aboard the Deucalion would be awkward, uncomfortable, and doomed from the start.

“I don’t think the AI meant for me to just… you know,” he couldn’t say the words aloud, and the captain raised an eyebrow. “I don’t want to overstep my place, but if we have… make love, for proof… Then may I…”

He hated the hesitation in his voice, but it was difficult to find the strength to speak with force in front of the older woman. Authority was woven into her being, and she exerted command of the room without trying.

“Do as you like.”


EIGHTEEN


There was just a hint of a question in her voice, and Aren’s insides curled as he contemplated his next move. Elishta looked up at him with an expression that might be anger, but he sensed a fragility to her and wasn’t certain how to cross that minefield. The captain was a deeper puzzle and remote, with her stiff posture and flawless, mature beauty, but in that moment, he desired her more than anything in the universe.

A fire burned in Aren. He’d felt it since he was a boy. The Academy helped him channel it into sports and his studies, but that was only because of the absence of women. Ever since he got onto that shuttle this morning, that fire was rekindled. The banked coals of his desire flared to life with his matron. The awkward meeting had tried to stifle them, but seeing the captain bend over, her tight blouse swaying with the weight of her heavy bosom, and the long, slender lines of her body made it a raging inferno he couldn’t ignore.

“What are you-! Mnhnmm…”

The woman stiffened in his arms at first, but then she became deliciously soft. The kiss was sensual but awkward at first. Breath rasped in as it broke and her eyes blinked at him in surprise. She reached to grab him as he guided them towards a couch stretched beneath a massive window.

“This isn’t… what the Vids…”

Her words cut off in a hiss of pleasure as Arens hand slid up her body and cupped one large breast. He understood now, and his lips quirked into a grin as the buttons of her coat popped free.

In a galaxy where the ratio of women to men is five to one, it’s common for a woman to go her whole life without a male partner. The captain was one such woman. All she knew of lovemaking was learned from porn Vids, and toys, which was a twisted way to learn things. Many governments outlawed the Vids because of the addictions they formed, but the restriction had never existed in the fleet.

“Is that what you want?” Aren asked, as he laid the woman down, knee pressing into the cushion next to her hip as his eyes drank in the pale flesh showing through her parted blouse. “Do you want me to tie you down, bend you over, and stuff all your holes with vibrating toys like in the Vids? Or do you want to make love?”

From the flash of desire in her eyes, she wanted to be tied down, but he ignored the look. Little had made sense since he boarded the Deucalion but in this moment, with this trembling older woman laid out before him, he knew exactly what to do. Aren couldn’t say how, but a deep empathetic part of him knew her thousands of fantasies and hopes for this moment were woven about her genuine desire. One she couldn’t acknowledge because to admit it, even to herself, would be to admit weakness. She wanted to be loved.

Those large blue eyes stared up into his and softened when he brushed a thick strand of dark hair from her face. He wanted to kiss her again, but he had to stare at her beauty, overcome with where he was and who he was with. A sound from behind let him know Elishta was still watching and his slacks tightened at the prospect of her witnessing.

“You are so beautiful,” the words slipped out, but the captain’s wide mouth curled into a pleased smile as she twisted on the couch.

“Zera,” she purred, “you can call me Zera.”

Her slender arms circled around his neck, and Aren pulled the woman close. Their second kiss was decidedly less awkward, as he pressed himself against her. The cushions gave gentle sounds beneath them, and their quick breaths and hungry lips soon filled the large room with wicked sounds.

The last buttons of Zera’s blouse came undone, and Aren slipped his hand inside. She shivered at his touch, and the indrawn breath became a hiss as his fingertips sent waves of sensation throughout her body. Watching the older, gorgeous woman arch beneath his touch sent a surge of confidence through Aren and he peeled her top off and popped the clasp of her stiff bra.

The white garment fell away, and he sighed in delight. Zera was blushing as he took in her naked breasts, and she raised a hand to cover them, but he stopped her. It only took a gentle touch on her wrist, and the hand fell away, jerking back to her side when it landed on his lap. Pale and firm her breasts rose into twin peaks, capped by pale, puffy nipples that his lips ached to taste.

Their eyes met, and her blush deepened, and she smiled shyly beneath his regard. Then he pulled her close again, and their lips tangled, dancing against one another as Zera’s fingers worked their way back to his stiffness. His palms cupped her bosom as she grasped his hard cock through his tight slacks and hissed in a breath.

Twice his age and infinitely more experienced than Aren, the captain let him take the lead, and he refused to squander the opportunity. His lips found her neck, while his fingertips sought her most sensitive parts. The ones that made her tremble as he kissed his way down and across her breasts. Taking a stiff nipple into his lips, he let her arch into him as she moaned, teeth brushing the sensitive nubbin. As his fingers slipped inside the waistband of her pants.

Nails dug into his scalp, almost painfully as she clutched him to her bosom. The firm, smooth flesh surrounded his face, and Aren thanked whatever gods had put him here as he slipped a finger within her wet sex.

“Oh god!”

The nails in his scalp dug deep, and the slack fingers on his hardness grew stiff again, gripping him, and then the slender woman melted beneath him. She was so wet his finger slipped deep inside, brushing a rough patch that unlocked the captain’s muscles. He watched in fascination as her tongue lolled and eyes rolled back, beautiful face twisting, and then her thighs clamped around his wrist and the hand gripping his hair curled up to her face, pressing into her mouth.

“Nghhgh!”

Aren struggled to find his breath as he watched the gorgeous captain orgasm on his fingers. The barest touch had set the woman off, and she shuddered beneath him, arms pressing her huge breasts together as she curled into his side, panting. Their eyes met and his plans fled. The need to taste her fled as he fumbled his pants down.

If desire was a tractor beam it held Aren and the captain fast. Drawing them together as their clothes were kicked away. The captain eyes widened when she took in the young man before her but she didn’t have time for more of a reaction as her thighs slipped around his.

The sounds coming from her throat were desperate, hungry, like those of a feral animal. As her fingers slipped around his thickness and drew it against her hungry sex, her teeth pressed into her bottom lip and her focus shrank to a single point. Aren’s fingertips on her cheek shocked her out of the reverie and their eyes met again, the world hovering on the brink and then a lightning bolt shot through her slit as their union was made complete.


NINETEEN


Elishta Ramos trembled as she watched the most raw, intimate encounter of her life unfold mere feet away from her.

Initially against the Alpha Protocol, the Ramos clan was one of many that litigated against the genetic testing and possible conscription onto the Deucalion. When the clan’s prodigal daughter was chosen as the ship’s First Officer, after a decade commanding drop marines in a dozen hot zones, Elishta thought it a poor joke.

Motherhood was never in the marine’s plans. Elishta knew war, and that’s all she cared to know. From the captain’s secret drawer of toys, the woman was born for her role as a brood-mare. But Elishta had refused, even when ordered to be the proof the AI needed to jump. Then the CV arrived, and with it the pictures. As many hours as she’s spent staring at those pictures, they didn’t do his gentle but intelligent blue eyes justice. It didn’t accurately describe the artistry of his chiseled lips and strong jawline. Or his tall, commanding presence and lean strength. He’d stood before the galactic councilors and hadn’t blinked. With ten thousand eyes on him, and trillions more watching through the Vids, he’s been proud, confident and beautiful.

Elishta watched his back muscles and powerful thighs flex as he slowly thrust into the captain and cursed her own awkwardness. It should be her, with the fluttering eyelids and vacant expression, grunting like a whore as that huge, thick…

“Oh God, I’m…!”

Captain Xera Goodchild led the route on Marn and sailed the Bright Cortex alone, charting a fresh path across the galaxy. She was everything an officer should be, and watching her come undone beneath a boy half her age was the most powerful thing Elishta had ever witnessed. Her fingers slipped between her own thighs as Aren thrust with wild abandon, and Xera screamed as another orgasm ripped through her body.

Aren trembled in the wake of his orgasm. The captain clung to him. Her nails digging into his back and her heels locked behind his thighs.

The second he entered her tightness, he’d begun losing control. It had taken all of his willpower not to hammer away the second he slid in, and watching her cum hadn’t helped. The grip of her sex as it shivered around his cock, gushing wetness around him, had been the tipping point and he lost control.

He drew in a ragged breath, ready to apologize, but Xera’s brilliant eyes snapped open and the woman flung herself at him. Like a spider monkey, she clung to him, causing him to roll on the couch, and when the captain came out atop, she leaned back, whipping her long dark hair back over her shoulders.

Starlight illuminated a body that made his mouth go dry. Even now, in the wake of claiming her, he could only stare in awe. His softening cock, still lodged inside her sex, throbbed back to life, and the captain purred in pleasure, running a hand up her slender side to cup one large breast and press it against her chest as she bit her bottom lip.

“Nghhh,” her eyes narrowed in bliss and a hand pressed down on Aren’s chest, holding her in place as she rocked her hips gently.

The feel of her wetness gripping him as she rocked send waves of pleasure through Aren but his attention was diverted from the gorgeous woman riding him to the F.O. Who was twisted in her chair, legs thrown over the armrest and a hand working between her thighs as she watched them couple. His eyes met the tiny woman’s, and embarrassment flashed across her face, but she didn’t look away, and her slender thighs parted, giving him a view of her high, firm breasts jiggling in time with her movements.

“You will breed Elishta…. Next… nghh… yes?”

Aren’s head snapped around, and he stared up into the captain's grinning eyes. Zera slid her hands down her body and planted them to either side of his head, hair falling in a curtain around them as her hips still ground into him with delicious slowness.

Aren slid his hands up her thighs, one circling around to grip her wide, firm ass as the other rose to pull her close. The captain hissed in pleasure as his fingers dug into her rear, but his grip on the back of her neck kept her lips hovering an inch from his. The captain hissed in frustration, tongue brushing his lips before the hiss turned into a sharp hiss when his hand met her ass in a firm slap.


TWENTY


Zera’s eyes snapped wide open in shock. It had probably been thirty years since anyone dared slap the poised woman’s rear, and the combination of startlement, embarrassment and a sharp, overwhelming pleasure, sent her over the edge and she shuddered, back arching and the sound cut off as her scream turned silent and sweat popped out on her skin.

Her reaction was so powerful Aren forgot all about Elishta as he pulled the captain down atop him. His hands were ceaseless on her body, every curve sending him to greater heights of ecstasy, as her lips sought his, hungrily kissing him as she trembled beneath him. Aren’s cock throbbed and his balls ached, but whenever he tried to thrust again Zera would tremble and cling to him, nodding for him to continue but gritting her teeth as the sensation became too powerful.

He rolled them up onto the couch, the captain’s legs folded beneath her as she sat atop him. He ached as her tightness fluttered around his cock, but his hands slid up her side, cupping those big breasts together as he savored the sight of her.

The captain struggled for focus, pushing sweat-slick hair back over her shoulder as she drew his face into her breasts. She tried to ride him, but the jolt of pleasure was too much, and she froze, shivering, and then breathed her prayer into his ear before clinging to reality with a fraying grip.

“Fuck me… cum for me… breed me!”

The words broke the last of Aren’s control, and his young hips rose, driving his steel hard cock up into the captain. The older woman cried out in joy, but her expression grew ugly as her sanity slipped. Her mind breaking with pleasure as Aren’s lips latched onto a stiff nipple and he took his pleasure from her aching pussy.

Later Zera Goodchild would try to count her orgasms, but they blended into one another as she clung to the back of the couch and his head. They exploded like fireworks in her belly and sent sparks of joy to fuddle her thoughts. Only when he growled in warning did she fight her way back to reality, desperate to witness the moment it happened. And then his eyes rolled back, and hot, powerful spurts of his special seed flooded her insides, and the captain sighed in pleasure, her body slack and slick with sweat.

Aren was shaking as he shifted the woman off him. In the wake of the most powerful orgasm of his life, he was left drained. The captain slumped onto the couch beside him, insensate to the world. He needed to clean up and wash the sweat off, but when he made to rise, a pair of knees thudded into the ground, and he was staring into the desperate eyes of the first officer.

He knew he should feel embarrassed. Standing there naked, with his manhood at half-mast, bobbing in time with his heartbeat. He should be reaching for his clothes strewn around his feet, but he didn’t move. His eyes locked onto those of Elishta Ramos, and he knew power for the first time in his life.

“I will clean you,” the woman breathed, and he nodded, forcing his feet to remain in place as she crawled to him.

Her dark eyes were locked on his cock as it softened, and he let her approach it slowly. Nostrils flaring as she breathed in the scent of him and the captain. He watched her with curious eyes, reading deep into the older woman’s expressions. She was shy and nervous. Confident as an officer, certain as a woman, she trembled before a man. Hovering a bare inch away from his throbbing cock, she turned away and reached for his discarded undershirt, lifting the white cloth, but he stopped her with a raised hand.

“Use your mouth.”

Elishta froze like a startled animal, large eyes swiveling to stare up at his thickening cock. The shirt fell from her fingers, forgotten. She shuffled forward, heedless of the pain in her knees as she reached out to rest trembling fingers on his thighs. The first officer’s pretty face turned up to his, their eyes meeting and the last of her anger fled as she read the desire written there.


TWENTY-ONE


Aren felt more than saw the captain stir, but his focus remained locked on the woman kneeling before him. He let his eyes drink in her slender figure. High firm breasts and the lean lines of her torso. Her small, firm ass made his cock bob in desire again, and her bottom lip trembled. A hesitant tongue reached out, running a trail of fire up the underside of his cock as she tasted him.

Eyes widened, nostrils flared, and when the soft, pebbled flesh of her tongue brushed the sensitive spot just beneath his head, making Aren’s knees jump and him groan in pleasure, the first officer grinned. Tongue reaching out, she swallowed him, the entirety of his cock disappearing in an instant as she darted forward, inhaling him as she did.

“Oh god,” Aren breathed, unprepared for the incredible grip of her throat, or the wild sensation of her muscles milking him to stiffness as she swallowed.

He had to rest his hands on her head to keep from stumbling forward, and Elishta groaned all the louder as his fingers dug into her scalp. Somehow her tongue reached out the bottom, wiggling across his balls as her throat let out the lewdest sounds Aren had ever heard. Her nails dug into his thighs as she pulled back, trailing strands of slick saliva before driving back down on him.

The older officer was eager but inexperienced, and as incredible as her mouth and throat were, she had a habit of brushing the sensitive skin of his shaft with her teeth. Making him jump in pain each time. When it happened a third time, he growled in frustration and jerked his dick back out of her mouth, loving how her tongue reached for him, neck stretching until her eyes met his and saw the need there.

“Nghh!”

Words didn’t come as she scrambled onto the couch, assuming the same posture as before, ass pushed back at him as she knelt and gripped the backrest. Only this time there was no hesitation, no uncertainty in her movements. Aren felt a giddy sense of power as he stepped up behind the first officer. In powered armor, she was one of the most terrifying fighters alive, but as he slid her dark underwear slowly down her thighs, she trembled until he brushed her sex with the head of his cock.

“Yess!”

The captain had rolled onto her back and lounged against the armrest of the same couch, running a hand up and down her inner thigh. Her eyes met his, and she grinned, licking her lips in anticipation of watching the action. Aren put the gorgeous captain out of his mind, or tried to, as he focused on the woman bent over before him.

“Stick it-! Hssssnnghhgnn!!!”

Before she could utter the crude phrase, his hand connected with one dark-skinned cheek, and Elishta hissed in surprise and pleasure. Her back arched, pert rear flexing up as her head came back, short dark bob swaying, then he was sliding inside her. The grip of her pussy was even tighter than her throat, and he backed off a few inches before driving in deeper.

“Hnghhh!”

A high picked groan escaped the first officer, and then he was thrusting inside her, slowly at first as she became accustomed to his girth. The woman’s head lolled on the couch, and her nails dug deep into the cushions as sweat popped out on her skin. It only took two slow strokes for her to shiver beneath him, pussy squeezing his dick so hard it became painful as an orgasm ripped through the first officer.

“Beautiful,” Zera breathed, one hand cupping a large breast, thumb and forefinger pinching the nipple and rolling it as the other trailed lazily between her thighs.

Her eyes were locked onto the scene before her, but when she caught Aren glancing at her again, she rose and, swinging a leg down, pressed herself to his side, fingers finding and popping her first officer’s bra open. She trapped the young man’s lips in a heated kiss as he continued to slow-fuck her first officer. The fingers of one hand trailed down across his firm stomach, brushing the muscles before reaching lower to cup his heavy, glorious testicles.

“We’re going to empty these,” she purred, grinning when Elishta groaned an agreement through another shuddering orgasm. “drain every drop from you… yes?”

“Mhmhmm,” he nodded in agreement, lips unable to form words as he lost control, fingers gripping the first officer’s tiny waist as his hips began to slam into her.

The captain’s playful nip at his lips, and the nails she ran through his scalp didn’t help him gain control, and the first officer’s cries of pleasure turned sharp and feral as he fucked her with deep, long strokes. Her nails dug into the couch, face reflected in the windows with a rictus snarl as she clung to sanity, orgasms crashing through her like tidal waves. Then he was cumming, unable to stop as the captain’s breath tickled his neck and fingertips his balls.

Their eyes met in the reflection, Elishta’s going wide, mouth forming a wide ‘O’ as a silent scream escaped her. Then Aren couldn’t focus as the waves of pleasure grew so sharp the world faded for a moment, his cock throbbing as he shot deep in the older woman’s hungry womb.

Somewhere a bell chimed, and a green light flashed on the captain’s command station, but the woman jerked his head around and their tongues were dancing. He sank into the couch with her pressing close, his limbs shaky but fingertips seeking her curves.


TWENTY-TWO


Then the most incredible thing happened as the AI took command of the Deucalion, shooting the starship through the great void at faster than light speeds. He, a simple cadet, sat while the ship’s captain and first officer stretched out to either side, naked and available for his questing hands.

While he explored every inch of them, they in turn lavished his manhood with the most sublime attention. Lips and tongues working him in tandem. Teasing and dancing up and down his cock before they began trading him back and forth between their mouths when he got hard again. Once he did, the women took turns riding him as the stars stretched overhead. Bouncing for a few delightful minutes before trading out, teasing out his biggest load of the night before Aren lost control and pulled the captain down with him.

Her long legs were stretched up, toes curled as they coupled. Aren watched the last of her control slip, blue eyes rolling back into her skull as he gripped her ass with one hand. Inhibitions had fled long since, and so had his earlier hesitation. His fingers knotted in her hair, pulling her head back, sharp as his lips brushed her neck. Zera’s orgasm crested just as his balls tightened, and then he felt something warm and wet swipe across them, pressure behind him, and his world became white hot bliss.

When Aren came to, the captain was curled up at his side, and the sensations coming from his crotch were so sharp he flinched back. Elishta mewled in protest, and he reached down to pat her matted hair, and she mewled again, happy as she went back to kissing and licking his manhood.

“That was…” the captain’s voice trailed off as their eyes met and her smile deepened, eyes flickering down as she settled against his side more tightly. “hmmm.”

He had to agree with the sentiment. Sleep wanted to pull him under its gentle grasp, but he fought it. The officer couldn’t and was soon snoring against his leg while the captain rose on an elbow and smiled at her subordinate, trailing her fingertips across Aren’s chest.

“Tomorrow, you begin your duty,” she glanced down at the first officer and grinned. “I fear most will be like her… too awkward to know what they want… But you have tricks for that, mmhmmmm, yes you.”

The captain grinned as she ran a delicate nail up his abs. Sleep would have to wait, according to the eager light in the woman’s eyes. While the first officer remained comatose, he and the captain staggered into her bedroom, and her long legs pulled him between her thighs. Soon her gasps of pleasure were calling Alishta into them, as her body writhed beneath his like a lioness unfurling herself.

When Zera cried out in pleasure as an orgasm swept through her, the first officer pressed him back. Her slender arms were surprisingly strong as she pulled him down beside the shuddering captain. The women kissed as he fucked the first officer and grinned when they saw the reaction it got from Aren. The captain turned to the other woman, fingers reaching down to tease her pussy as he fucked her, kissing her way down Elishta’s neck to feast on her breasts.

Aren couldn’t hold out long after that, and he collapsed between the pair after a shuddering orgasm. Sleep finally claimed him as the pair snuggled close to his side. He woke sometime later as pleasure washed over him and his cock throbbed between their tongues. The pair grinned at him but continued to lick him from base to tip until he coated their lips and tongues with his seed. He passed out again as they shared it back and forth, rising to make out above him.

The last thought that flitted through his mind before he passed out was that if this was to be his future, it would either be a dream come true or he’d be dead in a few weeks after they drained him dry. But what a glorious death that would be. Dreams swallowed him under while elsewhere onboard the Deucalion a matron lay in a pile of her son’s clothes, breathing in his musk as she shamefully got herself off for the tenth time that evening.

To Be Continued…
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