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Chapter
One



Starlight was all Aren could see by when he rose out of the captain’s bed. The tall woman grumbled when he disentangled his limbs from hers, and she rolled back over into the covers, but the First Officer rose with him.

Elishta Ramos drew a thin robe about herself as he dressed and poured a steaming cup of coffee for herself. Aren was ready for things to be awkward as he made his exit, but the dark-haired woman brushed a kiss against his cheek and gave him a wink when he cast a final glance back at the captain.

“Zera isn’t a morning person,” her lips quirked into a smirk. “The breeding is complete, but I know she’ll want a… follow up. Think you can fit us into your busy schedule?”

“Every day and twice on Sunday,” he said with a grin.

She gave a knowing smile before tugging her robe more tightly about herself and letting it conform to her slender body.

“Make sure you get some rest. Your days are going to be very… busy,” with a final wink she slipped back into the captain’s stateroom and Aren was left to find his own way back to his rooms.

He didn’t know what to expect in the coming days, but this first one had been a shock. When Aren woke that morning, he never dreamt he’d find himself aboard the Deucalion on a mission to leave the galaxy. The thought of venturing into the dark between galaxies was terrifying.

They would be without support. No chance another ship could come and rescue them if there were engine trouble or a hull breach. A thousand things could go wrong during the years they would spend crossing the void, but he had to trust the engineers.

The officers’ quarters had a door guard posted but she lounged in a chair, reading from her datapad. She glanced up lazily when Aren approached and gave a start of surprise when she noticed the young man. Scrambling to her feet the tall, slender woman snapped a crisp salute.

“My lord!”

“Don’t call me that,” Aren hunched his shoulders in, glancing around at her sharp words but the halls were empty this late in the night. “I’m not a noble-born on any world, why does everyone keep calling me that?”

“You are our lord, sir,” her pretty face softened in confusion. “You’re the only masculine authority aboard. Who else could we turn to?”

“Right,” Aren said,

He blushed at the reminder and hurried past the tall woman who still held her salute. Only as he was passing her did he realize that the rank assigned to him by the captain put him above her and many of the women aboard.

Returning her salute, the woman relaxed, but he saw her building up her courage to speak again and hurried around a corner before she could waylay him. His jaw creaked with a yawn, and he made a mental note to apologize to the guard if he saw her again and to learn her name. But those would have to wait until after he slept. His feet were heavy with exhaustion, and he had to turn back three times as he got lost in Deucalion’s corridors.

The clip of heels behind him didn’t give Aren pause, but when they followed him around corners and down walkways, he got nervous. When one set of heels became two and then three, the hair rose on the back of his neck.

Aren was a trained soldier, but so were most of the women aboard. Any three of whom could probably take him down or manhandle him into an airlock. If they pushed him through two, he could be ejected into cold space and be dead before the breath left his body.

A fourth set of heels joins the others and their speed picked up.

Panic flooded Aren, and he rushed forward, feet slapping on the ground in a sprint until he spied his rooms large door. When it flashed open, he cast a glance back, but those hunting him hung back. Darting into the darkness of his rooms, Aren breathed a sigh of relief and almost screamed in shock when a hand rested on his shoulder.


Chapter
Two



“Honey, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” the relief returned when he realized it was Emmalise.

Tall and curvy in the most wonderful ways Emmalise was the matron who’d raised him from a babe. She wasn’t his biological parent, for Aren was born in the vatteries. The same place trillions were born throughout the galaxy. Engineered by the AI each generation was more beautiful and healthier than the last. The AI also ensured that a healthy balance of masculine and feminine energies ruled the realm.

Emmalise’s eyes were soft with concern as she drew him towards the bed chamber. Aren tried not to notice how the plunging neckline of her nightgown revealed an expanse of pale flesh, or how gentle her fingers were on his arm as she guided him.

“You must be exhausted. I have your schedule for tomorrow,” her cheeks darkened a pretty pink. “Your day begins at 7 a.m. with Sanctity, who will come to… relieve and sample your… morning wood for efficacy.”

“For what?”

“Nothing you need to worry about,” she made a shooing motion, but when his frown remained, she gave a sigh and explained. “There has been a debate amongst the administrative staff about whether a young man’s first emission is suitable for impregnation or if it should be… withdrawn by other hands… to preserve the purity of your offerings.”

“That’s… who would?”

But one look at his matrons’ eyes and Aren got his answer. Emmalise’s cheeks were a dark red that extended down her neck and through the upper slopes of her massive bosom.

“The matrons will be assigned in case such releases are… necessary,” wincing the older woman shuffled towards the door, but Aren caught her hand and stared deep into her eyes until they hesitantly rose to meet his.

“You volunteered for this?”

Staring into his eyes Emmalise felt shame twist together with the wicked desire that had propelled her aboard the Deucalion. Unable to give voice to the words she nodded, silently and waited for the revulsion to reveal itself on his sweet face.

Only there was no grimace of distaste or pulling away from her touch. She witnessed his pupils swell and something twitched at the front of his uniformed slacks. Something big. Emmalise’s eyes grew wide and her mouth watered.

It’s finally happening!

The thought skittered across her mind as she ran through the training she’d received along with the other matrons. Relaxing her throat to prepare herself for this most prayed for service. Emmalise hesitated when she noticed the dark circles of exhaustion rimming his eyes and the haggard set of his broad shoulders.

“We can talk about this tomorrow, and anything else you want,” she hoped he read her deeper meaning as she guided him to the bed.

Aren didn’t fight the warm covers as they pulled him under. His mind was a swirling tornado of thoughts and worries but they were background noise to the last image he saw. That of his matron slipping from the room and stealing a final, longing glance back at him. Her hand clutched the entryways frame with white knuckles for a second, but his eyes were locked on the heavy swell pressing around the frames hard edge, then she was gone and sleep stole him under.


Chapter
Three



Brightness pulled Aren from a deep sleep and he blinked, reaching for the switch to dim the overhead lights. Before he could focus on his new room he gave a start, realizing the dream he’d been having was in fact reality.

“Good morning, Lord Baslieus,” his head jerked around at the familiar voice and cold ran over Aren’s skin when he took in the tall blonde in a nurse’s uniform sitting in the corner.

Sanctity Ross lifted a data pad in her hands and tapped at it and smiled. Aren looked around for Doctor Zevra but the blonde bombshell was alone and he swallowed, remembering what his matron had said the night before. Reaching down, he surreptitiously adjusted himself, but Sanctity’s head snapped up the moment he tried.

“Matron Sharron will be in to relieve you of that shortly. Have no fear young master,” he jerked the blankets up to his chin and Sanctity rose, setting her datapad down as the door of his rooms opened.

“Doesn’t anyone knock? Are you allowed to just come into my rooms whenever you want?”

“Yes,” Sanctity smiled to take the sting out of the word and motioned to the matron at her side.

One glance and Aren pulled the blanket even tighter against his chin. Sharon Sharron was an auburn-haired woman with pale skin and a smattering of freckles across her nose. Her wide, sensual mouth was compressed into a tight smile as she clasped her hands before her midriff. Careful to press her upper arms in, framing her large bosom.

Her eyes brightened when he swallowed hard as he took in her prodigious curves. Even lusher than Sanctity, matrons were known for their curves, but this woman put even his own matron to shame.

“I,” Sanctity said, “as your designated counselor will have full access to your quarters and any chambers you designate for breeding. I will also be reviewing vidfeeds of your sessions for educational, as well as organizational purposes.”

“For what?”

His question was ignored as Sanctity stepped back into the shadows of the room's corner, and the matron stepped forward.

“Have you been instructed yet, in the importance of refraining from self-pleasure, young master?”

The matron’s stern tone didn’t translate to her eyes which were gentle and maternal as she stepped close to his bed. When he shook his head, she gave a single nod.

“Consider it said… You will exercise for an hour every morning, no different from if you were in fleet, or back at the academy,” her voice was cold, but her fingertips trembled as she reached for her belt. Matrons wore a uniform of a stiff, tight upper blouse and vest with a long skirt beneath. Slipping the red strap of her belt free she swallowed hard before letting the garment beneath slide open to reveal the lace beneath.

“I will now begin your morning extraction,” she licked her lips and sank to the edge of his bed, making it shift beneath him. When she spoke again her voice was breathy and quick, “If it proves to be efficacious, we will ask that you breed before beginning your morning ablutions but if not… we matrons will sate your needs each morning. Awaiting here,” she motioning to a chair beside his bed. “For the hour we may begin… If I may?”

Aren nodded, relaxing his fingers as she drew the blankets down his body. His eyes pressed shut as his nakedness was revealed but he heard her indrawn breath. When his lids opened, he saw the hunger written there in her face.

“You have the sample, Sharon?”

Sanctity asked from the corner and matron Sharron nodded without looking back, a vial appearing in her hands that she set on the bedside stand.

Aren’s cock rose hard and straight like the mast of a ship. He couldn’t focus on it while the matron began popping the buttons of her vest. Every boy dreamed of what lay beneath the uniform of a matron. Always beautiful, the statuesque figures were a staple throughout the galaxy, but rarely did they take with a man as wife or lover.

Theirs, it was said, was a higher calling.


Chapter
Four



“Couldn’t someone else… anyone…” his voice trailed off at the look on the matron’s face and Aren’s insides curdled.

“Seniority afforded me this chance, and I took it,” the fingers undoing the third button of her vest froze and began to fasten the silver orb back into place. “If another will suit you better, my lord, then I will of course withdraw-.”

“No!” Aren released her wrist when she shot his grasping hand a look and blushed. “I didn’t mean… It’s just you’re a matron, and this is all,” he waved at the vial and Sanctity in the corner and blushed when the gorgeous blonde raised an eyebrow. “I’m sorry, it’s just been a lot to take in since I arrived.”

Matron Sharron wore a look of understanding, but Sanctity set her datapad down and laced her fingers together before speaking again. When she did, her voice was soft, as if she were choosing her words with care.

“I understand that all of this is a lot to take in, Lord Aren, but I wish you could trust me because there are reasons for everything. For example,” she nodded towards the stateroom doors. “The reason I wasn’t allowed to place guards outside your rooms, is the need to foster a comfortable living environment. No matter that you’re the most valuable resource in the universe. No matter that some number of women aboard would rather slit your throat that spread their legs.”

The woman rose and Aren swallowed hard at the bounce her sudden movement gave to her massive assets. She stepped close to matron Sharron and rested a hand on the tall woman’s lower back. Speaking softly as her pale blue eyes bore into Arens.

“There are few you can trust on the Deucalion, but a young man can always trust the matrons, yes?”

Aren’s eyes cut over to the gentle, soft expression on Sharron’s face, and he couldn’t deny Sanctity’s words. Girls and matrons were a techy relationship, but it was a universal truth, highlighted in hundreds of vidscreens, books, and even porn. It wasn’t just a trope. The matrons lived under a legal code like lawyers, or a spouse, where they couldn’t be made to testify against their charges.

“We will always be here to protect and serve you,” matron Sharron breathed, the light pressure on her lower back bucking up her confidence and the button once more popped free on her vest as she licked her lips. “Even if that requires one of us to sit with you all night.”

“Are we done with the questions?”

Sanctity raised her eyebrow at Aren, but he frowned in confusion, trying to remember the question he’d asked. The matron stumbled forward as he was doing that and sank onto his bed, blushing as she smiled an apology at him and shot a frown at the buxom blonde.

“We don’t have much time,” Sanctity glanced at the wall clock. “He has to be in the chow hall in an hour and twenty minutes. Sharron, you know what to do.”

The sudden business-like attitude made Aren shift uncomfortably beneath his blankets, but the matron rested a hand on his thigh calming him. Her cheeks turned a darker shade of red, but her eyes were soft with understanding as they met his. The blonde stalked back to her chair and Sharron spoke softly. Her voice carrying to his ears alone.

“Forgive Sanctity she’s under a lot of stress… I know this isn’t ideal but it’s to protect you… trust me… and if another would serve you better…”

The last button on her vest popped open and the blouse beneath parted, letting her massive breasts spread. They crashed back together like waves breaking and Aren swallowed hard and shook his head. The smile that broke out turned her pretty face gorgeous and Aren let her draw the blanket fully down his body.

“A certain faction pressed for this test.” As the matron spoke, she carefully folded his blankets back her fingers warm on his bare skin as she revealed him a few inches at a time. “Efficiencies they call it… but we know their true goal is to have one of their members in here while you sleep… while you’re… vulnerable.”

As she spoke the last word, cool air caressed his manhood, and it bounced in anticipation. Her breath caught, and the matron let it out slowly as her fingers pressed the blanket neatly around his thighs. Letting her fingertips brush his throbbing heat, Sharron ran the tip of her tongue across her lips.

“Emmalise and I went through ministry school together,” the mention of his matron made Aren flinch. Sharron didn’t miss how his cock flexed as she undid the last laces of her top. “She’s like a sister to me.”

He met her soft brown eyes and saw the truth there, remembering old stories his matron would tell. Of her days as a girl in the prestigious ministry, swiping pastries with a confident friend.

“I heard everything about you when you were growing up and, in her stead, I will keep you safe… Do you trust me, Aren?”


Chapter
Five



His mind told him he shouldn’t, but his heart knew he could trust this woman with his life. If deceit hid within her, he couldn’t see it and couldn’t imagine it coming from a matron. Sanctity had been right to bring the matron in if it was trust she needed.

“I trust you as much as I trust my own matron,” that reached the blonde in the corner, and he saw her focus on them and give a sharp nod, but his attention was already fixated on the white blouse that parted under Sharron’s fingers. Matrons were blessed above all women in one area and Aren’s eyes widened, his jaw dropping as Sharron’s treasures spilled into the open.

“Hss mhmm,” he barely had time to appreciate the massive orbs before her fingers curled around the base of his cock. “What… oh god.”

“Relax,” Sharron’s fingers tightened their grip as her other hand rested on his chest, pressing him back down and rubbing in a calming way. “We don’t have long and this must be done with your first… emission…” biting her bottom lip the older woman rolled her hips on the bed, causing her heavy breasts to push forward, resting on his abdomen as her wrist began to work his stiffness with agonizing slowness, in direct opposition to her words.

“Morning Extraction has begun at 0710, hours,” Sanctity’s voice narrated into the datapad. A datapad that had its lens pointed at the ceiling, Aren noticed. “Manual manipulation will proceed until the sample is collected and tested. Please continue.”

There was a click on her datapad, but light of filming continued as it was pointed towards the ceiling. Matron Sharron’s hand softened and her fingertips danced along his hardness, exploring every inch as she watched him throb. His eyes were on her too, and when he brushed a strand of hair back from her face the older woman blushed. The color darkening when she realized he was staring at her.

“I’m old enough to be your mother,” her voice was fragile, soft, barely reaching his ears and Aren mistook it for shyness.

The fingers brushing her hair back pushed it over her shoulder and he ran his fingertips down her cheek. Smooth and rounded it met lips as thick as sensual as Sanctity’s. Her chin was weak but her neck long and slender and Sharron shivered at the young man’s touch. It was his turn to shudder as he ran his fingers down the swell of her breasts, cupping the heavy flesh as his thumb ran over one nipple.

His cock was a raging spear of fire in her hand, and she glanced at it in awe as his balls tightened. The orgasm near after only a brief brush of her stunning figure.

“Does that excite you?” her voice was still soft, but it was no longer fragile and the throaty purr that filled it almost set Aren off, but her fingers sprang away from him before he could. “I would never take your matron’s place… could never… but I’ve dreamed of having my own boy…”

As she whispered her hips shifted and before Aren could react her mouth was upon him. Hot and wet she stifled a moan, sucking hard as her breast filled his hand. She grasped his other wrist and drew it to the back of her head, twisting so her eyes could lock on his.

Silent except for the occasional whimper of pleasure, the matron sank deeper and deeper on his length, her throat opening as her lips reached out to circle the base of his cock. Somehow her tongue reached out her bottom lip and brushed across his balls. That was the final straw and with Sanctity Ross watching and narrating into her datapad, he unloaded his morning load into the matron’s throat.

“Manual manipulation is reaching its zenith with one break to sanitize the phallus, ensuring a clean sample.”

Aren gathered himself and lifted his head to find the matron drooling his seed into the vial. The saliva filled sample filled the glass tube and with a buzzing sound a red light flashed on its surface.

“Drats,” Sharron said, her gaze hazy and voice a touch slurred as she lifted the vial up for Sanctity to see. “It looks like morning emissions don’t provide a viable breeding sample.”

“Sivvie and her lot will be disappointed, but I suppose the matrons can oversee young Lord Aren’s morning ablutions. I’ll leave you to it then,” rising and giving both of them a wink, Sanctity swiped the sample from the matron and swept from the room.

“That went well,” matron Sharron blushed when they were alone and moved to rise, gathering her blouse but Aren’s grip on her wrist held her.

She glanced at him, but what she saw on his face made her pause and she looked deeper into his eyes.

“I joined the Deucalion for a specific reason, all of us matrons did… There will be babes to rear but not for many years… many, many years… You must understand… when a matron’s child is grown, they’re taken from us. They can’t contact us, or visit, the laws are strict.”

Aren frowned, he knew all of this, but not why she was telling him, and Sharron blushed.

“But then I heard about a secret project ten years ago. Matrons assigned to a starship, the task of a lifetime. One of our son’s… returned to us… a boy who would need our guidance and… support,” her cheeks blushed a deeper shade of red and she glanced to his softened penis and licked her lips.

“Sharron, time is pressing,” Sanctity was standing by the door, and the matron gave her a sharp nod and Aren a final, quick smile before rising to follow her. The blouse and vest were back in place before the door hissed open and the lush blonde turned back to him before shutting it.

“The schedules on your data pad. After exercising and chow you’ll have an orientation on the breeding program. I’ll be there and will facilitate your first session. Nervous?” She flashed a smile at the look on his face and nodded, “It’s to be expected but you don’t have to worry. Get some food, I’ll see you soon.”


Chapter
Six



With a wave the woman bounced out of his rooms leaving Aren alone. He rose from bed and cleansed himself and dressed. There was a vidscreen on the bathroom wall showing the Deucalion’s progress and Aren was shocked to see how close it had come to the galaxies rim. At this rate it would only be a day or two before they left it entirely and began their long journey across the dark.

Aren found Ensign First Class Hellia Gravel waiting for him outside his rooms when he stepped out. The blonde flashed him a cheerful smile and fell in beside him as he made his way to the dining facility.

“Captain wants you to have a guard whenever you leave your rooms,” Hellia explained when he gave her a quizzical frown, then her grin turned impish. “I reached the signup sheet first.”

Hellia sat in the corner and watched him run and lift in the grav chamber, but Aren took a moment for himself in the shower. Rinsing the sweat off he left the hot water relax his twitching muscles. He didn’t know what to expect in his first day of duty, but he promised himself to stay present and do everything he could to keep things from getting awkward or uncomfortable.

The dining facility was full, with crew members and staff filling their trays with food. Aren’s entrance caused a stir, and he ducked his head as every head turned. Conversation started back up when he grabbed a tray, but he could feel their eyes on his back.

He reached for a bowl of fruit but hesitated when a slender arm darted in front of his and stole the bowl he’d been reaching for. He turned a frown on the woman beside him and stiffened at the satisfied smirk on the diminutive blonde’s lips. Princess Ophilia di Rosants gave a sniff before turning on her heel and marching off with the bowl of fruit.

“That one’s been making speeches,” Hellia frowned after the tiny woman.

The princess sat at a long table filled with women in expensive clothing. She said something, and they laughed, several shooting angry glares before turning their backs on him. One in particular, a wide-shouldered blonde, wore a look of such vehemence Aren glared back until she looked away.

“Thinks she can convince enough women of the folly of our mission to get the AI to turn us around.”

“Is that possible?” Aren asked.

Hellia snorted and shook her head.

“I don’t think an asteroid strike will be enough to turn us around. Too much treasure’s been invested, and the Deucalion is purpose-built. She’ll make the jump between galaxies even if there’s only a skeleton crew to run her.”

Nodding, Aren let the ensign lead him to a table and dug into his breakfast. The food was surprisingly good, and he took in the chatting groups as he ate. The civilians sat with each other, and there were long tables filled with uniformed members from fleet, but here and there he saw them mingling.

“Donna’s my roommate,” Hellia nodded to a young woman who sank onto the bench beside her. “She works in the docking bay.”

“They’ve got butter rolls today,” the dark-skinned beauty said as she lifted a roll and took a bite, sighing in pleasure as she swallowed.

“Nice to meet you, Donna,” she favored him with a grin, perfect teeth flashing, before diving back into her food.

“Donna just graduated from the Academy too, a month before you.”

“Oh really?” Aren asked, “Did you like school?”

“Loved it!” Donna nodded and shoveled a spoonful into her mouth and swallowed quickly before continuing. “I’ve always known I would be a mechanic. Mom was before me and so I already knew what to expect. But this place,” she shook her head. “School just started.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s the engines,” Donna waved a hand towards the sides of the ship. “They’ve been cooking stuff up for millennia in the center systems that never made it to fleet. The Deuc’s a prime example of that. It’s going to take me three years just to read the manual.”

“What makes it so advanced?”

He asked, forgetting his breakfast as he leaned in to listen. Donna explained what everyone knew about star drives. That they could carry a person at speeds that warped space and time, allowing a starship to jump across tremendous distances.

In the cluttered galaxy these distances were constrained, but the same principles that made it impossible to travel at speed through a planetary system without destroying atmospheres or devastating weather systems. But in the darkness between galaxies, this was less of an issue. But the longer jumps came with other problems.

“Gravitrons form, pulling into tiny, invisible black holes. The technical challenges are too complicated to explain,” Donna continued, somehow shoveling food into her mouth as she talked, without missing a beat. “But the longer jumps would tear a normal starship, even a Star Destroyer, to shreds in a couple of years. We, obviously need our engines to last a lot longer,” she grinned. “So, they found a way to trap them and harness their power.”

“We’re powered by black holes?”

Donna’s voice was pitched low, but the thread of fear made hears turn towards her just the same. Black holes were one of the terrors of the galaxy. Kids were read horror stories about jumps that brought a starship just within the boundaries of a black hole. Trapping those within into years of torturous death.

“Kinda,” Donna shrugged, heedless of the alarmed looks a few women nearby shot her. “A few of the systems are. Wild things too. Like, real trippy shit. It’s genius, anyway I got my slot moved so I’ll be with you tomorrow. Are you still nervous?”

Hellia’s head swiveled down and Aren caught the flush of crimson in her cheeks as she focused on her food. Donna was oblivious to her friend’s discomfort and seemed to be oblivious to a lot of social cue’s, Aren noted. When she rose to leave with a cheerful wave, he also noted her figure, and his mouth went dry as she bounced away.

“They’ll get jealous if you keep staring,” Hellia muttered to him, and Aren jerked his head back around, but Hellia’s blush was fading as a smile stole onto her lips.

“The Selection Board tried getting her to select matron,” Hellia turned her head to watch her friend walk away. “She has the figure for it.”

“What did she mean about tomorrow?”

The ensign got a hunted look on her face and opened her mouth to respond, but then she noticed the time and a frown stole onto her face.

“We’re going to be late, shit,” grabbing her tray she rose, motioning for him to do the same.


Chapter
Seven



Aren realized he’d barely touched his food and shoveled what he could in before ditching the tray in a bin. Hellia wouldn’t meet his eyes as they marched deeper into the Deucalion, and the spots of color never left her cheeks. They drew near the Breeding Bay’s she’d pointed out the day before, and his focus shifted to his duty.

Still hazy on what was going to be expected of him, Aren froze in place when they stepped into the dimly lit blue room. Sanctity waited within, along with Doctor Zevra Al Adin and a third woman wearing orderly whites. The buxom blonde offered Aren a smile and waved for him to enter.

“Lord Aren, you’re right on time. We were just discussing the day's logistics. Care to add any insights?”

“I wouldn’t know where to begin,” Aren stepped into the room and shuddered at the bank of vidscreens along one wall.

The cameras showed bird's-eye views of half a dozen rooms from many angles. The rooms were all in different styles and furniture. One looks like the quarters of a lowly crew member, but with a thicker mattress. Another was the opulent quarters of a planetary leader. One was filled with plants and flowers of all things, with the bed situated on a patch of thick grass, while another was filled with what looked like torture devices and padded stands to tie someone to.

In the largest room, four women waited. Two were in conversation while the other two paced, arms clasped about their torsos in a sign of nerves.

“The captain and her first officer are with child,” Doctor Zevra adjusted her spectacles and gave Aren a nod of respect. “I commend you on an efficacious evening.”

“A… what?”

Rocked by the knowledge that he was going to be a father, Aren’s mind fought for purchase as Sanctity spoke. It shouldn’t have been a surprise, but with everything that happened the day before, he hadn’t had a chance to prepare himself for the news.

“Emotion is a powerful sexual lubricant, Lord Aren,” Sanctity said. “But all the women who are energized by a purely individual experience were weeded out by the AI. It assures me that communal acts will be the most useful for our purpose.”

“We should leave it up to the boy,” Doctor Zevra turned to Aren. “What would you prefer? To visit each individually or to go in there and do your thing with all of them?”

Aren was still reeling from the fact that Captain Zera and Elishta Ramos were pregnant. Sanctity, the doctor, and even the orderly were all staring at him, and he swallowed hard. Walking into the room with four strangers… that was too intimidating, so he told Sanctity to put each in her own room.

The blonde beamed and swept out of the small control room. As she went to relay instructions to the four, Hellia led Aren to a narrow bathing chamber.

“This is for your personal use,” the ensign said, the spots of color in her cheeks returning. “It’s large enough for three, but I wouldn’t try more than that.”

Aren didn’t have a reply to that, and the tall woman left him to rinse off. He’d already showered, but Doctor Zevra informed him there were protocols in place for the Breeding Chambers, and washing himself upon entering each day was just the first.

“All of this will get smoother and more comfortable the more we do it,” Sanctity beamed at Aren, drawing him away from the control room and down a narrow hallway between rooms. “Dossiers on all four were sent to your datapad, review them before entering.” Her pale eyes flashed with mischief as she leaned close. “Once the breeding is complete, you’re free to… enjoy yourself. The facility is yours to do with as you please, but cleaning staff will enter at 1600. I suggest you finish whatever fun you want to have by then.”

Aren swallowed hard and pulled up his datapad. There was a blinking indicator, and when he tapped it a message came through with the attached documents.

A short hall separated the different rooms, and it had a small bench along one wall that Aren sat as he reviewed the files. On the walls were vidscreens that showed artistically rendered images of sex acts. The graphic images would have made him uncomfortable, but they were done in a style that had taken hold in the inner systems, anime-style.

As the cartoons rotated through an image set, Aren read as fast as he could. The dossiers weren’t brief reports but the full files on each woman. They detailed the vatteries of their birth, matrons and schooling, friends and associates. There was even a section on sexual preferences with anime-style AI art depicting each.


Chapter
Eight



Four women waited for him. Two were vattery sisters, raised and attending Fleet Academy together. They’d both shown remarkable hand-eye coordination and calm under pressure, and a note attributed this to their matron’s influence. Qualifying for flight school, they’d both made pilot, a prized position in the galaxy.

The other two were a stranger pair. Isometre hailed from the desert planet of Afrik and was a noblewoman there. Blessed with beauty, wealth, and a fine pedigree, she had an easy life ahead. But Aren found in the notes that she’d lost her father at a young age, and it lit a fire in the girl’s belly.

Determined not to be a burden to her mother and aunts, Isometre studied hard and passed the prestigious and difficult Civil Service exam. Entering the cutthroat world of bureaucratic politics, Isometre rose to a senior position and gained the black robes of Justicar. One of three aboard, the Justiciar’s were the most powerful civilian authority in the galaxy and if any of them chose, could place even the captain herself in the brig on an order.

The fourth woman was a simple cook, but Aren froze at her picture. Short, she had narrow shoulders and slender limbs. She also sported a large pair of firm breasts that dominated her slender form, but it wasn’t at those that Aren gave pause, but her doll-like, adorable features.

The upturned nose, thick sensual lips and dark, narrow eyes trapped his gaze, and he had to force himself to read about her childhood and training. The notes about her personality and sexual preferences he read twice. After his experience the day before, he had some understanding of her desires.

“What the hells?”

Sanctity frowned at her datapad and a moment later red lights flashed, and a siren began to sound in the short corridor.

“FIRE DETECTED – VENTING WILL OCCUR – BRACE YOURSELVES.”

The emotionless voice of the AI cut through the blaring siren. Aren reached for a handhold on the wall, his training taking over as the doors to the rooms and the outer corridor opened with a whoosh, air rushing past as the ventilation system pumped nitrogen onto the fire and vented it out.

“Wait here,” Sanctity was glaring, and it looked out of place on the buxom blonde.

She marched out of the breeding bay, and Aren found himself alone with four nervous women staring at him through the open doorway. He lifted and hand and gave them a little wave, carefully closing his datapad before they saw the dossiers.

“Good morning,” voice trailing off. Aren hunted for something to say that would ease their fears and his own, but it was the tall afrik who spoke, in a voice of calm control.

“Fair morning to you, Lord Aren,” she bent at the waist, the plasteel chair she sat in creaking as her massive bosom dipped to her thighs. “How are you adjusting to life aboard Deucalion?”

“It’s been a shock,” Aren felt his cheeks heat, but he kept his features composed. “To be honest, I’m still adjusting to it.”

“That’s to be expected,” Isometre nodded.

“I hope whatever the issue is. It doesn’t ruin our… day,” he grimaced at the weakness of the last word, but the tall, dark-skinned beauty waved it away.

“Sabotage by the protestors,” Bellen, the tall blonde sister and shuttle pilot, said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “I expected it.”

“Some women can’t admit the truth to themselves,” Kren, her small, dark-haired sister, said. “They’ll come around, Lord Aren. Don’t trouble yourself.”

“They shouldn’t have been allowed on,” said the tiny, black-haired cook, Asu Kazawa. There was an edge of harshness to her voice, if not her doll-like features. “If it is one of them that started a fire, we should round them up and vent them.”


Chapter
Nine



Aren expected the women seated beside her to object but the two sisters were nodding and sharing a look. Isometre didn’t speak at first, but she watched their expressions and studied Aren carefully before she did.

“If the AI did weed out opposing viewpoints and beliefs, this vessel would become a sex cult devoted to young Lord Aren here, and our new galaxy's birth would be corrupted from the start. What healthy societies could grow from such an environment?

“Tension and disunity sow chaos, true, but from chaos grows natural order, and in that we can build something sustainable.”

“I still think we should vent them,” Kren turned a grin on her sister, who snickered and nodded in agreement.

Sanctity swept back in with a look of frustration on her face, the red lights still flashing.

“The saboteurs escaped. How that’s possible with every inch of this ship under surveillance I can’t say, but I won’t let them control us.” She noted the open doors and gave a sharp nod. “Evacuation has started. The threat’s over, but it triggered a response, and protocols are clear. This was their purpose, but I won’t let it interfere with our duty, Lord Aren.”

Her pale eyes flashed with determination, and she waved for the four women and Aren to follow her.

“If they want a show, they’ll get one.”

In ancient times, an onboard fire would have triggered a secret or coded alarm to keep the civilians from panicking. Fleet trained its people and civilians to follow the AI's commands in such a situation. Relying on its central processing to plot the best path to safety for all aboard. Even when a fire is contained quickly, the protocols are followed, capitalizing on every opportunity to train.

Aren followed Sanctity down the main corridor, and he was trailed by Isometre and the others. Their small procession joined a steady stream of women exiting their rooms or workspaces and following the glowing lines stretching before them.

Sanctity followed the dark blue line on the ground the AI had assigned them, but it wasn’t going towards the escape pods, Aren saw, but towards the dining facility, and he sighed with relief.

“Lockdown protocol for an onboard fire is seven hours,” Sanctity turned a crooked smile on him when she heard the sigh. “And we’re subject to forced assembly until it’s lifted. They think to delay your duty, Lord Aren, but they mistake my determination.”

“But if we’re stuck in the defac with hundreds of others….”

“I’ve always enjoyed having an audience,” Aren almost stumbled at how close Isometre’s voice was.

The tall afrik was within arm’s reach behind him and her light brown eyes grew determined as they met Sanctity’s.

“They will sabotage nothing. Let the girls go later. I will…” she swallowed hard. “I will have my time with Lord Aren in front of-.”

“No,” the tiny cook spoke for the first time. “It will be me.”

“What will be her?”

Aren’s question was soft enough that it only reached Sanctity’s ears, but the blonde didn’t answer. Her smile grew as she took in the raven-haired young woman, and she nodded slowly.

“We’ll make a show of it,” the tall blonde’s wolfish smile sent a chill through Aren and then it began to occur to him what they were talking about and his cheeks heated and he opened his mouth to object but her light blue eyes held his and the first smile he’d seen from her peeked onto her thick, rosebud libs.

“This is really happening, isn’t it?”

No one answered but he could feel Sanctity smiling ahead of him. They joined the stream filing into the dining facility, and Aren could feel every eye shift to him and the four behind him. The long, rectangular room was empty save for a dozen tables that still stood in place. The rest had collapsed into the floor for cleaning, making it easy for the women to sort themselves for the headcount.

The AI flashed through the Deucalion in seconds, announcing that every soul was accounted for and that lockdown protocols would be lifted after a thorough scan of its systems was complete. Groans and exclamations of protest rose from the crowded dining facility, but Aren barely heard them as he watched Sanctity.

“Fire prevention is serious business, Breeder.”

Aren turned at the sneering tone, and he smiled despite the glare he was getting.

“Don’t think you can sneak back to your den of rape and fornicate all day,” Princess Ophilia di Rosants looked beautiful even when she was glaring at him. Aren found it hard to be angry when staring at the little noblewoman. “You’re trapped here with all of us until ten minutes before the dinner bell.”

“Curious that a fire should appear at this hour, Princess,” Isometre stepped up beside Aren and stared down her aquiline nose at the smaller woman. “Wasn’t your woman, Sivvie, on incineration duty this morning? Maybe I should investigate… A tribunal, perhaps.”

The princess’s smile turned sickly, and her confidence slipped as she painted a smile on her face.

“The chaos that would cause on our first full day at sail!” she threw back her head and laughed, but Aren could see her pulse quicken at the vein in her neck. “You wouldn’t want to cause a panic, now would you, Justicar?”

The ebony-skinned woman’s eyes narrowed on the princess, and she took a step closer to the smaller woman, making Ophilia step back. A hand rose to press against her belly, and the princess shoved it down, her expression stiffening as the justicar spoke.

“Your father is not aboard, princess, and his politics hold no sway here. This was to be my day,” the smooth planes of Isometre’s face contorted into rage for a second, but she smoothed it out with an iron will, but her voice was still rough with anger.

“I will be investigating, and if I discover there is arson… the woman, or women found responsible won’t be vented into space. No… they’ll be…” she leaned closer so her whispered words were only heard by the princess.

Ophilia’s head snapped up, and she glared at the taller woman, but Isometre didn’t blink. The princess’ bottom lip quivered, and she spun on a heel and marched off. She didn’t get far though in the crowded dining facility and sank to her rump, skirts kicking around her with a harrumph of frustration.


Chapter
Ten



“What did you say to her?” Aren asked.

“I told her what happens to little girls that don’t have daddy around to protect them,” Isometre frowned and let out a sigh. “I told her I’d have your toilet removed and she could be strapped down in its place.”

Aren swallowed when he turned back around and found a table had been lowered to the height of a bed and another had risen beside it. Thick blankets covered both, from where he couldn’t say, but the buxom blonde was speaking softly with Asu Kazawa, the small black-haired cook, while working her own thick blonde hair up into a ponytail.

“What’s going on?!”

It was the princess who asked, but she blushed and ducked her head when Isometre swung back around and glared at her. The princess wasn’t the only one curious. A crowd was forming, and as word spread, it thickened.

Aren looked out at the sea of faces. At least two hundred, and his stomach twisted into knots. His breathing grew shallow and faster, and his head began to spin. The thought of so many eyes on him while…

He couldn’t do it.

Sanctity would understand. It could wait until later or tomorrow. How long did it really take, anyway? Aren had convinced himself and was turning to find an exit, and to hell with the lockdown.

His matron flashed him a bright smile and mouthed something, but he couldn’t make it out over the crowd. He was about to take a step towards her when tiny Asu Kazawa stepped into his sightline. Her cheeks bore spots of color, but her lips were parted as she panted heavily, and her dark eyes were alight with desire.

“You can’t be serious?”

It wasn’t the princess, but the tall blonde Aren had seen beside her the day before. The woman crossed her arms beneath high, firm breasts and shot Sanctity and Aren venomous glares.

“You would force us to watch?”

The crowd grumbled at that, but their ire was directed at the blonde, and one woman even shouted at her to, ‘Sit down and shut up, you prude!’. The blonde whirled on the speaker, and her face was so red with anger Aren thought she might strike someone, but she glanced down at the princess.

“You can stop this princess. End this charade. Call upon your followers to rise up and-!”

“Sit down, Sivvie,” Princess Ophilia di Rosants frowned up at the woman and patted the bench seat beside hers. “We will discuss this later, but violence will never be the solution.”

The blonde shot Aren such a venomous look that he flinched. Then she whirled on a heel and marched off towards the corner of the dining facility farthest away from the crowd. A few women joined her but more kept their heads pointed forward and didn’t glance her way when Sivvie searched the crowd for supporters.

“Ignore them,” Sanctity drew close to Aren, her arm circling his lower back as she guided him towards Asu Kazawa. “Focus on your duty, Lord Aren. Ignore the room. Ignore the haters. Let nature guide you…” she leaned close and whispered in his ear, “Start by taking off her clothes… kissing her…touching her… She wants you, Aren… they all do.”

The buxom blonde winked as she drew back, and Aren forced his attention to the shivering young woman before him. Hundreds of eyes watched his every move, but he blocked them out, trying to ignore how they pressed in closer around the open space. Like a theatre in the round, those near sank to the floor while those farthest away stood.

Aren pulled his gaze away from Asu Kazawa and hunted the crowd, his head spinning until he found her. As he locked eyes with his matron again, his breathing slowed, and she whispered again, but this time he read her lips.

“I’m so proud of you,” she mouthed. “Be there for them. This is their day.”

The silent scream of his anxiety faded under Emmalise’ warm smile and her words righted his spinning mind. This was to be his duty every day, but he couldn’t forget that it was his partner's only chance to be with someone. He couldn’t stay trapped in his own thoughts and ruin the experience for them. Drawing a deep breath, Aren focused on the small woman before him and the three behind her.


Chapter
Eleven



Asu Kazawa stared at him with a trembling bottom lip, but Sanctity brimmed with confidence as she pressed her hand to the young woman’s lower back and pushed her forward. Aren took the queue and, drawing a deep breath to steady his nerves, stepped close enough to the shorter woman that he could smell the floral scent of her shampoo.

Dark and mysterious eyes watched him as he brushed a silky strand of black hair from her cheek, but her trembling lips stilled as he tucked the strand behind her ear. Asu Kazawa’s skin was pale as milk and smooth as silk, and he couldn’t pull his fingertips away from it. She shivered when he let his fingers trail down her neck, and when her thick bottom lip parted, he couldn’t help himself and leaned down, planting a soft kiss on her lips.

“Mhnnnmm,” she moaned in surprise at the kiss.

Asu Kazawa’s arms circled Aren’s neck, and he tuned out the whispered conversations that sprang up, and the throaty growl he heard from one of the sister pilots. All that mattered was the small woman who filled his arms and pressed herself against him.

The documents he’d reviewed the day before had been explicit and devoid of intimacy. Using language like what he’d heard from the captain. It noted that a woman’s wetness wasn’t necessary for breeding and a lubricant could be substituted as standard practice. He saw Sanctity preparing something out of the corner of his eye, but he ignored it.

Aren had given this a lot of thought when he was in the shower that morning. If all the AI wanted was insemination, it could have figured out a way to do so without the messy complication of humans and emotions. But it brought him aboard. Engineering him over untold centuries and it wouldn’t have done that if intimacy and human connection didn’t matter.

He’d planned to do this in the privacy of a breeding room with no one watching except Sanctity and the doctor, through a vidscreen. Now there were a couple hundred witnesses who kept up a running commentary as his lips trailed down Asu Kazawa’s neck.

“Hellia, dim the lights and let’s have some mood music.”

He heard Sanctity give the order and a few seconds later the room dimmed so he could only make out the first couple rows of women. Then a soft instrumental piece broadcast over the dining facilities loudspeakers and their voices faded, letting Aren sink into the moment as he savored the slender young woman in his arms.

“This… is my first time,” Asu Kazawa whispered between sighs as Aren undid the buttons of her uniform coat. “But I don’t want you to be gentle.”

His eyes rose from the pale skin being revealed up to her eyes, and what he saw set his heart to hammering. She wasn’t nervous or anxious like him, and he remembered what he read in her dossier. When the next button of her coat popped free under his rough fingers and bounced on the plasteel floor, it echoed in his mind as her smile grew.

When he tasted her lips again, the young woman’s tongue snaked into his mouth, and Aren groaned as his hand filled with her small, firm ass. The coat ripped open and his other hand filled with a firm breast. Asu Kazawa moaned into his lips as the stiff material of her blouse was crushed against her chest.

Aren forgot where they were and who was watching as her blouse came free and his fingers ran across her smooth skin. Asu Kazawa tried to kneel, her fingers running over his hardness as it tented his pants, but Aren had other ideas. Pressing the slender woman back he grinned as he snapped her blouse open and took in her slender waist and high, firm breasts.

Laid back on the blanket covered table he knelt on the ground and hooked his arms under her thighs. With a flick of his thumb her belt slipped free then the tight slacks were off, and she was laid out before him naked as the day she was born. Asu Kazawa’s hand came up and covered her face, but Aren didn’t miss how her slender thighs spread to give him a view of her tight, hairless lips.

“Wait, if you…. Hssss!”

The table thumped when her head snapped back, back arching and her feet curled on themselves, legs pulling in Aren’s tongue crushed her clit. All it took was that one touch and she was convulsing and hissing in pleasure, but he didn’t relent as the sweet taste of her covered his tongue. Driving it deep in her sex as her thighs pressed in around his head.

“Oh gods, no more, I’m…. hhnngnhh!”

Aren’s eyes rose to watch the pleasure wash over her adorable features and kissed his way up her firm stomach and across her breasts until she pulled him into a kiss. Lips trembling and mumbling incoherently, Asu Kazawa’s ankles locked behind his back and her hand slipped between their bodies.

“You are so beautiful,” he heard himself say, as she fit the head of his cock against her slick folds and then he was inside her.

Her heels pulled him deeper, but her pussy was so tight he had to back out and drive back in slowly before she relaxed around him. With any other woman he would have taken his time, but her pussy shivered as he took it with force. There was no purchase with his toes on the ground, so he slid them up the table as he slow fucked her.

Asu Kazawa words from earlier floated back into his mind as their lips found one another’s and taking a firm grip on her little ass he thrust the last few inches into her depths. She gasped in pleasure, eyes snapping open wide and nails digging into his back and Aren let loose the shackles of his desire.

“Oh fuck!”

Tiny and shy she might be once her walls were down Asa became a firecracker in his arms. Aren lost himself in her tight sex, hips hunching and arms clutching her as he pile drove into her and she met him thrust for thrust. Her pursed lips stretched wide, revealing straight teeth as the orgasm rose inside her and when it hit, she let loose a scream of such primal pleasure the facility was silent save for her panting breath.

“That was… oh gods… hmnmmm,” hooking a thigh around his, she rolled them in place.

Aren blinked at the strength of her, but then his head fell back as she sank down onto him. Her cheeks were flushed, but she reveled in the crowd's attention as she rocked her hips.

“Cum for me, my lord… I want to feel it… inside me… please,” her soft voice carried in the quiet, and Aren drew her down.

Their lips met as his hand slid down her sides to cup her firm little rear. Asu Kazawa’s hips met his, and the slapping sound grew louder and sharper as his need rose. His fingers sank into her firm ass as their tongues danced and her hands came up to grip his face. Her dark eyes stared into his as her pussy shivered around his cock.

Asu Kazawa’s eyes grew wide as his balls grew tight. He didn’t know how she knew, but the tiny woman rose up and let hip fuck up into her tightness with wild strokes. His hips losing all rhythm as the pleasure exploded inside him.

“Mmmmmhmmm!”

Her head fell back, dark hair streaming about her as she shivered through another orgasm. The look of sublime pleasure on her face had Aren’s cock throbbing again, but the tiny woman was already slipping off his lap. Cool air met his wilting cock, but he didn’t have a chance to feel embarrassed at the intense stares it drew.

“Excellent work, my lord. I will cleanse you now,” Sanctity shifted forward from where she sat a few feet away, cross-legged on the ground.

The bodacious blonde’s blouse had come undone almost to her navel. Her massive, round breasts swayed, their naked inner slopes pressed together as she raised a cleansing cloth and moved toward him. Isometre rose and placed a gentle hand on the back of Sanctity’s wrist, intercepting her.

“Allow me.”

Sanctity paused, quickly wiping the frown off her face and favored the older woman with a smile. Isometre didn’t notice the brief displeasure, or didn’t care, as she rose on her knees and shuffled forward.

“We have to sit here and watch this for hours?”

Aren heard the princess’s spiteful voice in the crowd.

“You can leave,” said a woman in coveralls near the noble girl. “They’re being nicer than I’d be if you ruined my day. I’d break your fucking legs.”

Princess Ophilia shot the larger woman a glare, but she didn’t reply, nor did she leave, Aren noted. Her blonde, hatchet-faced friend was nowhere to be seen, but for some reason the princess had situated herself to his nine o’clock. Perfectly positioned to see the action.

His focus shifted back to Isometre, who’d risen to her full height. Her soft brown eyes held a glint that made Aren’s heart thud, but she was in no rush as she unhooked the clasps of her coat and let it slip from her arms. Aren swallowed as he took in her body, and the woman smiled.

Tall and with a slender waist, her hips flared wide before tapering to slender ankles. Aren would have continued to stare at her stunning curves, but the buttons of her tailored blouse were coming undone and the dark mountains within spilling free.

Large enough that he couldn’t fit one in both hands, they hung low under their own weight. Standing proud from her slender torse, Aren couldn’t tear his gaze away as the blouse parted, and the bra fell away. Isometre gathered one in a hand, cupping it up into the other as she enjoyed his gaze on her.

Her own eyes had never left his manhood and shivering under the watchful eyes of hundreds she sank onto the ground. The young man’s eyes burned with intensity as they tracked her movements. The heat that had grown in her loins, watching the cook bred, was stoked by those eyes, and she fed it her embarrassment, ignoring the women around her as she inhaled the musk of sex.

“I will clean you now….”

Aren wanted to rise and go to her. To hold and kiss her but he remembered what he read in her dossier and kept himself in place. Kneeling on the lowered table between his outstretched legs Isometre lowered her head, massive breasts crushing against her thighs.


Chapter
Twelve



The justicar had always been a good student and she’d studied hard for her afternoon with the breeder. She wasn’t prepared for how the scent of sex would befuddle her brain and make her forget her careful preparations.

His manhood was soft and slick with the girls’ juices, but Isometre didn’t care as she ran her tongue up from his head to the base. Tasting him, mixed with the girl, made her hips flex and she felt the wetness spreading across her crotch. His moans of pleasure spurred her on, and Isometre glanced up, watching his handsome face tighten with pleasure as he firmed in her mouth.

Aren’s hand rose to the back of her head, guiding the older justicar as she sucked him hard. The woman’s tongue was like a snake. Slithering out of her lips to tease his balls or swiped back and forth across the underside of his cock, making his toes curl with pleasure.

She gave herself over to his control, moaning and nodding eagerly when his second hand came to her head. His fingers slid into her silky hair and his hips rose and fell as nature took over. Aren’s let his desire match the woman’s submission and noted how her lips curled in a smile at the corners.

“God, damn I want to fuck those tits.”

Aren barely registered the words leaving his lips as he stared at her heavy breasts, but Isometre groaned in agreement and jerked herself off his dick. Her hands pressed her massive cleavage together, saliva and spit trailing from her thick lips to his dick as she pushed forward. His dick spearing between her smooth breasts.

“Fuck,” Aren growled, barely aware of the crowd that had pressed even closer.

The position for Isometre was awkward. Her back was arched and ass raised so she had to hold herself with only her hamstrings. Her pretty face twisted in frustration when her hips fell from fatigue and his dick slipped from her tits. Aren stilled her before she could lunge forward and trap his dick again.

The justicar’s frown grew fragile when he sat up and her breath caught as his lips met hers. Soft and pillowy, her lips were inexperienced at first but learned the art quickly. As the throbbing ache in his dick subsided, he twisted her face up, fingers running down her long, slender neck to cup a heavy breast. Feeling its weight as he ran his fingers over the firm nubbin of her nipple.

“I want you kneeling… I want to see these gorgeous tits swaying while I take you…”

Isometre nodded quickly, red suffusing her dark cheeks as she thrust her ass back and out. Aren felt self-conscious for the first time with her as he rose, feeling every eye tracking the bob of his manhood as he stepped behind the dark-skinned woman.

He stood there for a long moment appreciating the wide swell of her ass and how it curved down to her narrow waist. The woman didn’t move, but he saw the trembles in her back muscles as she waited for his touch. When he ran fingers down her back, the tremble turned into a shiver and her breath caught as he hooked his fingers in the waistband of her slacks.

A firm jerk tore them down, exposing her completely and Isometre’s body convulsed. The air filling with the scent of her as Aren ran his hands over her wide ass. The older woman’s breath caught when the head of his cock brushed her sex, and he didn’t give her a chance to recover from the shock before sliding into her tight heat.

“Oh, heavens!”

Isometre’s dark, silky straight hair whipped back as her head snapped up. Sweat popped out on her skin and Aren grinned as his hips thumped into her big ass and he saw those heavy breasts sway. Gathering her hair in a fist, he took a firm grip at the base of her skull and pulling back slowly then thrust hard and fast as he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

“Nghhh gods above… ohhh…. Nghhh… fuck me…. Ohh baby… FUCK!”

Aren’s plan was to take the woman with slow, steady thrusts. Her ass slammed back into him with each thrust, spurring him on. Her moans grew louder and soon Aren was fucking her with wild, powerful thrusts.

One hand gripped her hair but the other gripped the firm swell of the justicars hip. He pulled the hand back and gave her rump a firm slap. Earning himself a scream of pleasure and then Isometre rose on her knees, massive breasts swaying as she craned her head back to his.

“Please… my lord… I’m…!”

He crushed his lips to hers as the pleasure raced through her body, making her seize up. Isometre’s sex gripped him so tight he couldn’t pull back out of her. He let her relax as his hand slid up her body and cupped a massive breast. The last convulsions passed through her body as he pinched her nipple between finger and thumb, and she sighed into his lips.

Their kisses were gentle, her lips thick and soft on his. Her tongue subdued. But it didn’t take long for her lassitude in the wake of her orgasm to pass, and her nails dug into his ass as the justicar twisted beneath him. Throwing a leg over his head, Isometre twisted onto her back and got a look of determination on her face.

“Give it to me baby… give me all that delicious cum… good boy, fuck me!”

Her slender arms drew in, pressing her massive cleavage together and holding them so they wobbled with every thrust. Isometre’s fingers curled around his sides, nails digging into his back as Aren lost himself in the pleasure of her body.

“I want to taste you… I’ll clean you after… suck you so hard you can ravish those sweet sisters together… you’re gonna grip my head and fuck it with that… ohhh God… young… dick…. Nghhhhhhhummohngggddd!!”

His lips closed over a firm nipple as her wicked words spurred him on. She could feel his cock throbbing harder with every word she whispered in his ear. All awareness of the crowd, and her station were gone as she goaded the rutting godling on, sending herself to the promised land once again.


Chapter
Thirteen



Isometre’s promise to suck the boy’s cock clean after didn’t come true, at first. She woke from the coma of pleasure to find the sisters already pulling him between them. Sanctity pressed a towel into the justicar’s hands, but she ignored the other woman and crawled.

The three were making out. The sisters pulling his face from one to the other as they competed for his attention. None of them registered Isometre until Aren’s head fell back with a moan and the two pilots glanced down to find the older, more senior woman, slavishly cleaning him with her mouth.

“Looks like we get some help, sister,” Bellen winked at Kren, but her eyes were glittering dangerously as she watched the dark-skinned woman work.

“I don’t mind,” Kren said, and her grin was all delight as she ran her fingers through Isometre’s silky black hair and took a firm grip. “So long as she knows her place.”

With that Kren shoved Isometre’s head down Aren’s soft cock until he pressed against the back of her throat. Smiling slyly, Kren held the justicar’s head there and turned back to Aren slowly then kissed him. She grinned as the young man shuddered in pleasure, Isometre’s warm mouth and tight throat working him back to hardness quickly.

The noble justicar was in heaven as she gagged and choked on the huge cock thickening in her throat. Her neck bulged as he stiffened and only a thin thread of air made it through. Her mouth was filled with cock, her lips wrapped around the base of him. Then she was pulled up him by those steel-strong fingers and she whimpered in despair.

The pilots ignored her as they made out with the young lord. Their uniforms fell away as he devoured their pale breasts, and Bellen slipped her thighs astride his. Isometre had known a few moments of bliss as she was throat-fucked, but the glow faded as she knelt submissively between his spread legs.

“Come, Justicar,” Sanctity drew her back with gentle hands, but Isometre resisted. “If you wish to service him afterwards, and he agrees, you may.”

Isometre nodded and allowed the other woman to draw her back. The pair watched Kren kiss her way down the young lord’s firm abs to the rising object of her fascination. There was an energy in the air, and women kept shuffling closer to the low table Aren lay on. Isometre noticed the princess no longer wore offense on her face but stared with intense eyes as Kren slipped her lips over the throbbing cock.

“Join her,” Aren’s voice had lost its gentleness, and the rough command sent a wave of reactions through the crowd.

The tall, slender pilot nodded eagerly to the boy and shuffled down to join her sister. If he had commanded it, a dozen women or more would have torn off their clothes and joined the pair. But his attention was fixed solely on the pair running their tongues up the sides of him.

His hands roamed as the two women licked and sucked him. Sliding down their backs he gripped their firm asses before giving each a sharp slap. The sister's heads rose and moans of pleasure escaped them at the contact, and everyone could see the wetness glittering on their sexes beneath the dim light.

“I’m going to taste you… one at a time.”

His hands didn’t stop roaming and his fingers were teasing Kren’s sex while he hooked Bellen’s waist over. The brunette’s slender thighs shuddered when his tongue met her sex. Then her head snapped up and her lips circled into an ‘O’ of pleasure.

No stranger to the feeling of a woman’s tongue on her sex, Isometre was intrigued to see Kren stiffen after only a few moments and cum on the boy’s tongue. Almost every woman aboard had partaken over the years as they prepped the Deucalion.

Kren didn’t have time to recover before her sister was pushing her aside and biting her bottom lip, slipping her own thighs astride Aren’s face. Bellen fell to his stiff cock with slavish devotion, taking him as deep into her mouth as she could before driving up and down while wicked sounds escaped her.

Her shorter sister sat up as Aren feasted on her sex, giving Isometre and half the room a perfect view of his tongue lashing her clit. Moving with slow purpose at first, Aren worked Kren into a sweaty, mumbling mess as she twisted and bucked on his mouth. When she came it was with a guttural scream that ratcheted up the sexual tension in the room.

Kren collapsed in a sweaty pile of limbs next to her sister as Aren rose. The young man’s eyes had lost their focus. They burned with a wild desire that had his cock bouncing with his heartbeat and fingers flexing like a beast. Envy awoke in Isometre for the sisters and she could see it written on every face around the circle. Including Sanctity and the princess.

His words were a growl as he manhandled the pair atop one another. His hands were rough, fingers digging into the sister's soft flesh. The pair whimpered as they presented themselves to the young lord.


Chapter
Fourteen



The tension was so thick in the dining facility you could cut it with a knife. Isometre knew the right word or act could break the spell and unleash a riot. Her nerves grew as Aren began pounding the younger sister and the crowd leaned forward.

Sanctity wore a smile of triumph. She wasn’t watching the action on the table. Instead, staring out at the crowd she clocked women who’d expressed anxiety over their mission. Faces of disgust had quickly melted into envy, and shy glances towards the boy, were now hungry stares.

“Almost there… keep it up, my lord,” Isometre glanced over at Sanctity when she heard the woman’s whisper and the blonde grinned back. “When I turn on the light move in quickly if you still wish to service him.”

Isometre blinked and nodded. Her thoughts befuddled. Sanctity winked at her and they turned back to Aren. Who had Bellen on her back, legs rising up beside his head as he drove into the shrieking woman. Her sister stood at his side, making out with him but her hand trailed down to tease her sister’s clit. Making the smaller woman writhe in pleasure as another orgasm wracked her body.

“Ohhh goddd!”

Twisting away from Aren’s manhood, the standing sister flashed a triumphant smile and threw an ankle up on the table. With her little sister still trembling beneath her, Aren slid into the tall woman’s sex and twisted her head, so their lips met.

The smaller sister twitched and trembled as she gathered herself, a smile growing on her lips when she looked up to find Bellen bouncing against Aren. Smiling mischievously, she slipped off the table and Bellen’s head snapped up, and a gasp of pleasure left her as a hot tongue ran across her clit.

Some eyes were locked on the action as their hips slammed together, but Isometre’s and most of the others were staring at him. Tall and lean, his muscles were etched out and coated in a thin sheen of sweat. Dark hair with golden highlights hung about a face carved from marble and eyes that burned with pale intensity.

His identity had been a state secret, but a court filing had revealed his image to Isometre. Men were rarely called beautiful, but she couldn’t get that word out of her head as she watched his face contort with pleasure. Hers wasn’t the only hand that reached out imploringly as he grunted with lust and flooded Bellen’s womb.

The groggy pilot slipped from Aren’s arms as her sister pulled him down with her onto the table. It only took seconds for the small brunette to stroke him hard and then she was astride him. Feet planted on the table, she began riding him, but Aren pulled her close.

Isometre couldn’t hear what the young man whispered to the woman, but her blush was obvious. A smile grew on her lips and her eyes flashed with pride as she arched herself back. The young woman’s high, firm breasts bounced as she rode the young man’s cock. Little yelps of pleasure escaping her mouth each time he slammed into her.

“Looks like their plan is back firing,” Sanctity wore a smug smile and Isometre followed her gaze.

Princess Ophilia di Rosants sat with lips parted. A dark blush suffused her cheeks as she watched the action on the table. Her hands twisted in her lap. The knuckles pressing surreptitiously, into the heat between her thighs.

The princess wasn’t the only one in the crowd of agitators with flushed cheeks. Most watched Aren with a hungry expression. The one exception was the tall blonde beside the princess, who glared with such hatred Isometre lifted a hand to her breast.

As she watched, the woman rose and with a last glare for the young man. Who rose to pull the blonde close to him as they coupled, her legs locking around his hips. Spinning on her heels, the blonde strode away, pushing her way through the crowd before she disappeared into the darkness.

“Some women find it difficult to grapple with their own desires,” Sanctity said without looking in the blonde's direction as she waved a dismissive hand. “Have faith in the AI’s choices. Such an event would cause jealousy and envy to choke this crowd, but look around us… these women have Temple Priestess energy, yes? Just like yourself, Justicar… they enjoy seeing their man pleasured by others.”

Isometre had to agree with the woman. It wasn’t uncommon in a galaxy where women often shared a husband or lover for women to display this fetish. But for almost every woman to share it; it had to be the work of the AI.

She wanted to dwell on the thought and tease it out, but the brunette pilot’s whimpering had grown to a high-pitched shriek, as Aren ground her against himself. Isometre’s attention became riveted on the scene before her.

They still sat up with his knees raised to keep her seated on his lap. The young man’s body was coated in a sheen of sweat that made his muscles stand out even more under the dim light. The blonde’s legs were hooked around his waist, and her sister was rising from her stupor.

“Cum for him little sister,” the taller pilot purred in Kren’s ear as she slipped up behind her.

Aren’s lips were on the blonde’s neck, but he broke off the kiss as her sister drew close and their lips touched, tongues dancing as the blonde twisted to watch. Her face was twisted, as if in pain, and her body trembled, but the longed-for orgasm wouldn’t release in her. It wasn’t until he slipped his fingers into her hair and turned her so all three were sharing a kiss.

“Ohnn Ghhawwdddnnnnnn!!”

It was as if a great weight lifted from the brunette's shoulders as she finally relaxed and let herself cum. The orgasm rushed through her body with the force of a star freighter. Convulsing as the first wave of pleasure hit, her sister and Aren cradled her between them as she writhed in orgasm.

Then is head snapped back and those beautiful blue eyes rolled back as his own orgasm hit. Isometre found her hand pressed between her thighs, remembering that glorious release. Her eyelids fluttered and she missed a few seconds of the action. Coming back to herself to see the sisters tumbling into the arms of Asu Kazawa.

Isometre wanted to go to the three. They’d shared a strange and wonderful experience together. Her body wouldn’t move in their direction, but shifted her forward, and she licked her lips. Saliva pooled in her mouth in anticipation.

“This was a preview but not representative.” Sanctity was speaking, her voice loud enough to carry throughout the dining facility, but Isometre ignored her as she knelt beside the table. “You will each have personalized, intimate experience with Lord Aren-.”


Chapter
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The warning lights kicked off and the overhead lights flared bright. Most raised a hand to shield their eyes as the spell was broken. Isometre didn’t care. Nor had she cared that a moment before the crowd had been poised to pounce on the young man and ravish him. She could feel their desire as the crowd rose and most withdrew, but her attention remained focused on the soft manhood her tongue reached for.

A second before she had him in her hungry mouth, Sanctity’s hand fell upon her shoulder. The blonde gave her a firm shake of her head and Isometre’s anger flared.

“You promised!”

The vehemence in her own voice shocked her, but she didn’t soften the glare she shot up at the blonde. Sanctity’s plump lips softened into a frown and she shook her head.

“You will get your chance another day, Justicar.”

Isometre became aware of Aren’s discomfit as he shuffled over to his clothes and she understood. With the bright lights revealing everything the young man was self-conscious and her heart went out to him. She rose and dressed, finding his eyes on her as she shrugged her massive cleavage back into her coat.

Their eyes met as she pulled the zipper up into place and she gave him a wink. Spots of color appeared in his cheeks and his eyes danced down over her body. Making it flush with desire.

“Tomorrow, you four will have a review with Lord Aren,” Sanctity said, tapping at her datapad. “One hour after his duties are complete. You can discuss your experience this afternoon and offer any pointers or insights you might have…” the blonde’s gaze swept over Isometre’s and the Justicar knew the next words were for her. “You will each be given a few minutes alone to plan out your next session. Make use of your time wisely. Thank you all for a wonderful first day of breeding.”

Aren watched the four leave in a small group. They were huddled in conversation, all except the tall Justicar, whose eyes rarely left him. Feeling sticky and awkward, Aren let Sanctity lead him out of the dining facility and back towards his rooms. The ensign fell in beside them. The smile she gave Aren, reminding him she’d seen everything.

A yawn cracked his jaws, and he was about to ask her what was next on the agenda when a rush of movement from the side made him turn. Three figures rushed out of a side passage. Long, glittering objects held aloft in their hands and rage twisting their beautiful features.

“Die, tyrant!”

“Die!”

Everything happened at once. Aren registered the blonde who he’d seen with Princess Ophilia, Sivvie. He didn’t recognize the other two, but the same wild rage animated their faces. His training kicked in at the same moment Sanctity screamed and fell back.

Ensign Hellia was slower than him, but so were the three who attacked. The razor-sharp laz-swords could cut a limb off without effort, but he ignored the buzzing edge as it slid past his face. A short kick to the blonde’s knee had her stumbling, and he let the momentum pull him down and his heel up. Twisting from the hips as his low kick turned into a high one. Carrying into the second woman, he felt her jaw pop with a sickening crunch and her body collapsed in a heap.

The third woman sliced her blade across his ribs, but before she could angle it up toward his neck, Hellia was there. Two punches to her throat and the woman fell with a choaking gurgle that turned Aren’s stomach.

“Bastard… you fucking bastards!”

The blonde had dropped her blade, but she made no move to snatch it up. She looked at her friends in horror and back up at Aren with the same, sickening glare.

“You killed them!”

“She’s only unconscious,” he said with a nod to the woman he’d kicked in the jaw. Turning, he picked up the sparking blade and frowned down at the woman.

Guards rushed in and for a few minutes there was chaos as the three women were seized and placed in shackles.

“Kill me,” Sivvie’s chin rose in defiance. “Because if you don’t, I’ll just try again and again. You’ll never defile me.”

“Sivvie Phillipe,” Sanctity spoke with a coldness Aren had never heard in her voice, and the look she gave the sprawled woman made her flinch. “You have broken the covenant and will be vented within the hour. Make your peace with God.”

“Wait,” Aren held up a hand, stopping Sanctity from storming off.

“They deserve a trial, at least.”

He held himself back from saying what he wanted to say. That they didn’t deserve death for hating the thought of sleeping with him. Sanctity’s lips pursed into a frown, but she nodded and the three women were dragged off. Sivvie shouted as she was drug away.

“This farce will end soon, breeder! Your tyranny will end!”

Sanctity snored in derision, but Aren couldn’t forget the words as they led him back to his rooms. Several officers stopped them on the way, questioning him and Sanctity about the attack. And the guards were standing at stiff attention when they reached the officers quarters.

“Forget Sivvie and her sanctimonious friends,” the buxom blonde said when they stopped outside his rooms. “Her attack will only help put your importance into stark relief for the rest on board.”

“Sure,” Aren said, hiding the trembling in his hands as he thumbed the door open.

“The matrons will see to your care for now,” her smile grew gentle and she rested a hand on his shoulder. “I know this is difficult, but it will get easier. You’ll be safe here and tomorrow. I’ll have more security.”

Aren wanted to say that wasn’t necessary, but the words wouldn’t come and he nodded. She left him there, striding down the hall of officers’ quarters with the air of a woman who was troubled.


Chapter
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The door hissed shut behind him and he shrugged free of his coat. Dropping it on a chair. All he wanted to do was collapse on the couch below a view port, but he stiffened when a shadow moved in the kitchenette.

He recognized the silhouette of his matron and his relief was complete. She closed the oven and stepped out, and he stiffened again when he took in her appearance. Her long brown hair hung in a cascade over one shoulder. Her lips were a dark red and makeup highlighted the soft, beautiful planes of her face.

He barely registered the hair or makeup as her naked hips peeked out from beneath a tight apron. Aren heard himself swallow hard as her blush darkened, but his matron didn’t hide herself. Her smiled widened as his eyes took in the hints of pale flesh trapped beneath the single strip of cloth.

“I knew you’d be exhausted after today… I got the bath going, but I wanted to make you a snack,” she motioned to the oven where fans blew hot air out into the ventilation system.

“Thank you,” Aren said, his gaze locked on the top of the apron, where it hung halfway down the pale expanse of glorious flesh. The dark shadow between called to him but he forced himself to remember who this was and he stiffened.

Emmalise’ blush deepened and she dipped her head slightly and motioned to the washroom.

“Get yourself cleaned and we can eat something.”

Aren nodded and tore his gaze away only to have to have his head jerk back around when she turned back into the kitchen. She was indeed naked beneath the apron and his matron’s large, pale rear put steel back in his manhood. He stepped into the steamy room and sighed, cursing himself for a lech for even imagining it.

Matron pornographic films were the most taboo and powerful. Corrupting young men and weakening their libidos. This was the catechism taught at the academy, but Aren’s fantasies had always shifted back to his gorgeous matron and her gentle, motherly ways. Reaching for the scrubbing brush, he thumbed the hot-soapy water and sank onto the stool inside the tub.

He froze while lifting the brush to wash his back. The washroom door clicked and a cool breeze washed over him.

“I wanted to scrub your back… if that’s okay.”

Aren nodded, hearing towels being laid down. Every fiber of his being wanted to turn around, but he forced himself to look forward.

“How was your day?” He asked, aware of her shadow passing behind him as she settled onto the tiles in the tub.

“It was relaxing,” Emmalise said. “The matrons had an informal gathering, and I got to know each of them. It was nice. The alarms were an annoyance, but then we got that wonderful show….” He could feel her blushing behind him. “And you? I imagine it was an exhausting day.”

Aren flinched when the scrub brush was prized from his hand, but he met his matron’s eyes. The smile that broke out on her lips made his heart swell and he grinned back. Then his eyes fell to the heavy sway of her naked bosom, and he jerked back around. Fixing his eyes straight forward.

“Tell me how it was for you,” she implored, and as the warm, soapy water washed dry sweat and worse from his back he spoke.

Aren didn’t plan on going into detail about his afternoon, but once the words started, he couldn’t stop the flow. Her warm, comforting presence at his back unlocked the tension he’d been holding in all day.

He told his matron about the breeding chambers and the awkward moments with the four women. Before they were rushed to the dining facility where he’d been made to perform before the crowd. Embarrassment warred with the flush he’d felt under so many hungry stares.

“Did you enjoy their attention?” Aren stiffened at the question but that had more to do with the soft pressure suddenly against his back. He could feel the outline of those firm curves and the hard points digging into the muscles of his back. “That’s what this is all about… all of this… You’ll be wanted, Aren. Wanted by every single one of them… It’s going to be a lot, but I’ll be here for you… all the matrons will.”

“Matron,” he breathed, turning his head to meet her eyes and what he saw there wasn’t the fires of passion, or the banked flames of lust. It was the gentle warmth of love and her eyes softened as her smile widened.

“I am yours, my sweet boy… always… forever…”

Aren’s breath caught but he couldn’t focus on her beautiful face, or the pillowy curves of her lips as she pressed them to his neck. The hot, soapy spray had worked its way around his hips and as it engulfed his throbbing manhood her hand joined the wash.


Chapter
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Agroan left his lips as her fingers rose the length of him. Gentle at first, Emmalise kissed his neck as her questing fingers explored. Rising on her knees she brought the spray closer and curled her fingers around his girth, and Aren was aware of her breath roughening as he turned to look her full in the face.

“I love you,” he breathed, shuddering as her fingers tightened, milking his length.

“I love you too… I’m so proud of you, Aren… I love you… I lo-.“

Her words cut off when their lips met and Emmalise pressed herself against him. The matron’s focus frayed as her lips met her sons. Not in a chaste, matronly peck, but in the hungry kiss of lovers. Aren didn’t notice but her hips convulsed when his tongue brushed her lips, then quested past them. A lightning bolt of pleasure shooting through her core as she struggled to regain her focus.

“Mom, I’m going to…”

Aren broke the kiss as the pleasure rushed through him. He wanted to stare back at her as she watched the pleasure break over his face with awe. But those massive breasts, the ones he’d dreamt of, for so many nights, were swaying inches away. The decision was taken from him as Emmalise pulled his face into the warm heaven of her cleavage as his cock jumped in her fist.

“Oh gods… so much… oh Aren, how can you still… after so many… mhmmm, you’re still hard baby.”

The wash was forgotten as Aren swept his arm around his matron's waist and pulled her close. They sank into the hot waters, and words were lost as their tongues danced. His hands were ceaseless on her body, touching every inch of her stunning figure as she did the same to him. Again, and again her hand came back to his cock until it stiffened between them, but Aren needed to see her cum first and he got his wish as his fingers brushed over the tight lips of her sex.

“Nghh,” Emmalise’s eyes flashed wide and her body gave a convulsion at the touch.

She tried to shrug the young man’s hand away from her sex, but his finger dipped within and she froze as pleasure washed through her. Aren wasn’t the only one who’d dreamed of this moment, and Emmalise rode that first wave of pleasure with shallow gasps. Struggling to remember every detail as the orgasm washed through her body.

“Oh, baby,” she moaned, her lips finding his as the detonations continued between her thighs. “I’m going to make you feel… so good.”

Aren’s breath caught when the nozzle fell and her other hand joined the first. Fingers interlocked his matron shuffled around his side, heavy breasts swaying as she stroked him. Her focus was complete as he trembled in her grasp. His fingers wouldn’t leave the smooth curves of her breasts until his balls drew up tight.

Emmalise angled his cock down, her breath as rapid as his. Her mouth pursed in an ‘O’ of awe as he throbbed in her fingers then he was gasping, body curling into hers as his hard cock jumped in her hands. Hot, sticky cum shot forth, coating her breasts and neck in dripping sheets of his hot seed.

The matron leaned back and ran a finger through the thick fluid. Drawing the digit up to her lips she tasted him and her body grew tight with pleasure. A shiver passed through Emmalise and her gaze locked on her heavy breasts.

She drew her fingers through her boy’s seed and brought it up to her lips, inhaling the sweet aroma as she swallowed every drop. Aren’s cock throbbed back to life painfully as he watched the display. He ached after his long day, but nothing could stop the inevitable.

No words were spoken as they cleaned each other off under the hot soapy spray. Emmalise had brought thick towels, and they dried one another off. His hands never leaving her curves and her fingers sought his manhood just as she had in the tub.

“Tomorrow Sharron will be here when you wake and we will… prepare you together… but tonight,” his matron’s dark hair swept over her shoulder as she slipped onto his bed. Crawling with the grace of a lioness as she twisted beneath her boy’s gaze. Hips turning upwards and heavy breasts swaying beneath her. “Tonight you can have me any way you want.”

“Stay like that… mom,” the word passed his lips and his cock bounced with eagerness, but it was her throaty purr that drew him forward.

“Fuck me baby… finally… oh gods… mhmmmm!”

Aren’s hands came to either side of her hips, resting on that wide, firm ass as she whipped her hair across her back. She had one foot on the ground and the other knee rested on the bed, but her knee buckled as he pressed against her tightness, and he grinned.

Emmalise looked back just as he breached her sex and gripped his arm. She pulled him close, as his thickness stretched her walls to their limit. Their lips met as the first in a series of explosions rocked her body. Making sweat pop out on her skin.

The strength of him… the weight of him behind her and those soft lips crushing hers. She clung to her boy as he lost control in her tightness and moaned when his questing hand found her heavy breast. Bolts of pleasure shot to her slit as he rolled the nipple between his fingers. Then her focus faded as a huge orgasm broke through her body.

Aren’s long, thick cock drove into her with relentless need as they fell onto the bed, twisting onto their sides. Seconds turned into minutes, and Emmalise’s mind broke under the pleasure, but she met him thrust for thrust. Soon he was between her thighs, his slender hips a blur.

Their eyes met, locked on one another as the orgasm hit him. She felt his rhythm falter and then her world became a white-hot explosion of pleasure, as he flooded her womb. Her ankles were locked behind his thighs, arms pulling him tight against her as she floated back down to reality.

“That was…”

“Perfect,” she purred, kissing him and trembling as he gave one final twitch in her depths.

His muscles trembled and sleep stole him under soon after, but Emmalise didn’t release her grip on her boy. Years of maneuvering and trading favors had brought her aboard the Dauntless and she was going to savor every second they had together.

As the Dauntless sailed towards the dark edge of the galaxy her crew slumbered. In the brig three women raged while another plotted their escape. In the captains quarters two women lounged together watching a holovid taken surreptitiously the night before.

“We need another night with him…”

“Perhaps I can arrange something. The matrons can take care of him in other rooms than his right?”

“Sleepover?”

The captain winked at her F.O. and let her smile grow feral as the device vibrating in her sex thumbed deeper. Perfectly matching the young man’s movements in the vid.

“I was thinking, more like a slumber party…”

To Be Continued…
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