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Status Report


Neptune Orbital Station 55792

All systems normal. Anticipating automated delivery of supplies in two days. Received transmission from an alien vessel for docking permission. Denied permission and instructed the vessel to proceed to Neptune Orbital Prime.

Priority response requested.
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‘This is Neptune Orbital Station 55792, please advise of your position and status.’ The station’s proximity alarm bellows loudly overhead as an unknown alien ship approaches.

Scans indicate it is a small vessel from outside the Sol system. However, the origin is unknown and I have been instructed to deny docking privileges to unidentified visitors unless an emergency is declared. I send a priority message to Neptune command containing information from the scan and await their response as the alarm blares in the background.

There is no reply.

I make a thorough assessment of the facts at hand and utilize my knowledge, gained from decades of training, to determine how to proceed. I adjust the frequency of the transmission and receive an immediate response. The alien’s message is clearer now, but my translator is still having difficulty parsing the words. Regardless, the gist of its message is clear.

‘I ssshhh permission … at your station. My ssshhh been damaged … emergency.’ A gruff voice, heavily distorted by static replies, and I check the information my sensors have gleaned to determine if its request can be accommodated. This orbital station is small, and larger ships are required to proceed to the command center for processing, no matter their condition.

‘Please proceed to Neptune Orbital Prime, unknown vessel. They will assist you there.’ The creature screams and I adjust my communication device to minimize my discomfort from the intense sound.

‘Ssshhh to proceed. Again, ssshhh dock at your station.’ Section 55 of the Station Operations Manual clearly states that if an incoming vessel is heavily damaged, docking is permitted if the vessel does not exceed one hundred meters in length. I study the available information and determine that the ship has the ability to attach to the station’s airlock.

‘Alien vessel, we can accommodate you. Please state your origin and current status.’ The signal disappears and I work to reestablish it. ‘Alien vessel, I cannot give you permission to dock until we know your status.’

‘Yes, ssshhh station, … is damaged and I am injured. Again, I ssshhh permission … dock.’

‘I am transmitting the arrival coordinates now.’ I input the information, hesitating slightly before sending it, then await a response.

There’s a loud explosion on the other end and I realize that this creature’s situation is more dire than I originally assumed. The radio transmission goes silent and is replaced by the quiet breath of the station as the various life support functions cycle through their familiar patterns.

Oxygen creation, air purification, carbon dioxide extraction, repeat.

The rhythm plays like a familiar tune in my head and I take a deep breath as I hear the hiss of the docking clamps and the airlock seal form a protective barrier. This safeguard will prevent the transfer of any external elements that could harm the station or its sole occupant: me. The thin layer of clear polycarbonate is my only defense and I pause when I remember that my sidearm is locked away in a closet across the cargo bay.

I hope I will not need it.

I leave the command terminal in the center of the circular station and slowly walk through the small cargo bay, towards the airlock and await my visitor. The door of its vessel slides open slowly and the creature emerges, clearly injured.

The alien is large, at least three meters in height and its body is covered in thick, matted fur. Its powerful claws grasp the handles of the small room as it attempts to support itself and when its fiery eyes lock with mine, I experience a sensation that I cannot explain.

It grunts and screams as the rear airlock door closes behind it, trapping it inside the narrow space. An ultraviolet beam traces over its body and when the green light on the door handle switches on, I release the lock. The creature collapses into the cargo bay, a stream of viscous yellow fluid spilling from its hairy body as it lets out a feral cry that echoes through the station and sends a chill through me.
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Alien visitors to orbital stations are exceedingly rare. One of my duties is to intercept, greet and inform the incoming lifeforms of the Sol system’s protocols for transit.

The Neptune Orbital array is the first line of defence for the Mars Colonies, Jupiter Lunar Colonies as well as our system’s government on Earth. The Neptune Orbital platform monitors activity outside of the system and coordinates incoming traffic in order to create an efficient and streamlined arrival procedure.

I’m very proud of the work that I do.

The arrival procedures flow through my mind. I’ve studied them thousands of times, but as I stare at the lifeform on the floor, I’m at a sudden loss. I realize that the theoretical plan differs vastly from the practical.

‘Where are you injured?’ I ask, attempting to remain calm as I watch the creature convulse on the floor.

During my remote medical training, I was instructed to speak calmly to the patient in order to ascertain where the injury has occurred. I am fully qualified as a medic and am familiar with emergency lifesaving procedures for several species that frequent this system, however, this creature is unfamiliar to me and I am uncertain how to help it.

‘Aaaaah.’ An ear-piercing scream escapes its throat as another gush of the yellow fluid spews from its body. It is clearly in pain and in its current state, I am certain that there is nothing I can do to aid it. I retrieve the emergency surgical box from its place on the wall and prepare a dose of synthetic morphine to dull the discomfort from its injury.

As I draw the liquid into the syringe, the creature groans one last time, its large body sprawled into an impossible position as its immense claws twitch in a final spasm.

I’ve never witnessed death before and this new experience is indescribable.

I stare at the lifeless body in front of me as I consider my next steps. This creature has died and it is my duty to determine its origin and reason for entering the Sol system. I return to my observation desk and file another report, sending it to Neptune Orbital Prime, then search through station documentation to find the correct procedure for this particular situation.

I determine the creature should be moved to the cryo receptacle until it can be returned to its place of origin. The vessel must be inspected, cargo cataloged and turned over in its entirety to the system authorities upon their arrival.

I activate the single cryo station at the edge of the cargo bay and drag the cadaver across the floor. I rest several times during the process, but I am ultimately able to load its massive, lifeless body inside. Its anatomy is unusual and I make a note to complete a full investigation during my daily free time. Interactions with outsiders are rare, in fact, I have not had a single visitor to this station since my arrival. This could prove to be an interesting investigation and likely well worth my time and energy.

As the cryo pod cycles on, I take one last look at the creature, fixing its grotesque features in my mind as the glass frosts and I’m once again alone.

That word lingers in my mind.

Alone.

My status as the sole occupant of Neptune Orbital Station 55792 has never concerned me previously and I wonder if the sudden introduction and equally sudden departure of this unexpected guest has caused this unwanted incursion into my thoughts.

I decide that I'm overdue for a medical exam and make a mental note to complete it as soon as this unsettling situation is resolved.

I was hatched here. If that’s not a word you’re familiar with, it can best be described as the state in which clones are “born”. When I emerged from my chrysalis, I was fully formed, aware of my purpose and ready to serve.

My model is a replicant of Niels Lee, the founder and administrator of the original Mars colony. Our series was designed to work as caretakers and assigned to the various orbital platforms that protect and serve the system as a whole.

I resume my duties, continuing my investigation as I make an initial scan of the ship’s hull after resealing the airlock. Titanium alloy with radium shielding- not advanced by any means but capable of providing protection during long distance travel. I slowly enter the vessel, the acrid scent of organic refuse overwhelming my senses.

My station is kept in immaculate condition and the state of the alien ship is significantly less impressive.

The bridge is small, but sufficient. Several of the screens above the navigational consoles have blown out and this was likely the source of the loud explosion I heard during the earlier communication. I open the next door, stepping into a small set of living quarters with two beds, a galley and some sort of toilet. The offensive smell grows more intense as I proceed to the rear cargo hold and shine my light on an extensive collection of what the system authorities would consider contraband.

Weapons, sophisticated electronics and various other illicit items fill the shelves that line the relatively large hold. The creature was likely involved in smuggling and I shake my head as I speculate that his life likely ended the way it was lived- steeped in intense and pointless violence.

Such a waste.

My inspection is interrupted when I hear movement and shine my flashlight onto a crate in the corner. The foul scent intensifies the closer I move towards it and the skittering inside causes me to freeze as I pause my work to assess the container.

The box could contain livestock, creatures for illegal trade or animals for medical experimentation. I stop to consult my manual in order to determine the correct procedure for handling this situation when I hear a faint voice.

‘Help.’

‘Sssh.’ Another voice attempts to silence the first.

I speculate that the sounds are coming from two different creatures and as I kneel down in front of the crate, peering through the small air holes, my gaze locks with a pair of blue eyes peering out from the shadows inside.

There are several species in this sector that have similar features to humans, but I’m almost certain that these foul creatures are, in fact, human. The crate is terribly small and even though I should leave them where they are until the authorities can collect them, I relent, opening their container and allowing them to stand.

The pair are filthy and the odor that is released with them, almost intolerable. The darker one stands to her full height, her eyes locked onto me as she stretches her body, extending her arms over her head before offering assistance to the one still shivering inside.

Their clothing consists of rags soaked with human waste. As the one with the lighter hair stands, my gaze drifts over her body. They’re both clearly malnourished and as the paler one stares at me with her clear blue eyes, I realize she is afraid.

‘Where are we?’ The darker one asks as her gaze locks with mine and an electric current courses through my body.
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‘Your ship is currently docked with Neptune Orbital Station 55792…’ I start and the one with golden hair rudely interrupts.

‘Neptune? I thought we’d left the system.’ A panicked expression colors her features and I can’t understand why she’s reacting this way. Her skin is caked with dirt and she smells like feces. The odor is overwhelming and I’m having a difficult time breathing in the dank, enclosed space.

‘Are you human?’ I ask.

‘Yes, no. Are you?’ The one with the golden hair stutters as she stares at me, her large blue eyes overflowing with emotion. My body grows warm as I consider the fact that these are the only humans I’ve ever met. We likely share a common ancestor and even though I can find no commonality with them in their current condition, being in such close proximity to another from my species is strangely comforting.

‘I am a replicant of Dr. Niels Lee, the founder of the Mars Colony. I have been assigned to this station to intercept visitors to the Sol system and monitor activity in and around the Kuiper Belt.’ The darker-haired woman looks relieved and grabs the hand of the other one.

‘We need to go.’ The one with the golden hair says and turns her attention to her companion.

‘Are you alone?’ The dark one asks. Her question is oddly phrased and even though there is a simple answer to her query, I wonder if there is more to what she is asking. Her eyes are like dark pools and I struggle to look away.

‘Yes. Your companion is now deceased. He exited the airlock and collapsed onto the floor of the cargo bay.’ The one with the darker hair appears to be pleased with that information and laughs. I’m confused, but determine that now is not the time to question her reaction.

A more comprehensive interview will be conducted at a later time.

My duty is to classify the women and report their presence. Although they appear to be human, if they are without documentation, they will be remanded to the detention center on Triton to await assignment to a colony. Until then, they clearly require care.

‘You can remain on this vessel…’

‘No!’ The one with the golden hair shouts and the darker one wraps her arm around her companion’s quivering body in an attempt to comfort her. I find them indescribably foul, yet am drawn to them in a way I can’t explain.

‘Or you can move into the holding area of the station. The choice is yours.’ The one with the dark hair whispers something to the other and responds for both.

‘We would like to come onto the station.’ I nod, believing their decision to be the correct one, even if it complicates my life considerably. Inventory of the ship can be completed once they are settled in the holding area.

‘I would be happy to have you on board.’ I reply, placing my handheld scanner into its holder and carefully retreating towards the decontamination shower. After the filth I have just encountered, I’m certain that a thorough cleansing will be necessary. ‘I will go through first, then you follow, one at a time, please.’

The one with the dark hair nods in understanding as I step into the small circular airlock that protects the station. The door slides shut behind me and I feel pressure in my ears as the contaminated air is purified and a ray of ultraviolet light passes over my body, ridding me of any harmful parasites that may have invaded my clothing or epidermis during my short stay on the filthy ship.

The door slides open and I step into the clean air of the station and take a breath, relishing the sanitized odor as I reset the airlock.

‘One of you may enter.’ The woman with the golden hair appears terrified as her friend pushes her inside and I realize that she must be cold in the scraps of material that are barely covering her body. I will ensure that they are both properly attired once they are clean.

Her blue eyes fill with terror as the contaminated air is forced out and the filter scans her for any remaining microbes. Once she is cleared, the door opens and she stumbles out, still filthy, but nontoxic. The other woman is calmer and has possibly been through the decontamination process before; she holds out her arms and allows the laser to do its work.

Once they’re both clear, I smile and feel oddly torn about their presence on the station.

‘Please follow me. I will need you to brief me on your knowledge of the creature and what happened to his ship, but first, allow me to extend my hospitality and show you to your quarters.’ They both look relieved and the one with the dark hair grabs the hand of the other and leads her across the smooth floor of pressurized carbonate from which each station in the Kuiper Belt is constructed.

‘Can you tell me more about this station?’ The one with the dark hair asks and I give her an abridged history of the Neptune Orbital project as well as the aims and goals of such a grand undertaking.

‘I am very proud of the work I do here.’ I say as I stop outside the holding area and motion for them to enter. The golden-haired one walks inside without hesitation, but the darker one looks at me with suspicion.

‘Is this a holding cell?’ She asks as she narrows her eyes suspiciously.

‘Yes,’ I reply with complete honesty. ‘I do not know your identity and am not certain why you were being held the way you were. This arrangement is for your safety as well as mine.’

My explanation appears to be sufficient and she enters the space, sighing when she sees the two small, clean beds and shower facilities that are provided.

‘Do you have any clothes that we could wear? Our previous… host was not very generous.’ The dark one says and my gaze lingers on the way that the stained fabric of her short dress brushes against the top of her dirty thigh as she folds her arms across her chest protectively.

‘Yes.’ I say as I push a button on one of the closets and the door slides open, revealing sets of white shirts and pants. ‘These are for your use, but please clean yourselves first.’ I can only assume from their current state that they haven’t bathed recently.

‘If that’s all…’ I start as I turn to leave.

‘Food.’ The golden haired one says abruptly.

‘Oh yes, my apologies.’ I reply as I point towards a console on an adjacent wall. ‘Water and nutritional supplements are provided here. Simply press these buttons,’ I motion towards the interface. ‘And the items will be dispensed there. Waste and your current clothing can be disposed of in that bin.’ I point towards the incinerator chute on the opposite wall.

‘If there’s anything you need, please don’t hesitate to contact me using this intercom.’ I say as I motion towards a red button next to the door. ‘Illumination terminates stationwide in three hours, so please complete your personal maintenance by then.’

I turn and hear the golden haired one murmur softly as I walk away.

‘Thank you.’
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I lock the door of my quarters.

This is unusual as I never have visitors, however, I don’t fully trust my guests. Even though they are locked in the holding area, I feel certain that were they to escape, they would not hesitate to harm me in order to leave the station.

I require 7.5 hours of sleep per cycle. Before my rest period begins I consume the medication that every service clone is required to ingest. The blue pill ensures my longevity. The red pill ensures that my body functions in an optimal way. The orange pill dulls my dopamine receptors and calms my mind.

I do not suffer from restlessness.

This is the result of maintaining a strict daily schedule for my century of existence. My body functions like a machine and as I wake the next morning and walk into the exercise area for my thirty minutes of cardiovascular activity followed by twenty minutes of strength training, I wonder how my guests are faring.

I shower and dress and check the incoming messages for a reply from command. There is none. I hesitate to send a full report until I learn the status of my guests. Neptune Orbital Prime will need details and at this point, I have only the minimum to share. Once I’ve discovered who these women are, I will send a full report of the incident.

The station is functioning at 97% efficiency. I notice a small fluid leak in one of the thrusters and send a repair drone to fix the problem. Once that is complete, I finish my morning monitoring flow, then lock the controls and leave the command station.

I see movement through the frosted glass of the holding cell door and input the code to release the lock. The door slides open and I don’t recognize the occupants. The feral creatures from yesterday have been replaced by two objectively attractive human women and I take a moment to observe their behavior before announcing my presence.

They are having a conversation and as the dark haired one leans against the wall, I notice how her eyes crinkle with laughter when the golden haired one says something that amuses her. She is thin, too thin, but as her lithe body relaxes, I feel myself responding to her presence in a way that I’ve never before experienced.

‘Hello.’ I say, suddenly feeling guilty about my unannounced observation. The golden haired one gives me a radiant smile before standing and walking towards me. Her dirt smudged face is now clean and clear and the objectionable odor long gone.

‘Good morning.’ The dark haired one says as she finishes a cup of water and discards the waste in the receptacle. ‘We feel human again. Thank you.’

I’m genuinely pleased and as the dark haired one takes a seat on the small sofa, her eyes rest on me with an odd familiarity.

‘I will need the details of your capture so that I can include your origin in my report.’ I announce and their warm smiles vanish and silence fills the space. When the dark haired one returns her attention to me, she softens her expression.

‘My name is Eve, by the way.’ She says and I’m pleased to know what to call her.

‘I’m Luna.’ The one with the golden hair says and takes a step towards me and extends her hand in greeting. Because of my limited exposure to humans, I don’t fully understand their subtle gestures, but they both appear to be friendly and I hope that the remainder of our time together will pass without incident.

‘Today I will continue my inventory of the items on the alien vessel. Is this something you would be able to assist me with?’ I ask and Luna’s eyes widen with fear. I understand that expression implicitly and regret that she has such an intense reaction to my request.

‘We were only, uh… guests of the creature for a short time.’ Eve says as she moves to comfort her friend. ‘I doubt we would be much help.’ I watch with interest as Eve wraps her arms around Luna and attempts to soothe her. Clearly they have experienced a shared trauma and perhaps my request for assistance was too hastily made.

I decide to wait until they have the opportunity to adjust to their new environment before making another attempt at recruiting them. At the least, knowing their origin would assist in determining when and where the items were pilfered and if this is an ongoing problem or an isolated incident.

‘Does this station have a medical bay?’ Eve asks, breaking the silence.

‘Yes, this station is equipped with adequate medical facilities. Do you have an issue that needs to be addressed?’ I ask. Neither appears injured, but I remember from my training that not all injuries are obvious to the casual observer.

‘Before I met her, Luna was involved in an… incident.’ Eve says vaguely as she glances at the other woman. ‘She’s in need of medical attention that I could provide, given the proper equipment.’

‘Of course.’ I respond, hoping that Eve will elaborate, but realizing that I can’t expect them to confide in me until I’ve gained their trust. ‘If her medical situation is not urgent, I would prefer to complete the inventory of the ship first.’

‘It’s not urgent.’ Eve says as she strokes Luna’s golden hair. ‘I would be willing to help you today if we can tend to her wound tomorrow.’

‘Yes, that’s fine. I’m conducting repairs on a broken thruster, however I should be able to return to the ship within the hour. Please join me when you are able.’ I say as I leave the women and notice that Luna is still distraught. I would have assumed that the safety of the station would be sufficient comfort, but her experience with the creature has left her skittish and distrustful.

An hour later, I board the alien vessel and when I hear the airlock open behind me, a jolt of emotion rushes through my body. I had never considered myself lonely before, my work was all that was necessary for me to be content, but the events of the past day have caused me to reassess that assumption.

‘What do you need me to do?’ Eve asks as she walks carefully past the burnt consoles and detritus covering the floor. The foul odor has dissipated slightly and I find it easier to breathe, however Eve scrunches her nose as she comes closer and I wonder if it's the odor or the memories that disturb her.

‘I’m currently cataloging the items in the storage bay. Many appear to be objects that belong to various orbital stations and arrays. It’s odd that this creature was able to procure so much without the authorities taking notice.’ I say and Eve shrugs, burying her hands in the pockets of her pants as she bites her lip. Her dark eyes are slightly slanted and narrow at the edges, giving her a feline quality that is pleasant to look at.

‘He may have scavenged the items off repair vessels.’ She suggests, taking a step towards one of the shelves, her eyes scanning the contents as she picks up a device and studies it.

‘Tell me, what happened to the ship?’ I ask and she replaces the device, her fingers trailing across its surface as she turns to face me. She runs her hands through her long dark hair as she sighs deeply.

‘I sabotaged the controls.’ She confesses and I’m surprised that she’s willing to answer honestly. ‘During our last stop, I was able to escape and rewire the navigation console to explode once we were in flight. I had hoped to take control of the vessel, but our captor realized that our cage was unlocked before leaving the station and I was unable to follow through with my plan.’

‘So you murdered the creature?’

‘Yes.’ She says as she glances at the crate, then looks away. ‘You can understand why, I hope.’

‘It is not for me to decide your guilt. I’m certain the system authorities will look at your case and give you a fair trial.’ I say as I return my attention to a basket of switches and sockets.

‘Yeah, whatever.’ She replies flippantly as she picks up an unfamiliar object and holds it in her hands. ‘This is an epidermal regenerator. Do you have one on the station?’

I take the object from her and rotate it in my hands as she watches, her sharp eyes observing my every movement and I can only assume that it was because of this keen observational ability that she was able to sabotage the ship's equipment. That realization concerns me and I replace the object.

‘Yes,’ I reply belatedly. Her confession has disturbed me deeply and as we continue the inventory, I realize that the two women are not as helpless as I initially assumed and determine that I will need to keep them under close observation during their stay. If they were willing to commit sabotage once, they will likely do it again should the need arise.
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I retire to my quarters. It’s been a surprising day and as I write out my report, I delete the mention of my guests before sending. I immediately feel as though I’ve done something wrong.

It is a lie of omission and I remind myself to complete a full medical diagnostic once the current situation has been resolved. I make a note before glancing at the pills that have been dispensed neatly on the tray in front of me.

I take the red one, then the blue, but I stare at the orange for a few moments before tossing it in the waste receptacle.

I have my first dream.

It’s a muddled mess, but the imagery remains with me when I wake and invades my thoughts as I exercise and shower and begin my daily duties. Eve was helpful yesterday and there are only a few more items that need to be cataloged. I should be able to complete that task alone.

I enter the alien vessel and a wave of emotion overwhelms me as I stare at the charred remains of the navigation controls and realize that this is where the creature was fatally injured. The thought inexplicably stirs me and as I turn to face the crate where Eve and Luna were housed, irrational anger surges through my body.

I scream as I fling the top of the cage across the space, remembering the condition in which I found them and experience a sudden hatred towards the creature for treating them the way that he did.

A few seconds later, I realize what has happened and am filled with shame. I cannot be an effective caretaker if I allow myself to be overwhelmed by pointless emotion. I join Eve and Luna for my midday meal and notice that Eve is staring at me again.

‘What’s your name?’ Eve asks pointedly and I’m unsure of how to respond. I’ve always been referred to as caretaker and I don’t see why that would change now.

‘Caretaker.’

‘Well we can’t call you that.’ Luna says with a smile and my body tingles pleasantly. ‘We should name you.’ Her blue eyes are teasing me and it sends a wave of energy surging through me. I like when she speaks to me this way.

‘Maybe we should ask if he has a preference first.’ Eve says with an even tone and I appreciate her level headedness.

‘I don’t know…’ I say as I try to think of what I would like to be called. ‘Perhaps René. I’ve always enjoyed reading the philosophy of Descartes— cogito ergo sum. The idea of thought being the proof of one’s existence is fascinating.’

‘I’m not going to call you René.’ Luna says with an exaggerated roll of her eyes. I’ve seen her do this several times, but am still unsure about its meaning. She is clearly the more passionate of the two and relies on her emotions to make decisions whereas Eve considers the results of her actions before she reacts.

‘What about William? I knew a William once, he was a good man.’ Eve’s eyes glaze over and her expression saddens. A strange sensation overwhelms me and I feel the urge to comfort her.

‘We could call him Will.’ Luna suggests, completely ignoring her friend’s distress as she stares at me and another emotion nags at me insistently. Now I fully understand why I was given the orange pill and I realize that it could be advantageous to resume its use.

‘I like Will.’ I say, as we continue eating. The meal consists of two nutrition bars and a glass of water. Luna stares at the bars before picking one up and taking a bite.

‘You eat this every day?’ She asks as she chews slowly and washes it down with a sip of water. When she slides her tongue across her full lips, I feel another jolt inside of me, this one extremely pleasant.

‘Yes. It’s sufficient.’ I say as I finish the first bar and take a sip of water. Eve is still distraught and slides the brown brick of food around distractedly. ‘Do either of you have any training that could be considered useful?’

Their fate concerns me and if they have no actionable skills, they will likely be sent to a labor camp. From what I have been led to believe, the conditions at these facilities are less than desirable.

‘I was trained as a medic.’ Eve says as her eyes lock with mine. Her expression is indecipherable and I still don’t understand how she ended up on the alien vessel.

‘Excellent. What about you, Luna?’ I shift my attention and Luna slides the food away and crosses her arms defensively. Her demeanor is combative, and I look at Eve, deciding not to pry further into her past.

‘How much longer will we be here?’ She asks Eve and I assume that the question was meant for me.

‘I still need to inform the authorities of your presence. They will likely send a ship in the next several days to retrieve you and the alien vessel.’ I find it odd that they have not responded, but it has been years since I was in direct communication with command and there may be an issue with my report. I will check this afternoon to make sure it was received.

‘That’s fine.. Will, Luna is feeling slightly disoriented. She was taken before she could learn a trade, so she would likely need training.’ Luna gets up and refills her water, drinks it and angrily tosses the cup in the incinerator before retreating to her bed and curling into a tight ball.

‘That’s correct. You’re familiar with the protocol?’ I ask, surprised again that someone with her obvious intelligence would end up in the position in which I found her.

‘Yes, I worked on a mining vessel for several years as a medical specialist. That’s where I learned about improvised explosives.’ Eve explains with a sparkle in her eye. She glances at Luna on the bed and changes the subject. ‘You promised yesterday that I could see your medical facilities. Could we do that now?’

‘Of course. We made an agreement and I intend to honor it.’ We finish our meal and I escort her to the medical bay.
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‘I knew one of the other…models of your type.’ Eve says as she inspects the available medical supplies. She glances at me, then pulls her hair into an elastic band as she returns her attention to the surgical arm of the multitool that extends from the ceiling. Its use is limited, but I keep a watchful eye on her, the fact that she confessed to sabotaging the alien vessel front and center in my mind.

Thus far the medical bay has primarily been utilized for my annual checkups and its condition is immaculate. I closely monitor Eve’s skilled movements as she carefully inspects the equipment. She removes one of the sharp pincers attached to the tip of the surgical tool and blows on it before replacing it and making a note of its position.

I could watch her work for hours and it takes an unnatural amount of time to process her earlier statement and determine an appropriate response.

‘Were you on an orbital station?’ I ask.

‘Yes.’ Her voice is clipped and she focuses her attention back on the task at hand. ‘Would you hand me the screwdriver?’ I comply and watch as she tightens the connection and moves the arm, making a slight adjustment to the angle and tension.

My gaze rests on her long, smooth neck as it arches and I wonder how the soft skin would feel against my lips. The thought is extremely arousing and my body responds as the fantasy plays itself out in my mind.

‘What?’ She asks when she notices me staring and I suddenly feel hot. This sensation has occurred several times and is more pronounced when I’m in close proximity to my guests. I look away as Eve tucks her dark hair behind her ear, a smile curling her rosy lips.

‘What was he like?’ I ask, suddenly curious about my brother. I had never given significant thought to the fact that there were others like me and even though I am aware of their existence, my curiosity about them is suddenly piqued.

‘He was like you.’ She says as she looks away and double checks the integrity of the adjustment. ‘Only less concerned with protocol.’ A light laugh escapes her throat and I hear Luna approaching as I attempt to parse the meaning of her words.

I had assumed that each of us would be identical in every way. We were designed to be an army of service drones, capable of working for years in isolation with little to no guidance. Knowing that another caretaker performed less than optimally causes me to question my own recent shortcomings.

‘Is it fixed?’ Luna asks as she moves closer and takes a look.

‘Yeah, we should be able to extract the shrapnel now.’ Eve says confidently as she takes a step back from the device and motions for Luna to sit on the table. As she does, Luna unties the strings that hold her loosely fitted shirt together, then slides the material away from her body.

Her sudden nakedness causes me to feel disoriented and I grab a nearby console to steady myself as she lays prone on the table. She adjusts her body to center herself on the cool surface and I try not to stare as Eve adjusts the surgical arm over the jagged scar that runs from the top of the other woman’s left breast and extends to her shoulder.

I attempt to focus my eyes on the scar but Luna’s casual nudity is causing me to feel hot and lightheaded. My gaze drifts over her small breasts and dwells on the tiny pink nipples that tighten as cool air from the nearby ducts drifts over her exposed skin.

‘Lay completely still.’ Eve murmurs as she positions the arm directly over the scar on Luna’s shoulder. When she notices me staring, I look away, suddenly feeling ashamed about my erratic thoughts. I busy myself with a nearby piece of equipment but use any excuse to return my attention to Luna’s naked torso.

I imagine cupping her breasts in my hands, taking one of her pale pink nipples between my lips. My body is responding against my will and I feel a stirring in my groin. Eve secures her with the black nylon straps that are attached to the underside of the table and I look away, attempting to breathe normally as my pulse races.

‘Will, can you come here and hold her down? This part can be painful and she needs to remain completely immobile.’ Eve’s voice is distant and I take a deep breath before returning to the treatment table. ‘Hold her there,’ Eve points to Luna’s arm. ‘And there.’ The second location is her ribcage directly under her breast. I comply, savoring the texture of Luna’s soft skin beneath my fingers.

Eve injects a local numbing agent into the affected area and we wait a few moments for it to take effect before the procedure begins. Luna convulses slightly as the laser cuts into her flesh, revealing a jagged piece of metal buried in her muscle.

I watch as Eve uses a pair of pincers to carefully remove the foreign object, taking care to examine the surrounding tissue for any remaining metallic splinters. Luna’s blue eyes lock onto mine as another cut is made a few centimeters above the first and the process repeated.

Luna’s cold hand grasps mine as Eve continues her work and her tightening grip indicates that the local anesthetic isn’t sufficient to fully dull the pain. As the procedure nears completion, a tear rolls down the side of Luna’s face and Eve wipes it away with her thumb as she straightens herself and inspects her work

‘I believe that’s all. You can let go.’ Eve says as she stitches together the small openings with a poly silicone thread and coats the affected area with antiseptic ointment. She releases the straps and Luna sits upright as she moves her arm and smiles gratefully at her friend.

‘It feels much better. Thank you.’ Luna says as she gingerly tugs on her shirt. My body returns to normal as Eve escorts her friend to their quarters for rest and I clean up the mess in the medical bay. I’m so distracted that I don’t realize I’m no longer alone.

‘She should be fine now.’ Eve says as she walks into the small room and I nod, glad that the problem has been resolved. Eve makes a few notes and I dispose of the surgical materials in the incinerator.

‘How did it happen?’ I ask. I still know so little about them and wonder how Luna could have been involved in such a violent altercation. Eve pauses, then looks at me for a few moments before returning to her task.

‘She was with some bad people and got hurt. It happens.’ I can tell that Eve is being deliberately obtuse. Even though I want to understand the circumstances surrounding her injury, I decide to leave it there for now.

They will confide in me if and when they feel that it is necessary.
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After several weeks of not ingesting the orange pill, the changes in my psyche are becoming more pronounced. I’m prone to fits of frustration, nervousness and anxiety. I also find my thoughts often linger on Luna and Eve- particularly their appearance in addition to their reactions to me.

I’m still unsure of the exact medication contained in the orange pill, that specific information in the database is restricted, but I assume that it dampened the ability for me to be fully human; to experience desire, pain and fear.

Ultimately, I have decided to allow Eve and Luna to remain here as long as they like and will not report them to the system authorities. It’s been almost three weeks since their arrival and should they decide to leave, I will miss them greatly, but I cannot determine their fate for them.

It must be their decision whether to leave or stay and when they join me in the control room, I assume that it is to inform me of their imminent departure. Luna’s expression is sad and Eve chews on her fingernail the way she always does when she’s nervous.

‘Will, we need to talk.’ Eve says with a hint of hesitation. The three of us are gathered around the command console and Luna glances at Eve with a look of discomfort as the other woman speaks.

‘Yes. What would you like to speak with me about?’ I put away the diagnostic pad and turn my full attention to Eve. She is very beautiful and it has been difficult to overlook that fact during our frequent interactions. I often stare at her and I believe that she has noticed my attraction, however, nothing has come of it and I hope to keep it that way.

‘Maybe we should wait.’ Luna says softly, clearly nervous and I can’t understand what they could need to tell me that would cause so much consternation.

‘No. It’s time.’ Eve is determined to get this over with and my heart begins to race as my fear mounts. I’m uncertain about remaining here alone.

Their presence has changed me and should they leave, I will likely terminate my existence.

The stray thought hangs in my mind as Luna grabs my hand and leads me towards the small alcove that juts off the command area. We sit on the sofa and Eve pulls a chair closer, then glances at Luna and clears her throat.

‘Will,’ she starts as she looks into my eyes. ‘There’s something you need to know.’

Her voice is calm and I stare at Luna for a second as the air recycling system shifts to purification mode, the familiar hum the only sound in the otherwise silent room.

‘Ok...’ I realize that I’m feeling impatient and am ready for her to continue. ‘What is it?’

‘The Sol system…’ she pauses as she motions towards the window and the dark space that surrounds us. ‘Is not the same now as it was...’ Her voice trails off and I realize that what they’re telling me is not at all what I was expecting.

‘What do you mean?’ I ask incredulously as she continues.

‘I mean that the institution that you’ve relied upon has experienced a complete and total collapse. There is no more unified government on Earth, and you may be the only person left who is still doing their job.’ Eve leans back in her seat, chewing her lip as her gaze shifts to Luna.

‘You’re not serious. This is a joke, right?’ I feel a laugh bubble up in my throat, but when I see the earnest expression on Eve’s face, I realize that this is not a humorous situation. ‘What… what do you mean?’

‘Five years ago, Earth’s population was decimated by a plague. I was being transported to a new mining vessel when the news came through. From what I’ve been able to gather, ninety percent of human life in the system succumbed. The disease spread quickly. I was lucky to be alone on a fully equipped ship and was able to ride it out in isolation.’

The words fall out of Eve's mouth dispassionately, as though they’ve lost all meaning.

‘I was on Earth, but wasn’t infected.’ Luna says with an intense sadness that I can’t even begin to understand. Her eyes stare into the distance and her voice softens as she recalls what happened. ‘They just died. Most would feel fine in the morning, but by dinner, they were dead. My whole family…’ Eve moves onto the sofa next to us and pulls Luna into her arms, stroking her hair and attempting to soothe her.

‘But I’m still receiving supplies.’ I say as I consider the possibility that she’s fabricated this entire story as a way to escape. Her blatant dishonesty is causing me to reconsider my earlier decision to let them leave.

‘The deliveries are fully automated and from an unmanned central supply depot.’ Eve kisses Luna’s golden hair as she strokes it softly. ‘The system is overrun with raiders from other planets. They kidnap survivors and steal from abandoned stations and depots. That’s why we were in that crate. I was captured a few weeks ago, Luna was already on the ship when I was taken.’

That information causes Luna to sob and I stare at both of them, unable to comprehend what they’re saying. Neither has a reason to lie about this and I think about the events of the last year as my mind races to disprove them.

I’ve had no response from Neptune Orbital Prime, inspections have not been processed and my recent requests for equipment have been ignored. These and other inconsistencies I’ve noticed recently corroborate what they’re telling me. I wish I could unhear them, go back to living in ignorance where my only duty was to the station, but that is impossible and I’m suddenly overwhelmed.

‘I need a few minutes to myself if you don’t mind.’ I stand, glancing at the two women before stiffly walking through the command room and towards my quarters.

I close the door behind me, then sit at the communication terminal, my hand hovering over the keyboard as I try to remember the date of my last communique. It was almost four years ago. I look through my message history for any sign that a catastrophic event had occurred, but there is nothing.

I’m unable to access the central database by design. If someone was to commandeer this orbital station, they would be unable to retrieve sensitive data. I would never know if there was a plague or a war or any other mass casualty event and I suppose that was the intention all along.

The thought unnerves me further and I collapse onto my bed, hands resting on my chest as I stare at the ceiling and attempt to comprehend what Eve said. Ninety percent of the population is enormous. That would be nearly twenty billion people.

Gone.

The door slides open and I shut my eyes. I’m not in the mood for conversation and as a deep and complete sorrow fills every part of my mind, Luna’s soft voice manages to cut through the overwhelming emotion I’m now experiencing.

‘Let me help you, Will.’ I want to tell her to go away, but instead I open my eyes and the fact that she’s standing there reminds me that I’m no longer alone. I slide over, making space for her next to me on the neatly made bed. The stiff foam mattress moves as her light body slides close to me, then rests against the pillows.

‘Come here.’ She says and I do as I’m told, resting my head in her arms as she gently combs my hair with her fingers. ‘I didn’t want to tell you. I wanted the three of us to stay here forever, but Eve insisted.’

‘It was the right thing to do.’ I say and Luna sighs.

‘I know, but it’s a lot to process.’ I adjust my head, worried that I’m too heavy for her and she smiles as she continues stroking my hair. It feels so good and I close my eyes again as she begins humming a familiar tune.

‘What’s that?’ I ask as she reaches the crescendo and my mind relaxes.

‘Something my mother used to sing to me when I was a girl.’ She murmurs as she continues and I feel myself letting go. So many people and I knew none of them, was connected to no one and nothing.

Despite that, I feel a sudden and overwhelming sense of despair as I let out a deep sob and a few tears escape my eyes as Luna pulls me closer, humming louder as she releases the tie that holds her shirt together, the fabric falling away from her breast as my head rests in the crook of her arm.

‘I notice the way you look at me.’ Her voice is so soft and she grabs my hand, drawing it to her as my finger brushes across her hot flesh. I linger, tracing a line around her pink nipple, causing it to harden beneath my touch. That simple act releases a flood of desire and I realize how badly I need her, even though I don’t understand it fully.

The instinct to wrap my lips around her puckered nipple is intensely primal and as I do, the humming pauses as a gasp escapes her throat. A thousand urges fill me as her hand slides down my torso and slowly releases the zipper of my jumpsuit. Her soft hand slides inside, gripping me firmly as I close my eyes and give into her completely.
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I know what the sexual act is, how it functions and its purpose with regards to the continuation of the human species, but for the first time in my life, I understand why it's done. Every nerve in my body comes alive as she touches me and I have no idea what happens now.

‘Does it feel good?’ She murmurs, her pupils dilated as her voice wraps around me like a soft wave, comforting me as I relax into her touch.

‘Yes.’ I manage to breathe as I bite her nipple softly.

‘Ooh!’ She gasps and I pull away, worried that I hurt her.

‘Are you alright?’

‘Yes. I liked it.’ She lowers her lips to mine and the sensation is overwhelming. I could kiss her forever and as her warm tongue finds its way into my mouth, I sit upright, suddenly feeling hot.

‘You’ve never done this before, have you?’ She asks and I shake my head, concerned that she’s displeased with my lack of experience.

‘It’s ok.’ She says as a light laugh escapes her throat and she slides the back of her finger across my cheek. ‘Do you want me to teach you?’

I feel like she’s teasing me, but every cell in my body is screaming for more. I’ve never felt such intense desire and it’s almost debilitating. At this moment, I would do anything to feel her touch again.

I wonder if she's aware of her absolute power over me?

‘Yes.’

Her smile is intoxicating and as she leans closer to kiss me again, she tugs my jumpsuit down, exposing my chest, then sliding her short nails across my skin. The sensation is surprisingly arousing and I pull the rest of the material away from my torso as she removes her shirt.

‘Touch me.’ She says softly, grasping my hand and moving it towards her small breast. Her pink nipples tighten again as I pinch the supple flesh and she gasps. ‘That feels so good.’

Her words float around me and I want to do more, to learn how to please her. I’m so hard that I’m pressing against the seam of my jumpsuit and she glances at my erection as she pushes me onto the mattress. She crawls off the bed, pulling away my work boots, then sliding my clothing down my hips and legs as her blue eyes drift over me.

She takes off her shirt, tracing her fingers across her breasts as she stares at me. Her pants are next and as she slides them over her hips, I stare at the way she rubs her thighs together, brushing against the soft pink skin that peeks out between them. She licks her lips, then straddles me, grasping my erection in her soft hands as she begins to stroke me and I release a low moan.

‘On Earth, we called this a cock or a dick or a hundred other silly names.’ Her arm moves slowly and I watch as her small hand grasps me firmly, adjusting as it slides up and down my shaft. ‘Do you like it when I touch you like this?’ She asks patiently and I nod.

When she leans over and takes me into her mouth, I’m shocked, but the sensation of her tongue and lips and teeth is overwhelming and I attempt to relax, even though every neuron in my body is pulsating in unison.

‘What about that?’ She asks as she pulls away with a pop and I nod again, unable to form the words necessary to tell her how much I’m enjoying what she’s doing to me. Her hot mouth envelops me again and her tongue circles the head of my cock as she moves up and down my full length. When I reach the back of her throat, I feel myself spasm violently as I release into her mouth.

She pulls away, swallowing and laughing as she wipes her lips with the back of her hand and an overwhelming feeling of shame washes over me.

‘I’m sorry.’ I apologize instinctively as she giggles and leans over to brush her lips against mine. Her blue eyes sparkle as her hand rests on my chest and I hope I haven’t disappointed her.

‘It’s ok.’ She murmurs. ‘We have all the time in the universe.’

She’s right. We do.

There’s nothing else out there, no reports to file, no inspections to be made. For all I know, the three of us are the last humans in our system and even though that thought filled me with despair an hour earlier, a newfound sense of peace and acceptance washes over me.

‘We’ll try again in a few minutes.’ Luna says as she lays down beside me.

I could stare at her beautiful body all day. Her soft, pale skin is like finely spun silk and as I slide my fingers across her small breasts again, she sighs.

‘We used to call them tits on Earth.’ She says with a laugh as the corner of her eyes crinkle. Her waist dips in, then flares out into slim hips and shapely thighs that I imagine wrapped around me. The mental image is enough to make me stiffen again and she notices, curling her lips into a smile.

‘Really?’ I trace my finger around the tight bud, then down her stomach and into the soft patch of blonde hair between her legs. ‘What about this?’

‘There are a lot of words for it.’ She breathes as I pry the lips apart and touch the sticky pink flesh inside. She gasps and I can feel myself hardening more as I witness her pleasure. ‘Pussy, cunt, slit, ooooh…’

Her eyes roll back in her head as I push her onto her back and lean over to kiss the delicate skin, its scent arousing me in a way that I can’t explain. The soft, pink folds grow wet beneath my touch and as I glide my finger across a tiny nub at the top, she grasps my arm and squeezes.

‘That’s my clit.’ She purrs and I stroke it again, then lean down to kiss it. Her reaction is unexpected and as I slide my tongue across the small protrusion, she tangles her fingers in my hair and spreads her thighs further apart. Her cries fill my small room and I have a difficult time comprehending how such a tiny thing can give her so much pleasure.

‘You’re doing a very good job, Will.’ Her praise spurs me on and I notice her opening nestled inside the pink folds. It gives when I touch it and I slide my finger inside, eliciting a similar response from her as I bend my fingers and stimulate the top of the wet channel. Her hips move as I stroke her and I move my face to hers for a kiss.

She pushes me onto my back, a sensual fire burning in her eyes as she lowers herself onto me. Her movements are slow as she adjusts her position to take me completely. The sensation from her mouth sent me into a spiral, but this is something else entirely and as she shifts her hips, she leans over to kiss me.

‘Try to hold back, ok?’ She says as she sits up, pulling my hands to her breasts as her languid movements begin to hasten. I do as I’m told and even though the pleasure is almost overwhelming, I realize that holding off feels good in a different way. She wraps her legs around me and rolls us over so that I’m on top and the sensation changes completely.

‘Now you try.’ Her voice is soft and husky and I feel safe as I thrust hesitantly. ‘Yeah, like that.’ I do it again and before long, I find a rhythm that I like, increasing my speed as her moans grow louder. Each stroke is intensely pleasurable and I wish I could stay buried inside of her forever. I lean down to kiss her, my body succumbing as I feel her clench around me and can’t hold off any longer.

This time my release feels like a thousand explosions and I collapse beside her on the mattress as she pulls me onto her breast. The life support cycles through its familiar pattern in the background and I think about the time I’ve spent alone, not knowing what it was like to be with someone, to feel this way about another person.

Her warmth permeates my soul and I feel reborn.

‘That was nice, Will.’ I can hear her heartbeat as she strokes my hair and I doze off, satisfied in a way that I’ve never experienced before.


9


‘Luna, Will- come here, now!’ Eve’s voice echoes through the station and Luna sits upright, clearly panicked. My mind is still in a fog and I pull on my jumpsuit, motioning for her to stay put, then rush through the command area and towards the cargo bay in a frantic attempt to locate Eve.

I find her staring at the alien’s cryopod as a loud cry breaks the silence of the room. It takes me a few moments to realize that the creature has regained consciousness.

‘When did it start?’ I ask. The alien screams loudly before hitting the glass again and the hiss of pressurized cold air escapes one of the cracks.

‘Maybe five minutes ago. I heard a crash and thought someone was trying to enter the station.’ Eve explains, panic filling every word. ‘We need to kill it.’ I point towards my room. The creature is dangerous and I couldn’t live with myself if something happened to her or Luna.

‘Wait for me in there, I’ll handle this.’ I sound more confident than I feel and Eve stares at me for a few seconds before shaking her head.

‘No, after what it did to us, I need to be here.’ Her dark eyes blaze with fury and I nod, even though my intention is to settle the situation with as little bloodshed as possible.

‘Ok. Go to the medical bay and grab the tranquilizer gun. I’ll retrieve my firearm.’ I say. If what Eve and Luna told me is true, more visitors are likely and I need to be prepared.

She rushes towards the far side of the station and the creature pounds on the glass again, screaming as it attempts to escape. The cargo bay munitions locker is secured and I race towards it, hoping I can reach the other side before the alien frees itself. The sound of broken glass falling to the ground is interspersed with loud and frantic cries as the creature smashes through the window.

I input the code in the security locker and the console beeps. There is a ten second delay and I look back towards the pod as the creature cries out, searching for the release as its claw flails violently through the broken glass. The timer completes its countdown and the door slides open, giving me access to the weapon inside.

The only firearm on the station is a standard issue laser rifle and even though I inspect it annually, I’ve never had the opportunity to put it to use. The weapon is heavy and I position it against my shoulder, aiming at the creature as it stumbles from the destroyed pod and locks its eyes on me. I’m surprised when it raises its hands in supplication.

‘I surrender, human.’ The words are gruff and stilted and the translation slow in my head. ‘Allow me to take my ship and leave peacefully.’

I lower my rifle. The creature has done nothing to me, but I think of the crate and the condition in which I found Luna and Eve and realize that it will do that again to other humans if I allow it to leave. I take aim again and recognize the fear in its eyes.

‘I have no quarrel with you. Again, I ask that you allow me to leave.’ It takes a step towards the airlock and I follow it with my sight, unwilling to pull the trigger as it limps closer to escape. ‘You may keep the women as compensation for your trouble.’

The last sentence fills me with anger and I tremble with fury. Eve and Luna are not his to give and I imagine the next women he finds will not be so lucky. Against my will, I feel my finger tighten against the trigger, suddenly wanting to ensure he never does this again. My pulse is pounding in my ears and I relax, still uncertain if I’m willing to take its life.

Suddenly, the creature seizes, crying out in pain as it stumbles towards me, then collapses onto the grated floor. I lower my rifle, looking towards the command room and see Eve standing in the doorway, holding a tranquilizer gun in one hand as she stares at the creature’s motionless body.

‘It should be out for a few hours.’ I say, relieved that I wasn’t forced to kill it. The tranquilizer is to be used in case of emergency and is non fatal.

‘It wasn't a tranquilizer.’ Eve murmurs and Luna rushes out of my room and towards her friend, eyeing the creature as she covers her mouth and sobs. I move closer to the women and grab the gun from Eve’s hand, then look at the vial.

‘What?’ I ask as Eve wraps her arms around Luna and pulls her close, whispering something into her friend’s ear as she shivers.

‘Diotic acid.’ She says flatly as she stares at me and I realize that the creature won’t wake up again.

‘He had surrendered and I was willing to let him go.’ I explain. I don’t know if I should be angry or grateful or concerned that killing him came so easily for her.

‘It was a lie.’ She says. ‘He would bring others here and take us as slaves, then sell us in another system.’

She is right and I wish she wasn’t. Something about Eve is broken and, like myself, I don't know if she'll ever be fully human.
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‘We need to get out of here.’ Eve says as we sit around the table, eating our dinner and discussing what happened earlier. She pushes her plate away and crosses her arms as she leans back in her chair and stares at me with her dark eyes. ‘More will come and we’re sitting ducks.’

‘I believe that we’re safer here, especially with the only entrance to the station blocked.’ I reply, confident about the integrity of our current location.

‘There are other ways to board.’ Eve says, challenging me and I’m still shocked at how familiar she is with station protocol. There are two emergency hatches that can be accessed through the outer shell, but there is no reason she would know that they exist.

‘Where would we go?’ Luna asks and I shift my gaze to Eve. This is a question she needs to answer before I'll even consider leaving.

‘I don’t know, but here we’re just waiting to be slaughtered by raiders. We should repair the alien ship and see if there are any other stations that are still functional. I’m positive that there are humans hiding out there- we could possibly get more information and find a place to settle. There’s safety in numbers and with only the three of us, we’ll be constant targets for opportunists.’ Her reasoning is sound but I'm still not convinced.

‘Anyone left on the remaining stations could be hostile.’ Luna says as she grabs my hand and squeezes lightly. I savor the feeling of her warm skin pressed against mine and return the gesture.

‘I have the complete set of orbital codes and protocols. If I know the station number, I’ll be able to input the security code to force communication with anyone who’s on board.’ I say and Eve looks at me with excitement.

‘You know the location of every station?’

‘In a sense. The initial plan was to scatter them randomly, but they would be too difficult to coordinate since positions need to shift based on neighboring asteroids. We can determine where in the belt a station is located based on designation and time of year.’

‘So we could find a specific station, right?’ Eve’s eyes are bright with excitement and I can't understand why she would be interested in such a banal piece of information.

‘Yes.’ I reply and Eve claps her hands together and smiles. The idea of leaving feels wrong, but I’m unsure if I’m being irrational at this point. My emotional state is heightened and my hesitation could be caused by fear rather than the reality of our current situation.

‘Luna can help me prepare the ship. I’d like to leave in the next few days if possible.’ Eve says as she chews on her full lip. I still don’t understand why she’s so rushed. When I look at Luna, I can tell that she’s feeling the same sense of apprehension as myself.

‘We can raid the other stations and gather supplies. If there’s nothing else out there, we can return here and barricade ourselves in.’ Eve explains and I'm still not completely convinced, but I'm willing to give her the benefit of the doubt. She's seen what's out there and understands what we'll be facing.

‘I’m willing to try, but we need to ensure that the creature's ship is fully operational. You caused quite a bit of damage, Eve, and I'm not certain it can be repaired.’ Luna glances at me as I speak and I can tell that she agrees.

‘I can fix it, I'm sure.’ Eve says and I give in, unwilling to battle her over this. She's hiding something and I hope that she'll tell us what it is before we make a fatal mistake.

We spend the next few days repairing the damage to the ship and I'm surprised at how targeted the explosion was. It was clearly designed to cause maximum injury to the alien while ensuring that the integrity of the ship was still viable.

‘Are you getting a signal from the sensors?’ I’m wedged beneath the console and Eve is working on the display that's attached to the stabilizer.

‘Yes.’ She replies. ‘I’m going to run a diagnostic on the propulsion jets while you're down there. Let me know if you see anything weird.’

I don't know what she means by weird but when I see a spark from one of the burnt cables, I figure it out.

‘How do you know so much about this?’ I ask. Eve told me she was a medic but medics don't receive training in ship diagnostics and repairs. I’m fairly certain she knows more than me and I've completed countless hours of training.

‘I was stranded on that transport vessel alone for almost a year. Things began to break and I was the only one there to fix them.’ She says, cursing as one of the circuits flips and shocks her. ‘You tend to figure stuff out when there aren't any other options.’

I hear the sensor console come to life and pull myself from beneath the narrow navigation controls, returning to the primitive instrument panel to test my repairs.

‘Ok, looks good.’ I say as I scroll through the options. Luna spent most of yesterday cleaning the ship and even though it's still a miserable wreck compared to the station, we should be able to manage for a few weeks.

I look around at the crates of supplies and other necessities that we're taking with us. The artificial gravity systems are destroyed beyond repair, so everything needs to be secured before we undock from the station.

‘Eve,’ I start. She appreciates direct questions, so I decide to be blunt. ‘Why do you want to leave? Is there something out there that you're willing to risk our lives for?’

She leans back in the command chair and exhales, then stares at me with an indecipherable look in her dark eyes.

‘Yes.’ She says. ‘But I promise that you and Luna will be safe.’

I believe her, but as we finish the preparations for our journey, I can feel my apprehension growing.
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I wake early on the morning of our planned departure. My mind is racing as I consider the fact that I have no memories of life away from this station. It is my mother, the only home I've ever known and I am terrified of what awaits me outside in the vast emptiness of space.

Luna snores softly next to me and I wrap my arms around her, pulling her close. When we're apart I feel as though I'm missing a piece of myself. Everything about her is perfect and I kiss the soft skin of her neck as she presses herself against me and my hand slides across her naked breasts. I can’t get enough of her taste and smell and the sounds she makes when she climaxes.

‘Mmmm…’ She groans and I immediately feel guilty about waking her up.

‘Sorry, go back to sleep.’ I say as I kiss her sweet lips and return to my side of the bed. She moves closer, wrapping her fingers around my already stiff cock and gives me a few short strokes.

‘I was having a dream.’ She whispers, and the sound of her voice and the sensation of her hot breath drifting across me pimples my sensitive flesh.

‘What was the dream?’ My new experience with dreams has made me extremely curious about those of others.

‘I was back on Earth with my family, but you were there too.’ Her lips find mine and she rolls over, then mounts me so that I slide inside of her. I'll never tire of the sensation of my hard cock penetrating her and she lays still for a few moments, resting her head against my chest as she listens to my heart racing.

I pull her close, kissing her soft lips as she begins to shift her hips and I wrap my hands around her waist. Her movements are slow and deliberate, teasing me as her soft nipples brush against my chest.

‘What was I doing?’ I ask as she begins moving faster.

‘Hmmm?’ She murmurs as she leans down to kiss me again. I take the opportunity to roll her onto her back, sliding my fingers down the curve of her waist as she wraps her legs around me.

‘What was I doing on Earth?’

‘We were driving down the coast and my scarf blew away.’ She murmurs and I lean over, wrapping my lips around her nipple, sucking as she exhales contentedly.

‘That’s too bad.’ I say as I pull away and begin to thrust more forcefully. I don’t think I’ll ever tire of this feeling and she pushes me away teasingly and rolls onto her side.

‘Get behind me.’ She orders and I do as I’m told, resuming our initial position as she reaches between her legs and guides me inside of her. It’s a completely different sensation and she grabs my hand and brings it to her nipple. I pinch the soft flesh between my fingers and watch in the dim light as her hand disappears between her thighs.

‘Mmmmm.’ She moans and I realize that she’s moving her fingers across her clit and I feel her clench around me as she pleasures herself. Her hips rock rhythmically and I twist and pull her nipple, causing her to grow wetter as she strokes herself. I love how her body reacts to me and as her moans grow louder, I stay still, wanting her to enjoy it as much as I do.

I feel a sudden gush of fluid spill out over me as her body stiffens, then relaxes and I come inside of her, resting for a few minutes as I pull her body close against mine. Her heart is racing and I bury my nose in her blonde hair, inhaling her natural aroma.

I could lay here forever, but Eve was clear about her desire for an early departure and I pull Luna into the shower with me, washing her body as she nervously talks about the things we need to take.

‘I’m going to miss this.’ Luna says as the warm water flows over our bodies and I lean down to wash the soft skin between her legs as she kisses me. Our life here is so perfect and I’m worried about what awaits us outside, but I don’t want her to know how terrified I am of the unknown.

‘Maybe we’ll find something better.’ I say as I dry myself off and watch her rinse out her long, blonde hair. I wonder how I existed before her and how I could go on living if I lost her.

That can’t happen.

An hour later, we’re in the alien vessel. I’m in the command seat and Eve is sitting on my left. Luna is strapped into a seat behind us and as the airlock closes and we begin the undocking procedure, I feel my heart begin to race. The ship detaches with a lurch, and we slowly maneuver away as Orbital Station 55792 disappears in the surrounding detritus. I input the coordinates of our destination.

‘Are you certain this is where you want to go?’ I ask. We discussed this at length last night and when she explained why she was so intent on leaving, I couldn’t tell her no.

‘Yes.’ She replies and we make our way through the Kuiper Belt and towards Orbital Station 49266, where I will finally meet one of my brothers.

Get more at tate-bull.com.
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Wayward
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F6SWJP6K

The walls of the monastery were a safe haven, until they started closing in on me.

When I made the decision at eighteen to leave the world behind, it seemed like the obvious choice. There was nothing left for me in my hometown and I thought I found a solution that would allow me to lead the life I wanted to live.

All of that changed when I began to question the path I’d chosen. It wasn’t an easy decision, but when I return to my small hometown, I realize that it's not the same place I left. The world has changed, but I haven't and now I'm back at square one, hoping I can salvage some happiness for myself.

I decide to reconnect with Jen, my high school crush and the only woman I'd ever loved. When she rejects me, I turn to Tricia who has a heart of gold and wants to help me discover what it means to connect with another person in every way.

Things are starting to come into focus, and I can't wait to see what happens next.

***
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Cruise Control
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DW9418PF

Former Merchant Marine Eric Collins worked hard to get the life he wanted. His dreams of captaining a charter yacht through the Mediterranean had finally come to fruition and he was set for life, until his wife decided that she wanted something different.
 

Now everything he makes goes into keeping the operation running and he's not sure how much longer he can go on. His last resort is to take on a new passenger who is having problems of her own. Sadie Spencer is an A-List actress who's looking to escape an abusive marriage and has nowhere else to go. Eric's first mate, Jill, is a die hard fan of the gorgeous superstar, but quickly learns that the fantasy is miles away from reality.
 

Will Eric be able to keep his dream afloat, or will everything crash and burn when Sadie turns her sights on him?
 

Cruise Control is a three part high steam slice of life harem series with a guy who's just trying to get by and three beautiful women who aren't afraid to take what they want.
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