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		Part One

		

		Jessica was already a legend at twenty five. . She had received her doctorate in mechanical engineering, and gone to work for the Navy, doing advanced design for the next generation of nuclear submarines. She was the star of her university swim team. She had everything a girl could want. Except legs.

		She will never know if the thalidomide her mother took while she was pregnant with Jessica helped to make her a genius as well as a cripple, but Jessica was born without legs. Jessica's slim waist flared out beautifully over her normal pelvic bone, then her body just seemed to stop. The firm cheeks of her perfect ass curved around to join her belly where her thighs should have begun.

		Jessica felt like a freak.

		Jessica was one of the best disabled-swimmer athlete around, and she had even led the national team to a gold medal at the para-Olympics. The effort of rolling her own wheelchair had given her the strength to beat men three times her size at arm-wrestling. The Navy went to incredible lengths to have her visit its submarines to help integrate equipment with deep-water stress requirements.

		Jessica still felt like a freak.

		Jessica knew the other women talked behind her back, and that the gossip was that she was the only virgin in a hundred miles. She wanted out of the rat-race where the macho studs of the Navy never quite looked her in the eye, so she applied for every new posting she could find. And finally her miracle happened.

		The letter said,

		"Dear Ms. Grey, We are pleased to inform you that you have been accepted as a pressure-engineering specialist in the NASA Space Station project. We anticipate your deployment early in the year 2020. Please contact the Houston Astronaut Training Center as soon as possible."

		A year and a half later, Jessica lies in her assigned seat in the shuttle as it roars into space. The NASA space-suit designers have been delighted with her, as she saved them the problems of making legs with knee joints and feet. She wears the lightest, yet strongest, space suit in history.

		This shuttle mission will swell the space-station crew to fourteen, eleven men and three women. The shuttle's arrival at the station is the signal for many hours of hard work, getting everything off-loaded from the shuttle and carefully tied to the station. Almost instantly it becomes obvious that Jessica can do the work of two men.

		Her suit has the same propulsion system as the others' but without the weight of legs, it is like putting a truck motor into a sports car. As the shuttle drops away for its return to Earth, Jessica joins the others for dinner in the central pod of the station. For the first time in her life, Jessica feels at home. In fact, she feels like super-woman.

		The massive arm-muscles gained in all that swimming let her glide effortlessly around the weightless environment of the station, where others had to move more slowly and carefully.

		"OK, let's break it up and get some sleep!" the mission commander calls, "Hannah and Tatiana, show Jessica to her bunk."

		Jessica dutifully follows the two other women through a narrow hatch, and finds herself in a narrow tube that for some reason has a ladder along one side. She notices that the other two use the ladder to pull themselves along, but in the absence of gravity, Jessica simply propels herself down the tube with a quick flick of her wrist. She emerges into a giant room, which smells of some horrible chemical.

		"Don't worry about the smell." Hannah tells her, "It's just the last trace of rocket fuel. Welcome to our humble home, which just happens to be the spent fuel tank of a Russian Proton rocket."

		Jessica looks around. She is inside a giant tin can, which has numerous hooks along all of the walls. Many of those hooks have nylon net bags attached, in which all manner of gear is kept from floating around the room. She is familiar with all the equipment, and she recalls the story of how this fuel tank had, with incredible luck, come near enough to the station to be captured and made part of the station.

		Nobody had known what to do with it, except Tatiana, who had demanded that her country's fuel tank become the women's quarters of the station. Jessica notices how the space is lit with a string of Christmas-tree lights that wind in a spiral around the room, and approves of the common-sense approach to lighting the space.

		Now the three women have a far larger sleeping space than the men, although without many amenities. One of Jessica's jobs is going to be the installation of a space-toilet in this empty cavern.

		Hannah starts to peel off the leotard that the female astronauts wear under their space suits. She is a tall lanky Irish girl, who grew up in Texas. The freckles on her pale skin are fading, since she has gone into space. Her huge mane of coppery-red hair floats serenely around her head like a fiery halo. As she finishes stripping, the patch of bright red hair in her crotch attests that she is a natural red-head.

		"You can hook an arm into any of the nets," Hannah tells Jessica, "Or you can just float free while you sleep. Your choice."

		Tatiana too finishes removing her clothing, and her shapely figure hangs in mid-air. Tatiana's large breasts have no sag in the weightless room, and her nipples are flushed and swollen.

		In English that is heavy with a Russian accent she tells Jessica, "You take off clothes too. Be comfortable, and sleep good. We take good care of you."

		The two gorgeous female astronauts drift toward Jessica, and begin to gently remove her leotard. They peeled it down off her shoulders, and help her to remove her arms. As Tatiana pulls the garment away from her torso, Hannah quickly unsnaps her sports bra.

		"You won't be needing the support here." she says as the bra floats away on the mild air current.

		The older astronauts release Jessica, and for the first time in her life the young engineer feels... nothing. No gravity makes her touch the Earth. No clothing touches her anywhere. Total freedom. Jessica closes her eyes and revels in the feeling of just floating in space. She feels no vertigo, just a sensation that she has finally arrived in her natural element.

		The feeling is almost erotic as she drifts. Soft susurrations of sound reminded her that two other women share the cabin with her, but she doesn't care. Suddenly Jessica feels four hands grip her waist. Her eyes fly open and there, hanging in space is a wide-open creamy twat with a patch of red curls just below the clit.

		It is below, because the pussy's owner has her own head inches from Jessica's cunt. Jessica feels Tatiana's tongue begin to trace lazy circles on her ass, moving in slowly toward her anus.

		"We are about to show you why we women have nicknamed this 'Space Station Sappho'", Hannah smiled.

		Then Hannah's lips close on her clit, sucking it gently and sensuously between her teeth. With no legs in the way, Hannah and Tatiana have an unobstructed feast, and eagerly gobble away at Jessica's ass and cunt. Jessica writhes in pleasure as the two more experienced astronauts plunge their tongues deep into her nether parts, giving her a tongue-fucking that she never even dreamed of receiving on earth.

		She wants to reach out to the pussy that drifts before her in space, but the electricity jolting her from her clit will not allow her that much co-ordination. She is a helpless well of pleasure, and minutes later she cums, emitting soft globs of fuck-juice to float around the cabin.

		Jessica howls in her ecstasy as the other two women continue to lick and suck at her utterly exposed rectum, clit and cunt. Trapped between them, with no walls or floor to gain purchase, the only things to grip are Hannah's long pale legs, so Jessica pulls them toward her and mashes that tangle of soft red curls against her lips.

		Up 'til now a virgin, except with her bullet-shaped vibrator that she didn't dare bring with her on the NASA flight, Jessica does know how to find a clitoris, and soon has the lanky Irish Texan howling with delight. With her powerful left arm wrapped around the girl's slim pale waist, Jessica plunges two fingers into her sopping vagina.

		When two women are in a 69 position in free-fall, neither one is on top. But with three women bound in a mutual passionate embrace, Jessica is definitely in the middle. Tatiana withdraws a finger from Jessica's cunt, dripping with her natural lubrication, and slides it into her anus.

		Combined with Hannah's continuing skillful attention to her cunt and clit, Jessica's orgasm is so powerful that she loses her grip on Hannah's silky thighs. Jessica floats, lost in space, with the two more experienced astronauts fingering her and licking her and sucking her, with the only points of contact being her firmly gripped hips, and her powerfully cumming sex.

		They begin to spin her round and round, as if Tatiana's tongue on her perineum is the South Pole around which she must rotate while Hannah licks alternately at her rectum and clitty. The sensations are overwhelming, and finally she cries out in a voice that echoes and re-echoes around the cabin, "No more! Please, No More!"

		But as the other two women continue to torment her with incessant pleasure, a strange thought comes to her; that the producers of the movie 'Alien' were right. In space, no-one can hear you scream

		

	
		Part Two

		

		"G'morning Munchkin!" Grant the station commander greets Jessica as she darts into the Food Service Module, "What's this I heard about a lawsuit?"

		Jessica is easily the quickest-moving astronaut, massing only 30 kilos without legs, but with arms built by years in a wheelchair. Nobody can remember who first said she moved like a tadpole, but the name has stuck.

		"I'm sorry. I didn't mean for that to happen. You remember when I told that reporter from the Huffington Post that I wish I could stay here forever, where no legs is an advantage instead of making me a cripple? Well some bunch of really rich women hired a law firm to get a court order to compel NASA to let me stay in space as long as I want, 'on humanitarian grounds'.

		The lawyers were smart enough to know they couldn't push around the U.S. government like that, so they went straight to the international court in The Hague, because this is an 'international' space station, even if the U.S. pays for most of it."

		Grant stares at Jessica in open envy.

		"You mean you might get to just stay in space forever?"

		Embarrassed, Jessica simply shrugs. The whole court thing wasn't her idea. Grant covers the awkward moment by getting on with business.

		"This shift, you and Aki can get on with the F.I. experiment."

		"Yes Boss!"

		Jessica has been looking forward to this task for the last three days, ever since Aki Akima arrived. Aki is Japanese, and assigned to a series of experiments dreamed up by companies like Hitachi and Panasonic.

		With her slim body and long blue-black hair, Jessica thinks she is sexy. Since Jessica's first day on the station she has acquired an enthusiastic liking for lesbian sex, but Aki seems so reserved and proper that since her arrival things have been subdued in the women's quarters. Jessica intends to change that.

		"Actually," Grant says, "I think she's already at the RF area, getting things ready."

		It is still 20 minutes until the beginning of shift, but Jessica grabs a couple of gooey granola bars and rockets out.

		The RF (reverberation-free) area is a small module connected to the rest of the Station by an advanced shock-absorbing lock. The hatch is standing open as Jessica arrives and peers inside the small space packed with electronics. She is staring straight into the crotch of the pale green pajama-like trousers worn by Aki.

		"Ready for lock-out?" Jessica calls inside.

		"Yup, go ahead and lock us up!" comes Aki's voice, so Jessica propels herself inside then secures both the station-side door and the RF door, cutting them off from the rest of the station for the next several hours.

		The experiment calls for Aki to continuously observe the formation of a ferric-iodide crystal in free fall for a period of hours, using magnetic controls to keep it from ever touching the walls of the small containment chamber. She will therefore always be looking into the binocular eye-pieces of a microscope, while Jessica does everything else that is required, which will be mostly changing the DVD in the DVR's that will record the process.

		Jessica is in for a long period of boredom, except that she has something in mind to make things more interesting.

		"Ready to start?" Aki asks.

		"Whenever you are."

		Aki puts her eyes to the microscope and fastens a small strap around her head to help hold her eyes in place.

		"Fire!" she whispers, and watches as a laser stabs across her field of vision to vaporize a block of ferric iodide.

		She knows that in moments several crystals will begin to appear, and she will have to pick one to be followed for the next hours of its growth. After a few minutes, she selects a crystal that is both near the middle of the chamber, and also a bit bigger than the others. She settles down to the long task of keeping it centered in the middle of the weightless chamber.

		"The cameras have your crystal, and in focus." Jessica reports.

		She watches the small video monitors for a few minutes, but watching a crystal grow is a lot like watching paint dry; and her attention wanders. Specifically it wanders along the lithe length of Aki's enticing body.

		She smiles.

		Aki would never screw up this experiment by letting the crystal drift, so she is effectively a prisoner of the experiment, helpless to resist Jessica's plan. Quickly Jessica slides out of the dark blue pocket-covered shapeless bag that is her onboard uniform. Her bra-less pink nipples jut out a half inch, in excitement at the prospect of rubbing themselves all over Aki's smooth skin.

		She secures the bag to one of the ubiquitous Velcro strips that line much of the stations walls, making sure that the extra gear she has brought is still accessible. The positioning of Aki's microscope compels the rest of her body to float almost in the center of the small chamber, allowing Jessica easy access to any part of her except her face at the eye-pieces, and her hands at the controls.

		Aki can't see Jessica's conspiratorial smile as she pulls a small jar from one of her pockets and opens it. She then floats over so that her face is only inches from Aki's chest. But Aki does feel the sudden very slight tugging against her shirt.

		"Jessica, what are you doing?"

		"Ssssh, just arranging to make this little experiment a little more fun for you."

		Jessica purrs back as she pulls down the zipper of Aki's shirt, which soon opens and the sides drift free. Jessica takes a moment to admire the 5cm brown nipples that dominate the Japanese girl's small breasts. She reaches to grip both the jar and the edge of a nearby shelf in her right hand, and that is enough to steady her. Her left middle finger dips into the jar, then moves back to make little circles around her victim's right nipple.

		"What's that?!" Aki gasps.

		"Strawberry jam." Jessica replies softly. "Don't worry. I promise to lick it all up."

		Aki tries to protest, but Jessica silences her, "You just play ping-pong with your crystal. I've set a timer for five minutes before the tapes need to be changed, and I promise to stop then."

		Jessica sets to work in earnest, smearing jam up and down the girl's belly and all around her breasts, then carefully fulfilling her promise to lick it up.

		"Ohh," Aki moans, "Ohhhh! Please don't tease me. Suck my nipples. Suck them hard!"

		Jessica is only too happy to oblige. She alternates swirling her tongue around and around Aki's hard nipples, and giving them quick little bites while she played with the other one. Aki is shaking so much she is beginning to have difficulty with the controls of the experiment. She feels as though she is going to cum at any moment, but at that moment Jessica's timer chimes, and she stops.

		Aki moans in frustration as Jessica carefully changes the cassettes in the 3 VCRs that were recording the experiment, then equally carefully labels and stores them.

		"Get back here! Suck my nipples some more! Please!"

		But Jessica has other ideas. She reaches out and oh-so-delicately loosens the draw-string of her fellow astronaut's pants, then holds onto the VCR shelf to steady herself as with the other hand she tugs them down the girl's slim legs.

		The unmistakable aroma of pure feminine sex is released into the small space of the lab, and a slowly-growing stain of fluid is apparent on Aki's light cotton panties. Aki spreads her legs wide, to reduce her tendency to rotate in free-fall, and Jessica glides between them until she is facing Aki's slim little ass, then she reaches to touch lightly stroke the girl's crotch through her wet panties.

		"Ohh!" Aki shrieks, and her eyes close momentarily.

		"Don't lose track of that crystal!" Jessica warns, knowing that she would be driving her friend totally crazy.

		And she is right.

		Aki has to hold her upper body absolutely rigid in order to maintain control of the experiment, while Jessica massages her pussy.

		"Now put your legs together for a moment while I get these off you." Jessica croons, and Aki obeys.

		It takes skill to remove another girl's panties while floating in free fall, because pulling on them just tends to draw you into the other girl's crotch; but Jessica is a natural at space operations, and she has them off in just a few seconds.

		Instinctively, Aki spreads her legs again for stability, which suits Jessica just fine. With the smoothness of a shark sliding through the ocean, Jessica drifts toward the crack of Aki's ass, and lets her impact drive her tongue firmly into the other girl's anus.

		Only then does she steady herself by wrapping both arms around Aki's hips. She reaches around Aki's thighs and begins to play with the girl's pussy lips, while she proceeds to set a new record for going 'round the world in space. The feeling of Jessica's soft tongue swirling round and round her ass-hole drives Aki to new heights of ecstasy.

		Aki watches as a second crystal seems to be drifting toward the larger one she is tracking. It looks to her like a sperm approaching an egg with intent to fertilize.

		"No you don't, you little bastard!" she seethes as she manipulates the magnetic controls to keep her crystal from being impregnated.

		Aki feels a yawning void in her pussy as Jessica's fingers part her inner labia, opening her vagina to the emptiness of space. Meanwhile, Jessica looks up quizzically, wondering who her lover is calling a little bastard.

		"Lick me!" Aki commands. "Fill my pussy with your face! Make me cum!"

		With the grace of a ballet dancer Jessica ducks between her friend's legs and spins to face the sparse dark hair of her pussy. Obedient to the order from the experiment leader, Jessica reaches around to grab the hard globes of Aki's ass, and pulls her face hard into the open gash of Aki's crater.

		Like a meteor plunging into the moon's surface, Jessica's tongue creates an instant explosion. Aki erupts in a gush of cunt-cream, and if it were not for Jessica's ready open mouth, it would take hours to clean the atmosphere of the lab of floating gobs of feminine fluids.

		Aki's back arches for several seconds as she struggles to keep control of both herself and her experiment, then finally relaxes, totally spent, hanging in space. Jessica is licking up the remains of Aki's orgasm as the timer chimes again.

		The planned duration of the experiment is now half over.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		It was obvious to everyone that the standard NASA space-toilet (developed at a cost of over $23 million, an embarrassing fiscal over-run) would never fit through the passage to the women's quarters. So it was back to the drawing board; but this time Hannah, Tatiana, Jessica and Aki flexed some political muscle by demanding during a live broadcast that a certain small company get the contract.

		The company was owned by Roberta, a former female astronaut who was the only person the women on the station trusted. Jessica and one of the men handled the space walks to install and insulate the 2" tubing that would connect the toilet to the existing waste tank, plus the water pipe for flushing.

		Meanwhile Tatiana and Aki did the inside insulation of the unit. Jessica carefully stows her EVA suit as her partner Rich struggles out of his. Rich looks at her in her leotard and gives a low whistle of appreciation, "Not bad, Munchkin."

		It is the first time he has seen her in anything so tight.

		"Down boy." Jessica grins and darts out of the chamber, leaving poor Rich with a last vision of her firm ass, clad in jersey fabric without leg holes.

		As she glides through the Ops center she stops to ask her boss, Grant Strong, "Any pressure drop in the holding tank?"

		Grant turns to Jessica and grins, "We lost about half a pound psi in urine vapor, but it stabilized. I think we can live with it. Nice job, as long as it holds."

		"It will."

		Jessica sticks out her tongue at her fellow astronaut, and before he can return the rudeness she swings out of the room. Less than a minute later she propels herself into the huge cylinder of the women's quarters. Her three room-mates all hang there in space, staring at the strange contraption they have just installed.

		It looks like a child-sized western saddle, with a large bulb where the horn should be and a vacuum-cleaner tube coming out where the pony's belly should be. A smaller hose runs to the wall along with the other one, and there is a long teardrop shaped hole right in the middle of the saddle.

		After gazing at the strange machine, Jessica asks the logical question, "So? Does it work?"

		"We were waiting for you, before we test it." Tatiana replies. "We have decided that since Hannah is senior here, she may try it first."

		"Thanks a lot!"

		There is more than a trace of irony in Hannah's voice, but she moves toward the new toilet. There is no need to shift clothing, since she follows the habit of the women in being nude inside their quarters.

		Aki begins to read slowly from the instruction book, allowing Hannah time to complete one step of using the toilet before going on to the next.

		"First straddle the saddle, facing the large bulb. Now hook your knees under the lateral bars projecting from the sides. If necessary you may adjust their height."

		It turns out that the bars are indeed at the wrong height for Hannah's long legs, so Jessica pushes herself gently away from the hatchway to drift up beside Hannah's leg. She finds it a simple matter to move the bar one inch so that Hannah's knees can grip them, and Tatiana does the same on the other side.

		Aki resumes reading, "Apply sufficient pressure with the backs of your shins to assure a good seal, with both urethra and anus over the gap."

		The other three women gaze in fascination as Hannah wiggles her bum down firmly onto the saddle, and her heels come back to hold herself firmly.

		Then Aki continues, "As you begin to urinate or defecate, pull out the large red knob in front of your right thigh, to open vacuum valve."

		Hannah does this, and the others can hear the flow of urine for some seconds until she asks, "So now what do I do?"

		Aki reads, "When elimination is complete, activate bidet function by squeezing the bulb in front of you. Pushing the bulb forward will direct the spray to your vaginal area, while pulling it back will direct it to your anus."

		Following instructions, Hannah grips the bulb.

		"Oh! Oh that's good!" she screeches as she yanks the bulb back and forth.

		A look of total rapture comes over her face. She squeezes the rubber knob harder, as her eyes close and her mouth opens as if to scream in delight. But no sound comes out.

		Three other beautiful nude women look on in wonder. One doesn't get to be an astronaut unless one is in excellent physical condition, and these women all have the extra glow of being enthusiastic lesbian lovers.

		Finally Hannah's strong hands have completely flattened the rubber bulb, and the bidet stream trickles to a halt. Hannah's eyes flutter open, and she lets out a huge sigh then breaks into a great big grin.

		She looks around at her friends, "Oh! You've all got to try this!"

		"You're not done yet!" Aki hastily interjects. "Next, push the red knob back in. Then you will be able to pull out the white knob in front of your left thigh to allow air into the toilet chamber and break the vacuum seal."

		"What vacuum seal?" Hannah asks, wriggling experimentally on the saddle.

		"Oh, you mean the vacuum that's trying to suck the lips right out of my pussy!"

		And with that she follows the instructions to pull out the white knob. The resulting inflow of air blow-dries her nether-lips, slightly tickling them and stimulating her clit all over again. As the pressure inside and outside the toilet equalizes, Hannah finds that she is again able to move off the saddle.

		"Don't forget to push the white knob back in, and that's the end of the procedure."

		Aki finishes reading from the manual. Jessica stares at the soft red curls that are revealed as Hannah drifts away from the first test of the space toilet.

		"Let's find out how good a job that bidet function does." she says, and gently propels herself toward the senior astronaut.

		Jessica's movements in the weightless environment of the space station are not only quicker than anyone else's, but somehow more graceful. Effortlessly her face glides between Hannah's thighs, her tongue extended to make first contact with the pouting pussy lips of her lover.

		Slowly it slides through the soft seductive folds, seeking any scent or taste that the use of the toilet might have left behind. But all Jessica finds is sweetness, and the pink purity of newly inspired lust.

		"Yes! Do me! I'm so ready!" Hannah urges, and willingly Jessica grabs the other's ass to pull her pussy against her mouth.

		Swiftly, what began as an on-site test of engineering effectiveness became a lesbian lust-fest. Jessica licked and slurped from Hannah's anus and perineum, exploring the succulent folds of her pussy as she made her way to the beckoning enlarged clitoris.

		As Jessica's tongue made contact with the base of Hannah's clit and began to climb slowly and luxuriantly toward the peak, Hannah arrived at her own climax as well. Fuck fluid flowed over Jessica's face, and following an unwritten rule not to let liquids float free through the space station, Jessica sucked frantically to be sure she left no droplet uncaught.

		Tatiana and Aki stare at their two co-workers in unabashed desire, then Aki turns toward the lovely cosmonaut and says, "You are the next most senior. It is your turn to try the toilet next."

		

	
		Part Four

		

		The male astronauts knew better than to interrupt their female partners in the process of checking out the new space toilet in the huge empty fuel tank that served as the women's quarters of the space station. There are some social taboos that people are not ready to part with.

		What they didn't remember is that there is no privacy at all in the giant cylindrical cavern, and they had no idea about the lesbian orgy that ensues. Panting heavily from their exertions, the women slowly drifted apart. They had had no gravity to fight in their love-making, but that required much more effort in grappling with each other to force lips to lips, and cunt to cunt.

		The taste and smell of sweat and fuck-juice clung to their faces and hair, and they all realized that soon a better shower was going to be needed if their secret was not to become common knowledge.

		Jessica drifted over to the hobby-horse, as Hannah instantly dubbed the new toilet, and looked at it sadly. It was a wonderful design, for anyone who could hook her shins under the bars to hold her body in place. But without legs, Jessica would never be able to create the required vacuum seal.

		"Don't worry." Tatiana tried to reassure her, "We hold you down on seat. We maybe lick your nipples while you pee."

		"Thanks, but you can't always be here. And I don't want to wake anyone up in the middle of the night just to use this thing." Jessica responded.

		Life without legs was not without problems, even in space.

		"Don't worry. I will fix it." Aki interrupts, "But I will need a few things from Control. I will be sure they are on next shuttle."

		For the next few weeks Jessica buried herself in her work. As the leading EVA specialist, she directed deployment of the space dust counter. It consisted of a frame holding an ultra-thin membrane whose job it was to be punctured by any particle striking it with a force of a nano-newton or more.

		In another 6 months she would be out collecting the film so it could be sent back to Earth for the scientists to count and measure the holes. The frame was no problem, but handling the fragile membrane while wearing space gloves was painstaking and slow work.

		One day after stowing her suit, Jessica felt particularly stinky with sweat. She made her way to the women's quarters and slipped out of her leotard, ignoring Aki and Tatiana who were engrossed in a game of Weiqi. Tatiana was an international grandmaster at chess, and was fascinated when Aki had arrived at the station with a steel Weiqi board with magnetic stones.

		Jessica drifted over to the rudimentary wash station that was all they had in the converted rocket-fuel tank where she lived. It consisted only of a small container where a limited amount of soapy water could be squirted directly into a sponge, for someone to wipe herself off.

		Tatiana looked up from her game, and could tell from Jessica's abrupt movements that she was upset. Jessica was not waiting for each sponge to be saturated, then wiping herself with vicious swipes.

		Tatiana reached and tapped Aki on the shoulder, then pointed over to where Jessica was grumpily doing a bad job of cleaning herself. The Japanese woman understood, and they both propelled themselves toward their friend. Jessica was brutally scrubbing behind her neck when four soft hands closed on her body.

		One hand firmly took the sponge from her, while Aki whispered in her ear, "Relax. We have a better way to do that."

		Then Jessica felt Tatiana's tongue against her lower ribs. Aki drifted around and began to lick the perspiration from Jessica's forehead and eyebrows. When she got to the eyes, Jessica's eyelids closed and stayed that way. Jessica obeyed the command to relax. She let herself drift in space as her fellow astronauts treated her to a thorough tongue bath. Hands occasionally slid across her breasts and ass, but they only gripped her hard enough to hold lips to her body. All of the built-up sweat of a long EVA disappeared, the salt being licked from her body by two tender lovers. The erotic feeling of a tongue probing her armpit sent shivers throughout her body.

		***

		Meanwhile back on Earth, an order clerk at Victoria's Secret looked up from her work, and announced to her co-workers, "Hey everybody! You won't believe this, but NASA mission control has ordered 4 of bridal garter-belt #F17/516-A36! And they want them shipped to the Cape Canaveral launch center! What are those guys on the shuttle doing up there?"

		***

		Aki murmured into Jessica's ear, "Don't worry. Soon the shuttle will cum, and we can fix everything."

		Tatiana moved down to slowly lick away at Jessica's pussy, holding her face in place by gripping her friend's slim waist between her fore arms, with her hands gripping each other across Jessica's flat belly.

		Jessica gave herself up to the moment, as Aki drew her tongue down Jessica's neck, to her upper chest, to latch onto her nipple. The three women spun slowly in the spacious quarters, and if they ever hit a wall, the pressure of a single finger set them adrift again.

		Tatiana and Aki were in no hurry, but their progress towards Jessica's orgasm was inexorable, and soon the legless girl was screaming in delight. Equally slowly, the Russian and Japanese women backed off, leaving Jessica to hang in space, more contented than before.

		Aki carefully licked Jessica's cum from Tatiana's face before they returned to their game of Weiqi.

		Several days later, the station was abuzz with anticipation, as the shuttle docked. In some ways it was a sad day, as Tatiana was due to return to Earth, to be replaced by a new female Russian medical specialist. This new woman was arriving with gear that had been designed by Roberta, who had also designed the women's toilet, but nobody was quite sure what her medical work was all about.

		The briefings had been vague, and the men on the station were fairly sure they were about "Women's Problems".

		Rich, the #2 EVA person after Jessica, had even speculated openly that since the station had no measurable lunar tides, the Russian doctor was investigating that effect on the women's fertility rates. Grant, the station commander, told him to stop that kind of talk, as it was likely to either incite bad behavior or be bad for morale.

		Normally, on Shuttle Day, everyone is everywhere at once, but on this occasion Tatiana was nowhere to be seen. 'Probably just finishing packing her stuff', everyone thought.

		But Tatiana was already well packed. Instead, she was drifting in the women's quarters, carefully welding four hooks onto the side of the hobby horse. The shuttle carried two kinds of cargo; equipment to be attached to the outside of the station, and much smaller packages such as experimental gear and food to be passed inside the station.

		Jessica was hard at work on the first kind, while the shuttle commander directed the second. Grant directed the stowage as each item arrived. Suddenly, he was startled to find a clear sealed plastic package that obviously contained a number of lacy white garter belts. The mailing label addressed them to Aki. He was way too busy to think about that, so he stuffed the package into a storage bin, and would ask later.

		The most difficult item to bring into the station came in several parts, what appeared to be a motor, two swing arms, and two folding platforms, all just small enough to fit through the hatch. Grant simply ordered them bungeed to the wall of the reception area, to keep them out of the way.

		When all was unloaded, everyone was exhausted, and it was the end of the station "day". Even though there was always someone on duty, it was convenient to stay on Greenwich Standard Time. But Commander Grant decided that not was all over yet.

		The gear for the women's quarters was in the way in the small reception area of the station, and he wanted it moved. So all the women except Jessica went to the women's quarters, while the more numerous men brought the equipment to the entrance to the narrow passageway.

		It would be Jessica's job to guide each item from one end to the other. All went smoothly, and under Hannah's direction everything was soon lashed to the netting that surrounded the walls. This had to be done carefully, because while an 80 kilogram piece of steel has no weight in space, it still has considerable inertia, and can be lethal.

		In the environs of the small space station, news of anything odd is soon known by everyone, so by the time everything was stowed, one of the men thought to hand the last item along to the next, to the next, until it reached Jessica.

		There was soon lots of joking commentary, but Grant was firm that they could keep their fantasies to themselves. Jessica took the final package into the women's quarters, and carefully closed the hatch. Hannah and Tatiana (mostly Tatiana, because she could always switch over to Russian) were explaining to the new woman how to use the hobby-horse.

		Hannah slid out of her light slippers with the very thin rubbers soles, and stashed them in a net bag against the wall, then her cover-all uniform and panties followed. Beautifully nude, she glided over and demonstrated the use of the women's toilet to the astonished newcomer.

		"In Russia, we would never have such a thing!" the new Doctor Daniela exclaimed. "It looks like American toy!"

		"Actually, it was made by the same Canadian company that made your equipment, and they got the job because they were major sub-contractors on the station's mechanical arm. They don't send us many astronauts, but they are great mechanical engineers." Hannah replied.

		"Da," agreed Tatiana, "You need to pee? If not, you try it out anyway. Is part of your training?"

		"But..." Daniela subsided.

		Unlike Jessica, who had taken to space like a fish to water, the doctor wasn't quite used to this yet. Also, she was light and thin, almost gaunt, while Tatiana had months of space experience and the advantage of almost 15 kilograms more mass.

		Daniela made no more protest as Hannah dismounted and pulled off her new station slippers, while Tatiana expertly stripped her of the rest of her clothes. As the American and the Russian introduced Daniela to the technique (and joys) of the hobby horse, Jessica drifted over to Aki with the final package.

		"Aki, these are addressed to you! What use could you possibly have for garter belts in space? They are supposed to keep your stockings up, but half the time we don't even know what way up is!"

		Aki had stripped at the same time Hannah had, and even though Jessica was still dressed in her legless coverall she drifted up to her, wrapped her arms around her tenderly, and whispered into the girl's ear, "They are for you, my darling!"

		Jessica was confused, "Darling? I am your darling?"

		"Of course! It was you who introduced me to the love of other woman, that day in the RF lab. And every woman here has been so good to me since."

		This confession had Jessica close to tears of joy, "But why garter belts? I don't even have any legs to put stockings on!"

		The Japanese astronaut pulled back and grinned at her American counterpart, "Perhaps it is just because I have a lingerie fetish, and here nobody wears a bra."

		It was true. Every female astronaut had arrived wearing a sensible spandex sports bra, and every one had abandoned it after her first 'night'. In space, your tits never sag. But every woman still wore panties, to avoid chafing in the most uncomfortable of places.

		Aki continued, "Now let's get this silly bag off of you, so we can watch the show."

		Quickly they stripped Jessica, then the two held hands, as with their other hands they loosely gripped the netting around the walls. The two gazed over at where the two most experienced women astronauts had already adjusted the knee bars, and Daniela was rocking back and forth wildly, clutching at the big water bulb and squirting its stream of water back and forth from her cunt to her ass and back again.

		"Aaaaagggghhhh!" she screamed, and Jessica was glad she had closed the hatch leading to the rest of the station.

		It seemed that in the midst of an orgasm, Daniela was a screamer. Finally the bulb ran out of water, and Daniela seemed to wilt forward. Quickly, Hannah and Tatiana supported her, and instructed her again on the flushing mechanism. Daniela seemed to recover her wits, and when the task was done, they gently guided her away from the hobbyhorse.

		Aki looked back at Jessica, "OK, it's your turn."

		"But I can't hold..."

		"Shush!" Aki silenced her friend.

		Then the Japanese woman ripped open the package, carefully withdrew one lacy garter belt, and let the bag with the other 3 drift away on the mild currents of the giant old fuel tank.

		"Let me." Aki whispered to Jessica, who decided to trust her friend and lover. Swiftly Aki wrapped the delicate-looking bit of lace around her waist, and fasten the hooks behind her.

		"It's like a back-hooking bra." Aki kept on talking. "Just put it on backwards, then move it around until it is front-ways. Now cum with me."

		Aki pushed off from the netting with now-practiced ease. Jessica had forgotten in the excitement of the moment to keep a hand on the net, so the Japanese girl propelled her easily toward the hobbyhorse. Once Jessica had something to hold onto, she was back in charge of her own body. If she had no legs, her arm strength was huge.

		Her hand grasped the base of the bidet bulb, and from the experience of watching her astronaut sisters use this mechanism many times, swung herself into the exact right position. But she also knew that if she peed, Newton's first law would take over, and she would drift slowly straight up, leaving the cabin full of wandering droplets of urine.

		Jessica turned to glare at Aki, "Now what?"

		Aki smiled, "Now you learn why I ordered you some garter belts. If you look carefully, you will see that Tatiana has attached four small hooks to this beast. Two are down low, just under where Hannah's knees come, and two are back, almost to the drain pipe."

		Aki floated around the women's toilet, continuing to explain, "First you do the front left, then you do the right rear, to keep your balance. Just slip the garter wires over the hooks, then repeat the process on the other diagonal. The garter belt will hold you down to the toilet, without any help from the rest of us!"

		Having watched Daniela's first time just minutes ago, and with all the suggestive language about peeing, Jessica found that she did indeed have to go. The procedure was drilled into her head and she followed it perfectly. But instead of Daniela's wild ride, Jessica was very deliberate. She shoved the bulb forward, and squeezed hard. The blast of water against her pussy lips parted them and attacked her clit.

		"Agh...Agh...Agh" Jessica's cries were barely squeaks of passion.

		Aki could almost see the smoke cumming from her friend's ears, as Jessica slowly forced herself to pull back on the bulb. Aki grinned, for like Hannah and Tatiana, she had taken to using the toilet as a masturbation tool, much better than a dildo. She could tell exactly when the jet of water started to penetrate Jessica's vagina, as the girl's hands clutched the bulb even harder, and she closed her eyes and started to moan, long and low.

		The bulb continued to collapse, so Aki whispered in Jessica's ear, "You're almost out of water, so pull back and do your ass."

		Jessica reluctantly pulled back on the bulb, and felt the jet of water cross her perineum. The water squirting on her ass was pleasurable, but not as intense as the jet on her clit or in her cunt. It was the perfect cum-down from her orgasm.

		Jessica opened her eyes; and there, just a few meters away, Hannah and Tatiana were greeting Daniela in exactly the same way they had greeted Jessica on her arrival. She glanced over at Aki, and whispered, "Hey, we could do a pinwheel!"

		Aki grinned at Jessica, then launched herself into the swirling mass of women. Jessica cried out, "Hey! Wait for me! It took almost a minute to go through the flush procedure, and unhook all four corners of her garter belt. Then she grabbed the neck of the slowly-refilling bulb, and expertly sent herself spinning through space into the arms of the other four women.

		It took many minutes of ecstatic pawing and groping, but ended up with Jessica between Daniela's legs, slurping madly at her pussy, while Hannah and Tatiana sucked on the Doctor's tits, and Aki held Daniela in a lip-lock.

		The average momentum of each woman's arrival into the orgy sent them into their own spiral galaxy, swirling around the center of Daniela's navel.

		END

		

	
		About Candice Christian

		

		I was born in Paris KY on 9 January, 1988. My parents, George Bertrand Christian, an attorney who once aspired to be an actor, and Frances Hollowell insisted that we girls, me and my sister Simone, be sent to a Catholic school. I was deeply religious as a child, at one point thought of becoming a nun.

		

	
		Other Books by Candice Christian

		        The Lesbian Erotica Series

		Married and Lesbian by Candice Christian

		From the Views, to the Thrills by Candice Christian

		Bound to Lose by Candice Christian

		Ghost in the Works by Candice Christian

		A Really Great Day by Candice Christian

		Women's Unquenchable Desires by Candice Christian

		Delicious Dirty Dozen by Candice Christian

		Fantasies are Made of This by Candice Christian

		From the Views to the Thrills by Candice Christian

		Searching for a Dream by Candice Christian

		The Right Spot by Candice Christian

		The Slick Spot by Candice Christian

		Tight Spot by Candice Christian

		Seduction by Candice Christian

		Belle by Candice Christian

		The Wager by Candice Christian

		Going for the Gold by Candice Christian

		Perfumed Intruder by Candice Christian

		

		The Mothers Wrestling Series

		SETTLED IN SAND by CANDICE CHRISTIAN

		RETURN TO THE MOTHERS WRESTLING CLUB by CANDICE CHRISTIAN

		BEDROOM WRESTLING by CANDICE CHRISTIAN

		JOBBER FOR A NIGHT by CANDICE CHRISTIAN

		WRESTLING CLUB by CANDICE CHRISTIAN

		

	
		Connect with Candice Christian

		

		I really appreciate you reading my book! Please, if you have time, review my book. Here are my social media coordinates:

		Tweet me on my Twitter Account:

		
			http://twitter.com/Candice26789429
		

		Join me on Facebook Group:

		
			https://www.facebook.com/pg/Fans-of-Candice-Christian-2167845756865295/about/?ref=page_interna
		

		Favorite my author page:

		
			https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/914732
		

		Subscribe to my blogs:

		
			https://eroticlesbianromance.blog/
		

		
			https://candicechri.blogspot.com/
		

		Visit my website for free stuff and news about releases:

		
			https://candicechristian20.wixsite.com/website
		

		Please email me at:

		
			candicechristian2001@gmail.com
		

		

	OEBPS/cover.jpg





