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Disclaimer

This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance of any persons, places, things or events in this story to any real persons, places, things or events is strictly coincidental.


Warning!

This story contains parody, humor and graphic sexual content of the sort that those who enjoy graphic sexual content may enjoy. If you don't enjoy parody, humor and graphic sexual content, what the heck are you doing reading this? Also, loosen up!


Chapter 1

A Dustup In Sector 46F

“Three Klaxon warhorns attacking at noon, six and nine o' clock, Captain!” Lt. Pavlov Checkmate shouted suddenly.

“Battle stations! Shields on full! Red alert!” cried Captain James Flaubertius Rocketpants as soon as he heard the words.

He gazed at the ship's main tactical hologram, which showed three Klaxon warhorns zeroing in on the Participation Prize, shields at full, light cannons fully charged. They looked like gigantic, ungodly metal snack crackers shaped into horns of plenty with a huge focusing ring at the end of their ”horn” for the blazing, dimension-blasting energies of the megamaser beams that were its chief weapon, though of course the edge of the horn was ringed with other weapons, some of them almost as dangerous as the megamaser.

Crew members dashed to their duty stations and strapped in with speed and practiced ease that would have made Captain Rocketpants feel great if he weren't desperately analyzing what he saw on screen.

“It looks like a standard Horny attack pattern, the Crispy Crusher,” Rocketpants said. “Execute RC 45 evasion, Mr. Checkmate. Mr. Woof, fire a spray of antimatter missiles as we roll, give them something to think about.”

“Yes, Captain,” said Rorf Woof, the seven foot tall bundle of hair, muscle and restrained anger stuffed into a Participation Prize command suit who was their weapons officer, chief security officer, Klaxon cultural attache and general badass.

”Aaaagh!” shouted many Participation Prize crewmembers as they lurched in their seat straps while the Participation Prize did the RC 45 maneuver. RC was from the term ”Roller Coaster” and it was true to its word, sending the Participation Prize into a stunning series of loops, rolls and turns that no battle computer could anticipate unless it already had the randomly generated pattern in its computer. Which the warhorns did not.

Naturally, these maneuvers were hard on the crew, in the sense that they did a lot of flailing and screaming as they struggled to remain at their posts and able to function while the ship whirled and rolled. Fortunately, they were a tough, battle-hardened crew and the inertial dampers kept the g-forces from squashing them like bugs, which impaired efficiently greatly.

“Evasive pattern Delta Niner Fiver Quadro!” Rocketpants cried.

“Yes, keptin,” said Checkmate, putting the ship through a series of more gentle rolls and dives that would keep the warhorn energy beams off them for a time.

“Shields, Lt. Woof?” Rocketpants said.

“Shields are at 90 percent and holding,” said Woof. “They got in some early shots, but evasion was successful. I suggest a strategic retreat, Captain. Three warhorns could be difficult.”

“Never tell me the odds, Mr. Woof,” Rocketpants declared.

“I didn't tell you the odds, Captain, but they are quite high,” said Woof.

“Then you see my point,” Rocketpants said, nodding sagely.

“Captain, we are being hailed by one of the Klaxon ships,” called Yowoman Brandy Basquethed.

“Put it on the main screen, Brandy,” said Rocketpants.

An image of the command center of a Klaxon warhorn popped up on the main screen, showing a Klaxon seated in a command chair. He had a huge red mohawk of bright red hair, but his forehead was unusually smooth for a Klaxon.

“This is High Plinkard Chuff Nuff of the Klaxon Armada, calling from the Screaming Duncecap, hailing the Federation warship,” said the Klaxon. “You have entered Klaxon space without permission. I demand your immediate surrender, on pain of being blown up by our ravening energy beams.”

As Nuff spoke, the ships continued their engagement, rolling and fighting in a three dimensional furball that was beautiful, terrifying and deadly, with ravening beams and bursts of missiles firing. The three warhorns were fast but not very maneuverable, which is what happens when you design spacecraft based on snack foods. The Participation Prize, with its twin turbo fin engines and side-mounted steering rockets, was a little faster than the warhorns and much more maneuverable, which would have made the battle no contest if there hadn't been three warhorns engaged. As it was, it was a desperate pitched battle whose outcome not even the sharpest space battle bookie would have dared give odds on.

Meanwhile, in an adjoining area of outer space, a distant monitoring station floated serenely in the void.

“Station Mistress, we have anomalous energy readings in Sector 46F,” a smoothly modulated computer voice said in the overhead speakers of the monitoring station's command room.

A woman, naked but for a collar, cuffs and shackles, sat in what looked like a command chair. She put her coffee cup down and looked away from the eight-dimensional chess hologram she had been studying.

“What does it look like?” she asked calmly.

“It appears to be a dust-up between various interstellar warships,” said the computer voice. “Ravening beams of destruction, proton missile explosions, energy shield flares, that sort of thing.”

“Where's the Don't Make Me Come In There?” the woman asked.

“About five parsecs out from the disturbance, in Sector 46F,” said the voice.

“Hail the captain for me,” said the woman.

A moment later a screen popped up and another naked woman in a command chair appeared, undressed much as the initial woman.

“Hi Candi, whassup?” asked the woman onscreen.

“Looks like some of the local bad boys are having a dustup over in Sector 46F,” said Chief Observer of the Raised Eyebrow Monitoring Station, Candi Delite. “Blazing energy beams, massive explosions, you know the drill. Thought you might wander over and have a look, Attar.”

“Wow, actual things happening out here,” said Attar O'Roses, the Babe-in-Chief of the Don't Make Me Come In There, a standard Collar Empire Disciplinarian-class warship.

“I know, right?” said Candi. “This place is so dull you can almost hear subspace falling asleep, and now this!”

“We'll head right over and see if we can sort things out,” said Attar. “Will send you all telemetry for relay, just in case.”

“Doesn't look like they've got anything capable of penetrating out shields, so far,” said Candi. “So hoping for the best for you.”

“We'll keep you posted,” Attar promised.

“And entertained!” Candi said with a smile. “Good luck!”

Seconds later, Attar pulled up the command channel. “All hands, secure for battle stations. Ships are engaging in hostile fire in Collar Empire space, we are proceeding to the conflict zone.”

There was a burst of hustle and bustle as the ship's crew hurried to their stations and secured themselves and any unsecured items as the mighty warship whizzed through ultrastellar subspace, covering the five parsecs between it and the space battle in seconds.

It popped out on the fringe of the battle, well out of range of any weapons, about a million kilometers from the battle.

“Analysis, exec,” said Attar.

“Computer says it's fairly low-level weapons tech for a spacefaring civilization,” said SexyExec Roxy McCloskey. “Proton bombs, nukes, antimatter, ultramasers, standard atomic shielding – nothing we can't handle easily.”

“I concur,” said Attar. “Given that they both appear to be at roughly equivalent levels of tech, they're both probably making a sincere attempt to kill each other, so they're almost certainly not holding anything back. Fine, let's move in. Helm, put us about a hundred thousand clicks out, and weapons, put suppressor beams on all craft. Let's welcome them to the neighborhood.”

“Yes, Chief,” said the helmsman and the weapons master, pushing the appropriate buttons.

A moment later the “Don't Make Me Come In There, burst onto the scene. Its appearance at a million miles had been noted, but not acted upon as the Klaxons and the Participation Prize were too busy trying to blow each other to their constituent atoms to bother with it.

Now, at a hundred thousand clicks, it had clearly decided to join the party. It was a huge spacecraft, more like a moon than a typical spacecraft, much larger than the Participation Prize, which was larger than the warhorns. The warhorns and the Participation Prize looked like sparrows flying around a moonlet, if that moonlet had been a ball of pure, gleaming silvery metal.

Weapons on all four craft immediately targeted the ”Don't Make Me come In There” but it was too late. Suppressor beams went lancing out from the silvery sphere and instantly all four spacecraft froze in mid-battle. Even their ravening beams of destruction and missiles froze in their tracks.

“I want teams on all four vessels,” said Chief O'Roses. “Standard Disable and Acquire procedure. Give me whoever's in the captain's chair on the three small craft, and whoever's in the captain's chair on the big craft plus two others.”

“Yes, chief” said Roxy. She was as naked as her commanding officer, but considerably shorter, and with considerably longer hair. As exec it was her job to put the teams together.

Captain Rocketpants stared in amazement as he and everybody on board the Participation Prize froze. He couldn't move, he couldn't talk, though he could breathe easily enough. The other crew members were as frozen as he was, some of them in mid button push. Even their hair was frozen in the air in the exact shape the ship's most recent maneuver had left it in.

For several minutes everything remained just like that. Then a dozen or so people suddenly materialized on the bridge of the ship. Half of them were naked women. And half of them were men in shorts, T-shirts and sneakers, or something very much like them, although one of the men was as naked as the women, and also wearing collars, cuffs and shackles. They all had a very slight blue glow to them.

“What the fuck?” Rocketpants's brain shouted as he watched the dozen men and women move efficiently through the control room. They hooked up various devices to various parts of the control room, clearly accessing the ship's computer system, its weapon system, it's guidance system. They sometimes had to move around various crewmembers to do so, or even to move the crewmembers, which they easily did, moving them as if they were department store dummies, though they appeared to be gentle and considerate in the way they handled the crew.

The other crewmembers could only do as Rocketpants did, watch helplessly, occasionally looking at Rocketpants or one another, but unable to speak.

Eventually, one of them walked up to Rocketpants and nodded and checked an item on the notepad that they held, then put a necklace with a bit of glowing tech on it around Rocketpants's neck, handling him as gently and courteously as his crew had been handled.

The people spoke a different language, and Kirk wasn't wearing a translator.

Eventually most of the visitors departed, and one who remained pressed a button on his notepad and ...

Rocketpants was sitting on the beach near an ocean in a folding chair. Sitting to his left and right were Mr. Stack and Yowoman Basquethed.

“What the hell?” Captain Rocketpants cried.

Sitting in chairs opposite him were three Klaxon warriors, and sitting in chairs on either side of both the humans and the Klaxons were half a dozen of the strange people who had invaded their ships, except that they were no longer glowing.

“Extraordinary,” Mr. Stack observed, gazing curiously at the assemblage.

“Jimmy, what's going on?” asked Yowoman Basquettehed.

The Klaxons were mostly shouting in their harsh language, leaping to their feet and glaring. They would have grabbed their sidearms and started shooting if the sidearms had not been taken from them.

“Hi everybody!” said one of the naked women, waving at the humans and the Klaxons for attention. “I'm Attar O'Roses, Babe In Chief of the Don't Make Me Come In There, the spaceship to which you've been transported. I'm sorry it was necessary to do things so abruptly, but you lot were so busy trying to murder each other we thought it wise to intervene.”

“You have intervened in the affairs of Klaxon warcraft doing their duty!” cried High Plinkard Nuff, his voice translated by the ceiling speakers, just as Attar's had been. ”This is Klaxon space! You must leave immediately to avoid further repercussions.”

“Oh, I'm sorry, this is Empire of the Collar space,” said Attar in friendly tones. She looked at Rocketpants. “Do you claim this space as well?”

“No,” Rocketpants said. ”So far as we know, this is unknown space, we were exploring it on behalf of the Agglomeration of Planets when we were attacked by the Klaxon ships.”

“HA!” cried Nuff. “It is no innocent exploration, this has been Klaxon space for centuries!”

“We found no warning bouys to indicate we were crossing any borders,” said Rocketpants.

“Bah, you humans ignore them all the time, when it suits you,” Nuff said. “Plus, we may not have gotten around to setting them all out in remote regions like this.”

“You mean you haven't finished moving the goalposts yet,” Rocketpants said. “This is just a space grab, admit it.”

“I think we can all agree this is definitely the back of the beyond,” said Attar diplomatically. “We would never have known about this little fracas, probably, if we hadn't set up a deep space monitoring station out here not too long ago. This is sounding more and more like a misunderstanding we can probably work out without trying to murder each other.”

“What about our crews?”Rocketpants asked. “Are they OK?”

“They're fine,” Attar replied. “After we got you here, we turned off the suppressor fields and returned your ships to normal, except your weapons and propulsion systems remain disabled. But your life support, lighting and communication systems are fully functional.”

“Ah, well ... that's all right, then,” said Rocketpants.

“What if she's lying?” whispered Brandy.

“Then we are, to use a fine old Bulkan phrase, screwed,” said Mr. Stack.

“No reason she should be lying,” said Rocketpants. “She's got the advantage here.”

“Good point,” said Mr. Stack.

“It is NOT all right!” declared Nuff. “You must return control of my ship's systems to me, ALL of them, and follow me to the nearest Klaxon base to answer for your crimes!”

“I'm not following you anywhere,” said Attar. “I hold all the cards here, and I'm not at all inclined to do what you say. I think you would be well advised to do what I say, which is that we talk this out rather than shooting at one another.”

“We Klaxons do not talk, we act!” Nuff cried, rising to his feet and suddenly dashing toward Attar.

“Roxy ...” said Attar.

Roxy was already on it, she turned toward Nuff and focused her attention on him, and suddenly a beam of light blazed from her collar to paint Nuff's chest with a spot of light. A flash of power pulsed along the beam in a microsecond, and when it hit Nuff he suddenly leaped into the air and landed on the sand, splayed out, temporarily rendered unconscious, a thin wisp of smoke rising from his chest, his spiky mohawk now splayed limply in the sand.

Nuff lifted his head and gazed blankly at Attar and Roxy for a moment, then his head dropped back to the sand.

“Your weapons are disabled, but ours are not,” said Attar.

Roxy strode out to Nuff and helped the powerful Klaxon warrior to his feet, handling him with the same care the other Don't Make Me Come In There crew had handled the Participation Prize crew, walking him back to his chair. The other Klaxons eyed Roxy cautiously as she did so, clearly evaluating their chances of taking her down with a sudden grab.

But they were acutely conscious of the collar weapon she had, which was clearly a shock device, and to judge from the blank expression on Nuff's face, a powerful one.

Plus of course Roxy was stark naked and practically waggling her butt in their faces as she helped Nuff get seated, and that was worth looking at all on its own.

After Nuff was reseated, Roxy walked back to her chair at Attar's side. Although short, naked and very curvy, she was clearly a badass. But she had such a good ass. The Klaxons and the Agglomeration crew were all having trouble with that, to various degrees. In fact, Rocketpants was having all kinds of trouble keeping his eyes off all the naked pulchritude sitting on either side of them. It was like something out of some cheap space fantasy porn, or his adventures on Argol 9, Beta 7 and Cannalis 5.

Yowoman Basquettehed was getting an eyeful, too, mostly of the naked guy, but also the guys in their T-shirts and shorts. They wer all huge and muscular, dwarfing even Mr. Woof, and they all looked VERY fit and healthy. She did not smack her chops, but she did lick her lips.

“This is going to be one of THOSE missions, isn't it?” she murmured.

“It would appear to be the case,” Mr. Stack said dryly.

“I'm sure we'll all do our best for the cause,” Jimmy said with an insipid smile.

“Ready to give your all, I'm sure,” Mr. Stack said.

“I will try to inspire you all,” Jimmy said.

“Plinkard Nuff, maybe if the three of us rushed them at the same time, we could overpower them,” said High Dudjun Smax Threnndy.

“Yeah, overpower,” said fellow High Dudjun Nascaw Blunk.

“Let us not try that immediately,” said Nuff. “They have weapons, remember?”

“Right, weapons,” said Blunk. “Wish we had some.”

“All in good time,” said Nuff.

“I don't think the Klaxons we have are smart enough to negotiate with us, or anybody, without a gun to their heads,” Roxy said to Attar.

“I suspect you are right,” said Attar. “I'm surprised they have space tech at all if this is what they have for brains. The Agglomeration people seem much nicer. They even have a Klaxon with them, and all the body language is saying that he is a trusted ally, not a prisoner.”

“I checked the computer, Chief, and they do have specialists for negotiating with species outside the Klaxon empire,” said Science Officer Markus Gruntus, one of the huge Collar Empire males. “Perhaps we could get them to bring one over. It would probably expedite things.”

“The Klaxons' egos are very tender and easily bruised, most likely, given their aggressive behavior,” said Attar. “If we insist they bring over someone competent, they might be insulted.”

“I think they're insulted anyway,” said Roxy. “Insulted that they don't have their boots on our necks. How dare we not lose?”

“Perhaps if we suggest rescheduling the conference, tell them WE are not ready and that they send over a delegation in a couple of hours after conferring with their people, it would reduce their tension and maybe get us someone competent,” Markus suggested.

“An excellent suggestion,” said Attar. “I'm not crazy about having to work with these Klaxon leadership goofs.”

“The Amalgamation crew seems calmer,” said Roxy. “The way they've been eyeballing us, I suspect that extremely friendly relations will break out between us at the least little opportunity.”

“Even they may benefit by picking their representatives,” said Attar. “Let's give them the chance.”

“Agreed,” said Markus.

“Agreed,” said Roxy.

“All right, attention everybody,” said Attar. “I'm sorry, but it's been brought to our attention that we are not really prepared for this conference,” said Attar. “So we are going to return you to your various ships. In two hours we'll reconvene. By then we should have transporter receivers properly attuned for your transporter tech, and you can send over whomever you like. Sorry about that!”


Chapter 2

A Doctor, Not A Sex Master, Dammit!

Attar waved her hand and the conference room blinked out of existence, and Rocketpants was back in his chair on the Participation Prize. Yowoman Basquettehed was at the Comm console, and Mr. Stack was at the Science station, both looking as surprised as Rocketpants was.

“Keptin, you're back!” cried Checkmate, who was standing next to Rocketpants's chair, which he had been displaced from by Rocketpants's arrival. He also looked confused. “Are you all right?”

“I'm fine,” replied Rocketpants. ”I take it the crew is OK?”

“We are all fine as well,” said Checkmate. “The ship returned to normal after we unfroze, except that our weapons, shields and navigation systems will not work. And of course you three were missing. But a naked woman told us you were all OK and would be back eventually. We were not sure we could believe her, but there was not much we could do. Transporters are also down.”

“Yes, we appear to have encountered a race with very advanced tech,” said Rocketpants. “I want all the execs to meet with me in conference room one immediately and we'll figure out what to do.”

“I'll put out the announcement,” said Brandy.

Half an hour later, Brandy was saying, “So we have something called the Collar Empire that has VERY advanced tech and lays claim to this area of space, and the Klaxon Empire laying claim to it as well, but it's not a dispute we are involved in since the Agglomeration is making no claims here.”

“Correct,” said Rocketpants.

“Do we have any preferences about who wins this dispute?” asked Brandy.

“Woof, I thought the Klaxon Empire had agreed to cease expansion in disputed space,” said Rocketpants.

“It did and it has,” said Woof, nodding gravely as he often did. “But these Klaxons are not part of the Klaxon Empire. I recognized them from their mohawks, as you call them. They are what we call “Klaxonites,” a group who refused to recognized the peace treaty with the Agglomeration, and have in effect seceded from the Klaxon Empire.”

“Ah,” said Rocketpants. “It's confusing because we are a very long way from the known borders of the Klaxon Empire.”

“Yes, Captain, also a very long way from what is known of the Klaxonite Empire's borders,” said Woof. “Many, many parsecs away. About a thousand, I would guess. Clearly, the Klaxonites have been expanding their borders on the sly.”

“I do not think they are going to take any Empire of the Collar space,” Rocketpants said. “Though this may be a recent acquisition for them as well, given that they just built an observation station in the area.”

“So both empires may be on shaky ground legally as far as claiming this space goes,” said Mr. Stark. “Now, to address your question about preferences, I am not at all in favor of the Klaxon expansion, as they are known to subjugate races within their power. The Collar of the Empire seems willing to negotiate, but I am suspicious of them. The collars and shackles could have some dark significance that we are not as yet aware of.”

“Yes, you're right, we need to find out as much as possible about this Empire of the Collar as soon as we can,” Rocketpants agreed.

“Captain, I believe we have a resource that may offer some help in understanding the Collar of the Empire people,” said Brandy. “Ensign Silky Theiss is an Aurion Slavegirl on detached duty with our ship. Given the nature of her culture, she might see things about the Empire of the Collar people that we don't.”

Rocketpants raised a brow.

“An excellent suggestion, Yowoman,” said Rocketpants. “She's the one who's been going through our redshirts like a scythe through a field of ripe wheat, I believe. Let us make her a party to our delegation. You can brief her on what's been going on. Her insights may prove invaluable. Good thinking on your part”

“Thank you sir,” said Brandy, smiling. Rocketpants knew that Silky had become Brandy's bestie since joining the Participation Prize's crew. He also knew Brandy was right about her.

“I would suggest that Doctor McBouy should be added to the delegation as well, Captain,” said Stack. “His medical knowledge might prove useful.”

“I'm a doctor, not a sex master, dammit,” McBouy growled. “You don't need medical skills to figure out what people who run around naked all the time are up to! It's as plain as the nose on your face.”

“Now, Bones, there may be pheromones and such floating around on that ship that we know nothing about,” said Rocketpants. ”These people are clearly all very sexually charged, you should SEE that exec of theirs, she's ... well, she's something to see.” Rocketpants caught a bit of side-eye from Brandy at this. She knew her man, and if the Empire of the Collar women had had green skin like Silky she would have personally locked Rocketpants up in the brig for his own safety.

“I'll send over a medbot,” McBouy said drily. “It can do as good a job of monitoring airborne contaminants as I can. Better, even.”

“I'm afraid I'm going to have to insist on your coming,” Rocketpants said. “A medbot doesn't have your finely honed sense of danger.”

“You want me to be a canary in the coal mine of this Collar ship, don't you?” McBouy grumbled.

“Oh, the Collar ship is NOT a coal mine,” said Rocketpants. “It's gigantic, and very nice. I mean, they have a beach, and not just a holodeck beach, a beach beach.”

“Good lord, the waste,” McBouy muttered.

“He's got a point, Jimmy,” said Stack. “What the hell are these people doing lugging a beach complete with water and waves through interstellar space? It has to be enormously expensive in terms of fuel, whatever kind they use. This may give us insights into their propulsion tech.”

“See, Bones, you're helping us out already,” said Rocketpants.

“I had no idea you needed a Pointer Outer of the Obvious,” McBouy said. “And speaking of the obvious, did you send a squib back to Command, and if so what did they say?”

“I sent in a full report, Doctor,” said Basquethed. ”Their response, stripped of the legalese and the bureaucratese, was, “Proceed on your own best judgement but try not to get the Agglomeration involved in any shooting wars. A diplomatic envoy will be dispatched.”

“God, something reasonable for once,” said McBouy. ”I'm losing faith in the Home Fleet.”

“Thanks Brandy, you're the best!” Ensign Theiss said when Brandy gave her the news that she was on the Empire of the Collar delegation team.

“That's why they call us besties!” said Brandy, grinning as they sat and slugged down Silurian brandy in the Participation Prize's bar.

“It is so weird, these Empire of the Collar people sound a lot like home,” said Silky. “Sexy and fun.”

“What are we Earth people, chopped liver?” Brandy asked.

“Well, some of you are all right, but most of you ... well, you know as well as I do, girl,” said Silky, rocking her hand back and forth in the ancient Aurion sign for “so-so at best.”

“Yeah, men,” said Brandy “Can't live with 'em, can't live without 'em, so fuck 'em, right?”

”Right, find the best you can and train 'em up is all you can do, and you've been doing GREAT at that, girl,” said Silky. “I have told you a dozen times, I know, but it bears repeating ... you would have made a GREAT Aurion slavegirl.”

“That's so sweet of you to say that,” said Brandy. “I guess I do my best.”

“You can't help it if Earth culture isn't sexually what it should be,” said Silky. “You do your best, which is WAY better than most Earth women do.”

“To all of us who do our best,” said Brandy, raising her glass.

“I'll drink to that, girlfriend,” said Silky, raising her glass.


Chapter 3

An Out of Context Problem

An hour later, six members of the Participation Prize crew -- Rocketpants, McBouy, Basquettehed, Theiss, Stack and Woof showed up in the transporter bay. They all wore T-shirts, shorts and were barefoot. A medbot floated next to McBouy. Moments later they materialized on a set of makeshift transporter pads near the beach.

“Welcome back, Captain!” cried Attar. A set of comfy picnic tables with well padded chairs instead of benches stretched along the beach.

Already sitting at the tables were three Klaxon warriors in full regalia. No concessions to the beach location for them! Rocketpants was surprised to see them speaking calmly to the mostly naked Empire of the Collar people who sat near them at the tables.

Roxy led the Participation Prize crew to the table and helped them get seated.

There were comfy chairs with coolers beside them in the sand behind the table for assistants, but with only three Klaxons and six Participation Prize crew and three Empire of the Collar people at the main table, most of the chairs were empty, with just a few Klaxons and Collar Empire people sitting in them, gazing busily at their tablets.

“Now that we're all here, introductions are in order, I think,” said Attar, waving for attention and smiling once everyone had settled in. “You should all find drinks and snacks appropriate to your species in the coolers next to you. I am Attar O'Roses, Babe in Chief of the Don't Make Me Come In There, a warship of the Empire of the Collar. To my right is Roxy McCloskey, my SexyExec, and to my left is Warguy Bif Hardslab. Could you introduced yourselves?” she asked, nodding at the Klaxons.

”I am Kruft Kragg, High Slavgrunt for the Screaming Duncecap,” said the Klingon at the center of the table. ”On my right is Brux Frax, Slavgrunt for the Fleeting Exclamation and Mak Muk, Slavgrunt for the Entropic Yahoo.”

A crawl line appeared across the Amalgamation group's tablets: “Slavgrunt” translates into Agglomerationese as “Speaker to Unclaimed Slaves.”

Rocketpants smiled as he saw it, so did others. So Klaxon.

“I am Captain James Rocketpants of the USS Participation Prize,” Rocketpants said when the Klaxon finished. “With me, from left to right, are Ensign Silky Theiss, a cultural exchange attache from Aurion, Yowoman Brandy Basquettehed our Communications Officer, Dr. Lanyard McBouy, our chief medical officer, Mr. Stack, our science officer and exec, and Lieutenant Rarf Woof, cultural exchange attache from the Klaxon Empire and chief security officer.”

“WE are the Klaxon Empire!” declared Kragg.

“You are mere pretenders,” responded Woof calmly. (The Klaxon term he used, “Blucksnucksels,” actually had overtones of “coward” and “one who cannot follow orders” along with “pretender” as well but “pretender” was as close as Agglomerationese would go to the actual meaning.)

“You should talk, traitor,” said Kragg, using a Klingon term that also had overtones of “habitual knee bender” and “coward” as well.

“Gentlemen, gentlemen,” said Attar, picking up on the insulting tones that were being used, “you may have your differences, but please, air them elsewhere. This conference is about our differences, not your differences. Have your own peace conference.”

“Acknowledged under protest,” said Kragg. He did not appear to be particularly upset, having made his point.

“Very well,” said Woof, meaning pretty much the same thing.

“We are here to settle the matter of the status of this volume of space,” said Attar. “Or at the very least, come to some sort of understanding that may prevent hostilities in the event of future encounters here. I think we have an excellent chance of coming to an agreement, all things considered.”

“I have been instructed to inform you that although we are participating in these talks, it is merely to keep you from being misled by the lying tongues of the Agglomeration representatives, who manipulate the truth at every opportunity,” said Kragg. “It does not represent any acknowledgment of these proceedings as legitimate or binding to any Klaxon forces until and unless approved.”

“Understood,” said Attar. “What about you, Captain Rocketpants. What is the status of these negotiations in your view?”

“We have been advised to proceed using our best judgment,” said Rocketpants. “To be legally binding, any commitment we make will have to be approved by the full Agglomeration Council, and we have a pretty good idea what goes and what does not go with them.”

“We are empowered to negotiate fully on behalf of the Empire of the Collar,” said Attar. “Like you others, we will have to have the approval of the Council of the Collar for our commitments to be legally binding, but we have trained diplomats on board who give us a very high confidence level of accomplishing that. I suggest we start by agreeing this is unclaimed space at the moment, with no significant habitations or holdings known by any of our governments.”

“Untrue!” Kragg immediately thundered. “The Klaxon Empire claims this space! We have significant holdings within it!”

“No Agglomeration members have any settlements here, that we know of,” said Rocketpants. “We are willing to accept it as unclaimed.”

“Slavgrunt Kragg, you should be aware that when we had control of your ships we copied off all its data stores, for all three ships, actually, and we have access to all your maps,” said Attar. ”They show no Klaxon settlements of any kind within 800 parsecs of this space. They do show that the Klaxon Empire borders expanded to include this volume of space recently, but it's mostly empty space. So we give no credence to your claims of settlements here.”

“The settlements may not be here physically ... yet ... but they are planned!” declared Kragg. “And under Klaxon law, that makes them the same as physical settlements!”

“Well good luck enforcing that outside Klaxon space,” Attar said. “Now as it happens, we DO have a few outposts and settlements out this way, like the Raised Eyebrow, the observation post that detected your space battle. It's not much of a physical presence, but it's something. However, we're not greedy for the whole space and I'm sure we can come to an amicable arrangement with the Klaxon Empire on this.”

“It is good that you are not greedy for the whole space, since all of it is Klaxon space,” said Kragg. “And we will defend it to the utmost!”

“Good luck with that, as well,” said Attar. “We analyzed your weapons systems and your fleet disposition, too, of course, and you have nothing that could give us any problems.”

“You lie!” Kragg said. “Our military data files are all highly encrypted.”

“Yeah, they were, I guess by your standards,” Attar said. “Took us a good 15, 20 minutes to break your encryption.”

“So you say!” said Kragg.

“Believe what you like,” said Attar. “Our analysis of your tech indicates that our technologies are so mismatched that we represent pretty much an Out of Context problem for you, and for the Agglomeration as well.”

Mr. Stack's brow raised at these words.

“Surprised, Mr. Stack?” Rocketpants asked.

“Not really,” said Stack. “Based on the ease with which they took over our ship, I had surmised as much. I'm just surprised she is pointing it out.”

“We will put you in context, be sure of it,” said Kragg with a sneer.

“Although we represent an Out of Context problem militarily and technologically, we are not a problem diplomatically, I think you will find,” said Attar. “For the Agglomeration, we think we would find trading partner/ally status agreeable. For the Klaxons, we propose trading partner/neutral status, with a permanent commission set up to settle boundary disputes.”

“There is no dispute,” said Kragg. “You must accept the Klaxon boundaries. Then perhaps we will offer you trading partner status and neutral status.”

“I think you will find it difficult to dictate terms to us, Slavgrunt Kragg,” said Attar. “Captain Rocketpants, what is your response?”

“As we make no claim on this space, we will allow you and the Klaxons to work that out,” said Rocketpants. “We would be happy, I'm sure, to offer you trading partner and ally status, providing you are not oppressing any species in your space. In fact, full membership in the Agglomeration would definitely be on the table, I suspect.”

“We would be unlikely to accept membership in the Agglomeration,” said Attar.

“Why not?” asked Rocketpants. “It offers all sorts of benefits, including dental!”

“How shall I put this ... we do not feel the Agglomeration is sufficiently advanced to be a comfortable fit for us,” said Attar.

Everyone in the Participation Prize party except Theiss looked surprised at these words.

“I'm ... I'm sorry to hear that,” said Rocketpants. “I'm not sure I understand, though.”

A crawl line appeared across everyone's tablets. “I advise holding on that,” it said. “I think I can fill in later.” It was signed, “Theiss.”

“Understood, will do,” came a second crawl line a moment later, signed “Rocketpants.”

“Fair enough,” said Attar. “I do not know if you can understand, but we will be glad to help you if you are willing to try.”

“I am willing to do whatever I can to establish peaceful relations with other sentient species,” said Rocketpants. “It is explicitly a part of our mission of exploration.”

“You mean scouting pre-invasion,” growled Kragg.

“We have much ships much better suited for duty as military scouts,” said Rocketpants, smiling. “We call them “scouts.”

“I am sure the intelligence gathering is an important part of the Participation Prize's mission,” said Attar. “And that intelligence can be used by both military and civilian planners in the Agglomeration. We looked at the files on the Participation Prize, of course, and its mission is as Rocketpants stated, in fact, they are under orders to avoid combat where they can. We cordially invite the Participation Prize to survey Collar of the Empire space if they wish. So long as you do not attack us, we will not attack you.”

“Thank you, as you are no doubt aware, visiting your space would be completely in line with our mission,” said Rocketpants, catching the implication immediately: exploring Empire of the Collar space would keep the Participation Prize out of Klaxonite space.

Another crawl line on the Particpation Prize's tablets: “You are much more likely to discover intelligence in Empire of the Collar space than in Klaxonite space.” It was signed, “Woof.”

“We demand the right to survey what you call your space as well,” said Kragg.

“It's our space, you have no right to do anything in it,” said Attar. “However, we would welcome Klaxon ships on peaceful missions to our space, for trade or cultural exchange. If you wish to survey us while you do so, that would be fine with us.”

Another crawl line: “No one among the Collar delegation appears to be the least bit uneasy with that last offer.” It was signed “Woof.”

Another crawl line. “Their technology is very advanced. The more the Klaxon learn about them, the less likely they are to attack without provacation. The same goes for us as well.” It was signed “Rocketpants.”

Everyone got the implication. The Empire of the Collar was so sure of themselves that they wanted both the Agglomeration and the Klaxonites to know what they were dealing with.

Negotiations proceeded for three more hours, and at the end they had an agreement hammered out.

The Klaxonites, while formally agreeing to nothing except the abject surrender of the Participation Prize and the Don't Make Me Come In There, worked out technical agreements to develop a framework for trade and negotiation and Klaxonite travel in Empire of the Collar space, although it was not specified what would be negotiated out of deference to the Klaxon's inability to admit what they were doing.

A much more casual arrangement was worked out between the Participation Prize crew and the Don't Make Me Come In There crew to set up trade and ally status between their respective governments.

Also, the Don't Make Me Come In There offered visitation rights to the Participation Prize crew and the Klaxon crews, with a proviso forbidding weapons and violence.

Even the Kragg seemed satisfied as the conference broke up, though of course they could not admit to it.

After the conference, Rocketpants convened a wrap-up meeting for attendees and the Participation Prize's executive officers who had not attended.

“The Klaxons were practically gloating at the end of that conference, even I caught that,” said Rocketpants. “Do you have any idea what that was all about, Mr. Woof?”

“Yes,” said Woof. “They definitely did not go into the conference expecting to be able to get visitation rights for Klaxon vessels in Empire of the Collar space. I am certain that they will spy out any military secrets they can. They will present it to the Klaxon commanders as a major concession they tricked the Empire of the Collar people into making, and get all sorts of glory for it.”

“Even though the Empire of the Collar clearly wants the Klaxonites to know they are dealing with an Out of Context problem,” said Stark.

“Yes,” said Mr. Woof. “I do not think the Klaxonites really grasp that just yet.”

“Strange, it's very obvious that their tech is well in advance of ours,” Mr. Stack observed.

“Many Klaxons have difficulty admitting when the are outclassed,” said Woof, “and the Klaxonites, being made up primarily by Klaxon planets that would or could not accept the last peace treaty with the Agglomeration, would be even more prone to this difficulty.”

“Makes sense,” said Rocketpants. “Ensign Theiss, you had some thoughts on the Collar Empire disinterest in Agglomeration membership you want to share, I believe,” said Rocketpants.

“Yes, Captain,” said Theiss. “As noted, the Collar Empire is very technologically advanced, and they may be culturally advanced as well. Of course, technological and cultural advancement do not always move in lockstep, but suppose they ARE well in advance of us culturally -- that may be the reason they are not interested in membership. Or perhaps they are behind us in some way, and they have issues for that reason. I suggest that we investigate both possibilities carefully, and as subtly as possible, before making any diplomatic commitments.”

“Their public nakedness and wearing bondage gear everywhere argues some possibility of cultural backwardness,” McBouy observed dryly.

“Yes, but it's more subtle than it looks,” said Thiess. “Their Babe in Chief, who is clearly their chief commanding officer, goes naked except for her bondage gear, and I saw her giving orders to clothed men. Things may not be as simple as they look.”

“Very perceptive, Ensign Theiss,” said Rocketpants. “I am pleased that you are with us. The offer of visitation rights to their ship should provide plenty of opportunity for us to discover more about the Collar Empire people and their culture, so let's take it. In fact, I am considering offering the Collar Empire people visitation rights on our ship.”

“Now, Jimmy, let's not get hasty,” said McBouy.

“What do you mean, McBouy?” Rocketpants asked.

“I mean people running around naked all over the ship may pose a threat to ship's discipline,” said McBouy.

“Threaten it how, Dr. McBouy?” Thiess asked.

“It is difficult for a man to focus on a console or a viewscreen or a flux tube output chart when a naked woman is in his immediate vicinity,” said Dr. McBouy.

“Weren't these same objections made when women first began crewing on sailing ships way back in pre-space days?” asked Yowoman Basquethed.

“Well, yes, but those women weren't naked,” said McBouy.

“Isn't it possible that the objection to women and the objection to naked woman as interferences in ship's discipline arises from the same mistaken fear of females?” asked Basquethed.

“It's just common sense,” responded McBouy.

“Well I see we have cultural differences arising already,” said Rocketpants, “challenging us, as it were.”

“Yes, fascinating,” Mr. Stark said, and he clearly meant it.

“I think the thing to do will be to extend the invitation to the Collar Empire crew, and to have our software monitor the ship's efficiency as we do during drills and training sessions, and if we find drops occurring, we can rescind the invitation,” said Rocketpants. “This will be an excellent opportunity to test out this phenomenon now, before it becomes a problem should we have more intercourse with the Collar Empire people.”

“Oh, we're going to have more intercourse with the Collar Empire people,” McBouy muttered.


Chapter 4

Is This How The Andrea Doria Happened?

“The Participation Prize has taken the bait,” announced SexyExec Roxy. “We are all cordially invited to visit their ship at will.”

“Very nice of them,” said Babe in Chief Attar. “That means they will almost certainly be visiting us.”

“Wait until they hit the party decks,” said Roxy.

“Going to be interesting, for sure,” said Attar.

“So, they are ALL, like, naked?” asked Ensign Glorylee Jamieson, Junior Assistant Maitnenance Technician.

“No, of course not,” answered Ensign Theiss. She and Basquethed were at the center of a crowd of the Participation Prize's junior crewpersons, mostly female but a fair number of men as well, in the Rusty Bucket, a popular ship's lounge.

“They had their collars on, and their slave bracelets, and their slave anklets ... fully dressed, if you ask me.”

Riotous laughter broke out at these words, as everyone knew Theiss' opinion that the Participation Prize crew was drastically overdressed most of the time.

“To be fair, the men wore T-shirts and shorts,” Basquethed interjected. “It was just the women that were naked, mostly. Except for that one guy.”

All female eyes turned to Yowoman Basquethed.

“Give! Give!” cried several female voices. “One of the men was NAKED?”

“As a jaybird,” said Basquethed with a grin. “And he was SO HOT. All muscle and tan and and a huge uncut salami that he knew how to swing, and no more self-conscious about it than any of the women!”

“Oh, yeah!” cried several women.

Over at another table Dr. McBouy and Nurse Syrius were listening in.

“Do you suppose this is how the Andrea Doria happened?” McBouy asked with a wry grin. “A ship full of naked people cruised by, and crew and passengers all abandoned ship for a ride on the USS Naked?”

“I suppose it's possible,” Nurse Syrius said with a grin. “Then again, in space, all things are possible. Do you suppose the is the Collar Empire's way of taking over? They fuck the crews of all the ships they meet into submission?”

McBouy glanced over at the sea of eager, smiling faces around Thiess and Basquettehed. ”I wouldn't put it past them,” he said. “Though seriously, I'm not worried. But somebody has to at least consider these things. It sure isn't going to be Captain Green Genes.”

“I think Mr. Stark can be objective about it,” said Syrius. “He's a Bulkan, he's basically asexual when he's not in pying-pyong.”

“Probably more objective than me,” McBouy said. “But he also lacks human insight, the peculiar power of human sexuality manifests itself all the time, in all sort of ways, you know that better than I do.”

“You've got a point,” Syrius agreed, nodding. “I am constantly amazed at the very strange ways sexuality manifests itself among you all. It is so much simpler for my people.”

“Yeah, that empathic ability of yours has got to make the ways of love easier,” McBouy said, “just knowing who's attracted to you, and why, for real has got to be a game-changer.”

“Surprisingly, it can be a double-edged sword,” Syrius said, gazing into the distance.

“Then may the double-edged sword of empathy become a multiple array proton blaster of doom in the service of the Agglomeration,” said Dr. McBouy.

“McBouy, it's very inappropriate of you to flirt with me like that,” said Syrius.

“How the hell did you get flirting out of that?” McBouy asked.

“The words don't matter, Doctor, when you have my gift, the meaning comes through loud and clear,” said Syrius.

“What I said had some kind of meaning?” McBouy asked.

“Don't press your luck, Doctor,” said Syrius.

“Expressed trout glands and cabbage pork,” said McBouy.

“All right, all right, I'll sleep with you, Doctor, since you put it THAT way,” said Syrius. “No need to be so crude. To tell the truth, you had me at ”proton blaster of doom.”

McBouy smiled. When Syrius wanted sexy fun time, she knew how to let him know. He loved that about her, along with everything else.


Chapter 5

Rocketpants' Meaty Spaceship Of Love

“Oh, Captain, I'm so GLAD you decided to take advantage of our offer,” said SexyExec Roxy when Captain Rocketpants showed up on the teleporter pad.

“I felt I should set an example for the crew,” said Rocketpants, smiling his broadest smile.

“I would be honored if you would allow me to give you a tour of the ship,” said Roxy.

“No more honored than I would be by being given a tour by you,” said Rocketpants.

“We shall be co-honored,” said Roxy agreeably, slipping her arm comfortably inside Rocketpants's arm. He was wearing a T-shirt and shorts and a big smile. Roxy was a sexy, naked little armful.

And the hell of it was, she wasn't the only sexy little armful. The ship was crawling with sexy, naked women, all of them busily doing spaceship crew things, totally unconscious of their nudity. Most of them were pretty in the way the healthy people are, and a few were strikingly beautiful.

Roxy was one of the more beautiful Collar Empire slavegirls, mostly because she exuded vitality. She looked like she might burst into dance at any moment, and her eyes sparkled as she showed Rocketpants around the ship's thises and the ship's thats.

“Why is your ship so huge?” Rocketpants asked.

“Because our propulsion method is different than yours,” Roxy said. “More mass helps, requiring less fuel, with the method we use.”

“Very interesting,” said Rocketpants.

“Yeah, it is, it's just a shame I'm not allowed to tell you much about it,” said Roxy.

“Oh, understood,” said Rocketpants. “So your propulsion system is counterintuitive where mass is concerned, but doesn't making the ships this size take a lot of energy and effort?”

“Not really,” said Roxy. “And that I can tell you about in detail, because you already have the tech to do it. You just find a solar system with an asteroid belt with plenty of nickel-iron meteors near a star that produces plenty of energy ... lots of those floating around. You set up some giant lenses, like ... kilometers across to create a giant solar furnace where the lens' lights is focused. You can make them from molecular films, thickness is not important, just shape. Then you steer some nickel-iron asteroids into the focus point of the solar furnace and melt them into their constituent parts, spinning them so the different elements separate out in bands by weight. Afterward you steer the cooled nickel iron bands into another solar furnace and melt them again, but don't spin them, so they become a circular blob. Then you use force fields or magnetic bottles or whatever to force an inert gas into the blob, making it expand and moving the gas's exit point so that you wind up with a concentric series of shells, much larger than the original glob. Then you just go in and build whatever accomodations you like in the interior after it cools. It's expensive and difficult to set up, especially early on, but once you have it set up, you can churn out spaceships like this one, like potato chips.”

“Holy hell,” said Rocketpants.

“Yeah, and you make the outer shell extra thick, which makes for extra mass, decreases cosmic rays and of course makes for a very hard-to-destroy ship,” said Roxy.

“I'll bet,” said Rocketpants. “And the living accommodations must be generous.”

“Like you wouldn't believe, especially on a warship,” said Roxy. “That's why we can afford to lug beaches around for our amusement.”

“Somebody brought that up,” said Rocketpants. “It seems excessive, by our standards.”

“But just good common sense, by ours,” said Roxy. “And the beach is just one of the recreation decks.”

“Just one, eh?” Rocketpants asked. “So I take it your command and control decks, your engineering decks, your weapons sections, your engines, take up just a tiny portion of the space available on the ship?” Rocketpants asked.

“You take it correctly,” said Roxy.

“And the rest?” Rocketpants asked.

“In order of the space they take up, recreation, residential and storage.”

“Recreation is tops?” Rocketpants asked.

“Yes,” said Roxy. ”I don't know if you've noticed, but space travel can be boring for regular people. So we give our people as much fun as possible in their free time. Works out very well. I suggest we tour the recreation decks. They are striking. I must warn you, though, many of our recreational decks do not allow children, because we don't have any taboos about public sex, any more than we have taboos about public nudity.”

“I suppose I should go, if only for the sake of my crew,” said Rocketpants.

“So brave, Captain,” Roxy said with a knowing leer, leading him toward a ship's elevator.

When they stepped out of the elevator onto Recreation Deck 7, or Seventh Heaven as it was informally called, Rocketpants was expecting low lights, maybe pulsing lights, a techno dance beat and throbbing music along with throbbing naked bodies.

Instead, he was confronted with an image of a gigantic woman -- had to be ten meters high, and she was lying on her back. Her legs were spread wide, and a dildo mounted on a steel rod thrusting in and out of pussy, while she writhed in the bonds that held her legs in place. Her head was thrust up and back, but she was lying on a slight incline and you could see her face and the ballgag that was strapped into it. Her bound hands were also visible occasionally as she writhed.

And tattooed on her left thigh were the words, “Welcome to Seventh Heaven. Get busy, all ye who enter here!”

Roxy walked unconcernedly into the woman's vagina and vanished into it, ignoring the giant dildo that rammed back and forth above her head.

Rocketpants followed, not so unconcernedly, but calmly, since from the way Roxy had vanished into the woman's butt, it was clearly a hologram.

On the far side of the butt, Rocketpants was confronted by half a dozen women chained to a wall by steel links that attached to their collars.

Signs on the wall said “Free Use Sluts, Grab One and Use Her As You Like.”

One of the women had already been grabbed. She way lying on the ground, her legs pulled up and behind her head, her hands tied behind her back, a big gag in her mouth, and a crewman was fucking her hard, some would say relentlessly, as she rocked back and forth on the fulcrum formed by her back in time to her fucking. She was drooling and sweating and moaning and he was fucking her with an absolutely blank expression, his powerful body clearly accustomed to using women like this. There was no way to tell what their ranks were, both were naked. They were just Master and slavegirl, going at it, in the moment.

Three others were tied in various ways and then two of the women were tied together tightly, each girl's anklets secured to the other girls' wrist bracelets, and they had other ropes binding their torsos together, and ropes attached to their collars kept their heads thrust into each other's pussies, which they assaulted with their tongues, slowly but determinedly.

“What's with those two?” Rocketpants asked.

“I'm not sure,” said Roxy, shrugging. “Probably some Master or Mistress tied them up like that and left them like that, for amusement. If you want, you can untie them, or use them.”

“Oh, I guess I'll leave them be,” said Rocketpants.

“Very kind of you, Captain,” said Roxy, again with a knowing leer. The two women continued with their enforced lesbian sex, appparently unaware that they had been passed by.

“What about her?” Roxy asked, gesturing to a blond who was kneeling with her wrist bracelets fastened behind her back, her mouth stretched wide open buy an O-ring gag, drool spilling out of the side of her mouth onto her large breasts which had nipple rings dangling from them.

“What about her?” asked Rocketpants.

“C'mon, Captain, I can see that bulge in your shorts, hell, I can SMELL it,” said Roxy. “Let's get that taken care of, shall we? The poor girl will be so grateful.”

“Grateful?” Rocketpants asked.

“Yes, why do you suppose girls get themselves chained up here?” Roxy asked. “They WANT to be used by random strangers. if you let her suck your cock, she'll owe you. She's a slavegirl, she loves to suck cock.”

“Aren't you a slavegirl, too?” Rocketpants asked.

“Yes, well played Captain,” said Roxy. She walked up to Rocketpants and put her arms around him and gazed up at him, smiling. “I'm a slavegirl, and I LOVE to suck cock, and I PLAN to suck yours, and fuck you too, but not until I have that raging boner of yours quelled a bit. I want it to last.”

As she spoke, she pulled Rocketpants's pants down, exposing the massive, bouncing boner she had been talking about.

“Well, when you put it THAT way,” Rocketpants said with a grin. he was not one to spurn an alien slavegirl's advances, a Silky Thiess could have told anyone.

“You're a very reasonable man, Captain,” said Roxy. “And I will make sure the girl serves you well.”

The girl in question said nothing, just stared at them, her eyes smoky with passion. Roxy helped Rocketpants out of his shorts, then stepped behind the kneeling girl, grabbing a handful of hair and shoving her toward Rocketpants until she knelt right in front of his cock. She was not gentle.

“Now serve your Master, slut,” Roxy growled.

“Yeff, miffiff,” the woman mumbled through the gag, stretching her head forward for Rocketpants's cock, letting it slide into the ring that held her mouth stretched wide open.

Roxy forced the girl's mouth all the way down Rocketpants's cock, then pulled her back and shoved her back forward, using her head like it was a sex toy.

“Suck that cock like the chained-up slut you are!” Roxy growled as she worked the girl's head back and forth.

“Mmm-mmgh,” the woman gurgled as Rocketpants's meaty spaceship of love zoomed in and out of her mouth hole of love. Roxy mercilessly worked the woman's head, unconcerned, apparently, over any possibility that she might gag or have any feeling of being used, because damn, she was being used big time.

Under this assault, the muchly-aroused Captain Rocketpants did not last long. He came in the woman's mouth, groaning loudly.

The woman groaned loudly, too, her eyes crossing in pleasure. Rocketpants pulled his cock out of her mouth as she gazed up at him in cross-eyed gratitude while long strings of drool and cum dripped down from her gag to her naked body.

Roxy shoved the girl aside like a sack of unbleached, all-purpose flour and knelt before Rocketpants and engulfed his softened interstellar spacecraft of love and cleaned it with her tongue, before pulling his shorts back up over it.

“Feeling a tad more relaxed now, Captain?” Roxy asked, smiling up at Rocketpants.

“Feeling a LOT more relaxed, Roxy,” Rocketpants said, smiling. “Though to be honest, I didn't feel all that tense in the first place.”

“Bullshit, Captain,” said Roxy. “I could feel your sexual tension from the moment you arrived. Agglomeration men are sex-starved, and you're no different from the others, though you're considerably less sex-starved than most, I'll give you that.”

“Well you sure took care of that,” said Rocketpants. “You and the slavegirl here. Thank you, whoever you are.”

“Fank eew,” said the slavegirl through her gag and her drool, in a slobbery way.

“You're welcome,” said Rocketpants. “But I'm not sure what I did for you.”

“That's because you don't have Collar Empire sex tech,” said Roxy. “This slavegirl, like all of us slavegirls, has nanotech implants that give her the ability to turn off her gag reflex, and which give her an oral clitoris.”

“An oral clitoris?” Rocketpants asked unbelievingly.

“Yes, she comes from having her mouth fucked,” said Roxy, “just like I do. We've also got anal clits. And clit clits. We're clit-positive. You just gave her a huge orgasm.”

“Well, the pleasure was all mine,” said Rocketpants.

“No, that's just the point,” said Roxy. ”The pleasure was hers, too. Just look at her.”

Rocketpants looked down at the slavegirl, who was slumped on the floor, her whole body relaxed in her bonds, gazing up at Rocketpants with eyes clouded with pleasure, drooling happily.

“Point taken,” said Rocketpants.

For the next half hour they strolled through the rooms and corridors of Seventh Heaven.” People on the Don't Make Me Come In There certainly did like their sex, and they liked it kinky, and they weren't at all ashamed of any of it. After a time, seeing people naked in every position imaginable (and many that Rocketpants had not imagined) certainly put the public nudity in perspective.

After half an hour of showing Rocketpants around, Roxy looked at him and asked, “Do you like dancing, Captain?”

“Sure, I like dancing,” said Rocketpants. “I don't do a lot of it, but on those occasions I've done it, I've enjoyed it.”

“Do you like watching women dance?” Roxy asked.

“You mean like, Aurion slavegirl dance?” Rocketpants asked.

“No, I'm not familiar with Aurion slavegirl dance,” said Roxy. “I was thinking more of Collar Empire slavegirl dance.”

“I'd love to watch some,” said Rocketpants.

“That was the correct answer, Captain!” Roxy said with a grin, grabbing his hand and leading him into doorway that looked small and inauspicious, that had the words, “Dance Machine Land” written above it. On entering, there was a throbbing beat of some kind of music that was very danceable, along with soaring melodies provided by something that might have been a stringed instrument or a synthetic instrument, or something else entirely ... Rocketpants didn't know.

Dance Machine Land was an enormous room fringed by many curtained alcoves. The main room wasn't a single flat floor, either. It had pits and runways and stages and booths and men and women were dancing in all of them, sometimes with one another, sometimes for one another. It was like a strange combination of a strip club and a rave club. A rave club in space, because some of the stages had null grav projectors (actually, the just turned off the ship's gravity locally, but “null grav projectors” sounded so cool!) and the dancers were floating around in the air above the stage in some amazingly salacious ways.

Roxy led Rocketpants over to an empty pit and jumped in, Rocketpants following. After all the sex he'd seen he wasn't quite as big-eyed at all the naked, raunchy dancing as he had might have been, but still, the place was quite a sight.

“Sound bubble, ten percent,” Roxy said, and suddenly the noise from the rest of the room decreased by 90 percent, from an overpowering babble of music and speech that made conversation difficult, to a soft, flowing background noise, like a babbling brook that included real babbling.

“Give me Master and Dancer list number 18 at 30 percent,” said Roxy.

Soft music filled the pit as Rocketpants made himself comfortable. Roxy stood in the center and struck a pose, smiling at Rocketpants, making sure she had his attention. She did. Rocketpants knew how to focus on someone when they needed his attention. It was a basic starship captaining skill. Plus, Roxy was naked.

Roxy began moving in time to the beat, slowly and sensuously, her long brown hair flowing in counterpoint to her moves. Her hips moved like slinky fleshy waves, all liquid flowing grace. Rocketpants had no problem at all relaxing and allowing his eyes to drink in the beauty of her dance.

As the dance mix continued, the beat subtly picked up in speed and intensity, and Roxy's body moved perfectly in time with it.

And as the beat picked up, so did the sensuality and sexuality of her moves. There was no key moment when things changed, just a subtle flow from one state to another.

Roxy was beauty and sexuality personified as she moved. Her moves reminded Rocketpants of the Aurion slavegirl dance that Silky Thiess had used when she first seduced him, but it was different in many ways. But there were the same expressions of joy, attraction, entreaty, and sheer physical lust, wrapped in the shimmering beauty of Roxy's short, curvaceous body.

Rocketpants felt a familiar throbbing in his shorts as he watched Roxy dance. His trouser snake was rising to the occasion, as it always did, except for that time on Omicron 7, about which the less said the better. It had been such a cock-up.

Roxy saw the rising in Rocketpants's short and knew what it meant from long, repeated, repeated and repeated experience. She REALLY liked that experience, and the longer, the better.

Roxy's dance brought her closer and closer to Rocketpants. Like a dancing shark, she approached her prey, only her teeth were nice and pearly not double rows of daggers. But she cut through the space between her and Rocketpants in the same sinuous way, until she was dancing practically at his feet, her breasts and hips swaying in a shimmering, rolling display of sexual hypnosis.

And Rocketpants found himself hypnotized, probably because he wasn't fighting it at all. He was here for the Collar Empire experience. He watched her as she approached. When she knelt before him and pulled his shorts off, she somehow managed to incorporate that very prosaic move into the dance, so that when Rocketpants moved to make it easier for her to do so, it felt as if he was dancing with her, not just getting undressed, which he was.

And when Roxy rhythmically lowered her head and engulfed his cock in her mouth, it was also part of the dance somehow. And the raw pleasure that coursed through his cock and his body as Roxy sucked it, her whole body engaged in the act, was also part of the dance. And somehow, when he saw Roxy's wrists crossed behind her back as she sucked his cock, Rocketpants knew that his part of the dance involved reaching forward and linking her wrists together behind her back. He could feel her satisfaction and approval as he did so, somehow.

As Roxy sucked Rocketpants's pocket rocket, her oral clit began sending waves of pure pleasure cascading through her mind. She was even more aroused that Rocketpants, for she had had no sexual relief earlier, unlike Rocketpants, and she was an extremely sexual person. She had been steaming with passion at the start of the dance after helping the other girl get face fucked by Rocketpants, and now she was ready for some face fucking of her own. She slid her head up and down Rocketpants's cock, tonguing it expertly as she had tongued so many cocks, and it was always a wonderful experience, and it ended it as it always did, with her experiencing an incredible series of multiple orgasms that left her moaning and slobbering, her eyes squeezed shut as her whole being focussed on the wonderful orgasms that were pulsing through her mouth as Rocketpants's cock slid in and out of it.

And as she came, her orgasms' intensity and duration were increased by the feel of her hands tugging against her bound wrists. The bondage and the feel of a cock in her mouth worked with each other. She made strange noises as she came, having lost control of her vocal cords in the throes of ecstasy.

And yet even her orgasms were part of the dance, as the music swirled around them.

But when the last echoing oral clit orgasm crashed through her, and her conscious mind returned, she was aware that she still had a perfectly stiff stiffie in her mouth.

Captain Rocketpants had not yet cum.

Every bit of Roxy's slavegirl body and mind declared that THIS could not stand -- the Master MUST be satisfied! With sinuous speed, she squirmed her way up Rocketpants's body and positioned her pussy over Rocketpants's cock and slid it downward until his cock completely filled her, balancing with complete skill and ease with her hands tied behind her back, because she had spent a LOT of time fucking with her hands tied behind her back (and very little of it fucking without her hands tied in some way).

And her whole body picked up the dance again, only this time she was dancing with a cock in her pussy, her favorite way to dance. Of course, she was limited by not wanting to allow the cock to leave her pussy, but all dance involved struggling against limitations, even if only the limitations imposed by her own body and mind and the laws of physics and some municipal ordinances that are better left unnamed.

And Roxy had had a LOT of experience in keeping a cock in her pussy while writhing with her hands bound behind her back.

So she was completely successful in keeping Rocketpants's cock in her pussy despite the fact that she very quickly began working her butt up and down his cock with all her skill and speed, which was a LOT of skill and speed because she was nothing if not a total hose beast.

Rocketpants was hard as a rock and totally immersed in the slutty dance that Roxy was dancing on his body. His whole being was a single, throbbing organ, and we don't mean his liver, which wasn't throbbing at all. He was hypnotized by Roxy's large natural breasts, which jiggled and rolled as she writhed atop his cock like the she-beast she was. He had his hands on her hips, but not to control her, he had no interest in controlling her because she was already doing everything he could possibly want her to, and better than he could even imagine it being done. He just pumped her and pumped her and pumped her with his cock, until suddenly his cock exploded with passion deep within her, like a volcano only with considerably less red-hot magma and no poisonous gases.

Roxy had been cumming from her OC (Original Clit) for what seemed like hours but had probably only been a couple of minutes, when Rocketpants came inside her, provoking a short but very intense set of orgasms, sexual aftershocks that left her a quivering mass of spent passion lying atop Rocketpants like a beautiful bag of sex jelly.

Rocketpants wrapped his big, beefy arms around Roxy and for a long time the two of them lay still in the pit, letting the echoes of passion subside.

Finally Rocketpants said, “That was incredible, babe.”

“Oh, hey, I'm not the babe in chief, I'm just the sexy-exec,” said Roxy.

“You know what I mean, girl,” Rocketpants said, giving Roxy a playful slap on the ass.

“Yes, Master,” Roxy said, smiling. “I know. But keep spanking my butt, I love it.”

“Something in the tone of your voice tells me that if I keep spanking your butt, you're going to be all over me again,” Rocketpants observed.

“Yes, Master, you are right,” said Roxy. “Such a horrible fate!”

“Come on girl, you've drained me dry, even my fingernails are limp!” Rocketpants said.

“It's not your fingernails I'm interested in, Master,” Roxy said.

“That's what they all say, baby,” said Rocketpants.

Several hours later, Rocketpants and Roxy returned to the transporter site at the beach and a very tired, very thoroughly fucked Rocketpants gave Roxy a warm good bye kiss before heading back to the Participation Prize. He was absolutely relaxed, from his hair to his toes, and a major fan of Roxy McCloskey. And she had told him he would probably make a fine Collar Empire Sex Master with a little training. Instead of being insulted, Rocketpants had recognized this for the heartfelt praise that it was, and he knew he had impressed her, as much as any Agglomeration man could impress her, and was suitably flattered. A good time had been had by all.


Chapter 6

An Oral Clit?

Silky Thiess materialized on the transporter pod of the Don't Make Me Come In There not long after Rocketpants's visit, one of many to quickly take an opportunity to visit the ship. Unlike most of the others, however, she was not looking for recreation or indulging her curiosity. She was very much on the job. She felt that as the only experienced slavegirl on the Participation Prize's crew, she was the one who stood the best chance of ferreting out any secrets the Collar Empire might hold. Others might be overwhelmed by the nudity, the sensuality and the sexuality of the Collar Empire people, but Silky had Been There and Done That, and she felt enabled to understand the Collar Empire culture in ways the much more repressed Agglomeration crew could not.

“Hi, can I help you?” asked a naked, collared slavegirl, rising from a deck chair where she and several others were watching the transporter pods.

“Oh, I just thought I'd come over and visit your ship when I had the chance,” said Silky, smiling, but studying the woman carefully. She was not one to dismiss a woman just because she was a naked slavegirl. She had been a naked slavegirl herself once, and was still a naked slavegirl at heart, so she knew better.

“We're so glad you did,” said the woman. “Would you like a guided tour or would you like to wander around on your own?”

“I think maybe a guided tour to start out with, if it's not too much trouble,” said Silky.

“It's not at all, we've been hoping people would come visit,” said the slavegirl. “Would you prefer a slavegirl like me, or perhaps a Master?”

“Ooh, a Master would be nice, if one's available,” said Silky with an impish smile. She had a very sincere impish smile.

“Oh, yes, we have quite a few Masters who would be happy to guide you,” said the slavegirl knowingly, with just the slightest emphasis on the word “guide” which Silky immediately picked up on. He would guide her brains out if she liked.

“Let me get dressed properly,” said Silky. She walked over to a chair and took some things out of the voluminous pockets of her regulation Space Fleet shorts and tossed them into an empty beach chair. She then removed her shorts and shirt and sneakers so that she was good and naked, then put the items in the chair on ... her familiar Aurion slavegirl collar, cuffs and shackles. In every advanced slavegirl culture, the artifacts of bondage were about the same for humanoid bodies, and were beloved by their wearers.

“Oh,” said the slavegirl, smiling her understanding of what Silky's new gear meant. “Welcome, sister!”

“Thank you, sister,” said Silky, returning the smile.

“I did not think the Agglomeration had slavegirls,” said the slavegirl.

“There are a few,” said Silky. “I am from a part of the Aglommeration that is much like the Collar Empire in certain respects.”

“Aurion!” said the slavegirl.

“Yes,” said Silky. “How did you know?”

“Your ship's records had information on the Aurion syndicate,” said the slavegirl. “Naturally, it was the subject of great interest to all of us. Another advanced culture like ours, developed independently. We thought we might be unique.”

“You may still be unique,” said Silky. “It has not yet been established that Aurion and the Collar Empire are the same.”

“You see differences between us?” asked the slavegirl.

“Not necessarily,” said Silky. “I just the see the possibility that differences may exist.”

“Ah,” said the slavegirl. “And you would know better than anyone, wouldn't you?”

“Yes,” said Silky. She was a little upset that she had let out her true reason for being here, and that the Collar Empire girl had tumbled to it so quickly, but only a little. Every response she got from the Collar Empire people would be useful, whether or not they knew her mission. She literally could not lose here.

“Excellent!” said the slavegirl, smiling. “This is going to be incredible!”

“I'm not sure why it will be incredible for you,” said Silky. “I'm the one who will know the differences.”

“We're pretty good at figuring things out, and we have tons of records about Aurion slavegirls from your ship, and from the Klaxon ships ... well, not so much from their ships, but some,” said the slavegirl. “Oh, here's the Master you requested.”

A tall, powerful Empire Collar man stepped forward, smiling. He was wearing the T-shirt, shorts and shoes that were the uniform of Collar Empire Masters, apparently. Like Aurion slavers, the Masters here dressed simply, letting their bodies do the talking. And their bodies were very expressive. And powerful.

Silky looked up at him, smiling. He was quite the long, tall drink of water. Almost three meters tall. He dwarfed her.

“How nice to meet you, Master,” she said, smiling and inclining her head downward.

“It's a pleasure to meet you, girl,” he said, smiling back, his attention fully focused on Silky. “I didn't know ...”

“I'm an Aurion,” Silky said.

“An Aurion!” he exclaimed. “Even more of a pleasure! I'm honored!”

Silky smiled. His immediate attention, even before he had known she was an Aurion, told her all she needed to know. He was a real Master. Real Masters always paid attention to slavegirls. It was what made them Masters, really.

“My name is Master Narge Pantraff,” said the Master. “You may call me Master, or Master Narge. What are you called, girl?”

“Silky Thiess, Master,” said Silky.

“I'll call you Silky, or girl, or slave,” said master Narge. “Have you a preference?”

“I am content to be called whatever Master wishes to call me,” said Silky.

“Slave Silky it is, then, girl,” said Narge.

“Yes, Master,” said Silky, falling into the old familiar pattern easily. She loved saying “Yes, Master.”

Narge walked over to the slavegirl who was watching them with rapt attention and whispered in her ear. She smiled, nodded and said, “Yes, Master,” in the same honeyed tones Silky had used, then headed away and rummaged through a storage box among the coolers. She returned a moment later with a familiar object.

“Leash, girl,' Narge said, and Silky obediently raised her head and allowed Narge to fasten the leash to the ring at the front of her collar. Another identical practice. Silky expected she would find many of them. They were only humanoid, after all.

“Heel,” said Narge, heading off. He didn't look back to see if Silky was following him. he didn't have to. He was a Master, and she was a slave.

As he led Silky to an elevator, Narge said, “Generally, in Collar Empire culture a slavegirl does whatever she is ordered to do, or have a damned good reason why not, or a pre-established limit. But you're not a trained Collar Empire girl, I know. So you will let me know if anything I order you to do is something you have a problem with. That's an order, girl, understand?”

“Yes, Master,” said Silky.

“Good,” said Narge. “Now do you have safewords on Aurion?”

“Yes, Master,” said Silky. It was a half-truth at best. Before contact with the Agglomeration, the Aurion slavegirls did not have safewords ... because they were the ones who ran things in Aurion society. They had adopted the custom very quickly when they encountered it among the recreational slavegirl cultures of the Agglomeration, immediately realizing its usefulness for slavegirls who might be captured or alone among non-Aurions, at least until their pheromones overcame the men.

So Aurions DID have safewords ... sort of. Kinda. After a fashion. But really, not. But Silky knew what a safeword was, at least.

“Your safeword is “crunkle,” said Narge. “Repeat it.”

“Crunkle, Master,” Silky said.

“Very good, girl,” said Narge. “Your safe sign is shrugging your shoulders three times in rapid succession.” Narge looked backward at Silky and said, “Do so now.”

Silky shrugged her shoulders three times in rapid succession.

“Very good, girl,” Narge said.

“Thank you, Master,” said Silky.

For the next hour Narge paraded Silky around the command, medical and administrative sections of the ship. Weapons and engineering did not get included in the tour, and Silky wasn't surprised. They weren't about to give away their technological lead to civilizations they considered primitive, as they so clearly considered the Agglomeration.

But that wasn't Silky's target anyway.

“Now, would you like to tour the recreational decks?” Narge asked. “I should warn you, girl, that on the recreational decks, slavegirls are treated like slavegirls, and you may, and probably will, be treated as one if you choose to go, unless you use your safeword. Would you like to see them?”

“Yes, Master, very much,” Silky whispered. She did want to be treated as a slavegirl very, very much, it was the point of her visit, as far as she was concerned.

”I thought that might be the case, girl,” Narge said with a knowing leer. ”I think you'll like Deck Twelve.”

“Yes, Master,” Silky said. The sooner she got her pheromones working, the better. As it were, being naked, leashed and collared in public again had her pheromones simmering at a low level. She was ready to open them up wide, though, and given that Master Narge didn't consider marching her about leashed, collared, and naked to be particularly treating her like a slavegirl, she had a pretty good idea her pheromones would be on full blast on Deck 12.

When the elevator opened at Deck 12, they entered a room whose walls were festooned with sex toys, devices, restraints, harnesses and what have you of every description. Silky's eyes glittered as she looked them over, because she knew and remembered many of them, and how much fun they were.

“Do you have a gag reflex suppressor, girl?” Narge asked.

“I can control my gag reflex, Master,” said Silky. “What is a suppressor?”

“Something you don't have,” said Master Narge, smirking. “But let's see if you can really control it.”

Narge walked over to a wall and picked up a huge dildo, over a third of a meter long, and turned around to face Silky.

“Open wide, slave,” he growled.

Silky's pussy warmed at his growled order, he was hitting all the right slavegirl spots, and she opened her mouth wide. Narge took the dildo and slowly thrust it into her mouth and down her throat, until the whole thing was deep inside her, then pulled it almost entirely out of her mouth and rammed it back in, several times.

Silky controlled her gag reflex with no problem whatsoever. Doing so was basic training for an Aurion slavegirl, part of the basic sex training and education that every Aurion woman underwent. She fondly remembered those days as Narge tested her gag reflex, just as it had once been tested in the slave kennel school. She had been amazed at the length of the dildos she could handle once she got the technique down.

Narge pulled the dildo out of Silky's mouth and tossed it into a bin labelled “used.”

“Passed with flying colors,” he said smiling. “You may not have a suppressor, but you do not need one. Now, do you have an oral clit?”

“An oral clit, Master?” Silky asked, her eyes wide.

“I'll take that for a 'no,'” said Master Narge.

“Oh, but if it's what it sounds like, I really, really want one, Master,” Silky said.

“It is exactly what it sounds like, girl, and you do really, really want one,” Narge agreed.

“Yes, can I get one?” Silky asked. A clit in her mouth to make her cum when she gave head, it sounded WONDERFUL.

“I'm not sure, girl,” said Master Narge. “I'm not even sure if our oral clits are compatible with your physiology. But I will ask on your behalf, believe me, girl.”

“Thank you, Master,” Silky breathed, her gratitude heartfelt.

“And I suppose if there is no oral clit, you have no anal clit,” Master Narge added.

Silky's eyes went wide.

“And anal clit, Master?” she asked. “Really?”

“Really,” said Narge, nodding. “I suppose you want one of those, too.”

“Oh yes, yes, yes, please, please, please, Master,” Silky begged. She couldn't imagine how much fun anal sex would be if she had a clit back there. But she was having fun trying.

“I'll make inquiries about that, too, girl,” Master Narge replied. “It's probably OK, I just have to run it by the brass.”

“I understand, Master,” said Silky. She was disappointed, but not surprised. There were undoubtedly rules about handing out advanced tech to other cultures, even what sounded like incredibly fun tech.

Oral and anal clits! She had already struck gold and she had only just gotten started.

Oh, this was going to be so good!

“Well if we can't give you oral and anal clits, we can give you SOMETHING, girl,” Master Narge said with a gleam in his eye. He went to the wall and pulled down something that was familiar to Silky, a buttplug tail. The buttplug was huge, and had some bits of tail hanging off sideways.

“Let's see if this works,” said Master Narge. “Not sure if the user interface will work, but the buttplug will work I bet. Have you worn one of these before, girl?”

“Yes, Master,” said Silky.

“With a plug this big?” he asked, holding the big buttplug directly in front of Silky's face.

“Yes, Master,” Silky admitted. She remember the buttplug training from her slave kennel days. Those were the days!

“Suck it, slut,” Master Narge growled, holding the buttplug portion of the tail right in front of Silky's lips. Her pheromone levels jumped. She was getting turned on, and unless she missed her guess, so was Master Narge. And Aurion slavegirls were really good at reading Masters of all the species they encountered.

“Yes, Master,” Silky said, licking every bit of the plug, taking it all in her mouth, getting it very wet with her slobber, because she knew what was coming.

“Bend over, slut,” Master Narge ordered. “This will do, for now.”

””Yes, Master,” Silky said, bending over at the waist instantly with her legs spread wide.

Master Narge wrapped a meaty arm around her waist and then slowly thrust the buttplug right up her ass. She knew how to relax and take it and it slid in slowly, until her ass closed around the bottleneck at its base, sealing it in place inside her ass. She now had a tail dangling from her butt.

And she was feeling a strange tingling sensation as the base of her butt, near her tailbone. She had never experienced anything like it before.

Suddenly the tail part of the buttplug stood out straight, then it swished against her butt, making her jump and go “Ooh!”

It then whacked her body in several other places while Silky stared at it, big-eyed.

“I take it you are not consciously making the tail do that, girl?” Narge asked.

“No, Master!” Silky replied.

“I did not think so,” Narge agreed. “Hang on a minute.”

He went back to the wall and got a remote control device of some sort while the tail continued to randomly flail about. He pressed a couple of buttons on it and the tail suddenly went completely limp.

It was not an animal hair tail, like the ones Silky was accustomed to wearing. It had very short fur, like a short-haired dog, and it was about a yard long, and it had a thick, blobby end that looked disconcertingly like the head of a penis, especially since the fur disappeared about eight inches from the end of the tail.

“Might be some interspecies differences between your nervous system and ours that are causing this issue,” Narge muttered as he worked. “But these are used on slaves from a wide variety of species. It's probable we've got a setting for you. Now I want you to swish the tail to your left.”

“How do I do that, Master?” asked Silky.

“Ah, just imagine the tail moving to the left, just like you might imagine your arm raising to throw something, when you want to throw something,” said Narge. “Do that repeatedly, and don't worry if it doesn't happen. I have to find the right settings here.”

“Yes, Master,” said Silky, imagining the tail moving as directed. It did not move, so she imagined it again. And again, and again, and again. Then, suddenly, it moved, swacking gently against her left hip.

“Master!” she cried.

“I saw,” Narge said, smiling. “Keep doing it.”

”Yes, Master,” said Silky, repeatedly tapping herself on the left thigh with her new limb.

””Got it, I think,” said Narge. “Now imagine hitting your right hip with it.”

“Yes, Master,” said Silky, tapping her right hip with the tail almost immediately, then tapping it repeatedly.

“Very good, girl,” said Narge. “Now raise the tail high and leave it raised.”

“Yes, Master,” said Silky, and immediately she felt the tail lift and remain in the air. She almost had a sense of where it was, even though she could not see it, she knew it was curved a little way away from her butt and then went straight up, not exactly parallel with her spine, leaning a little outward.

These were very strange sensations that Silky had never experienced before, in one sense, but in another they were quite familiar, like knowing where your arms and legs were without having to look at them.

“Now take the tail and lower it between your legs and then shove about a sixth of a meter up your pussy,” Narge said. “And leave it there.”

“Yes, Master,” said Silky in soft, honeyed tones. She'd been expecting something like this as soon as she'd seen the tip of the tail.

She imagine the tail lowering and then probing her pussy lips, and it did just that. She imagine it shoving slowly and gently into her pussy, and it did that, too, until it was about six inches in. It stopped and stayed there.

“Master!” cried Silky. “I can feel it. I mean, I can feel me. It feels me!”

Narge nodded affirmatively, grinning.

“You can feel the tail in your pussy with your pussy, and you can feel your pussy with the tail at the same time, correct, girl?” he asked.

“Yes, Master,” Silky almost moaned.

“And it feels very good, doesn't it?” Narge asked.

“Yes, Master, very very good,” Silky answered, her eyes bright with passion. “So very good.”

“Glad you're enjoying it, girl, leave it in there,” said Narge. “Now put your hands behind your back for binding.”

“Yes, Master,” Silky whimpered, obeying. She hadn't anticipated this. But she was loving it.

Narge fumbled about with Silky's wrist cuffs for a moment but quickly figured out how they fastened together and fastened them.

“Now just a couple more things,” Narge mused.

Silky just watched, big-eyed, as he went to the Wonder Wall as she now thought of the sex toy wall and brought back a couple of more devices. She could feel her pussy closed around her tail cock with such INTENSITY. She wondered if this was how a man's cock felt when it was in a pussy. She didn't know, never having had the experience from a man's perspective. If so, she suddenly understood the driving need men had to fuck women. If she had the tail on the Agglomeration, no woman would be safe. Especially Basquettehed.

Another sexual discovery. She could not WAIT to have an oral clit. And an anal clit. It seemed that the Masters of the Empire of the Collar knew how to carpet-bomb a girl's pleasure centers.

Such wonderful people!

Narge returned with two small disks, each of which he placed atop Silky's nipples, as if the were pasties. But they weren't pasties, they disappeared into Silky's flesh and a fine network of wirelike threads traced their way around her nipples, and suddenly, they were sending warm sensations right to her brain.

“Oh!” Silky said as Narge fastened a third thing to her collar. Silky recognized it. It was a big cock gag. Narge used the chains on it to attach to the side rings of her collar, and let it dangle on her chest. It would now take just a second or three for him to gag Silky if he wanted to.

Silky was fine with that. She loved being gagged, and ungagged, especially for naughty reasons.

“Nipple disks warming up your nipples, girl?” Narge asked when Silky said “Oh!”

“Yes, Master,” said Silky.

“For a spacefaring race, you don't have a lot of advanced sex tech,” Narge said.

“Yes, Master, Aurions are not as technically advanced as many Agglomeration races,” Silky said.

“So they have sex tech but you don't use it?” Narge asked.

“They do not have advanced sex tech, for the most part, Master,” said Silky. “Most Agglomeration races are sexually backward, including the one from Earth, maybe especially them.”

“Sexually backward?” Narge asked.

“Limited,” said Silky. “Not able to express themselves sexually. Sexually repressed. They have advanced biotech but have not worked on sex tech much beyond birth control, which is more a matter of social control than sex tech.”

“Ah, right,” said Narge.

”You have not encountered many sexually retarded races as you have expanded the Empire?” Silky asked.

“No, most of them are sexually retarded, and also technically retarded,” said Narge. “You might say this is the Slow Zone of the galaxy. But I probably should not be telling you about that without clearance from the High Command.”

“Yes, and I should be keeping Agglomeration sex backwardness secret, Master,” said Silky with a smile.

“Yes, it's silly to be concerned about such things, but when it encountering new cultures, it's best to be careful,” Narge agreed. “In any event, we're about ready to head out now. I think you will find that you will enjoy the simple act of walking now.”

“Heel, girl,” said Narge and headed out of the prep room, and in just half a dozen steps Silky knew EXACTLY what Narge was talking about, because with EVERY step, she could feel the tissues of her pussy sliding against the cock thing, as her tail was still shoved inside her pussy.

The intensity of the sensations grew ENORMOUSLY as she walked. It was as if her tail was swarming with pleasure. Then sensation went right up her tail, into her butt, and straight to her brain. IT. FELT. SO. GOOOOOD!

Then intensity grew and grew and finally something really weird happened, and Silky stumbled a bit as her tail cock had some kind of explosion inside her, an explosion that was magnified and extended inside her brain, almost making her pass out with pleasure.

“You OK, girl?” Narge said.

“My tail, Master, it ... it ...” Silky said, at a loss for words.

“Your tail did what?” Narge asked, brow raised.

“I don't know, Master,” said Silky. “It kept feeling better and better and better when I walked, I guess my pussy was rubbing against it as I did so, and suddenly it just exploded with pleasure, and I kind of blacked out for a moment. That's when I stumbled.”

“Oh,” said Narge, nodding sagely. “That was probably just an orgasm.”

“I never felt an orgasm like that before,” said Silky.

“Of course not, you're female,” said Narge. “That was a cock that had the orgasm, so you experienced a male orgasm.”

“HOLY SHIT!” Silky cried, her eyes bulging.

“It probably seemed so intense because it was your first orgasm,” said Narge, shrugging. “You'll get used to it.”

“I'll what?” Silky cried. She was pretty sure she would NEVER get used to such intense orgasms, it was more like an explosion than an orgasm.

“You have to keep it in you,” said Narge. “You'll have more as you walk. But don't worry, we men have a refractory period, and so does your cocktail. It'll take a while to build up to the next one.”

“Yes, Master,” said Silky, almost moaning the words. Narge was obviously one of those relentless Masters who derived pleasure from driving girls mad with pleasure. Which was of course the very BEST kind of Master to have. But they could be VERY distracting.

“Now heel, girl,” Narge said, and Silky walked timidly after him, waiting for the cock inside her to start swamping her mind with pleasure. But it didn't. Narge had been telling the truth about the refractory period. For the time being, the cocktail was numb. Silky could walk about without issues. For the moment.

They walked out of the prep room through a small door into a room that was very familiar to Silky. It was VERY much like an Aurion harem. It had all the sex toys, all the sex devices, and all the sexy slavegirls, many of whom were chained or tied to the sex devices and doing a lot of moaning.

“What do you think, girl?” Narge asked.

“It looks just like an Aurion slave kennel, Master!” Silky exclaimed. “I mean, with a few differences.”

“Differences?” Narge asked. “How are they different? If that's not giving away any Aurion slave kennel secrets?”

“Well ... we do the same basic design for our harem main room,” said Silky, looking about carefully now, being put on the spot by Master Narge. She wasn't worried about spilling any Aurion slave kennel secrets. Aurion slave kennels had LOTS of secrets, but not any important ones. “A large central room with a single entrance with a welcoming area at one end, and a small stage for shows and group dancing at the other end, with a pool in the center. And we have all sorts of toys and such around the pool, then alcoves off the main room with curtains for privacy, and some very interesting little toys and devices and environments in the alcoves.”

“Very much like ours, then, yes,” agreed Master Narge.

“I suppose it's a matter of form following function, Master,” Silky observed.

“And the nature of the function being followed indicates very similar tastes between our two species,” said Narge.

“Yes, Master,” said Silky with a smile.

“Do Aurions have strong sexual dimorphism like we do?” Narge asked.

“Well ... yes,” said Silky after a moment's hesitation. She had briefly considering not answering the question as it might be a security issue, but a moment's thought on the matter convinced her it was ridiculous to maintain it was. One look at an Aurion male, who typically were much taller than Aurion females and weighed about twice as much, all of it muscle, generally, would tell anyone all they needed to know about sexual dimorphism among Aurions. They weren't as big as Collar Empire men, but they were plenty big enough.

“Interesting,” said Master Narge. All around them, naked women were writhing on various devices, sometimes with naked men atop them, fucking them, sometimes with naked women fucking them, though more often the men stood by and ran various devices that sexually tormented and excited the women, watching them carefully and occasionally spanking, tickling or caressing them. Master Narge and Silky watched it all calmly, which would have told an outside observer a thing or two about both of them.

“I suppose the sexual dimorphism would have had the same origins for both of us, arising from a species in which males attempted to form harems and fought ferociously to maintain those harems, creating strong evolutionary pressure for huge, powerful males but not so for females.”

“So all Collar Empire men have huge harems of females?” Silky asked.

“No, of course not,” said Master Narge. “Eventually a subspecies evolved where males and females paired off, and they supplanted all the other Collar World tribes because they were genetically healthier and more flexible. The problem with harem groups is that a single male contributes far too heavily to the gene pool, and though that always produces large, powerful, aggressive males, it does not always produce intelligent males, or caring males, or cooperative males, and overall, these traits are much more valuable to the survival of a tribe. So the new group supplants the old group, sometimes by moving to new places and exploiting new niches, sometimes by finding new ways to exploit existing niches, sometimes by wiping out the other subspecies, generally by some combination of all three. So you wind up with a species with strong sexual dimorphism from the original stock, but more ability to cooperate and care for others than is generally exhibited among harem-holding primates, and often a lot of conflict along the monogamy/harem axis as it can still benefit an individual male to have many partners, however damaging it may be to the group. Is that the way it happened with your species?”

”Not exactly, Master,” said Silky.

“So how did your species differ, girl?” Narge asked.

“I can't answer you, Master,” said Silky. “I am sorry.”

“Ah, the security thing,” said Narge. “That's fine, girl. We respect limits here.”

“It probably is something I could answer, but I'm not absolutely sure,” said Silky, “and so I cannot answer.”

“Understood, girl,” said Narge.

Silky sighed with relief inwardly. The way the Aurion slavegirls had taken over their tribal society with their psychic powers, and put an end to the endless fighting and wars conducted by their large, aggressive males, making civilization possible for their species, was central to Aurion society, and ultimately involved secrets that not even the Agglomeration could know. Yet. Let them buy the pheromone cover story for as long as possible, since it was partly true.

“I think I might like to start with watching your dance, girl,” Narge said, moving right along.

“That sound ... good, Master,” said Silky, her initial enthusiasm dampened by the thought of what dancing might be like with her cocktail still jammed in her pussy. Narge had given her no order to remove it, and Silky knew what that meant.

Besides, she had been hoping that Master Narge would fuck her now. But in a way, it didn't make a difference, in fact, dancing might be a better test of her control. Aurion slavegirls could work their magic on a Master through dance as well as sex. It was a lot easier with sex, but this opportunity to test a Collar Empire Master's susceptibility to Aurion slavegirl mind control through dance should not be missed.

“I would love to dance for you very much, Master,” Silky said, repeating herself but this time with enthusiasm.

Narge looked at her, smiling, but clearly understanding that something was going on.

“Sure, girl, let's see if we can find a dance spot,” said Narge.

They walked around the central pool and Narge spotted a dance area that was a low stage with a pole in its center with a circular bar sprouting from the center of the pole high overhead, clearly held in place by effector fields as it had not supporting poles.

“Do you have any music of yours you like to dance to, girl?” asked Narge as he settled on a large pillow directly adjacent to the stage, which was only half a meter above the floor. Sitting with his legs crossed and his back fully upright, in something like a yoga position, he was about eye to eye with Silky as she stood beside him. It was all Silky could do not to moan at his nearness. She was getting horny again. And she was about to do some very sexy dancing. With that cocktail in her. Oh, damn, she thought.

And also, oh goodie, she thought.

Yes, she was ready.

“I have a selection of tunes in my collar but its speakers are not very loud,” said Silky.

“Can you transmit to the speakers in this pit?” Narge asked.

“I suppose, Master, but will the speakers in this pit pick up and play my collar's signals?” Silky asked. “I suspect we have different audio coding.”

“Of course you do, but you forget, we hacked your ship's computer when we stopped the fight, girl,” said Narge. “Our computer will be able to read your signals fine. Just set your collar to transmit, and our system will take care of it.”

“Yes, Master,” Silky said, feeling a little shocked at this new reminder of how thoroughly compromised the Participation Prize's computer had been. Were there any secrets stored on chips that the Collar Empire people didn't have? Probably not. The thought gave Silky a new perspective on the meaning of the phrase, “Out of Context Problem.”

Silky picked out her favorite dance playlist, “Master Be Mine 1” and had her collar begin playing it. After a few seconds, the pit filled with the gentle strains of its opening song, “Flowers In The Morning.” Without really thinking about it, Silky began gently swaying to the music, getting the feel of it, her body moving smoothly to the familiar sounds.

“This dance may get personal, Master,” said Silky.

“I will let you know if I have problems with anything you do, girl,” Narge said.

Silky nodded. She had known he would say that, or something like it, he was a real Master. But her real reason for saying it was to subtly cue him to expect more personal interaction with her. It was a simple but effective trick.

The dance picked up its pace, and so did Silky, her hips flowing faster, her moves became bolder and more suggestive.

And as she danced, she emitted a cloud of pheromones. She didn't do it intentionally, they just flowed out of her, the product of her arousal.

That was one of the secrets of Aurion slave dance. The Agglomeration thought Aurion slaves were deliberate and calculating seductresses, but that wasn't the case at all. They felt genuine attraction toward the men they seduced. They wanted the men as much as the men wanted them, most of the time, more so.

And looking at Master Narge sitting there watching her, Silky wanted him. What a fine man he was, so large and so strong and so handsome. She couldn't resist him ... not that she was trying.

Silky's attention never left Master Narge as she danced for him. She was aware of his every tiny response to her moves, and adjusted them accordingly. Her focus on Master Narge was so total that it soon became almost as if she could feel his emotions and responses, raw and direct in her mind.

And this was another secret of the Aurion slave girl, they had empathic abilities. They could read Masters' minds directly, to a greater or lesser extent, depending on how strong the sexual/personal bond between them and a Master was.

And Aurion slave dance was expressly designed to create and strengthen such bonds.

And Silky was forging such a bond with Narge, she could feel it.

And it felt wonderful to Silky. Melting into a man's mind was the most wonderful thing, to feel his lust for her, his maleness, his power.

But there was something a little different about this dance. As it grew in intensity, the cocktail between her legs grew more aroused. Once again, she became excruciatingly aware of her own pussy walls sliding around and grasping the cocklike thing inside her. She felt it with her pussy walls as well, the thing that lodged there, suddenly a source of powerful, overwhelming sensations of lust.

And she felt Master Narge's lust for her as well. It made her feel so wonderful to be the object of such strong, clean passion. This was another secret of Aurion slavegirls. They understood men, because they felt their feelings. Silky knew that at a very basic level Master Narge wanted to throw her to the floor and tie her up and climb atop her and fuck her until she screamed with ecstasy through her gag while he plunged into her pussy again and again with his huge cock, which was now erect and straining against his shorts.

So she approached him as she danced, and her dance became a dance that was all about begging for use. Silky's butt figured prominently in the dance, and she whirled it and ground it and felt the cocktail inside it as she ground it and very nearly passed out with sheer pleasure as she did so.

“Take the cocktail out of your pussy, girl,” Master Narge growled. And Silky thrilled at the raw passion that made him growl. She immediately pulled the cocktail out of her blazing nether regions and managed somehow not to thrust it right back in.

Master Narge wasted no time, he reached up and grabbed her slender waist and pulled her down to him with his huge hand. There was no resistance from Silky, she wanted this so much. When Narge thrust the cock gag in her mouth and fastened it tight, she whimpered with pleasure. When he fastened her cuffs behind her back, she moaned, and when he fastened her ankle shackles together, she moaned some more. In seconds she was helpless.

Master Narge then climbed atop her and slid his massive legs between her slender legs and her legs bowed out sideways to maximum width to accommodate his enormous girth.

Then he thrust his huge cock into the smoldering recesses of her pussy, and she found a different part of herself stretched to the maximum to accommodate his huge girth and length.

She was afraid he might hurt her with his enormous size -- she'd had some massive cocks in her pussy before, but not lately -- but Master Narge seemed to know her limits as well as she did. His thrusts went in exactly as far as was needed to give her maximum pleasure, always stopping short of being painful, and she knew from just seeing his cock that it was big enough to cause pain. But as it was, it just caused sweet, exquisite pleasure, and plenty of it.

He also managed not to smother her with his enormous weight. She had known he was much larger than her, but now that she was lying underneath him with her hands tied behind her back and her legs tied around his legs, she really FELT his massiveness. And his strength, his muscles were like wood, his strength was far beyond even an Aurion Master's strength, she suspected.

And his cock was just as hard as his other muscles, if not more so. She felt it slamming into her and sliding out of her, and her whole pussy was melting with pleasure, already aroused by the cocktail that had been inside it. She felt like a tiny attachment to Narge's enormous, powerful body, helpless and small.

But she also felt Narge's lust and passion for her, his growing attachment to her as a person. She was working her Aurion slavegirl magic. Soon he would be her helpless vassal, even as she was now a helpless vessel receiving his seed.

But Master Narge was in no hurry to spend. She sensed that, she sensed Narge's conviction that he could control when and if he came, that he could take as long as he liked. He wanted to see her eyes bulging with overwhelming excitement over the gag, wanted to hear her muffled screams of pleasure, wanted to feel her body struggling helplessly in her bonds as the orgasms coursed through her.

And Silky was completely in agreement with him. The direct knowledge that his Mastery of her was expressed purely in terms of her pleasure was wonderful. It let her yield utterly to her feelings. And that was sheer ecstasy.

And she felt their fucking as a continuation of her dance, the music her collar played was still going on in the background and Narge's thrusting went solidly with the backbeat. She felt her hands writhing and twisting in their bonds as they tried unconsciously to reach out and grasp Narge and pull his body to hers even as she revelled in her helplessness as she lay beneath him. She felt her feet pulling helplessly against her shackles with every outthrust, spreading her legs a little wider, leaving herself more open to the Master who already was splitting her pussy with his huge cock. And those feelings magnified her arousal as she literally felt her slavegirl bondage in effect as she was fucked.

She cried out, feeling the cock gag stifling her cries, and that was arousing, too. It was sheer pleasure, sheer joy to be Narge's helpless slavegirl as he rode her to ecstasy. When the orgasms started she was just a thing writhing beneath him, her eyes staring into the depths of subspace, her voice was just inarticulate screams of pleasure before the cock gag muffled them, and that multiplied her pleasure, too.

Master Narge sensed her pleasure and gloried in it. She could feel his arousal as she writhed frantically beneath him, felt his orgasm as the arousal built up to overwhelming pleasure, and when he came she felt his orgasm mingled with her own orgasms, a wash of sensation so powerful that it filled her mind, left it blank except for the explosion of pleasure that filled her.

And afterward, they lay together, Master Narge freeing her legs then rolling to one side and wrapping a huge meaty arm around her, pulling her close to him, still bound and gagged and leaking love juices and drool, and not caring a bit. She felt the pleasure he took in cuddling with her warm body, even as she felt pleasure in his body, she felt the warmth and affection he felt for her as he lay there with his lust sated.

And Silky felt utterly relaxed and satisfied and triumphant, a helpless slavegirl in bondage, gagged and naked, but ... she was in, she had secured the psychic link with Master Narge that she had sought as an Aurion slavegirl. Master Narge was her property, as surely as she was Master Narge's property. It felt so very right.

It always did.

And that was another secret of Aurion slavegirls. The Agglomeration people who were in the know about Aurions thought Aurion slavegirls were faking their affection for their Masters to maintain control over them, but that wasn't the case at all. They cared for their Masters, they really did. That didn't mean they didn't use them, but they always did it to their benefit where they could, and on those occasions where they had to use Masters in a way that might prove harmful to them, they felt really bad about it.

“That was wonderful, girl,” said Master Narge.

“Mmm, yeff maffa,” said Silky through the gag, snuggling up close to Narge. Like most Aurion slavegirls, she was really good at gag talk, the art of talking through a gag, even a cock gag that filled your mouth and part of your throat.

“You are a really wonderful dancer,” Narge observed. “Does every dance end this way?”

“Nah ah-ays Maffa,” said Silky. “On-eeh uf ah irrul ess rucky.”

“I'd say we both got lucky, girl,” Narge said with a smile, easily understanding her gagged speech, because being a Collar Empire Master, he'd heard plenty of it.

Silky felt Narge's affection and approval and heard it in his voice. Time now to test her power over him. Without saying a word, she suggested that he wanted to untie her now.

“Think I'll adjust your bonds now, girl,” said Narge a moment later.

“Yeff, maffah,” Silky said, smiling.

But instead of untying her arms and removing her gag, Narge quickly clipped Silky's foot bonds together, then clipped her foot and wrist binds together, hogtying her, leaving her completely helpless.

“Maffa?” Silky asked. She wasn't all that alarmed. Clearly, Narge had some more play in mind. Well, she wouldn't mind that. But why hadn't Narge freed her?

“Relax, girl,” said Narge, slapping Silky's butt and grinning. “I need to impart some information to you, and I don't want a violent reaction out of you.”

“Maffa?” Silky asked. Now she was alarmed. What could he possibly have to tell her that would provoke a violent reaction from her? Silky was capable of violence if it was necessary, but it was always absolutely the last tool in the Aurion slavegirl toolbox. They had much better tools.

“I am aware that you established a psychic link with me when we were dancing and fucking just now,” said Narge. “I expected it, and enjoyed it. In the Collar Empire, there is almost always a psychic link between people when they have sex. And it's always two-way, with both parties experiencing the other's sensations. It makes sex so very, very nice, I'm sure you'll agree.”

“Yeff, Maffa,” Silky said.

“And since it's two way, no one is in control of the other,” said Master Narge. “Both are aware of what has happened. So that's how I knew my impulse to untie you came from you ... I felt you deciding to give me the mpulse. Do you understand?”

Silky said nothing, she just laid there and struggled in her bonds. She knew that it was her duty to escape and kill Master Narge, regrettably. He knew their ultimate secret, how it worked, everything. And he was the only one who knew. So he had to die.

“There's no point in killing me,” said Narge. “You're not the only one I have a psychic link to right now. My slavegirl knows, which means everyone knows, since she is on a terminal right now transmitting my experiences to our central memory stores.”

Silky's blood froze as she heard these words. The most important secret of Aurion slavery, kept for so long, had been revealed by her. It was the ultimate failure for an Aurion slavegirl, and she lay there, wishing she was dead, yet still struggling in her bonds because Narge might be lying in which case she still needed to kill him.

Silky tried to hide her emotions and thoughts from Narge, but she had no experience in having to hide her thoughts: Aurion men, and most other kinds of men, were not able to feel the feelings of Aurion women, except through normal empathy, the same kind humans had. The link was strictly one way.

Result: Narge could read her like a book, and she had a LOT of trouble reading Narge, because he was accustomed to two-way links.

“Easy enough to convince you I'm telling the truth,” said Narge to a still-writhing Silky. Her task was hopeless, because even if she got out of her bonds, how was she to kill a man who was so much larger and strong than her, and who could read her mind, dammit?

Still, Silky was a dutiful Aurion slavegirl so she struggled on.

Narge watched Silky writhed for a moment. He was enjoying the spectacle. As a kennel-raised Aurion slavegirl, there was a reason she had been picked as liaison to the Agglomeration fleet. And Silky was trained in all means of escaping bonds, but as a Collar Empire Master, Narge knew how to secure a slavegirl properly, and so far all her efforts she had not accomplished much.

But Narge hated to see Silky so unhappy. He sent a suggestion out to his slavegirl.

“I see you will not be convinced by any word I say, and I don't blame you, girl,” said Master Narge. “But I want to assure you, your worries are misplaced. Your secret is safe with us. We have no fear of your society, and we don't fear being mentally controlled by you, and you KNOW why that is. We don't have any NEED to reveal your secret.”

Kitty continued to struggle. She hoped Master Narge was right, but she knew her duty.

A group of people walked over to the dance table Kitty and Narge were at and surrounded it.

“It's OK, Kitty,” they said. “We know Aurions have psychic powers that allow them to control their sex partners if they don't also have them. And we won't tell. We have felt Master Narge's feelings for you, and we share them. Please don't be unhappy.”

They were talking, but they were also projecting their feelings psychically, probably through her link with Master Narge. But she wasn't sure. All she was sure of was that she felt their feelings. They would not betray her because they approved of her, felt great affection for her, and wouldn't want to make her feel bad.

Silky stopped struggling in her bonds. They all knew. Probably everyone on the ship knew. And she couldn't kill them all.

Besides, the affection that was coming in waves from the people around her was having its effect. Her despair and anger and frustration was going away, replaced by a sense of calm, of relaxation, a sense that everything was going to come out all right.

“Feeling better now, good,” said Narge. He reached out and undid Silky's wrist cuffs, then her ankle cuffs, then removed her gag.

Silky lay there, staring up at the people smiling down at her. It was hard to fight all the affection and approval, harder maybe than physically fighting. Well, maybe not. There were several other Collar Empire Masters standing around. She didn't have a chance in hell against them, unless they were physically incompetent. And she really doubted that.

So Silky turned to her slavegirl bag of tricks once again. She knew what to do when you were overpowered. You surrendered. You submitted. You gave in.

All except for that core of herself that would never surrender. The heart of an Aurion slavegirl ultimately belonged to her sisters ... another secret of the Aurions.

“I think you might want to absorb what has occurred here at length, and out of our influence,” said Narge, smiling. He grabbed her leash where it lay on the floor next to her. The people around them wandered off, as if given some silent signal. Their work here was done.

“Yes, Master,” Silky said. The safe formula, as always. And Narge was right, she needed to spend some time alone, thinking.

She walked obediently behind Narge to the elevator and then to the transporter pod.

“We really will keep the Aurion secrets a secret to the Agglomeration, girl,” said Narge as she stood in the transporter. “Think about it: what would we have to gain by spreading it around? Nothing. We know you use it as a means of defense, and we're fine with that.”

“Yes, Master,” Silky said. She wanted to believe him. But she couldn't. The only reason she wasn't trying to kill Narge right now was that she knew it was futile, he had demonstrated that quite convincingly.


Chapter 7

Counterbalancing Secrets

Once she was back on the Participation Prize, Silky hurried to her room, stopping to speak with no one. Her door was locked, her communicator was off, the only way anyone could get to her was via an override of her privacy seal on her room com or her personal com, and no one would do that unless the matter was extremely urgent. In the confines of a spaceship, you absolutely respected what little privacy people could obtain. Even the lowliest crewmember's room was sacrosanct, absent an emergency.

She needed to think, and think hard. What were her options now? What should she tell her friends and fellow crewmen on the Participation Prize? What if anything should she tell the Aurion command? What should she tell Captain Rocketpants and the other execs on the ship? How sure could she be that the Collar Empire people would keep the Aurions' secret?

This last question was the one that really mattered. The Aurions had gone to a LOT of trouble to maintain the secret of their psychic link with their Masters. And Mistresses. Especially the Mistresses. The Agglomeration thought the Aurions controlled others through pheromones they emitted, either deliberately or naturally, maybe both. The Aurions let the Agglomeration think that because it gave them a false sense of security, that they could easily prevent Aurion takeover of their minds through air filters or tailored anti-pheromonal nanocytes. Silky was fairly sure that Dr. McBouy had a supply of anti-pheromonals on hand, since they had an Aurion on board, and that was the point of the charade: Silky could still take over men's minds if she had to. It would very much be to her interest not to have to do that, though. Eventually, the Agglomeration would figured out that something else was going on.

That was also why the Aurions had scrupulously avoided using their powers on non-Aurion women. There were plenty of lesbian and bisexual slavegirls back on Aurion, and when they had sex, they had something like the link that Silky had had with Narge, both being female. It was wonderful, they said. And the fact that the Agglomeration thought that Aurions couldn't influence women was another trick in the Aurion bag of tricks. And they needed all the tricks they could get, in a quadrant filled with warlike races like the Klaxons and the Reamulons and humans.

This was also why the Aurions studiously avoided sexual contact with telepathic races like the Bulkans. Thank the gods the Bulkans were asexual most of the time.

But the more Silky thought about the prospect of the Collar Empire spilling the Aurions' secret, the better she liked the chances that they would not do it. Strictly from a strategic, objective point of view it didn't make much ... well, any ... sense to reveal the Aurion secret. It would only alert the Agglomeration to Collar Empire psychic abilities, and the Collar Empire might well benefit from the Agglomeration not knowing about that.

Further, so long as the Collar Empire had the threat of revealing the Aurions' secret to the rest of the Agglomeration, they had leverage on the Aurions. But the moment that threat was used, the leverage would be gone. A very good reason to keep a secret.

Of course, the Collar Empire did not seem very interested in obtaining leverage over the Aurions, and they DID represent an Out of Context problem, which meant they were fundamentally unpredictable. But there was no point in thinking in those terms, even if it was appropriate for an Out of Context problem, because it got you nowhere. Best to go with the context you understood, however badly it might fit the reality of the Collar Empire.

And in the context Silky understood, the Collar Empire had no reason to spill the Aurion's secrets and a very good reason to keep them. She would go with that, absent evidence to the contrary.

And so, Silky suspected, would the Aurion high command. They would clearly see the logic of the Collar Empire keeping their secret. Of course, it put them under the power of the Collar Empire people, but they were accustomed to dealing with beings that had more power than them – it was the whole history of Aurion slavegirls.

Furthermore, if she subtly pushed the Out of Context nature of the Collar Empire in her report to the High Command, they probably would not blame her for making an error. Silky knew the High Command had other agents planted in the Agglomeration military, and they would by now have let the High Command know that the Don't Make Me Come In There had grabbed the Participation Prize and the three Klaxon ships, and had obtained every last secret they had stored in their ship's computers and broken their encryption seemingly effortlessly. Her report would fit right in with the rest in describing the Collar Empire as an Out of Context problem.

Silky sighed, relieved. She was sure she was right. The Aurion High Command had known that she and other Aurion slavegirls who were agents would have to make decisions on their own, and they had selected women who could think for themselves. Women like Silky.

And there was one thing she could do for herself before she reported in to the High Command.

Silky got on her comm link and requested a line to the Don't Make Me Come In There.

“Greetings, Ensign Thiess, what can I do for you today?” asked a cheerful Collar Empire slavegirl.

“Do you have technology that could encrypt this call, hopefully conceal the fact that it is even being made?” Silky asked.

”We certainly do,” said the slavegirl.

“Could you do that for me now?” asked Silky.

The slavegirl pushed a couple of buttons.

“It is done, sister,” the slavegirl said. Alone In her room (and with the right company) Silky was always naked but for her collar and cuffs and shackles. It felt so right. Hence, “sister.” “Your call is unreadable on the Participation Prize, and in fact there will be no history of its being made.”

“Thank you,” said Silky. “Now, could you connect me to Master Narge?”

“I'll see if he's available,” said the slavegirl, quite properly not committing Master Narge to answer until she was sure he wanted to.

“He is available now,” said the slavegirl a moment later. Her face disappeared and was replaced by Narge's.

“Nice to hear from you,” said Narge, smiling.

“I have decided that you probably will not spill our secret,” said Silky. “And I appreciate that. So I thought I would offer to keep a secret for you.”

“Oh?” Narge asked.

“Yes, I take it as yet no Agglomeration person is aware of Collar Empire people's pyschic abilities?” Silky asked.

“I'm not absolutely sure,” said Narge, “but so far as I know, it's not known.”

“Then I suggest it may be to your long-term advantage that it not be known,” said Silky. “I suggest that I tell the Participation Prize people that I experienced a powerful effect from your pheronomes, Master Narge, that Collar Empire people seem to have the ability to overwhelm with pheromones just like Aurions do, only both sexes do. That way, you can psychically link with Participation Prize crew members and they'll just think it's pheromonal boosting rather than a psychic link, which should make it easier for them to accept.”

“And that way the Aurion claim that you use pheromones is maintained,” said Master Narge. “Very nice.”

“Your tech is scary enough, Master, I suspect that all of you having psychic powers would spook people even more,” Silky said.

“That is one fast, sharp mind you have there, girl,” Narge said smiling. “But I knew that. I'm fine with the idea, I'll run it by the execs here and see what they say, which I suspect will be yes. I'll send you a secure message to let you know what they decide. If they go with your idea as-is, it will say “Varnish.” If they have conditions or anything, we'll talk at length about it. If they want nothing to do with it, the message will be “Chimichanga.” And we can talk about that, if you like. Work for you, girl?”

“Oh, yes, Master,” said Silky, greatly relieved. This would go over so well with the High Command.

“Glad to hear it,” said Narge. “By the way, the ship's execs have gotten back to me on the anal clit, vaginal clit and gag suppressor tech, they're fine with sharing it with the Participation Prize and of course with you.”

“That's very good, thank you Master,” said Silky, genuinely pleased. This would also go over well with the High Command. So many Masters wanted a LOT of anal and blowjobs when they first got a slavegirl in hand. It could be a real pain in the ass.

“We'll send some over to your personal replicator,” said Narge.

“Thank you,” said Silky. “As for the rest of the crew, if you could send samples and the formulae over to Doctor McBouy, I'm sure he'll handle it. I'll tell Captain Rocketpants about it first to, um, prepare them. In about an hour or two, I think. Can you send them over then?”

“Yes, of course,” said Master Narge.

“Thank you so much for helping me,” said Silky.

“It's not a problem at all, girl,” said Narge. “What are friends and Masters for?”

Silky sat down and began composing a message to her High Command. About 15 minutes after she started, her comm terminal lit up and the word “Varnish” appeared on the screen.

Silky smiled and finished her message after a time and sent it out to the Aurion High Command via an encrypted channel she had set up some time ago. She had been dealt a rough hand, but she was very pleased with the way she was playing it. The High Command would be VERY happy with the deal she had set up with the Empire of the Collar. Having an Out of Context ally could be ... very useful.

Now for her next trick.

Silky flashed a message to Captain Rocketpants asking to speak to him in person, in private, for five or ten minutes.

She got a response that it would be an hour or so before he could get to her, so she went to her replicator and saw that it had downloaded some meds from the Don't Make Me Come In There. She smiled and had the replicator print them out along with some grackleberry salad, some drivial pie and Corvian ale, then drank down the small glasses of liquid and had a light meal. She had burned a lot of calories with Master Narge.


Chapter 8

She was used to hearing strange sexual stuff from Silky, but this was weirder than most.

“Captain, the Collar Empire has introduced me to some new technology that I think might be very beneficial to the Agglomeration, most especially their women and gay men, but also I think straight men will benefit from it,” said Silky once she sat in a secure private office off the command deck of the Participation Prize.

“Oh, really?” Captain Rocketpants asked.

“Yes,” said Silky said.

“What might it be?” Rocketpants asked.

“A gag suppression nanoset, an oral clit and an anal clit, also in the form of nanosets,” said Silky.

Captain Rocketpants sat still for a moment, thinking.

“Holy crap,” he finally said. “That explains the way the woman I fucked enjoyed sucking my cock so much. She REALLY went after it. It was strange but I figured it might have been a while for her.”

“From what I have seen of the Collar Empire people, they have LOTS of sex,” said Silky. “The Master I fucked, he had such control ... it was amazing.”

“Maybe the men have nanotech that helps them maintain erections indefinitely,” Rocketpants mused.

“It's very possible,” Silky said. “I must confess, when I heard about the oral clits and the anal clits, I begged the Master for them, and he said he would ask if it would be permissible to transfer such technology to us. And he did. And it is. So I was thinking of having him send it to Dr. McBouy so he can check it out.”

“Good thinking, girl,” said Captain Rocketpants. “No telling if the Collar Empire people might have some surprises hidden in that nanotech, but Dr. McBouy will find them if they're there ... his equipment can analyze right down to the quantum level.”

“Yes Captain,” Silky said, smiling. “I have to confess, though, the Master sent me personally some samples of the technology, and I have taken them. I have yet to try them out, though.”

“What, you mean you have ...” Rocketpants started.

“I believe I now have an anal clit and an oral clit,” said Silky, her eyes gleaming, her pheromones and her psyche extending to engulf Rocketpants. “I'm not absolutely sure that I do, however. If only I knew a man who might be willing to let a poor slavegirl suck his cock.”

“Well, first of all, Ensign, do NOT let McBouy or anyone in the medical section know that you have already taken the nanosets, he'll have you in medical isolation in seconds, and have you busted down to intern as well for doing such a thing.”

“I only wanted to make sure it was safe,” said Silky.

“I appreciate your concern,” Rocketpants said dryly. “But you are an Aurion, so your physiology may not respond as others' will, just as Mr. Stack's might not. In any event, I salute your bravery and boldness and I will help you test your new implants, because I'm just that nice.”

“Thank you, Captain,” said Silky. “Oral or anal, or both?”

“Oh, let's just start with oral and see how things go,” said Rocketpants, smiling.

“Yes, Master,” Silky said. She called Rocketpants Master because she liked to, and because it was a cue to him that things were about to get sexual, if the impish look on her face wasn't enough.

Silky slid under the conference table and crawled over to the Captain's lap, where she undid the Captain's fly and pulled out the Captain's cock and engulfed it with her mouth -- something she'd done on several occasions.

But never while wearing possessing an oral clit.

Rocketpants's cock was half-turgid already, anticipating her mouth, and she applied her tongue and lips to it with all her Aurion skills, which were a LOT of skills. All the hours she'd spent sucking dildos in the slave kennels had paid off many times over, and in scant seconds Rocketpants was hard as a rock.

Silky let his hard cock slide down her throat and was rewarded with a glissando of pleasure as the new layer of sexually-active nerves sent waves of sheer pleasure to her brain. The taste, the smell, the feel of Rocketpants's cock in her throat was sheer heaven, and she very quickly learned what made the pleasure most intense and did it, working the waves of pleasure up and down her throat, letting the cock slide in and out of her.

She closed her eyes in sheer ecstasy, forgetting all her technique, just working the cock in the way that brought the most pleasure to her, unmindful of Rocketpants's pleasure.

But since the thing that brought her the most pleasure was the feel of Rocketpants's cock burying itself deep in her throat and then sliding back out to her lips again and then coming back, Rocketpants found the whole experience very enjoyable, too. He sat at the table, and his normally relaxed and alert expression began morphing into an O-face as Silky's oral attentions got to him.

But he was getting to Silky as well. The oral clit seemed to have much more of a hair trigger than her vaginal clit did. It was taking virtually no time for it to go from 0 to 60.

In just a minute or two, Silky began to experience her first oral orgasms. Her mouth, her whole face seemed to explode with pleasure as she came, moaning helplessly, her face still rocking back and forth, driving the cock in and out still, because they were multiple orgasms, and they seemed to go on and on forever.

The passionate moans of Silky, with a hapless animal tone to them he had never heard from her before, soon took Rocketpants over the edge, and his pocket Rocketpants exploded in her mouth in fireworks of pleasure.

Silky felt him cum in her mouth and it added to the pleasure she felt. She kept slobbering on his knob until it had gone all soft and empty, sucking down the cum, her eyes blank with pleasure and animal lust.

When his cock was so soft it couldn't do her any good any more, she tucked it back in his pants and zipped his fly back up and crawled back up into her seat.

When she looked at Rocketpants, he burst out laughing.

“Master!” she cried in protest.

“Have a look at yourself, Silky,” Rocketpants said, giggling a bit. “You'll understand.”

Silky grabbed her mirror from her belt purse and looked at herself.

“Holy ... wow,” she said softly. Her face was a total mess. Her eye makeup had run. She had drooled copiously over her chin. And her hair ... her hair stood on end in a circle around her head, as if she'd invented something explosive. Her eyes were blank, glazed, and her lips hung slack.

“Yes, I'm guessing the oral clit was a success, by the look of things,” Rocketpants said, barely suppressing another deeply unCaptainly giggling fit.

“Yes, Master, it was,” Silky said, hauling a brush out of her purse and getting her hair in order. “I had, um ... several orgasms. My oral clit apparently is VERY sensitive.”

“I'd say you had more fun than me,” Rocketpants observed.

“I don't know how much pleasure you felt, but I ... oh, wow, it literally blew my mind, Captain!” Silky said.

“The pleasure was all mine, Silky,” said Rocketpants, smirking.

“No, not all of it, just a fraction of it,” Silky said softly. “Now imagine if every woman on the Participation Prize had an oral clit and an anal clit. Every man on the ship is going to be VERY, VERY happy.”

“Even the gay ones,” said Rocketpants.

“Oh, ESPECIALLY the gay ones,” Silky said with a smile. “Manna from heaven, indeed.”

“Could be an excellent way to boost the ship's morale,” said Rocketpants.

“Yes, Captain,” said Silky. “Also an excellent way to keep our crew members from being too overwhelmed by the Collar Empire recreation decks. You know what they're like.”

“God, yes,” said Rocketpants. “Bones will be worried about everyone deserting the ship.”

“Yes, I'm concerned that he might be reluctant to release the clits to the crew even if he discovers no traps hidden within them, with his ambivalent feelings about sexual expression,” said Silky, finally getting to the real reason for her visit. “That would be a shame.”

“A crying shame,” agreed Rocketpants. “But I think I know how to get around that. Can you make more doses of the nanosets?”

“Yes,” said Silky. “My printer still has the files for them. But I thought it wise to let McBouy handle making them for the crew.”

“If you can make a set for me, I'll give them to a certain nurse I know,” said Rocketpants. “Which should quicken McBouy's interest in releasing the tech.”

“Of course I will, Captain,” said Silky.

“Fine, you get on the comm and tell the people at the Dont Make Me Go In There to send the formulae and samples to McBouy, and make me a set, and I'll see that the nurse gets them and knows what they're for,” ordered Rocketpants.

“Yes, Captain,” Silky said, slipping back into a more formal role now that she had her face restored to something like normalcy.

“And Silky ... thanks for letting me be the one to bust your oral clit cherry,” said Rocketpants smiling.

“Well, somebody had to do it Captain,” Silky said, smiling, as she left. “Might as well be someone I like.”

Silky managed to maintain a professional demeanor on the Command deck, but when she left the elevator to her residential deck, she was practically dancing. Most especially her butt was dancing. She could not wait to try it out!

In her room, she got on the comm and called Master Narge and asked him to send the samples and formulae to Doctor McBouy. Then she went to the replicator and made two sets of clit nanotech, one of which she sent to Captain Rocketpants, the other of which she kept.

Then she called Yowoman Basquethed.

“Hey, Silky, what's up?” asked Brandy. “How did your visit to the Collar Empire ship go?”

“You. Would. Not. BELIEVE how well it went!” Silky practically squealed.

“That good, eh?” Brandy asked.

“Better than that,” said Silky. “Better than anything! Aaaand I brought back a gift for you. Well, three gifts, actually.”

“Three?” Brandy asked. “That's so nice of you!”

“Oh, honey, you have NO idea how nice this is of me,” said Silky. “I got you an oral clit, an anal clit, and a gag suppressor.”

“Um ... what?” Brandy asked. She was used to hearing strange sexual stuff from Silky, but this was weirder than most.

“Turns out the Collar Empire people have nanotech that lets them built clitorises in your mouth and your ass,” said Silky, ”and stuff that suppresses your gag reflex so you can really work your oral clit out good. I just tried it out with Rocketpants, it was like my face exploded with pleasure.”

“Holy shit, really?”

“I'm talking multiple orgasms in my mouth,” said Silky. “I couldn't believe it. Left my face a complete mess, but it was totally worth it. I can't WAIT to try out my anal clit.”

“This sounds like something I must investigate right away,” said Brandy.

“Yes, it is,” said Silky.

“All right, I'll get Sparks to cover for me on communications, he ... owes me, if you know what I mean,” said Brandy. “It'll probably be about 15 minutes.”

“No problem,” said Silky. “I'll just like here in post-orgasmic bliss til you get here. My ass can wait.”

“That's very nice of you,” said Brandy.

“What are besties for?” Silky asked, breaking the connection.

She smiled. If Rocketpants could get the tech out early, well, so could Silky.

“You wanted to see me, Captain?” asked Nurse Syrius

“Yes, I did,” said Rocketpants. He was in a conference room off the main deck, with the samples Silky had sent him sitting on the table, facing Nurse Syrius. “Has Doctor McBouy talked to you about the samples he recently got from the Collar Empire ship?”

“Only in the sense that he won't shut up about it,” said Syrius.

“What does he think?” Rocketpants asked.

“He's pretty sure it's a plot by the Collar Empire people to take over the ship, probably in conjunction with Silky,” said Syrius.

“Really?” Rocketpants asked. “Did he find something in them?”

“Not a thing,” said Syrius. “I worked with him on that, we've gone right down to the subatomic level, and found nada, zip, nothing. The Collar Empire are an Out of Context problem, so maybe they've got something that won't show even on the subatomic level, but if so, and they have hostile intentions, we're screwed in so many ways that it doesn't matter.”

“Ah,” said Rocketpants. He tried to remember that the Collar Empire was an Out of Context problem, but in his mundane dealings with his crew, it was easy to forget at times.

“So the nanosets check out as being and operating just as they are supposed to, and Bones is just sitting on it because he's generally suspicious of the Collar Empire?”

“Just between you and me, Captain, yes,” said Syrius.

“You and I both know Bones well,” said Rocketpants. “I suspect that to some extent he's sitting on the results because of his personal sexual conservatism. He doesn't really want to release it.”

“Yes, I agree,” said Syrius. “I suspect he wants to sit on them indefinitely, and hope they go away, or at least until he can pass them on to the Agglomeration Navy's medical authorities.”

“Silky says she's pretty sure the nanosets will be very ... rewarding to my crew based on her experiences on the Dong Make Me Go In There,” said Rocketpants. “If they are all right, I think I'd like my crew to have them.”

“Understandable, Captain,” said Syrius. “But Doctor McBouy is the senior medical officer on the ship, and his word is final.”

“Right, but perhaps we can present him with a fait accompli he can't say “no” to,” said Rocketpants, hauling out the nanosets Silky had given him and placing them on the table.

Nurse Syrius eyed them.

“Are those what I think they are?” she asked.

“They are,” said Rocketpants, “nanosets that Ensign Thiess printed out based the formulae that the Collar Empire people sent over. They sent them to her first. It was her idea to have them send the formulae  to Bones.”

“But not before she tried them out herself,” said Syrius.

“As Captain, I have no knowledge along those lines,” said Captain Rocketpants.

“Of course not,” said Nurse Syrius knowingly.

“I do have knowledge that she enjoys oral sex more lately,” said Rocketpants. “A lot more. Incredibly more. You wouldn't believe how much more more.”

“I see,” said Syrius, nodding and smirking.

“As your Captain, I can't order you to do this, in fact, I'm not even going to ask you to do this,” said Rocketpants. “I can only point out that if Bones is presented with a fait accompli, especially one that allows him to know the benefits of this technology, he might change his mind.”

“I see,” said Nurse Syrius. She reached forward and took the vials that Rocketpants had left on the table and put them into the medical pouch at her belt.

“I'll examine this sample and give your words due consideration, Captain,” she said, and the twinkle in her eyes told Rocketpants all he needed to know about her consideration.

“Here's the pic I took of myself with my mirror right after sucking Jimmy's cock,” said Silky, showing Brandy a picture of herself with her hair blown up and a glazed expression, drool dribbling unnoticed down her chin.

“Silky!” Brandy cried, laughing. “Oh my god!”

“I know, right?” Silky replied. “When I said ”blew my mind” I meant it. It was MULTIPLE MOUTH ORGASMS, it was freaking INCREDIBLE!”

“I'll bet Jimmy liked it, too,” said Brandy, smirking.

“Come on, he's a Master, they all like blowjobs, all the time,” said Silky. “That was a gimme. But I do not see how he could have POSSIBLy liked the blowjob more than I liked giving it. These things are a game-changer, girlfriend.”

“Gimme gimme,” said Brandy.


Chapter 9

A Syrius Interlude

“Doctor McBouy, you're being paged,” came a voice familiar over the com link in Doctor McBouy's room. He was enjoying an after-work Scotch.

“Who is paging me?” McBouy asked, sitting back in his chair and sighing. He knew that tone of voice.

“Doctor McBouy, your presence is desperately needed in Nurse Syrius' room,” said the com.

“Desperately, eh?” McBouy asked. “Sounds serious!”

“Of course it sound Syrius, it IS Syrius!” said Nurse Syrius. “Now come over before someone has a bad case of hysterius!”

“I'll be right over,” Dr. McBouy said, a wry smile playing about his lips. “Hysterius” was a joke between him and Syrius -- they both knew hysteria was a originally diagnosis of a condition caused by extreme sexual frustration among women of the early 20th Century. Any reference to it meant sexy times were on the way. He and Nurse Syrius had had a date at the ship's lounge at the Lido Deck later tonight, but it appeared that Nurse Syrius wanted to start the festivities early, and without preamble.

That worked for McBouy.

He showed up at Nurse Syrius' quarters a few minutes later. It took a while to get there because the medical crew's quarters were scattered around the residential areas of the ship so that an explosion in a single area wouldn't leave the ship without medical staff. It was good military planning for a warship, but it was also a pain in the ass in normal times. Outside battle, his crew was all over the place.

“Hello, Doctor,” said Syrius, taking Jim's hand and pulling him into her room. She had the decor set to “harem” with pillows everywhere and holograms of vines and flowers and birds along the walls, and a small fountain that provided the smell of water and sound of trickling water.

McBouy looked around appreciatively. The room was a feat of imagination and skill. He was mature enough that his attraction to Syrius wasn't just physical, he also loved her intelligence and taste. And she was wearing a short, tight dress that accentuated her curves and went beautifully with the theme of the room. And he was young enough to love her for that, too.

Syrius embraced McBouy and they kissed.

“Mm, thanks for coming over,” Syrius murmured when they came up for air.

“Oh I'm very glad I did,” said McBouy. “Nice work on your room, by the way.”

“Seemed like a fun idea,” said Syrius, hugging McBouy and kissing his chest. She wanted to throw him on the bed and go after his cock, but she knew McBouy, he did not like women who were TOO forward, though he liked enthusiasm just fine.

But he could be led, subtly, just like any man.

“What brought this on?” McBouy asked.

“You really have to ask?” Syrius asked, subtly leading McBouy over to the sex platform that was ordinarily her bed. “For the last two days we've been working on sex toy medications. Don't tell me it hasn't give you certain thoughts and feelings?”

They sat on the platform and kissed again.

When they came up for air, McBouy said, “Well sure, I'm human. I keep thinking about how much fun those things might be, even though as ship's doctor I have to also think about how dangerous they might be.”

“Yes, doctor,” said McBouy, hugging McBouy and halt-removing his shirt as his hands roamed her body. “What if I told you I feared I had been infected by those nanosets, and needed you to investigate my body thoroughly?”

“I suppose I would be duty bound to thoroughly examine you, Vari,” said McBouy, using Syrius' first name, a signal from him that fun was on the table, “leaving no part of you unplumbed!”

“Mmm, you're my unplumber,” murmured Vari. She was mostly out of her dress, and McBouy was mostly out of his shirt, and Vari was working on his pants. In a few seconds his fly was open and his pants were on the floor. His cock was standing up in his lap.

Vari followed the instructions the nanoset had whispered to her after she took the meds, turning off her gag reflex and turning on her oral clit. All it took was a conscious effort, which she visualized as pressing a button in her brain, a familiar action except for the location.

Then Vari's head descended to McBouy's cock and it was in her mouth. It felt and tasted delicious. She had always thought of cock-sucking as something you did to make your mate happy, not focused on it as a sensual pleasure in itself. She'd worked on being good at it, but not enjoying it, per se.

Now she suddenly WAS enjoying it, because she was expecting to, based on what she'd heard from Jimmy about Silky's experience with the implants. (As if she'd ever believe for one nanosecond that Silky wouldn't take the implant or that Jimmy wouldn't let her suck his cock once she had. She knew Jimmy, and a LOT of people knew Silky.)

Now she felt the flow of pleasure from her mouth as Lanyard's cock filled it, and it was sheer delight, not just because it was a cock, but because it was Lanyard's cock, and she loved the crotchety old bastard, dammit.

She found it incredibly easily to take the whole thing into her throat thanks to the entirely absent gag reflex. She had started out gingerly sucking his cock, going gradually deeper, fearing that horrible desire to retch, but it never came.

Instead, she felt warm and wonderful in her throat, and it happened very, very fast. By the time she was taking Lanyard's whole cock into her mouth, right down to the base, the sensations were at full steam. It was like Lanyard was doing his very best fucking of her, only he was fucking her mouth, although really all that he was doing was breathing heavy and maintaining a full erection while she went at his cock like it was the very best lollipop ever. Which it was!

Her mouth and then her whole mind were swamped with pleasure, and in no time at all she was having what she clearly recognized as orgasms, only in her mouth. She lost all control of what she was doing, turned into a simple hose beast, working Lanyard's cock mercilessly with her mouth as orgasm after orgasm coursed through her body and mind, each one a shuddering explosion of pleasure that coursed through her whole being.

Doctor McBouy was a mighty man and a doctor, in full control of his physiology, but he'd never experienced a blowjob this intense before, accompanied by slobbering moans of pleasure from Vari that set his brain on fire. It took only a couple of minutes for her to drive him to ecstasy. He tried to hang on as long as he could, to prolong the pleasure, maybe to keep himself available for some real fucking, but it was no use, Vari was working his cock like a dog chewing on a bone, and suddenly it was all too much and he was cumming in her mouth.

And she sucked every bit of it down, moaning in pleasure, seemingly disappointed when his cock grew flaccid in her mouth, lying still with it in her mouth for a time, sucking it like a baby on a pacifier, more for comfort than out of any particular intent.

McBouy groaned and lay back in the bed, spent.

“Sorry about that,” he muttered.

“Sorry about what, Lan?” Vari muttered, her voice all soft and sibilant and happy. She was the only one on the ship who could get away with calling McBouy “Lan.”

“Didn't mean to pop off like that, but you were so ... intense,” he said.

“Mmm, yeah,” Vari murmured. She was floating on a sea of post-orgasmic pleasure and wasn't at all bothered by much of anything at all and had no idea why Lanyard was apologizing. Then she remembered: he'd come in her mouth in less than five minutes, leaving her, to his knowledge, orgasm-less. And he was always careful about giving her orgasms, he was nice that way.

“It's OK, I had a good time,” murmured Vari.

“I had a VERY good time,” said McBouy. He glanced down at Vari, and his eyes opened wide. “Vari, I don't mean to alarm you, but something weird is going on with you hair.”

There was a note of alarm in McBouy's voice which led Vari to immediately get up and look at herself in the mirror.

“Eek!” she squeaked, seeing her hair all exploded around her face, the drool on her chin, the runny makeup around her glazed-looking eyes. She looked back at McBouy.

“Holy ... what have you done, Vari?” McBouy asked. He was a medical detective of sorts, and it didn't take long for him to figure things out, a very annoying trait in a man.

“What do you think I've done, Lan?” Vari asked softly, smiling. It was not as effective a smile as it would have been if her hair hadn't been sticking straight out.

“I think you took those Collar Empire nanosets!” McBouy snarled.

“Yes, I did, Lan,” said Vari, smiling. “And I'm so very glad I did.”

“Dammit, Vari, you KNOW better than that!” McBouy growled. “I never cleared them for use! And look at you! An undetected symptom, all over your head!”

“Dammit, Lan, I helped you test those sample, we took them right down to the subatomic level and neither you nor I nor the medical AI could find a THING wrong with them!” replied Vari. “I was right there with you the whole way. They're safe, we proved it! There's just a little cosmetic problem here.”

“They're safe so far as we can tell, but the Collar Empire people have tech that's much more advanced than ours,” growled McBouy. “Maybe they have tech that goes beyond subatomic.”

“Well, maybe they do, Lan, but if that's so, and if they have hostile intentions, we are BEYOND screwed, you know that, don't you, Lan?” said Vari. “It's much more logical to assume this is just a little unanticipated side effect.”

“We aren't going to assume a damned thing, Vari,” said McBouy grimly. “Not with your health in the balance. We are going straight to sick bay where I am going to give you another going-over down to the quantum level. Who knows what else is going on in you?”

“OK, that makes sense,” said Vari. “Just don't ASSUME it's awful, either. Let's go in with an objective mindset and see what we find.”

Several hours later …

“Not a damn thing, Lanyard, not a thing,” says Vari said, sitting naked in the bay and looking very relaxed. She had known she felt all right, but she had examined far too many people from Away parties who said they felt all right just before she discovered some horrible alien infection wrecking their bodies. So she's been nervous about what they might find in the exam. But there was nothing except her straightened hair, which relaxed itself over the course of 20 minutes or so.

“I know, I can see the results as well as you can,” said McBouy. “My concern was that the hair protein deformation was perhaps a side effect of some deeper deformation or transformation going on inside you, but damned if I can find it.”

“Because it doesn't exist,” said Syrius. “We've pretty much proven that, down to the cellular level.”

“But we don't know what kind of tech these Collar Empire people have,” said McBouy. “Maybe they have something planted so deep in the quantum realm that we can't find it.”

“You're assuming a hostile intent where none is known to exist, Lan,” said Vari. “You know as well as I do that the rule on Out of Context encounters has been that they are either indifferent to us or benevolent to varying degrees, never hostile.”

“Except for the berserker this very ship encountered,” said McBouy grimly.

“Except it wasn't really advanced tech, it was just HUGE tech,” said Vari, who knew the Participation Prize history well. “And we defeated it, if you'll recall.”

“We can't simply assume they're not hostile,” said McBouy.

“No, but we can look at the evidence, and all of it looks like benevolence,” said Vari. “If they thought we were pests or threats, they could simply have destroyed our ships and the Klaxons. But they didn't, they set up a peace conference.”

“It's the wolf you don't see that gets you,” said McBouy.

“Look, Lan, at some point you have to get over your fear of Out of Context civilizations and use your common sense,” said Vari. “The guardian theory of Out of Context threats makes good sense: if hostile Out of Context civilizations existed and were able to operate freely, there would be some kind of evidence for it, in the form of destroyed worlds and interstellar civilizations, and those are few and far between. Somebody or something is weeding malevolent OOC civilizations out, if they even exist. I agree, we have to be aware of the possibility that the Collar Empire is hostile, but basing our every action on what is almost certainly not the case based on all the evidence we have is just ... dumb.”

McBouy sat back.

“You make a strong case, Vari,” he said. He had not expected her to come back at him so hard when he accused her of taking the nanosets. He had expected her to apologize meekly and ask forgiveness, which he would of course provide. It had been uncharacteristically stupid of him to think that -- he knew her better than that.

He had been more than a little freaked out by what her hair had done, however. And part of it was simply that it was Vari's hair that had done it. He could give himself a pass for being dumb, under the circumstances.

“You know, I understand why you've been reluctant to release the nanosets for use by the crew, Lan,” said Vari, sensing she was winning, and moving to make it easier for McBouy to accept her viewpoint. “And it's OK. You're sexually conservative, you're not sure if it's right that people should have access to these technologies, but here's the thing, Lan ... none of this tech is something that's outside our reach. We could have invented this tech as well, years ago. But we didn't. It wasn't because we didn't have the tech, we've used nanotech for MANY other much more challenging medical purposes for decades, if not centuries. We've done gender reassignment with nanotech going right down to the genetic level, which was MUCH more challenging than this these simple nerve bundles with links to the brain. Now why do you suppose that is?”

“The first duty of medicine is to heal the sick and help people live and thrive, health-wise,” said McBouy. “Transgender people are a well-known phenomenon where people's brains and nervous systems develop as the opposite gender of their body. We're making sick people well, when we allow them to migrate to a gender that is closer to who they are, which is largely a product of the brain and the nervous system. But these clits are just sex toys, really.”

“Still, funny how the tech we used to help transgender people never really got used to make sex more fun for us women,” said Vari, “or you men, either, really. I've sucked your cock many times, Lan, and I did it because I enjoyed it, but much of that enjoyment came from the knowledge that I was making you happy. I have NEVER enjoyed sucking your cock as much as I did just now, not for the sheer joy of it. I had MULTIPLE ORGASMS, Lan, they literally blew my mind, they were maybe the best orgasms I EVER had, in any way. I want to have a LOT more of those, Lan. I want to suck your cock a LOT. I defy you to tell me you don't find that prospect attractive, too.”

“Well, sure I do, Lan,” said McBouy. “I just wish you'd ... asked, or told me or something.” His arguments were getting all weak and squishy now.

“This was my way of telling you, Lan,” said Vari. “I know you, Lan. If I had asked first, you would have had a million excuses, a million reasons to delay, because of your damn conservatism. But I also know you're a pragmatic, reasonable man and you always do the right thing when you have to. So I was confident about presenting you with a situation where you have to do the right thing. You want everyone healthy and happy, well, Lan, here's your chance to make everyone VERY happy.”

“I see,” said McBouy. It was startling to see Lan's view of him like this, and disconcerting because it was so freaking accurate. Still, who should know him better than her? No one, really. And the hell of it was, she was right. He had been having niggling doubts about the rightness of sitting on the clits because he knew it was very likely to make the crew very happy. Of course, he feared it would also cause a breakdown in crew discipline, but nobody else seemed inclined to buy that at all.

He sighed. This hair-straightening thing had frightened him. But Syrius was right. They had checked Syrius out as thoroughly as 25th Century medical science could manage, and the only thing they could find was that one twisty long hair protein.

“All right, I'll go with it, I'll clear the clits for use by the crew,” McBouy said, sighing. “But before I do that, I want us to spend the whole night testing the living hell out of these implants, Vari.”

“Oh, yes, Lan,” Vari said breathily. “That would be wonderful.”

“THEN we'll give you another good going-over tot he quantum level, and if you pass muster then, we do it.”

“Fair enough, Doctor,” Syrius said. She had won, she knew better than to push things.

It was a long night, and a very good night, for the two of them. And a good morning as well.


Chapter 10

He wasn't one to press on a womanly secret, especially while he was shoving his cock into said woman's butt.

“I want you to fuck me in the ass now, Bob,” Brandy said, giving Ensign Crowthers her most seductive look. It would have been a lot more effective look if her hair wasn't such a mess. The oral clit-assisted blowjob she'd given Crowthers twenty minutes ago had blown out her carefully coiffed hair, making it look like she was wearing a spiky crown of hair.

What's more, the hair had settled halfway back down to it's normal more limp state, giving her perhaps the most disorderly hairdo ever seen in this sector of space.

But her face was still gorgeous, and the passion and the gleam in her eye made it more gorgeous still. And she and Bob were lying side by side in her bunk, naked and so very, very, relaxed, the both of them.

“I'm not, um, ready just yet, Brandy,” said Bob with an apologetic smile.

“Oh?” asked Brandy with a gleam in her eye. “I think I can fix that!”

Without further preamble, she scooched about until her face was opposite Bob's cock, which she took into her mouth and began gently working with her mouth. She had had sex often enough that she knew to start gently when getting a guy out of his refractive period. But she was persistent, and skilled, and her oral clit made it very, very rewarding while the gag suppressor removed all penalties for getting his cock too far down her throat.

By the time Bob's cock had started to thicken, Brandy's oral clit was at maximum pleasure, and she was moaning a little, because she was cumming. By the time Bob's cock was rock-hard, she was cumming repeatedly, and it was all she could do to get his cock out of her mouth. It felt SO good.

But she was dying to try the clit in her ass out. She'd read the instructions and put it on “pre-clean” an hour before hooking up with Bob, which would activate the nanoset to clean up down there and keep things from getting too messy.

She activated the anal clit's “lubricate” function while she was sucking Bob's cock. It was a much more complex implant than the oral clit, but then, it had to be.

“Now let's get that bad boy in there,” Brandy said, getting on her hands and knees and waggling her very nicely rounded butt at Bob.

“Where's the lube?” Bob asked, every the proper young redshirt. Brandy loved redshirts, they knew they were very likely to die very soon, so they lived each day as if it were their last. As a consequence often fucked her as if it were their last fuck, and those had been some VERY good fucks.

“I'm already lubed, baby,” said Brandy. “The anal clit takes care of that.”

“Wow,” said Bob. “Where'd you get that?”

“That is my womanly secret to keep,” said Brandy with a smile.

“Oh right, womanly secret,” said Bob. He wasn't one to press on a womanly secret, especially while he was shoving his cock into said woman's butt.

It too some careful work, but soon his cock was inside Brandy's butt, and it felt TIGHT. He began gently working his cock back and forth, and Brandy spread her legs a little wider and moaned with pleasure as his cock began stroking the steamy reaches of her anal clit.

In a short time the two of them were going at it full steam. The same overwhelming sexual pleasure that had streamed from her mouth when she'd sucked Bob's cock now streamed from her ass.

As she was overwhelmed by the sensations, she dropped her head to the mattress, extending her arms to full length and grabbing the sheets and moaning in pleasure as the orgasms began.

They kept going, as Bob kept going, because thanks to the earlier blowjob-induced orgasm, he had plenty of staying power, and he was in no hurry to cum. The sight of Yowoman Basquethed's lush body squirming before him on the bed, so clearly overwhelmed by his fucking was pure, absolute pleasure.

“I'm cumming! I'm cumming!” Brandy screamed with pleasure, her voice filled with animal joy and pleasure as her ass just creamed with pleasure.

Bob kept driving on, merciless, relentless, reduing Basquethed to a quivering mass of orgasmic joy, and enjoying every moment of it. When he finally did cum, he collapsed upon Brandy, who lay twitching on the bed and emitting little mewls of pleasure.

They lay together for a while after that, both of them utterly spent, Basquethed's hair now reduced to an even more ungodly mass of spikes shooting from the ruins of her elaborate coiffure randomly.

“You are one hell of a fucking stud, Bob,” Brandy murmured. “You made my ass feel so fucking good, I don't know if I'll ever be able to sit down again.”

“Mmm, a hot babe like you brings out the best in me, baby,” said Bob agreeably. Red shirts took their compliments where they could find them. “So did it feel better than a regular orgasm with your regular clit?”

“I'm not sure I can compare the two,” said Brandy. “I mean, regular orgasms are great, always have been. And this was great, too, but it had one huge difference. Instead of just feeling all wonderful and relaxed from the orgasms, and they were multiple orgasms, stud, I also feel as if I had just taken one of the greatest dumps ever!”

“Ah,” said Bob, nodding. “That would be ... different.”

“Yes, and different in a very good way,” said Brandy. “I'm just lying here kvelling on all this pleasure and goodness you've filled me with, and you made it happen, big guy.”

“I'm feeling wonderful, too,” murmured Bob. “Wonderful and drained.”

“Not as drained as you're going to feel when you wake up tomorrow,” said Brandy confidently.

“What do you mean, baby?” Bob asked.

“Oh, I plan to spend the entire night with your cock in my mouth,” said Brandy.

“You're insatiable,” Bob said, but not in an accusatory way at all.


Chapter 11

Dammit, Jimmy, I'm a doctor, not a pimp!

The next day at 9:00 AM ship's time, a text crawl line appeared on everyone's notepads.

“NOTICE: We have received new medical technology from the Don't Make Me Go In There. These are nanotech implants that create anal and oral clitorises in humanoid bodies, and also allow users to stifle their gag reflexes at will. These implants have been thoroughly tested by our medical staff and have been found to have no undesirable side effects except for certain mild tonsorial distortions that may render crewmembers temporarily more hirsute, counterbalanced by many very desirable side effects. Crewmembers who wish to avail themselves of this technology are invited to visit the medical bay where out staff can provide you with the nanosets as well as instructions, and answer any questions you may have. A text file describing the applications of this technology is attached.”

Captain Rocketpants read the message and smiled. It had not taken Nurse Syrius long to break down Bones' reserves about the clit implant tech. He smiled, having a pretty good idea how she'd gone about it. And he knew that he could never mention it to Bones. His feathers got ruffled so easily, and sex was a real feather-ruffler for him.

Lieutenant Hulu, the fabulous navigator of the Participation Prize read the same message.

”Oh, my!” he said in his warm, deep bass voice. A trip to the med bay was on his agenda as soon as his shift was over.

“Dammit, Jimmy, I'm a doctor, not a pimp!” McBouy complained as he, Rocketpants and Mr. Stack sat in the Executive Lounge on the front rim of the Participation Prize's bridge deck, three days after the clit tech had been announced. A broad window gave them a view of the space they were parked in, the three Klaxon vessels circling the Participation Prize in various improbable attitudes, caught in mid-dive and mid-roll, just like the Participation Prize herself. The view was a big improvement over the normal view when the Participation Prize was underway at Ludicrous Speed, with stars and galaxies streaming and twisting, throwing off long trails of dopplered light and generally behaving more like something you'd expect to see in a lava lamp than celestial bodies.

“Who are you pimping exactly, Bones?” Rocketpants asked.

“The whole damn ship's crew, that's who!” said McBouy. “Ever since I let Nurse Syrius talk me into releasing the Collar Empire tech that that vixen Slinky obtained, god knows how, the med bay has been a madhouse of people wanting anal and oral clits.”

“Mostly women, I take it,” said Rocketpants thoughtfully.

“A surprisingly large number of men as well,” said McBouy. “I figured about ten percent of the guys would want it, some being gay and all, but apparently, there are a surprising number of men who are into being pegged, which I know very little about and want to know less about!”

“For a doctor, you seem surprisingly incurious about human sexuality,” Mr Stack observed in that dry way of his.

“I know more than I ever wanted to know about that,” said McBouy. ”I just resent that I've become the Official Giver-Outer of Sex Toys, well, me and the rest of the med bay crew. I much prefer patching people up after space battles.”

“Sorry I can't provide you with any actual casualties on this mission,” said Rocketpants. “Even the redshirts are looking relaxed on this one.”

“Of course they're relaxed, practically the entire crew is engaging in fucking marathons between shifts,” said McBouy. “I'm afraid the crew may get too relaxed to do their jobs properly.”

“Too sexually satisfied to work, you think?” Rocketpants asked, brow raised.

“Limp at their stations, as it were?” Mr. Stack said, raising one pointy brow.

“I know you can't conceive of such a thing, Jimmy, but it's possible,” said McBouy. “The women get insatiable when they get those things set up inside them. And the gay men are even worse!”

“How would you know that, Bones?” Rocketpants asked, trying not to grin.

“Well of COURSE Nurse Syrius and I had to test them out, man!” McBouy said. “You think we'd release these things on the crew without knowing exactly how they work, from experience?”

“I'm glad you were there to take one for the team,” said Rocketpants.

“Your dedication is an example to us all,” said Mr. Stack.

“Me too,” said McBouy with what might possibly have been a leer. “Syrius was, um, very insistent on testing out the tech in person, thoroughly, and repeatedly. When she finally let me go to sleep my whole body was limp. Weak as a kitten. Drained, it was incredible. And of course, we found the one side effect.”

“There's a side effect?” Rocketpants asked. He was trying to maintain his innocence.

“Yes, when the women experience oral clit orgasms, it makes their hair stand straight out from their heads, like they were hooked up to a Van De Graaf generator,” said McBouy. “And it stays that way for a while.”

“So ... it's not a dangerous side effect,” Rocketpants asked.

“No, it's a HILARIOUS side effect,” said McBouy. “But Nurse Syrius assures me it's totally worth it.”

“Oh, so it destroys a woman's hair and leaves her looking like a science experiment she was working on blew up, and it's totally worth it?” Rocketpants asked.

“I knew you'd catch on to that,” said McBouy. “It could turn into a problem, Jimmy! We could have roving bands of women patrolling the ship looking for men to use their new clits on, grabbing them and ...”

“Oh, I get the idea, Bones,” said Rocketpants.

“Frightening,” Mr. Stack agreed, though he didn't seem especially frightened, he seemed quite calm.

“They might start having sex with men on duty,” said McBouy. “You have no idea ... they'll jump your bones, Jimmy! Yours, too, Stack.”

“I'll issue a few orders, if you think that's wise,” said Rocketpants.

“I do not know that it will be necessary,” Mr. Stack said calmly.

Bones and Rocketpants both turned to look at Stack.

“Why not?” Bones asked, looking at Stack suspiciously.

“Like you, I was concerned about the efficiency of humans while under the influence of this new sexual technology,” said Stack. “After all, the Collar Empire represents Out of Context tech, they might not understand how primitive and simple human sexual urges are.”

“Whereas you are an expert,” said Bones dryly.

“Well I am half human, and I have lived among you for decades,” said Mr. Stack. “I can reasonably say that I have much more familiarity with you than the Collar Empire people, though of course their Out of Context tech and culture may give them unknown ways of understanding humans that I can't match.”

“I've always wondered about that half human thing of yours,” said Rocketpants thoughtfully. ”I mean, Bulkans have two hearts, humans have one heart, the circulatory systems are wildly different, how does the DNA sort these things out? I mean, how does that work, exactly?”

“I'm a doctor, not a scriptwriter, dammit,” Bones growled, “but even I know you don't go around asking questions like that in a story like this! If you get viewers wondering about stuff like that, it'll destroy their suspension of disbelief, and before you know it, the Fourth Bulkhead is shredded like so much tissue paper!”

Rocketpants glances nervously at the reader and quickly looks back at Stack.

“Point taken, Doctor,” he said smoothly. “So why do you think some orders about proper conduct might not be needed, Mr. Stack?”

“After the announcement, I set up some monitoring software on various crewmembers' stations to test their efficiency, then compared their scores for various tasks on routine testing done every few months,” said Mr. Stack. “The results were illuminating, and matched my personal observations, which is that the crew is generally MORE efficient while on duty than before. Their scores improved, even though they were not conscious of being tested. It was most illuminating.”

Bones looked startled. “That's surprising, I would have expected them to have gotten sloppier, thinking about sex all the time.”

“It does not appear to be the case, Dr. McBouy,” said Stark.

“What were your personal observations, Mr. Stark?” asked Rocketpants, still deeply conscious of having poked the Fourth Bulkhead.

“Well, as you know, I am normally asexual except when experiencing the Bulkan state of Pying Pyong, which occurs only once in a Bulkan blue moon, every 400 years or so,” said Stack.

“Yes, its a wonder your species can repro ... never mind,” said Rocketpants nervously. “So, we get it, you normally don't have any sexual feelings.”

“That is correct, I'm asexual, and I've always considered myself very fortunate in that respect, as I have seen the way constant sexuality stresses humans out and makes them tense, irritable, and often quite silly,” said Stark.

“Oh, we get it, you're Mr. Special, Stark,” Bones said.

“Perhaps not special, but certainly different,” said Stark calmly. “My asexuality has been a great benefit to my efficiency and presence of mind, I feel. And it has, I suspect, given me a better perspective to view the interactions of the crew than either of you have, being sexual persons and all -- not that there's anything wrong with that. And I have noticed a marked decrease in sexual conduct among the crew since the second day the implants were available. Apparently, most of the crew who got the implants availed themselves of them the first day they were available.”

“That's true enough,” said Bones. “Every last female crewmember, all the gay men and some of the straight men. It was a VERY long day. We all worked for 16 hours straight. I had no idea, I thought people would take some time to think about it, but NOOOOOOO ...”

“Your sacrifice is appreciated, Bones,” said Rocketpants.

“It beat the hell out of being knee deep in redshirt guts after an Away party goes south,” said Bones, “But not by much.”

“So the crew availed themselves of the clit tech at the first opportunity, as I suspected,” said Stack. “And we can safely assume, put it to good use immediately afterward.”

”Well, sure, I mean, being on a warship means we all know we could get blown into the vacuum of space and killed at any time,” said Rocketpants. “No use in holding back on pleasure under those circumstances.”

“Ask any redshirt,” said Bones.

“Right, and the next shift day almost everyone is a better crewperson,” said Stack. “Not slack and undisciplined as you expected, Dr. McBouy, but sharper and more attentive, less emotional in general. More like me, in short. More, dare I say, asexual?”

“You dare say it alrighty,” Bones growled.

“Ah,” said Rocketpants. “I see your point. The crew in general is more sexually satisfied so they lack sexual tension on duty and it improves their performance.”

“Exactly, Captain,” said Stack.

“Bah, it's only been three days, we don't have enough data to make conclusions yet,” said Bones.

“I agree, Doctor,” said Stack. “I plan to continue taking measurements indefinitely. This is a fascinating phenomenon.”

“Even if we were more efficient, I don't know if I could stand a ship full of Stacks ... no offense, Mr. Stack,” said Bones.

“None taken, Doctor,” said Mr. Stack. “Though I suspect you will find yourself more tolerant as the implants have their effect on you.”

“What, Stack, I haven't personally taken any implants,” Bones growled, fairly sure he had been insulted in some way.

“Of course not, Doctor, but Nurse Syrius has, and you have helped her test them, and I can tell it has relaxed you considerably. You're 36 percent more relaxed than I expected you to be during this discussion.”

“You have actual percentages of expectations for behavior by the people around you, Stack?” Bones asked.

“Why, yes,” said Stack. “Doesn't everybody?”


Chapter 12

I call the Captain's chair!

“Your pussy smells like man cum and flowers,” Yowoman Basquethed observed.

“Yours smells like woman cum and man cum,” replied Silky. They were naked, in Silky's bed, tied together in 69 by the men who had been fucking them a while ago. They'd been all for it ... trying out the oral clit/clit clit interactions with both of them engaged had been an item on both of their lists.

“For science, you know,” Brandy had said with an impish smile.

They were both bisexual, but not all that bisexual, in the sense that most of their lesbian activities had been for the purpose of cranking up the libidos of male lovers.

So they'd enthusiastically gone after each others' pussies with their wrists tied to each other's ankles while the men who'd just fucked them sat and watched and cheered them on. It was entertainment for everybody. They'd even let the guys make holograms of them having sex. Both of them had plenty of naked holos of themselves doing various sexy things out there on Starnet: who didn't?

Now the guys were gone, leaving them tied up, saying they'd be back in a few hours or days. Brandy and Silky didn't mind. The ropes tying them together were not especially tight, and they had both spent enough time writhing in ropes for the entertainment of various Masters and Mistresses to know how to escape from them easily if they wanted to. They were basically just enjoying a postcoital buzz, talking face to pussy.

And Silky's pussy really did smell like man cum and flowers. If it hadn't been recently fucked it would probably smell like a fresh bouquet and nothing else. That was the nature of Aurion pussies. Many suspected there had been some genetic modification to create that effect in Aurion's distant past, but there was no historical evidence one way or the other.

“I don't think I've stopped fucking for the last two days,” said Silky. “Except when I've been on duty, of course.”

“Yeah, same here,” said Brandy. “As soon as I got that clit in, it was off to the races and I haven't stopped. Been one long booty call, and every time my booty has called, men have answered.”

“Women, too,” said Silky, planting a big kiss on Brandy's clit, which was inches from her nose.

“Yep,” Brandy replied, kissing Silky's clit. “This must be what it feels like to be a man who gets laid a lot.”

“No, it's not even close to that,” said Silky.

“Whaddya mean?” asked Brandy.

“I mean, it's different for men,” said Silky. “We've never had a booty call go unanswered. Even the best looking, most successful men experience that a lot.”

“I dunno about that,” said Brandy.

“You know what I mean,” replied Silky. “OK, you might have had a couple of men turn your down for a few of the many, many booty calls you've made. But for men, getting turned down is normal. For a lot of them, a successful booty call is rare. Even sexy, successful men like Jimmy have their share of turn-downs. So for your average human male, there's a huge element of triumph that we don't experience, because for us, a successful booty call is just business as usual.”

“I never thought of it that way before,” said Brandy.

“Yeah, I never did either until I started hanging out in human space,” said Silky. “It's been noted by almost every Aurion woman who's spent time among humans.”

“So it's different for you Aurions, eh?” Brandy asked.

“Very different, we're slavegirls,” said Silky. “If an Aurion male wants sex, he just takes a girl.”

“I thought Aurion women ruled in your culture,” Brandy said.

“We do,” said Silky. “Our men do whatever we like. But we also see to it that they are very satisfied sexually. If not, they become restive and uncooperative. Violent, aggressive. Like human males, in short.”

“Ah,” said Brandy.

They lay silent for a few moments.

“So, you think maybe the women will take over the ship now?” Brandy asked.

“Probably not today,” said Silky. “If it happens at all, it will happen over time. And of course, you are humans, not Aurions ... it might not happen at all. But most of what I have experienced among humans makes me think it will happen ... eventually.”

“I call the Captain's chair!” Brandy said.

“I think you'll need a mighty big crowbar to get Jimmy's butt out of that chair, sis,” said Silky.

“True enough,” said Brandy. “But you know, I might do better now in my job. I've always enjoyed it, but ... and you must never tell anyone I said this ... when I get back on duty, I REALLY like it now. It's like a rest from all the sex.”

“Oh, I know exactly what you mean,” said Silky. “The sex is great, but it's kind of overwhelming. Being able to think normal thoughts about mundane things is a nice break from constant mind-blowing blowjobs, assfucks and fuck fucks.”

“And the weird thing is, though, by the end of my shift, it's right back to the blowjobs,” said Brandy. “With just as much enthusiasm as before.”

“The recuperative powers of the human mind and libido are not to be underestimated,” said Silky. “It's pretty much the same with Aurion libidos and minds.”

“Yes, I imagine Mr. Stack is the only person on the ship who isn't engaging in sex orgies alternating with work,” said Brandy.

“What a pervert!” Silky laughed.

“Yeah, those Bulkans are the WORST!” Brandy laughed.


Chapter 13

Every time he stepped out into the corridor, a woman would pop out of her room, see him, and pull him into her room, where she would beg him to help her try out her new oral clit.

Rocketpants staggered into his quarters. His uniform was wrinkled and his hair was unkempt. His face was blank, except for a dopey smile.

It had taken him two hours to get out of the recreation deck after meeting Brandy there for a booty call. Every time he stepped out into the corridor, a woman would pop out of her room, see him, and pull him into her room, where she would beg him to help her try out her new oral clit.

Rocketpants was a man with pride, a man with standards, a man who had always thought of himself as one who would NEVER turn down a blowjob from a pretty woman, which described most of the female crew of the Participation Prize. He'd never noticed how attractive his crew was before, but it was true. He'd noticed it now that it felt like he had fucked almost every woman on the ship. Being healthy and young had its advantages: not a one of them over a century, by Rocketpants's estimate.

Getting to his quarters had been a mighty feat of endurance and power. He was so drowsy. He sat in his chair for a moment. Even McBouy had complained about it, he thought drowsily.

“Jim, Vari is like a freaking REMORA and I'm her shark,” McBouy had confessed. “As soon as I get in from my shift she's all over me, and then she's got my cock in her mouth and that's it for the rest of the night, or the day, or whatever, my cock is somewhere in her body the whole time.”

“It appears to be agreeable to you, Bones,” said Rocketpants. “You're looking VERY good.”

“I sleep VERY soundly,” said McBouy, “with my cock in Vari's mouth the whole time. It's like a freaking pacifier to her. I mean, I'm not COMPLAINING mind you, it's just ... just ... hard to explain.”

“You're a doctor, not a pacifier, dammit?” Rocketpants asked.

“I knew you'd understand,” McBouy had said.

When he collapsed on his bed a moment later, Rocketpants fell asleep fully dressed.

But he did feel great when he woke up a few hours later.

“We've convened this meeting of the ships council to take stock of the threat posed by the sexual technology of the Collar Empire to the citizens of the Agglomeration,” said Rocketpants, sitting in the executive boardroom, which was just a long room with comfy chairs and purple curtains and very good hologram recording tech.

“I suggest their culture may pose a hidden threat as well,” added Mr. Stack.

“Really?” Rocketpants asked.

“I feel it is an issue worth examining,” said Mr. Stark. “Especially as we are fortunate enough to have Ensign Thiess with us to give us her insights.”

“I had not thought of their culture presenting a problem,” said Rocketpants. “Let's dive right into that then. What are your thoughts on the matter, Mr. Stack?”

“My thoughts are very speculative in nature, I want to make that clear from the outset,” said Mr. Stack. “But here they are. As we all know, the Collar Empire sexual culture differs considerably from ours. It has very strong elements of male domination and female submission, much more so than in the more egalitarian sexual cultures of Earth and most Agglomeration species, with the possible exception of the Aurions.”

Silky nodded agreement, listening carefully.

“One of the things I was concerned about with this new sexual tech was whether or not it would have a side effect of changing the sexual dynamics of the crew,” Stack continued. “And it appears to have done so, but not in the direction I anticipated. It feared that it would create a more male dominant/female submissive dynamic. But from what I have heard from various crewmembers, it's been just the opposite, sexually. The female crewmembers are much more aggressive in seeking sexual liaisons with male crewmembers. Feel free to correct me if I'm wrong there.”

“Oh, I think you have it exactly right, Mr. Stack,” said Rocketpants.

“No arguments here,” said McBouy.

“Ensign Thiess, what are your thoughts?” asked Rocketpants.

“I think in general Mr. Stack is correct,” said Silky. “I have observed the same general interest in sex among female crewmembers, and it's obviously because of the Collar Empire sexual tech. But in addition, I've spoken with an Aurion Master, a Master Narge Pantraff, about the origins of the Collar Empire sexual dynamic. He said it was something very similar to the origins of the Aurion sexual dynamic. In their early history, when they were evolving from humanoid stock, the Collar Empire species evolved toward great sexual dysmorphia, with the males being much larger and stronger than the females, as is the case with many humanoid species, including humans, but the dysmorphia was much greater among the Collar Empire humanoids. As most of you who have seen Collar Empire males in person can attest.”

Everyone at the table nodded. Collar Empire males were indeed imposing creatures.

“Something similar happened on Aurion,” Silky continued, “though our males were not quite as large as Collar Empire males, though they are quite muscular and certainly large enough.”

More nodding. Everyone had seen holos of Aurion males.

“As you know, after a time, we Aurion females evolved pheromonal controls that helped us compensate for the extreme sexual dysmorphia in our species,” said Silky. “It worked because it had a side effect of making Aurion males who were under the control of females more cooperative and more attentive fathers to our offspring. Survival rates among tribes of Aurions who had pheromonally controlled males were much higher than the survival rates of other tribes, because they were simply better competitors -- as large as the more aggressive Aurion males, but much more cooperative and better communicators with one another and also, frankly, more intelligent. Eventually, all tribes were pheromonally controlled and we had the Aurion society you know now, in which the males are controlled, though we still have the maledom/femsub dynamic imprinted into our sexual behavior, we do it for pleasure and for business success, not in every aspect of our lives.”

McBouy smiled wryly at “success in business.” He knew she meant the scan the Aurion Syndicate had pulled on the Agglomeration for a long time. So many men had thought they could control the Aurion slavegirls, only to discover things worked the other way around. McBouy personally considered it just desserts, as did most Agglomeration people.

“But what about the Collar Empire people?” Bones asked.

“I was getting to that,” said Silky. “They had pretty much the same experience we did, with one major difference: their pheromonal control was not one way. It was two-way.”

“Two way how?” asked Rocketpants. “You mean the Collar Empire men controlled the Collar Empire women with pheromones, too?”

“Not initially, and maybe not at all, as I understand it,” said Silky. She had thought about this very question. “This is stuff I have teased out of what Narge said, it's implications rather than direct statements, but I had the impression that Narge was saying that Collar Empire women initially controlled Collar Empire men with pheromones, but that Collar Empire men learned to be aware of the effect of those pheromones, and how to respond to them in various ways, perhaps including pheromonal releases of their own. It became a communication thing, rather than a control thing.”

“Ah,” said Rocketpants.

“That might explain the hypersexual behavior the Collar Empire people exhibit on their recreation decks,” McBouy mused.

“It's very similar to Aurion sexual behavior duing non-duty hours,” said Silky. “I would suspect it's a function of maledom/femsub sexuality more than anything else. But perhaps the pheromonal communication amplifies it in some way.”

“There is still a lot we do not know about the Collar Empire people,” said Rocketpants.

“I think I can shed some light on the question that was raised during our last meeting, about the command structure in the Collar Empire, specifically, slavegirls having power,” said Brandy.

“So what did you find out?” asked Rocketpants.

“And how did you find it out?” asked Silky while maintaining a straight face.

“I spoke with a number of Collar Empire Masters on several visits to their ship, for research purposes,” said Brandy.

Everybody nodded knowingly. Much research had been done on that ship.

“I asked them at various times about what they did and who they reported to, that kind of thing,” said Brandy. “And the results were all over the place. The Masters held all kind of jobs, from exec level stuff or close to it, to ... and I kid you not ... ship's historian. I actually asked if they had a ship's grammarian. Remember, the Don't Make Me Come In There is a warship. And the Masters report to men sometimes, women sometimes, it varies.”

“Who does the ship's historian report to?” Rocketpants asked.

“I knew someone would ask that question,” Brandy said. “He reports to a man, the Ship's Director of Information Services. I do gather that the ship's historian is kind of a one-man operation, but still ... anyway, there's absolutely no link between the ship's social structure and its command structure that I could see. In fact, I discovered that the Master of Babe In Chief is a member of the ship's ecosystem management team, and not a high-ranking member, either. Basically he's the equivalent of a farmer.”

“She has a single man who's her Master?” Rocketpants asked.

“Yes, many of the crew there do,” said Brandy. “It's their equivalent of marriage, as I understand it, like the Aurions.”

“Don't the Aurion men have harems, with multiple wives?”

“Sometimes,” said Silky. “Most of them find one is all they want or need. There's no prescription against multiple slavegirls in Aurion culture, but as a practical matter, monogamy is more common.”

“Plus if an Aurion slavegirl doesn't want to share her Master, she sees to it that he doesn't want other slavegirls,” said McBouy.

“Yes, it does tend to work out that way,” Silky said. “Anyway, we're talking about the Collar Empire. And Brandy does seem to have discovered some interesting information. I would never have guessed that a high caste slavegirl like the Babe In Chief would wind up with a low caste person like a farmer.”

“He's not exactly a farmer,” said Brandy. “He doesn't grow food crops, or crops of any kind, they have replicators just like we do. He manages ecosystems, like the tiny portion of sea they have on the ship's beach. And I don't think they have castes.”

“You seem to have drilled right down into the Collar Empire people,” said Rocketpants.

“Well, to be fair, some of them were drilling me pretty good,” said Brandy with her impish smile. “I heard no mention of castelike social structures when talking with any of them. They have two different definitions of themselves, one based on their work, one based on their sexuality. Except for the asexuals, I know they have asexuals, but I have no idea what's going on with them, except that they are respected. It's part of their whole relaxed approach to sexuality.”

“I am having trouble reconciling a strong maledom/femsub sexuality with a relaxed approach to sexuality,” said McBouy, shaking his head. “It seems to me it would be just the opposite.”

“I think I may have an answer on that one,” said Brandy. “As Mr. Stack has noted, there seems to be more efficiency, not less, among the ship's crew during duty hours. We're not slacking, we're getting sharper. Now why might that be?”

“Because it's a break from all the goddamn fucking!” growled McBouy.

“Exactly, doctor!” Brandy agreed. “I have noticed it myself, when I'm on duty, I'm so much more alert and attentive than I was before, I ENJOY it more, and I think it's because it IS a break from all the fucking, and also because I'm, you know ... very satisfied, if you know what I mean.”

There was nodding all around the table. Everybody knew what Brandy meant, from personal experience.

“I'd suggest that our decreased sexual tension makes us more like Mr. Stack ... more asexual, when we're on duty,” said Brandy. “No offense, Mr. Stack.”

“None taken, Brandy,” said Stack. “I take it as a compliment, in fact.”

“It's meant as one, Mr. Stack,” Brandy said, smiling. She and Stack had not always been on the best terms, as he clearly felt she was a deeply emotional being at times, and it was nice to connect with him. “I think this increased asexuality when on duty might be the secret to the Collar Empire's egalitarianism. Think about it ... if the Collar Empire people have been experiencing this for a long time ... centuries, perhaps thousands of years ... they would tend to judge people at work in asexual terms, without any concern for gender ... as Bulkans do, I believe, Mr. Stark.”

“We do indeed, Brandy,” said Mr. Stark. “Any Bulkan can hold almost any position in our society, their gender does not matter. Any Bulkan who insisted on judging professional worth on the basis of gender would be considered illogical.”

“And illogic is the great sin for Bulkans,” Brandy said.

“It's not a sin, it's just illogical,” said Mr. Stack. “Morality does not enter into it.”

“Fine, it's simply illogical,” Brandy said, sighing inwardly. “Point is, we're being more asexual on the job, because we're getting so much sex off the job. Over time, this may be a good thing all around.”

“For some of us, maybe,” said Rocketpants with a smile. ”But I certainly can't fault your logic. Excellent work, Yowoman.”

“Thank you, Captain,” said Brandy. Rocketpants had immediately understood the unstated background to her observations: there were no women in command positions on the Participation Prize, save for Brandy as head of Communications, which under a Captain like Rocketpants was little more than a glorified receptionist position. This had not gone unnoticed by the ship's female crewmembers. And the notion that this situation was based purely on competence did not go far among the ship's female crewmembers, either. They tended to ascribe it more to lingering sexism in the Agglomeration military.

“So this sexual tech may bring sweeping structural changes to most Agglomeration societies, but of a benevolent kind,” said Stack. “Fascinating.”

“Yes, fascinating, to be guinea pigs in a social experiment conducted by a society of powerful kinksters,” said McBouy.

“I'm not sure it's an experiment, Captain,” said Silky. “I mean, they're not the ones who brought the tech to the Participation Prize. I'm the one who asked for it.”

“Imagine that, dangling a shiny new toy in front of someone from a less advanced civilization,” said McBouy. “No telling what will happen, eh?”

“Yes, good point, Doctor,” Silky agreed. “We need to consider the possibility that this was done with an eye to its social effects.”

“Very good point, Ensign, I will make sure a copy of the log of this discussion is flagged and sent to fleet intelligence with a priority note,” said Rocketpants. “We'll have our top intelligence analysis AIs and sociology AIs on it, I'm sure. In the meantime, the ship will act as a lab for this phenomenon. I want Mr. Stark, Dr. McBouy, Yowoman Basquethed and Ensign Thiess to work together to come up with some kind of testing regimen that will measure crewmember's attitudes about the things that may be affected by this tech: sexual egalitarianism, increased efficiency, sexual satisfaction, all the things we've discussed. Because you can be sure that the analysts at Fleet headquarters will be wanting something along those lines shortly after they get our log.”

“We could do that, it would be interesting,” said Brandy.

“You're just saying that because of all the off-duty sex, sis,” said Silky with a smirk.

“Yes, I am,” said Brandy, smirking right back.

“How many asexuals have we got on this ship?” asked Thiess idly as she sat in a conference room with Stark, McBouy and Brandy. Stark had convened the working committee immediately after the exec committee meeting because that's just how Stark rolled, also because he considered it a top priority.

“I dunno, I would guess around two or three,” said McBouy. “It's not a common condition, as it is counterproductive evolutionarily. I suspect it won't be enough for a reasonable sized control group. But we should probably test them anyway, just to get some baseline numbers for people totally unaffected by the new tech.”

“Asexuals may be useful as a baseline, doctor, but we shall also need some controls among the more sexually normal crew,” Stark observed.

“What the hell does that mean?” Silky asked.

“We are going to have to ask some sexually active crewmembers to abstain from sex so we can measure their degrees of sexual egalitarianism and so forth,” said Stark.

“Oh, NO!” said Silky and Brandy simultaneously.

“Not necessarily you two,” McBouy said. “We need typical crew members, you two were much more sexually active than the average crewmember before the clit tech arrived.”

“Whew, that's a relief!” said Brandy. “I never knew being the ship's slut would come in so handy!”

“I feel you, sister!” Silky said, grinning.

McBouy rolled his eyes.

“Of course, it might be nice to have controls for the more sexually active crewpersons, too,” he said.

“NOOOOOOOOO!” Brandy and Silky shouted, then broke down laughing, causing McBouy to flash a wry smile that did not go unnoticed by Stark. He would have to work hard to maintain scientific objectivity here. Humans had a long way to go before they could be said to have obtained Bulkan levels of objectivity.


Chapter 14

There were well over a hundred dots representing the Klaxonite fleet, and a couple dozen of them were huge Klaxonite Cheetoh class Destroyers, and even half a dozen or so Klaxonite Doodle class Dreadnoughts.

“We have a high priority message from the Don't Make Me Come In There, Captain,” Brandy's voice said loudly and insistently as Rocketpants lay cuddled next to a naked crewmember. He swore softly and rose from his bunk, put on his Captains' bathrobe, and answered the comm.

“What is it, Yowoman?” he asked, mindful of proper protocol even in his off duty hours and in his personal quarters.

”The Sexy Exec of the Don't Make Me Come In There wants permission to teleport you over immediately,” Brandy replied.

Rocketpants checked his bathrobe to make sure it was belted tightly, then nodded. He knew the Collar Empire people didn't care if he arrived naked or not, but HE did. “Permission granted,” Rocketpants said, with a glance at the sleeping crewmember. He didn't even remember her name, which was atypical for him. Lately, he'd slept with so many crewmembers, it had been something of an impossibility to remember all their names.

A moment later Rocketpants found himself standing on the bridge of the Don't Make Me Come In There.

Sexy Exec Roxy McCloskey sat in the Captains' chair.”

“Thank you for coming over, Captain,” Roxy said, smiling.

“No problem, I was off duty, so dressed a little informally,” said Rocketpants, smiling back. “What's up?”

“I thought I'd let you know that the Klaxonites have a fleet of cloaked ships approaching us,” said Roxy.

“Cloaked, you say?” Rocketpants asked.

“Yes, cloaked, but our detection tech is well above theirs, and so the cloaking does not really work against us. Don't worry, the fleet is still two hours away, but we thought you should know.”

“How big is the fleet?” asked Rocketpants.

“Respectable sized,” said Roxy. “Looks like about three dozen capital ships and about a hundred warhorns.”

“Holy crap!” said Rocketpants.

“Yes, like I said, respectable,” said Roxy.

“So what are your plans?” Rocketpants asked.

“We plan to stay here and accept their surrender,” said Roxy calmly. “We've analyzed the technology they have from the three warhorns we captured earlier. They don't have anything this ship can't handle.”

“All of them?” Rocketpants asked. “I mean, a hundred warhorns, that's a LOT of firepower.”

“Irrelevant, they have nothing that can penetrate our shields and no defenses against our weapons,” said Roxy. “They'll get pretty much the same treatment your ship and the other three Klaxonite ships got earlier. We don't plan to kill anyone if we can help it ... and we can.”

“That's very ... nice ... of you,” Rocketpants said. “I do not know if it will discourage the Klaxonites. Learning does not appear to be a major feature of their culture.”

“Oh, we've studied their culture,” said Roxy. ”Their ship's files were most enlightening, as were yours. We think we can ensure that they will not try this again.”

“Can the Participation Prize be of any help in furthering this plan?” Rocketpants asked.

“I'm afraid not, Captain,” said Roxy. “Your ship just doesn't have the weaponry to handle the Klaxonite fleet, or the sheilding. You know that as well as I do. We'll shield your ship so it comes to no harm during the engagement, which should take about ten minutes.”

“Well, I'm glad you'll shield us from the Klaxonite fleet,” said Rocketpants. “But we would feel a lot more comfortable about it if we had control over our helm and our weapons systems.”

“No problem,” said Roxy. “We will return control of your helm to you, and also of your shields and your anti-missile systems. We will not return control of your offensive weapons. We don't want you hurting the Klingons. Killing them will be counterproductive -- it will only enrage them.”

“We would not attack them unprovoked,” said Rocketpants.

“I know,” said Roxy. “But you think of them as real threats, because their technology is roughly on par with yours. So you are likely to perceive provocation where we would perceive none, because we KNOW they are harmless to us. You see?”

“I suppose we shall have to trust you on this,” said Rocketpants.

“Yes, you can do that, but with control of your helm, you can leave the area,” said Roxy. “With a two hour lead, they don't have a ship that can get close enough to you to engage before you can reach Agglomeration space.”

Rocketpants nodded. “We have a choice then,” he said. “We'll stay.”

“That was quick,” Roxy observed.

“There's a reason an Agglomeration warship has a single exec,” said Rocketpants. “Quick decisions are necessary in combat and often in other circumstances when you're doing exploratory work. In this case, it's a no-brainer. Your tech is well in advance of ours, your benevolent intentions are manifest, and we might learn something if we stick around. We will probably be safer in your shields than if we chose to flee. But we will have our defensive weapons at the ready and our engines ready to get us out of the area, just in case.”

“Of course, Captain,” said Roxy. “Reasonable precautions that I would take if our positions were reversed.”

Rocketpants nodded.

“As always you are unreasonably reasonable, Roxy,” he said. “And very good with reversed positions.”

“If I weren't on duty, I would definitely consider that a flirtation and would definitely take you up on it, Captain,” said Roxy, smiling.

“I'm off duty, what a shame,” said Rocketpants. “Your tech has transformed my ship into an interstellar orgy, you know.”

“Oh, we suspected it would,” said Roxy. “Don't let me take you away from your slavegirls, then. By the way, your ship CAN help us in the post-battle work. Very much. We'll talk about it later.”

“I'm sure we'll help you if we can,” said Rocketpants, puzzled, as he was dematerialized and sent back to his ship.

Rocketpants sat at the command chair, with the ship at general quarters, all hands prepared for maneuvers, but there was no manuevering going on. The Klaxonite fleet was on the ship's detection system, soon to be in weapons range and closing fast.

There were, as Roxy had said, well over a hundred dots representing the Klaxonite fleet, and a couple dozen of them were huge Klaxonite Cheetoh class Destroyers, and even half a dozen or so Klaxonite Doodle class Dreadnoughts.

If the Participation Prize had been facing them alone, heading away at top speed would have been the only option. But the ship's sensors revealed an extremely powerful field surrounding the ship, something the ship's weapons couldn't penetrate -- and neither could the Klaxonite's weapons.

So the Participation Prize remained where it was.

“Captain, we are being hailed by the approaching fleet,” said Brandy, fulfilling ship's receptionist duties as always.

“Put them through, Yowoman.” said Rocketpants.

“Yes, Ma ... Captain,” Brandy said, slipping up a bit.

A large and bumpy Klaxonite face appeared on the screen.

“Captain Rocketpants, I believe?” said the face.

“Speaking,” said Captain Rocketpants.

“I am Admiral Krush of the Klaxonite Third Fleet,” said the face. Behind Krush, a group of serious-looking Klaxonites scowled at the screen. “I am pleased to meet you. We have good reports of your ship's conduct earlier ... you fought well until the Collar Empire people ruined it all. For that reason, I offer you surrender with honor. Our dispute is not with you at the moment.”

“It is very kind of you to offer us surrender with honor,” said Rocketpants. He was well aware that this was about the best terms you could get from Klaxons of any kind if you were not victorious or at least at a draw, with both sides disabled. “I am not inclined to accept your offer.”

“Really, Captain, why not?” asked Admiral Krush. “Surely you see that you are greatly outnumbered.”

“The Collar Empire ship has offered us their protection, and we have accepted,” said Rocketpants. “We do not think you can beat them.”

“Captain, they have only one ship,” said Admiral Krush. “They have no chance against us. Neither do you.”

“I am afraid that you are about to discover the meaning of the phrase “Out of Context Problem,” Admiral,” Rocketpants replied.

“And I am afraid I will have to regard your vessel as an opposing vessel and destroy it, without your surrender, Captain,” said Admiral Krush.

“We shall see, Admiral,” said Rocketpants, apparently unruffled.

“We will rescue survivors if feasible after we have destroyed your ship,” said Krush, and the screen went blank.

“Shields on full, Mr. Woof,” said Rocketpants. “We will be ready to fight and flee, if we have to.”

“Yes, Captain,” replied Woof, activating the ship's shields.

The Klaxonite ships, emboldened by the absence of attacks from the Collar Empire ship or the Participation Prize, came very close to their prey, to a range where beam weapons could burn through shields very rapidly and bore holes in a ship. Rocketpants watched anxiously -- he was gambling his life, and more stressfully, the lives of every Participation Prize crewmember, on the Collar Empire's promise. It was a rational decision based on what he knew, but it still felt incredibly stupid to let the Klaxons get so close uncontested.

“The Klaxonite ships are powering up their alpha beams and their ultra masers, sir,” Woof noted.

“Understood, Mr. Woof,” said Rocketpants.

A moment later all hell attempted to break loose as every ship in the Klaxonite fleet sent ravening beams of destruction at the Don't Make Me Come In There as well as launching missiles at such short range that they could not fail to strike their stationary targets. The vast majority of the beams and missiles were targeted at the Don't Make Me Come In There but enough were aimed at the Participation Prize to reduce it to a pile of glowing slag, several times over.

The sheer volume of beams and missiles aimed at the Don't Make Me Come In There should have rendered it into so many subatomic particles exploding through a superheated volume of space where the ship had been.

But neither event occurred, both ships simply floated in space while missiles and beam weapons spent themselves fruitlessly against their shields.

“Nothing is getting through the Collar Empire shield, Captain,” Woof announced. “Not even subatomic leakage.”

“Excellent,” said Rocketpants.

After about of minute of simply absorbing everything the Klaxonites could throw at them, the Don't Make Me Come In There used their weapon, whatever it was, and suddenly all the Klaxonite ships stopped hurling incredible energies at the two ships, and were silent, floating in space.

“Shields are down on all Klaxonite ships,” Mr. Woof announced. “No weapons are engaged. They are not communicating either. They appear to be disabled.”

“Excellent, Mr. Woof, it appears that the Collar Empire estimates of the Klaxonite capabilities and their own were completely accurate.”

“The Don't Make Me Come In There is hailing us, Captain,” Brandy announced.

“Onscreen,” Rocketpants said.

Babe In Chief O'Roses appeared onscreen, smiling.

“The military portion of our engagement is over,” she announced. “All of the Klaxon ships are disabled. Thank you for trusting our capabilities, Captain.”

“It seemed a safe bet,” said Rocketpants, sighing with relief inwardly. “What now?”

”We are going to ask for your help now,” said O'Roses. 

”How can we help?” Rocketpants said. His curiosity had been nagging at him for some time.

And O'Roses explained what was next on the agenda.

“Do we have such capabilities, Yowoman Basquethed?” Rocketpants asked afterward.

“Of course, Captain, it's well within our abilities,” said Brandy. She gave an evil smile. “We will do a great job, I'm sure.”

“Looks like you will have your assistance, Babe-in-Chief,” said Rocketpants.

“Thank you so much, Captain,” O'Roses said. “I knew I could count on you and your crew.”


Chapter 15

His balls and cock were floating above his body, lazily swinging about as he floated in the air currents created by the ship's life support system.

Admiral Krusher floated in space in his ship, surrounded by his crew, who were also floating in space.

It was a disaster. None of their weapons had had the least effect on the Collar World ship. There had been much debate among the Klaxonite High Council concerning whether or not the fleet should be sent out. Everyone knew you did not treat Out of Context phenomena lightly. But the general feeling was that just one ship, no matter how powerful, could not stand up to the kind of destructive power represented by the Third Fleet, and might even fold without a fight. Krush himself had been in favor of sending the fleet. It had made so much sense.

But now, as he floated in space, unable to move, watching his other crewmembers floating in space, he wondered if it had been such a good idea.

Some of his crewmembers were naked, he noticed. They looked very silly and improper.

Moments later Krush looked down and yes, he was naked, too.

That is when he knew that sending out the fleet had been a TERRIBLE idea. His balls and cock were floating above his body, lazily swinging about as he floated in the air currents created by the ship's life support system.

He wanted to shout orders at the crew, he knew he was TRYING to, but nothing was happening. He was as helpless as a Klaxon woman in a sex harness when her time is upon her, moaning in lust, except that he wasn't a woman and he wasn't howling in lust through a gag, and he was floating in space instread of strapped into to a sex sling -- but other than that, exactly the same.

He gazed at his exec, floating before him in air, also unable to move, his eyes wide, obviously just as frightened and frustrated as Krush himself. It was a disgusting situation to be in. Beyond his exec, other crewmembers floated, just as unmoving, and just as naked.

This situation seemed to last forever, but it may only have been ten minutes. It was hard to say, as the ship's chronometer was behind him and he couldn't see it.

Krush had of course read the reports of the three warhorns from the initial engagement with the Collar Empire ship. So far, this was going exactly the same, except the full fleet was getting the treatment and everyone's clothes had been removed. Next the field that was holding them helpless would go away and they would have to send their Speakers To Unclaimed Slaves to participate in humiliating negotiations.

(Like most Klaxonites, Krush believed that negotiating was essentially humiliating in and of itself. You only negotiated because you had not achieved victory, which was humiliating. The proper relationship between Klaxons and other species was that Klaxons gave orders and other species obeyed. That's why Speaker to Unclaimed Slaves was generally regarded as a punishment post on most Klaxonite warhorns.}

Then glowing blue people appeared on the bridge of the ship. They scurried about, using strange technology to do things, one of which, Krush knew from the reports of the initial encounter, was to ransack his ship's computers for data.

Well, they would have no luck on that. The ship's computer had been thoroughly scrubbed of all classified data files. The Collar Empire would learn nothing from the Invidious Executioner's computers.

The Collar Empire invaders also released a number of orbs which floated in the air at various positions. Dull black circles located at various points in the orbs and a couple of projections that might have been antennae were their only decoration.

They bothered Krush, there had been no reports of such devices from the original encounter.

In a very short time the Collar Empire people were through. But before they left, the Agglomeration crew showed up on the bridge, also wearing a blue glow.

Krush eyed these new arrivals with deep suspicion. There had been no mention of Agglomeration crews showing up on ships in the original encounter. This was almost certainly Not Good.

The Agglommeration crewmembers approached him. They were all female. They were giggling, pointing and laughing. At him. And at all the other Klaxonite warriors bobbing about on the bridge.

It was unbearably humiliating.

And it got worse.

“Congratuations, Klaxonites, I'm sure you will be happy to know that we are going to spare your lives,” came the voice of Babe in Chief O'Roses over the ship's loudspeakers. “Nor shall we torture you. I, Attar O'Roses, captain of the Don't Make Me Go In There, guarantee it. Ok, what we're about to do is not regarded as torture in the usual way, but you probably won't like it. We're going to activate your ship's navigation consoles now. Your drives are disabled, so they will be useless for moving your ships, but they WILL show your ship's location. Surprise! You're home!”

And sure enough, the ship's navigation monitors came up on the big bridge tactical screen, and they showed that the ship was navigating Gargul 4, the homeworld of the Klaxonite Empire. Krush could see the screen, unlike some other bridge crew who were floating with their heads pointing in the wrong direction. (The ship's helmsman, for example had floated straight up and had a really close-up view of the top bulkhead, which he did not really appreciate.)

The Agglomeration crew now approached Admiral Krush. One of the women grabbed his ankle and pulled him down on a level with her. They nodded, clearly, he was the one they wanted.

“You will probably be very unhappy to hear this,” O'Roses voice said in unmistakably gloating tones, “but the floating orbs we have placed throughout your ships are holovid cameras. They'll record your glorious arrival here. And we'll be beaming what the cameras record to all your public channels on Gargul IV and throughout your Empire, so your citizens can share in your glorious arrival and know that you are safe. Starting ... now.”

A small light came on each of the floating orbs.

Krush realized he was naked, floating in space, and in the hands of alien females. He wanted to roar his defiance and anger at these circumstances, but he could not roar. It was the most horrible thing ever.

Then it got worse.

The Agglomeration females began DECORATING him. Of course, Admiral Krush was one of the most decorated warriors in the Klaxonite armada, but these were not martial decorations. Au contraire. First, they put a shiny party hat with a fuzzy ball on top of it on Krunch's head. Then they painted his fingernails bright red. They put lipstick and eye shadow on him. They also put some fake tattoos on him, including the infamous Tramp Stamp on his left butt cheek. They also sprinkled glitter all over his body, and some of it stuck.

Finally, they stuck a butt plug with a fuzzy bunny tail up his butt, with much happy laughter.

And they talked while they worked and he could hear and understand them, they appeared to be speaking Imperial Klaxon. Which undoubtedly meant that all the people getting the picture could understand them.

”Their penises are all SO SMALL,” said one of the females. Like most alien females she did not go into heat at all, ever, hence was always in a sort of disgusting pseudo-heat that Klaxonite males found offensive. ”I wonder why that is?”

”Oh, I know, I read up about it in my exobiology course,” said another Agglomeration female. ”The Klaxon females go into heat every three months, during which time they will fuck anything and anyone ... just imagine Brandy or Silky with their blood full of Lovital. So there's no direct competition for the attention of Klaxonite females, they're either in heat or they're not, and when they're not they have no interest, and when they are in heat, they'll fuck any Klaxonite male -- Klaxonite women lose their sentience at such times, in fact. They have to be fed and taken care of. All the competition is between Klaxonite males for control of females in heat, which explains why Klaxonites are so obnoxious and also why they have such tiny cocks -- if you've got a cock at all, you're in business, so size is no issue.”

”Obnoxiousness is!” declared another as she sprinkled glitter on Krush's cock in very generous quantities.

Krush was in total hell at this point. The treatment he was being subjected to was bad enough. But knowing it was being beamed into Klaxonite homes all over Gargul IV and points beyohnd was TOO MUCH. And his helplessness to prevent any of it was also too much. Especially when the Agglomeration women began spinning him around in midair and laughing as his cock swung in a circle and glitter flew off it in an embarrassing arc.

The other crew members got the party hats and glitter tossed on them, but they didn't get the full attention of the Agglomeration females. The crew got a little humiliation -- more than enough, any of them would tell you ... but it was the execs who got singled out for pointed and personal humilation, and ALL of it was broadcast throughout the Empire.

The Agglomeration crews, as well as Collar Empire crews, visited every Klaxonite ship and spread the humiliation around very thoroughly. Every captain got the same treatment Krush did, with variations, of course.

Then the crews left the ships.

“Your ship's navigation systems will be returned to you in a few hours,” said O'Roses voice on all ships after the last Agglomeration/Empire crew returned to the ship, giggling merrily at what had to be the strangest combat assignment any of them had ever been given, and some of them had been given very strange assignments in the past. “Your defensive shields will be restored as well. Your offensive weapons will be spiked. Of course, you can still build new offensive weapons ... we're sure you will. But if your ships show up in our space with any intent to use those weapons in the future, rest assured, our next response will be more pointed: we will go after your High Council.”

And with those words, the Don't Make Me Go In There moved itself and the Participation Prize out of Klaxonite space, to the immediate vicinity of the Starer Into The Abyss station.

And Captain Krunch, his crew, and all the other Klaxonites suddenly regained control of their bodies.

They immediately began flailing about in space and bellowing in anger, spewing rich Klaxonite curses everywhere, the cameras left behind by the Don't Make Me Come In There faithfully recording their flailing and bellowing and beaming it down to the public channels in Klaxonite space.

All the crew knew how to navigate in zero gee, it was basic space academy training, and were soon back at their posts.

Captain Krush stabbed at the “All Hands” button on his command chair.

“Engineering restore gravity as soon as possible,” he barked. “All other hands are excused to return to their quarters and clean off the alien mess and put on a fresh uniform. Then return to station if you are on duty.”

There was much relieved nodding from the crew. It was an unusually sane and reasonable order, for a Klaxonite commander.

“Disparaging comments about one another's appearance will be considered aiding and abetting the enemy,” Krunch added. He feared he might lose some crew over that order, but probably not as many as he would lose from blood feuds if his crew were allowed to comment on one another's appearance.

Krush rose from his chair and almost ran to his quarters and ripped off the party hat and the fuzzy tail and showered to wash the glitter off, then got the makeup off. He had no idea how to get the fingernail polish and the tattoos off and decided to leave them for later.

Finally he put his uniform back on and headed back out to the bridge, where most of the crew had already returned. Of course they had, they didn't have to deal with the damned makeup and the tail.

”For the time being, pending instructions, we will not speak of this incident, except to refer to it as “the recent unpleasantness,” Krush ordered his crew.

Then he sighed and got on the fleetwide channel and issued orders, carefully keeping his still-decorated hands out of sight. It was damage control time for the fleet. He would take the full brunt of this failure, but before he did, he would minimize its cost as best he could. And if the High Command wanted his head on a stick, they could have it, as far as Krush was concerned. This entire engagement had been disgusting.

“So what was the point of the humiliation?” Rocketpants asked as he and Mr. Stack and Yowoman Basquethed and Ensign Thiess sat at a picnic table by the beach and drank victory beers, wines and double-fermented Geminian brandy and whatnot, accompanied by Babe in Chief O'Roses and Sexy Exec Roxy.

“To discourage the Klaxonites from invading us again,” said O'Roses. “Apparently, a simple demonstration of our technological superiority did not have any effect on their High Council's thinking processes. We still don't really want to kill any of them, given that they don't have the ability to kill us. So we decided to go the humiliation route.”

“If your dispute is with their High Council, why didn't you go after the High Council directly?” Silky asked.

Rocketpants grinned. It was a good question. He had a great team here.

“Because the direct route would have been a failure, by our analysis,” said O'Roses. “Suppose we had simply killed off all members of the High Council in retaliation for sending out their fleet to attack us? Our analysis indicates that we would soon face another, even larger fleet. That's because their successors would probably be in part composed of high-ranking warriors from the Klaxonite Armada. And the High Council having absorbed all the shame and guilt over the failure of the invasion, and paying for it with their lives, the warriors would happily blame the High Council for their failure. They'd probably pick some group or organization to scapegoat for the failure, and plan a new invasion that would inevitably succeed without the betrayal of the scapegoated group or organization.”

“Oh, yeah, we've had similar things happen in our history,” Randy said. “It's basically how the Nazis took over Germany after World War I. Well, that and a very badly managed economy. And government.”

“Yes, we've seen parallels to it on our worlds and others,” said O'Roses. “We had a period we call the Age of Kings that was full of that sort of bullshit. That's why we left the High Council intact. Hopefully, they will be able to maintain power. Which is another reason we made sure to humiliate their likely successors. Basically we want the current High Council in charge.”

“But what's to keep the High Council from making the same mistake they made before, and launch another invasion?” asked Silky. “They could just blame the warriors you humiliated for the failure.”

“The people who command a society can be remarkably stupid,” said O'Roses. “That's why I made a point of threatening the High Council personally in my broadcast. I wanted them to know that if they make any other invasions, I will hold them personally responsible. While that won't absolutely prevent them from sending out another fleet, it should make them think hard about any such fleet's chances of success. After all, if they fail, the High Council knows we will be coming for them, and our treatment of the Klaxon captains will show that the consequences we exact can be cruel.”

“Yes, I suspect that the Klaxonite warriors you humiliated would have much preferred to have been tortured by you,” said Rocketpants.

“Of course they would have,” said O'Roses. “It would have given them a chance to display honor, dignity and courage under pressure. They would have bragged about it. That's why we gave them no chance to resist and simply humiliated the living shit out of them. The warriors survived, but they will have no social currency. No Klaxonite will support them, you see? We've neutered them as a political force, and we've made the High Council look at the failure of any invasion of us as a personal threat to them. This does not guarantee that we will have no more invasions for a while, but it does decrease the odds of it occurring greatly, much more than an attack on the High Council ever would.”

“Yes, and I suppose simply humiliating the High Council would have the same effect that killing them would,” said Mr. Stack.

“Yes, in all likelihood it would destroy their social currency which would cause them to lose power, and their replacements would be the people most likely to want to invade us again,” said O'Roses.

“Remind me never to invade your space,” said Captain Rocketpants.

“Don't ever invade out space, Captain,” said O'Roses. “We won't do to you what we did to the Klaxonites, but we'll do the equivalent for your culture. You'll hate it just as much as the Klaxonites hate what happened to them.”

“Threat noted!” Rocketpants said.

“It was no threat, Captain,” said O'Roses. “We know damn well your intentions are peaceful, and you know damn well our intentions are peaceful. We'll get along just fine as allies.”

Rocketpants raised his beer glass. “I'll drink to that,” he said.


Chapter 16

A Game Changer

When they got back to the ship after the post-victory conference on the Don't Make Me Go In There, Silky headed straight to her quarters and accessed her secret line to the Aurion leadership. As she had hoped, her answer was waiting for her. As she had hoped, the answer was “Yes.” She had a new assignment, if she could manage it.

She erased the screen, knowing that would erase all existence of the message on her end. Then she spent some time sitting in her chair, staring into the distance, thinking about how to wangle that new assignment. Should be easy, but you never knew.

Brandy didn't go back to the ship after the victory conference. Instead she walked up to the person she thought of as the “beach concierge” (because that's what she was, whatever her actual title was) and said, “I”d like to spend some time on the recreation decks,” with a hopeful smile.

She'd made several trips to the recreation decks and loved each of them. But this one might be different.

“Is there anyone in particular you'd like to visit with?” the concierge asked.

“I enjoyed spending time with Master Grabthar earlier,” Brandy said. “I'd love to spend more time with him, if he's available.”

Brandy had chosen Grabthar almost at random. All the Collar World Masters were incredible men, men who put Jimmy Rocketpants in perspective.

“Let me check,” said the concierge, tapping on her tablet. she waited a minute or two, then nodded. “He IS available and would love to spend more time with you.”

“Wonderful!” said Brandy, smiling broadly. The chances of her getting what she wanted, other than some nice Master cock, just went up tremendously.

“You got any collars and cuffs and stuff lying around?” Brandy asked.

“Over there in those boxes, that's where we keep gear for visitors,” said the concierge.

Brandy hurried over to the indicated boxes, which where full of lovely clanking things. She quickly stripped off her clothes. On the Participation Prize in the old days, this would have been a nerve-wracking thing to do because of the nudity taboo. But that taboo had been CONSIDERABLY relaxed post-clit tech on the residential decks and in the recreational areas. It was not at all unusual to see naked crewmembers idly strolling the corridors there. The duty decks and the family deck still required full uniforms, and nobody minded, really. Even Brandy needed a break from all the sex every now and then. A very short break, and a very long now and then, granted.

She put on a collar, one of the ones with a built-in gag, and then put on shackles and cuffs, and finally attached a leash to the ring in her collar. She felt her clits getting warm just putting the gear on. She had had so MUCH fun on the recreation decks here. If this was how you got conditioned to being a happy little slavegirl, she was all for it.

By the time she got back to the concierge area, Master Grabthar was already stepping out of the teleport. He was a fine specimen of a Collar Empire man, standing about seven and a half feet tall, massively built with powerful muscles that she knew from experience were hard as rocks. His T-shirt bulged in all the right places and hung loose over his six-pack.

And he was the very definition of a gentleman. That's what just killed her about Aurion men ... they looked like absolute beasts, they were Masters in the sack, but they were also gentle and polite men outside the sack. It was a combination Brandy found absolutely devastating. In a very good way.

“Brandy!” said Master Grabthar, “so nice to see you again!'

“Nice to see you again, Master,” Brandy said, getting down on her knees and kissing Master Grabthar's feet, then sitting back on her heels and smiling up at him, her hands resting on her thighs. She knew the Collar Empire Masters liked that sort of thing.

“So what brings you here today?” Grabthar asked, reaching down and grabbing her leash. She was his now. Her clits all got a little wetter just thinking about it.

“I got an oral and anal clit installed, I was hoping to give them a treat with Grabthar's Hammer,” Brandy said with a gleam in her eyes. “I was also hoping for some more serious discussions.”

“Serious discussions?” Grabthar asked. “Sounds intriguing. Let's do them first. It's always best to play with Grabthar's Hammer with an empty mind.”

“Oh, yes Master,” said Brandy smiling. Actually, she kinda wanted to get fucked by Master Grabthar now, but she could wait, she could wait. She knew from experience it made the sex all the sweeter when you waited for it.

“Wanna just grab a table here to talk?” Grabthar asked.

“Well, actually, Master, I have been sitting at one of these tables for the last couple of ours, I could use something a little more comfy, maybe more intimate,” said Brandy.

“How about an alcove in a lounge down on the recreational decks?” suggested Grabthar. “We've got a great little lounge that recreates Age of Kings taverns down on deck 47.”

“Say no more, Master,” said Brandy smiling. “You had me at “alcove.”

They made their way to the transporters and in a trice they were on Deck 47, walking through doors made of rough-hewn wood into a large, dimly lit room with tables strewn about, and also several dance platforms with poles, and a couple of pits filled with sand.

“What is that, Master?” Brandy asked, pointing to the larger of the two pits.

“That's a fighting pit,” said Grabthar. “If guests wanted to settle disputes physically, they could come here and duke it out without being thrown out of the tavern.”

“Ah,” said Brandy. “And what about that pit?” she asked, pointing to the smaller of the pits which featured a short post with a collar attached to it by a long chain.

“That's the fucking pit,” said Grabthar. “There were often wagers made over the fights, and the loser sometimes used his slavegirl as the stakes. She would be chained there and used by the winner or given to him, depending on the terms of the bet.”

“Sounds exciting,” said Brandy.

“I'm sure it was,” said Grabthar. “In the Age of Kings, our lives were often short and brutal, and it made us careless with them. When we played, we tended to play for all the marbles.”

“I see,” said Brandy. She sensed a bit of shame in him when he spoke of the Age of Kings. Probably their equivalent of the Dark Ages.

Still, this was an Age of Kings themed tavern. It had probably been an important part of their history, just as the Dark Ages were an important part of Earth history.

Grabthar led them to a small room, one of many off to the side of the main room, some covered by curtains, some with the curtains opened.

The room they were in had a low table surrounded by many comfy cushions, resting against a wall that sloped gently upward. Grabthar found himself a comfy place among the cushions at the far end of the alcove, looking out over the room, and patted the cushions next to him. Brandy needed no further encouragement, she laid down beside him and snuggled up next to him, resting her head against his huge arm, curled toward him, one arm extended gracefully across his chest.

Grabthar glanced down at her.

“This more what you had in mind?” he asked.

“Oh, yes, Master,” she agreed. Her eyes had taken in the rings set in the wall and the collars attached to those ring in some cases, and the rings set in the table. “This appears to be a very intimate setting indeed.”

“Yes, in the Age of Kings taverns routinely offered their slavegirls to guests for use,” said Grabthar, “for a slight charge, of course.”

“Ah,” said Brandy. “They were whores.”

“Not at all,” said Grabthar. “They were slavegirls, they didn't get the money, their owner did. Whore would be a big step up for a slavegirl in the Age of Kings. She'd be a free woman, for one thing.”

“Sounds like a raw deal, Master,” said Brandy.

“It was,” said Grabthar. “Part of the general stupidity of ancient times. I'm sure you have your equvalents in the Agglomeration.”

“Yes, Master, we do,” said Brandy. “We just call it “history.”

Grabthar smiled. “There is much to learn from history, most of it appalling. But let's get on to those serious matters you spoke of, as soon as we get our drinks ordered.”

A naked Collar Empire slavegirl was at the entrance to the alcove. She dropped to her knees.

“What is your pleasure, Master?” she asked.

“I'll have a house dark ale, with some nutmeg,” said Grabthar. “What about you girl?”

“I would like a glass of white wine, Master,” said Brandy.

“See to it, girl,” said Grabthar to the girl kneeling before them.

“Yes, Master,” she said softly, rising to her knees and gliding away, her butt swaying sweetly.

“What if your pleasure had been for her to serve you sexually, Master?” Brandy asked as she watched the woman slink off.

“She probably would have,” said Grabthar, “in the sense that she would have been all over me. Unlike Age of Kings tavern slavegirls, she can say “no” but of course the women who like to play at being tavern slavegirls on the recreation decks do so for a reason.”

“Ah,” said Brandy.

“Now about that serious stuff,” said Grabthar.

“Yes, Master,” said Brandy. “As you know, the Participation Prize is basically on an exploratory mission, despite our armaments.”

“Be damn foolish to explore the galaxy unarmed,” said Grabthar.

“Yes, Master,” said Brandy. “We are prepared to fight if we have to, but we are expected to make contact with new civilizations and where feasible establish liaisons with them.”

“What do you mean 'establish liaisons'?” Grabthar asked.

“It varies from case to case,” said Brandy. “Sometimes it's just a matter of getting a diplomatic ship sent out, as we already have. But we also sometimes leave crewmembers to live among and get to know the other civilization if we have any that are willing to volunteer and if the other civilization will have them.”

“Ah,” said Grabthar.

“Yes, ah indeed, Master,” said Brandy, smiling. “I would very much like to become such a liaison in the Collar Empire, perhaps here on this ship -- just as Brandy Thiess of the Aurions is a liaison to our culture on our ship, and Lieutenant Woof is a laison to our culture from the Klaxon Empire on our ship.”

“A spy, eh?” Grabthar asked, smiling.

“No, Master,” said Brandy. “Spies generally operate in secret. It works a lot better that way, if your goal is to ferret out secrets.”

“I understand,” said Grabthar. “I was just being a dick. Can't help it sometimes.”

“I've seen your dick, Master, it's understandable,” Brandy said sweetly. “Do you have such programs in your culture? Cultural exchange things?”

“Possibly,” said Grabthar. “It's not my area of expertise. But it sounds like the sort of thing our Contact section would probably do, and approve of.”

“That IS good news, then,” Brandy said. “Would you help me?”

“Of course I will, to the limits of my abilties,” said Grabthar, smiling. “I would love to have you around. I would even offer you a place on my chain, if that would help.”

“You would what, Master? Brandy asked.

“Offer you a place on my chain, girl,” said Grabthar. “It means I would offer to have you as one of my slavegirls, if that would help your case.”

“Oh, Master, you're so kind!” Brandy said, genuinely touched.

“I'd have to take it up with Romita of course,” said Grabthar. “She's my slavegirl. But I'm fairly sure she'd be OK with it. She would understand that you are a special case.”

“A special needs girl?” Brandy asked wryly.

“Not exactly,” said Grabrthar. “But there is much you would need to learn.”

“Of course,” said Brandy. “That's the whole idea. I have so much to learn.”

“Right,” said Grabthar. “Have you ever done this sort of thing before?”

“What do you mean, Master?” Brandy asked.

“One of these cultural exchange things,” said Grabthar. “You know, you'll be leaving your friends and crewmembers, everyone you know, and be alone in a strange society. Have you had any experiences along those lines?”

“I have not done a cultural exchange, Master,” Brandy said. “However, joining the crew of the Participation Prize was very much a matter of leaving all my friends and family. And I've thoroughly enjoyed it. Plus, Silky Thiess and I are besties, she's an Aurion who's doing the whole Cultural Exchange thing, and she's loving it.”

“Ah,” said Grabthar. “So you are inclined to get along with others who are not Earth humanoids.”

“Yes indeed, Master,” said Brandy. “As you well know.”

“Another good point,” said Grabthar. “I was afraid you had not realized how very different life would be on the Don't Make Me Come In There. But I see that you have given this some thought.”

“Yes, Master,” said Brandy. “There are, honestly, people I will miss on the Participation Prize, especially Silky and the Captain, but I went into space for a reason, and that reason was to explore and have adventures, and this promises to be a great adventure. Plus, I have found Collar Empire men to be VERY attractive, I must admit. Much better than Agglomeration men.”

“That's very nice,” said Grabthar, smiling. “It's nice to know we have some charm.”

“Among other things, Master,” said Brandy, smirking and gazing meaningfully at Grabthar's crotch.

“So, you were telling me you wanted to try out your oral clit, girl,” said Grabthar, getting Brandy's drift.

“Yes, Master,” Brandy said, smiling. The serious talk was over, and it had gone over much better than she'd dared hope it would.

“Well, here's your big chance, girl,” said Grabthar.

“Yes, Master,” said Brandy.

“Might as well get you started on being a proper Collar Empire girl,” said Grabthar. “So first ... bracelets.”

“Yes, Master,” said Brandy, presenting her bracelets to him for his inspection.

“Behind your back, girl,” Grabthar corrected Brandy. “When a Master says “bracelets” to you, it means you are to place your hands behind your back and present them to him to be bound.”

“Yes, Master,” said Brandy, doing as she was ordered.

“A Collar Empire girl is almost always bound in some way during any sexual activity,” Grabthar added as he clipped Brandy's cuffs together behind her back, and removed his shorts and undershorts, letting his huge cock flop out.

“Now serve Grabthar's Hammer like the slut you are,” he growled.

“Yes, Master,” Brandy said, and there was an answering huskiness in her voice. She was so ready to serve.

Brandy hovered up Grabthar's Hammer into her mouth, her gag reflex turned off and the oral clit, already a bit warmed with anticipation, coming alive with pleasure as she felt and tasted and smelled the cock in her mouth.

She also advocated her anal clit, just in case. A girl could hope.

Adding to the excitement this time was the fact that they were in public -- the curtain on their alcove was not closed, Brandy could see people moving about in the main room as she sucked Grabthar's cock. That meant they could see her, too.

Of course, Collar Empire people were not at all freaked out by public sex. Shame did not exist for them. But it existed for Brandy, and she reveled in it. She was being such a slut!

But very quickly the reveling in her own sluttiness was surpassed by the powerful sensations surging up from her oral clit. Without the use of her hands either to steady herself or to hold the cock, it was a little more difficult to suck Grabthar's cock. she found it worked best to suck it slowly at first, letting the oral clit send slowly building waves of pleasure through her mind. As she sucked, she quickly lost all consciousness of anything but the sensations it was creating, her shame glowing dot within her mind that superheated the sensations.

Brandy's eyes grew unfocused and hazy as she gazed into the distance, captivated by the sheer pleasure of sucking Grabthar's Hammer. She wanted it to go on forever, it felt so good, and Grabthar did not appear to be in any hurry, either.

“Your drinks, Master,” said the waitress, appearing at entrance to their alcove with drinks in hand.

“On the table, girl,” Grabthar ordered.

“Yes, Master,” the slavegirl said, placing the drinks on the table as ordered.

Brandy was not sure what she was supposed to do in a situation like this. She felt she should acknowledge the waitress somehow and momentarily raised her head a bit, but immediately felt Grabthar's hand pressing her head back down on his Hammer.

“Your only business is with my cock, slut,” Grabthar growled. “Stay with it!”

“Yeff, maffa,” Brandy said, her whole being suddenly flushed with sheer lust at Grabthar's mastery of her. He was right, of course, she was a slavegirl serving with her mouth, she had not business focusing on anything else. She sucked his cock with renewed vigor. The waitress was not her concern.

“New girl, needs training,” Grabthar said to the waitress.

“Yes, Master, is there anything I can do to help?” she asked.

“Yes, she has a new anal clit that she needs practice with,” said Grabstar. “Go get a cock on and come over and fuck her in the ass with it while she sucks my cock. Make her feel it.”

“Yes, Master,” said the slavegirl, her voice honeyed with pleasure.

Hearing Grabthar's orders, Brandy was glad she had activated her anal clit. She wasn't sure how it cleaned up her ass and lubricated it, too, but it did, and very efficiently. Now THIS was advanced tech!

Grabthar had a gulp of ale and watched Brandy serving his cock, smiling, knowing that Brandy was enjoying the hell out of this. And he could stand to have his cock sucked for hours ... and Brandy would wind up doing just that, he was sure.

For her part, Brandy was not sure she would be sucking Grabthar's cock much longer. The appearance of the waitress had triggered her shame feelings big time, which had made her even hotter. There was something about publicly being identified as a slavegirl whose only business was sucking her Master's cock that had ramped up the intensity of her feelings incredibly. She felt like a shimmering pool of lust as she sucked Grabthar's cock. She began to bob her hand back and forth faster, instinctively responding to her own arousal.

“Take it easy, slut,” Grabthar growled. “I want you cumming from both ends at the same time.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Brandy moaned. She didn't know if Grabthar would get what he wanted, her mouth was throbbing with pleasure as she sucked his cock. Her oral clit was on fire. She didn't know if she could stand it.

But she slowed down her head bobbing to very slow, moaning in both pleasure and protest.

She saw the waitress approaching out of the corner of her eye. There was something pink and bobbing between her legs. But there were no straps. She looked like a chick with a dick.

Brandy's eyes widened for a moment as she watched the waitress get closer. She WAS a chick with a dick! But she sure hadn't had one earlier, she'd been as naked as Brandy and she not only had a pussy, but it was one of those where her labial lips spilled out like a hastily packed suitcase.

Now there was a cock sprouting out of her pussy, with her labial lips forming a fleshy wall on either side of the cock, as if it had burst out of her pussy.

Brandy's eyes widened again. Clearly, anal and oral clits weren't the only advanced tech on hand in the Empire of the Collar.

The waitress walked to Brandy's side and knelt behind her.

“I am prepared to serve as you ordered, Master,” she said.

“Is your anal clit activated, girl?” Grabthar asked Brandy.

“Yeff, maffa,” Brandy half moaned. She was insanely aroused.

“Use her,” Grabthar said. “Time your orgasms for when mine arrives.”

“Yes, Master,” said the tavern slavegirl, and Brandy felt her legs being gently pulled apart, but of course, she couldn't look back at the tavern slave because she had been ordered to ignore everything except Grabthar's Hammer. She was just a slave sucking a cock, nothing more.

She felt the waitress's cock or whatever the hell it was probing her anus. It was easy because the anus had lubricated her well from the inside. She had no idea what the anal clit used for lubricant, but it was odorless and it worked really well.

She felt the cock (might as well call it that, whatever it was) shoving into her ass, and then pulling out, and in a few momennts, Brandy was being vigorously fucked in the ass while she sucked Grabthar's Hammer.

Her anal clit was soon going full speed, sending waves of pleasure from her ass to her brain. She braced herself as well as she could against the thrusts of the slave waitress, but with her hands cuffed behind her back, that wasn't much at all. Her head got shoved forward with every thrust, which translated to downward motion on Grabthar's Hammer, and her head got pulled back on every outstroke, which translated to upward motion.

She was totally helpless, totally not in control, and her oral and anal clits were firing at full steam, and soon she felt the precursors to orgasm building within her, making her whole body squirm and writhe with pleasure, her hands twisting mindlessly in their bonds.

“Don't cum yet, slut,” Grabthar growled. “Soon you can, but for now don't cum.”

“Yeff, maffa,” Brandy moaned, a plaintive little sound.

The waitress was an accomplished tavern slut, she had worn a cock before. She much preferred being fucked to fucking, but that didn't mean fucking wasn't wonderful stuff, too. It was, and she was enjoying the hell out of it. She had a little domme in her, and she enjoyed the feel of Brandy squirming beneath her a lot. Such a sexy little thing!

And the cock gave her cocklike sensations, not at all like the sensations from any of her clits. So intense! So urgent! And the humping she had to do to keep the cock going in and out of Brandy's flaming ass was different and wonderful, though not nearly so nice as just lying there, helpless and bound, and taking it.

Brandy felt the waitresses' hands pressing down on her back as she used Brandy's body for balance. Brandy was overwhelmed by the sensations she was experiencing, and fighting off orgasms was not something she had ever done before. Au contraire, guys generally WANTED her to have orgasms, and were thrilled when she did, under almost any circumstances.

Still, Brandy had her orders, and she loved playing the slavegirl, so she fought off orgasm as best she could while her oral clit and her anal clit relentlessly pushed her toward orgasm. And it wasn't just the clits, it was the bondage, too. Feeling so helpless, and being so physically helpless and so bound was amplifying the power of the sensations created by the clits. She screamed with pleasure as she writhed, trapped between Grabthar's body and the tavern slave, being probed by both, just a squirming beast in heat.

“Cum, beasts,” Grabthar growled after what seemed like an infinity of unbearable pleasure. ”Both of you, cum now!”

Brandy didn't have to be ordered to cum twice. She moaned in pleasure as she let the waves of pleasure swamp her mind, overwhelming her, her whole being just one throbbing mass of pleasure as she writhed in ecstasy and her hair exploded.

When Grabthar ordered them to cum, the waitress was more than ready to obey, having been fighting the cock's hair trigger for orgasm for a couple of minutes. She let go, and felt the typical explosive release from the cock wipe her mind clean of everything but the pure pleasure of a cock orgasm. She collapsed atop Brandy (and Grabthar) passing out, the “little death” of pleasure.

Grabthar came in Brandy's mouth, groaning and letting it all go as she eagerly sucked it down. She DEFINITELY had an oral clit, she could feel the way Brandy's throat clenched at his cock as she orgasmed.

Grabthar closed his eyes and enjoyed the post-coital pleasure, grasping both girls in his mighty arms, knowing they loved it.

The waitress woke up after a bit and realized what had happened. She looked around and was suddenly startled.

“What ... what happened to your girl's hair, Master?' the waitress asked.

Grabthar lazily opened his eyes, then they popped wide open of their own accord.

“I have no idea,” he rumbled with the two girls pressing down on him. “Brandy, do you know what's happening to your hair?”

Brandy reluctantly stopped sucking Grabthat's cock.

“Yes, Master,” she said, her words garbled by long strings of drool oozing from it. “This has happened to me and all the other women on the Participation Prize since we got the oral and anal clits installed. To the men who have had oral and anal clits installed as well. Our hair explodes when we cum. It startled us at first, but now we all agree its hilarious. Does it not happen to Collar Empire girls?”

“Girl, has this ever happened to you?” Grabthar asked the waitress.

The waitress looked again at Brandy's hair, her coiffure once again exploded into a cone of spikes.

“No Master, and if it had, I'm sure i would have noticed,” the waitress replied. “I've never heard of it occurring to any other girl, either.”

“We'll take that for a big “no” then, since I've never seen it happen to a girl who was slobbering on my knob,” Grabthar said.

“Yes, Master,” said the waitress.

“Are there any ... other ... side effects of the clits?” Grabthar asked.

“No, Master,” said Brandy. None that we know of, and I'm sure Dr. Longbouy would have tested the living hell out of it for other side effects. He was not too crazy about releasing the clits to the crew in the first place.”

“Ah,” said Grabthar.

Brandy glanced back at the waitress who still lay atop her. Her hair was perfect. No sign of explosion, but her face had that post-orgasmic, satisfied look. Brandy knew it well.

“We'll have our doctor check you out, just in case, girl,” said Grabthar. “They have had more experience than you with artificial genitals.”

“Yes, Master,” said Brandy, none too pleased. Alien medical tests. She had not anticipated this.

“Just step over here,” the doctor said, pointing to a spot on the floor of the Dont Make Me Come In There medical bay marked with a red circle of light that had sprung into being at the touch of a button. “Hold still for just a minute.”

“Yes, Master,” Brandy said. He hadn't asked her to remove her collar, cuffs and shackles, so this clearly wasn't an IMR or anything like that. More advanced tech, probably.

A red circle encircled her body for about ten seconds, then vanished.

“OK, that's got it, you're free to move about the place,” said the doctor or nurse equivalent.

“Yes, Master,” said Brandy, returning to kneel at Grabthar's feet as he sat in a chair in the medical bay.

“It'll take about two minutes for the AI to complete its analysis, it goes right down to the subatomic level,” said the doctor.

“You mean, down to my quarks?” Brandy asked.

The doctor paused for a moment, almost certainly getting a translation for “quarks.”

“Yes, right down to the quarks,” he said a moment later. “It's a huge amount of data even for an AI running on our ship's brain.”

“Your ship has a brain?” Brandy asked.

“Just our name for the AI that runs the ship,” said the doctor. “What do you call yours?”

”We don't have one,” said Brandy. “I mean, we have several AIs, such as our combat AI and our navigational AI and our medical AI, and they run the ship in their areas, but Captain Rocketpants runs the ship, and he's human and not even all that intelligent, if you ask me.”

“I see,” said the doctor.

“To be fair, the Participation Prize is a much smaller vessel than the Don't Make Me Come In There,” said Grabthar.

“Yes, your vessel is more like a moon than a vessel,” said Brandy.

“Ah, the analysis,” the doctor said, gazing into the distance in the manner Brandy knew meant, “processing online data” in most cultures, apparently in the Collar Empire culture, too.

“Fascinating,” the doctor finally said. “Seems there are some minor differences in the protein that makes up your hair and the protein that makes up Collar Empire hair. Hmm. We should be able to fix this side effect easily.”

Brandy looked alarmed.

“Let's not be hasty, doctor,” she said.

The doctor looked at Brandy, surprised.

“I don't understand,” he said.

“This side effect is wonderful,” said Brandy. “It's gotten an awful lot of women laid, and men, too. I mean, you walk around with your hair stuck out like that, you're proclaiming, “I got an oral clit and I give blowjobs” without having to actually say the words or otherwise overtly admit what you're doing.”

“I imagine going around with your hair exploded like it is now is an overt admission of those things,” the doctor observed.

“Yes, but you don't have to SAY it,” said Brandy. “It's hard for your to understand because your culture has had public sex for, what, centuries?”

“At least,” said the doctor.

“Well we don't, and never have, at least in our dominant culture,” said Brandy. ”There's a certain furtiveness to sexual communication in Agglomeration culture. And yeah, I can see why you think it's weird. But it's going to be very hard to get Agglomeration women to admit to their sexual actions and inclinations out loud. Don't you see? This lets Agglomeration women advertise their sexuality without admitting to it!”

“No, it still makes no sense,” said the doctor, his brows crinkled.

“Master, do you see it?” Brandy asked.

“No, girl, I do not,” said Grabthar. “What difference does it make between saying, “I give blowjobs and just had orgasms from my oral clit by doing so” versus walking around with your hair exploded in a way that, I take it, only occurs if you do those things, or are in an actual explosion?”

“It's different, that's all,” said Brandy, her voice edged with frustration.

“What I can see is that you know your culture much better than we do,” Grabthar said. “And so of course we will defer to your judgment.”

“Thank you, Master,” Brandy said gratefully, looking up at the doctor.

“Oh I agree with Grabthar,” said the doctor, catching Brandy's look. “You know your people much better than we do. I wouldn't impose a cure on you. But perhaps I can make one up and send it to your medical personnel for use if you decide it's wise.”

“No, Master,” Brandy said decisively. “Master McBouy is a fine man and deeply concerned with our well-being, but he's even more ignorant about Agglomeration women than you are.”

“He does not sound like much of a doctor, then,” said the doctor.

Brandy shook her head. “He's a fine doctor, he knows our bodies and how they work extremely well, I would entrust my life to him, and have in the past. But he comes from an Agglomeration tiime and subculture that just does not understand modern Agglomeration women well at all, culturally speaking. We all love him dearly, but if we need counseling we go to his nurse.”

“Well, we can send it to his nurse, then,” said the doctor.

Brandy sighed.

“Better her than him, but really, can't you just ... trust me on this one?” she asked.

“Of course we can, and we will, and we do,” Grabthar said.

“And I will of course go with your decision,” said the doctor.

“Good,” said Brandy. “I'll see if I can figure out someone on the Participation Prize that the cure can safely be entrusted to.”

“Excellent,” said the doctor. He really wanted to develop that cure. It was an actual medical challenge, even if it was a minor one, and he hadn't had one of those in quite a while.

“What can I do for you, Silky?” Rocketpants asked as they sat in a conference room just off the command deck.

“I've gotten new orders from the High Council of Aurion,” Silky said. “I reported our encounter with the Collar Empire, of course, and they are very intrigued, as you might imagine.”

She slid a sheet of paper across the table to Rocketpants. He gave it a read and nodded.

“Makes perfect sense,” he said. “I'll grant permission, reluctantly, of course.”

“Why reluctantly, Captain?” Silky asked.

“Because I'm going to miss you,” said Rocketpants, smiling. “I've really enjoyed having you here.”

“And I'll miss you as well, Captain,” said Silky. “But I'm sure we'll stay in contact.”

“Of course we will,” said Rocketpants, sliding easily into the old familiar lies. So many women had said they would stay in contact and they always did for a while, but then they found a husband or a lover or became otherwise engaged, and they stopped sending him vids. That was the way of life for a star rover like himself. “The Aurion High Council must find the Collar Empire extremely interesting.”

“Yes, they do,” said Silky. “We've never encountered a more technologically advanced culture than ours that had high sexual dimorphism and maledom/femsub sexual culture to match ours. It's always been backward cultures where the females were being held back by the men. It will be fascinating to explore a culture that has maintained the sexual culture we enjoy even when they've reached technological levels that are beyond the Agglomeration.”

“I agree,” said Rocketpants. “You will have company, Fleet Command has instructed me to send over one or more cultural liaisons to the Collar Empire as well, if they'll have them. I can't ask you, for obvious reasons ...”

“What obvious reasons?” Silky asked.

“The major one would be potential conflict of interest,” said Rocketpants. “What if you come across some information that will be to the advantage of the Aurions to keep secret from the Agglomeration?”

“I would do the right thing,” Silky said firmly.

“I know,” said Rocketpants. “But it would put you in a terrible position. Why do that? Far better to have someone else reporting to Fleet, both of you doing your best for your respective governments without even the potential for such conflicts.”

“I respect your position, but I still think I would do the right thing,” said Silky. “I would hate to think I was responsible for a crew member having to leave the ship and live among strangers, just because I'm an Aurion.”

“You needn't bother yourself on that account,” said Rocketpants. “Plenty of crew members have been to the Don't Make Me Go In There's recreation decks. I guarantee you, the moment I put a posting for this job on the ship's net, I'll have so many applicants that if I granted all of them I might not have enough of a skeleton crew left to fly the Participation Prize home.”

“Point taken, Captain,” said Silky, smiling. “The Collar Empire is unlikely to be considered a hard duty posting.”

A few minutes later, Silky stepped out of the conference room, her hair exploded. She and Rocketpants had said goodbye in the way that suited them best. Now she just had to see if she could wangle a place in the Collar Empire, but she wasn't at all worried about that. They would be as curious about the Aurions as the Aurions were about them, and here she was, Little Miss Aurion.

There was a definite sway to her hips as she headed for the transporter room.

An hour later, Captain Rocketpants sat in the same conference room with Brandy.

“What can I do for you, Brandy?” he asked.

“I wish to request a change in assignment, Captain,” said Brandy.

“Really? To what?” he asked.

“I wish to become a cultural liaison to the Collar Empire, posted to the Dont Make Me Go In There, Captain,” said Brandy.

“I KNEW IT!” Rocketpants exclaimed, annoyed.

“You knew what, Captain?” Brandy asked.

“You worked this out with Silky, didn't you?” Rocketpants asked.

“I worked what out with Silky?” Brandy asked.

“Going over to the Don't Make Me Go In There to be cultural liaisons together, of course,” said Rocketpants.

“What?” Brandy asked, confused.

“Come on, you have to know she is going to be a cultural liaison there,” said Rocketpants.

“I didn't, really, Captain,” said Brandy. “I just got back from making sure it would be OK with the people on the Don't Make Me Go In There if I was to go in there and culturally liaise with them. Which they're fine with, by the way.”

“Well I'm not fine with it!” Rocketpants said.

“You mean there's an issue with it from High Command?” Brandy asked.

“No, there's an issue with it from me, personally,” said Rocketpants. “You and Brandy are the two hottest women on this ship, by FAR. I mean, WAAAY hotter than the others. And now you'll both be leaving. I'm going to miss you both so much, dammit!”

Brandy looked startled, then she broke out into a huge grin.

'Oh, Jimmy, that's so sweet!” she said, her eyes sparkling. “You'll miss us!”

“What sane man wouldn't?” Rocketpants asked.

“Good point,” Brandy said, wearing an impish grin. “But I know you'll manage somehow, on a ship swarming with women who want to play with their new oral clits and anal clits.”

Rocketpants looked somewhat mollified.

“Yeah, but you and Brandy are different,” said Rocketpants. “You two are naturally hot. You were hot before the new clits came along. It's not just the new sex toys with you two, you know that.”

“If it helps, I always thought of you as one of my favorite sex toys, Captain!” Brandy said, grinning.

“You're just saying that to make me feel good!” Rocketpants said with a wry grin.

“Absolutely not,” said Brandy. “You are exactly the sort of man hot women will always seek out, and not just because you're the Captain. You're a player, Captain, you have that air about you, and we sense it, and go for it, and when Brandy and I are gone, you're going to find yourself dance card full ... very full, Captain.”

“My dance card?” Rocketpants asked.

“An archaic expression from ancient Earth sexual culture,” said Brandy. “It means you're going to have more women than you can handle looking for your attention.”

“I know that, but you two are different,” said Rocketpants. “I always felt that you were my equals on the bedroom.”

“Your equals?” Brandy asked, brow raised.

“What does that mean?” Rocketpants asked, raising his brow right back at Brandy.

“I am reminded of something Ginger Rogers once said when someone told her how lucky she was to be working with a great dancer like Fred Astaire, said Brandy. “She said, “Sure, I just had to do everything he did, only backward and in high heels.”

Rocketpants gazed into the air thoughtfully for a moment.

“Ah, OK, point taken,” said Rocketpants, grinning. “I'll still miss you.”

“Does this mean you'll approve my request?” Brandy asked.

“Of course,” said Rocketpants. “How could I not, after all the contributions you've made? But I want you to know, I'll be making big pouty lips when I do it!”

Brandy smiled. “Oh, I think I can make it up to you, somehow.”

A few minutes later Brandy left the conference room with her hair exploded, having said goodbye in the way they both enjoyed most.

Rocketpants stayed in the conference room for a few minutes, gazing into the distance, enjoying the post-orgasmic relaxation. He was going to miss Brandy and Silky. They thought it was just the sexual opportunity they offered that he would miss, but Rocketpants knew it was more than that. Love? He didn't know about that. Love was for more serious women. Then again, Brandy and Silky WERE serious women, each in her own way. They just liked sex a lot, like he did.

He had a lot to think about. But the more immediate thought was, that as soon as he put up that job posting for a liaison -- there was no reason to limit the number of Participation Prize liaisons to just one -- he might have a number of women interviewing with him in the conference room, and ever since the oral and anal clits had arrived, whenever a woman got a man alone in a room with her, predictable things happened. It was going to be a fun couple of weeks, at the very least. The new clit tech was a game changer. McBouy had been right to be suspicious of the Collar Empire sexual tech, but his suspicion had been focused on the wrong thing, Juimmy knew. There wasn't any secret sub-quantum-level menace encoded somewhere in the forumlae for the sex tech. The threat posed by the sex tech had always been right out there in the open. They had discussed it, even: it was the cultural effects the sex tech might have on the Aggllomeration. Clearly, it would change the sexual dynamics of Agglomeration cultures that adopted it, and Rocketpants couldn't see any culture managing to resist it. It was an Out of Context threat, one that couldn't even be countered.

And Jimmyu wasn't at all sure it SHOULD be countered. It was going to be a fun couple of centuries.


The End

More Sexy Science Fiction Humor and Erotica

Late Nights On Onion Station

[image: ]

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

At the outermost reaches of human-explored space is Onion Station, a gigantic artifact created by the alien Zuks, artificial intelligences that are so badly programmed that they are extreme libertarians. They run Onion Station with a fine disregard for safety, comfort and well-being of the various alien species that dwell in their station, including the humans.


But it's the beings who live in Onion Station that make it the unique, exciting and strange place that it is, and when the Earth Ambassador to Onion Station starts dating an actual human man (much to her mother's relief) everything changes on Onion Station. This simple act of dating will bring together a fascinating group of characters:


Kitty Reinhardt, the human ambassador to Onion Station, totally dedicated to her work, earning the 25 cents an hour that the tight-fisted Zuks pay her the hard way, i.e., attending diplomatic receptions and helping Earth firms negotiate trade deals with the many other alien races in Zuk space. She's proud of what she does for humans in her role as ambassador (though it is too bad about the starving people who die regularly in the lower corridors of the human sector of Onion Station) but it's her relationship with her more than just comfortable chair that is a source of deep shame to her – though she's not at all guilty about her taste for kinky maledom/femsub bondage sex.


Mike Bonus, the trader with a heart of gold who buys the contracts of starving humans by the dozens on the cheap at Onion Station and sells them off to slave traders on crapsack worlds for a fat profit – and who is revered as a saint by the humans whose contracts he sells.


Kitty Reinhardt's chair, which seems sentient to Kitty, given that it converses with her and does things to her that previously were confined to safely nonsentient machines like vibrators -- but which the Zuks SWEAR is not sentient.


The Sisters of Mercy, who rescue starving humans crawling through the mean corridors of Union Station ... but whom many starvelings would describe as anything BUT merciful.


Dweezil the Dreddarian, a six-limbed otterlike alien with a sharp eye for info-trading and a very commercial approach to friendship.


The Fringe, treelike aliens who have a taste for Earth epiphytes to hang in their canopies.


And the Zuks, the artificial intelligences who run Onion Station and live in fear of the massive artificial intelligence that runs the station itself, because it's definitely one of your more godlike artificial intelligences, and it's just as benevolent as the Zuks who created it.


But most of all, you'll have fun, and lots of it, as a favorite series is parodied senseless by someone who has read and enjoyed every book in the series.


What can I say, I'm a sucker for space opera!


So go ahead, dig in already.


This science fiction novelette is 30,000 words long and parodies a series of popular science fiction novels about the Earth ambassador on another space station run by a different alien species, who dates a different male human, and has a different chair. 


The Adventures of Jinkie Jenkins, Insterstellar Sex Reporter

Books 1-3 of the Jinkie Jenkins Adventures, Now In One Exciting Volume!
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“I'm going to be a sex reporter? And my beat is going to be WHAT?”


Those are the first words of newly hired reporter Jinkie Jenkins, right out of journalism school, when her editor, Grabthar Assurilogan of the Interstellar Inquirer, put her on the Sylphs of Space beat. Jinkie was outraged. She wanted to cover the crime beat, specifically, she wanted to investigate the most exciting crime story in the Human Quadrant, the kidnapping of Alderans, which after all, was an entire planet.


But Grab Ass, as everyone called him, insisted that Jinkie was on the sex beat, take it or leave it, and Jinkie was a reporter, dammit, so she took the sylph beat, even though she was from a planet where women were encouraged not to think about sex, much less have sex, prior to marriage. And since moving offplanet, she had stayed true to her planet's sex values, or tried to.


Yet here she was, a sex reporter, and on the Sylphs of Space beat, yet!


Jinkie's first assignment is Yahoo City on the rural planet of Durango 3, where she meets her local guide Pea Eye the woman wrangler, the most masculine man she has ever met, and hotmeat, the wise older sylph. She encounters hucow stampedes and barroom brawls. Chaste, innocent Jinkie must cover the story of of these wild women of outer space, but can she do so without being overwhelmed by the libidinous promptings of her long-stifled sex urges? 


In her next assignment Jinkie is sent to Sexquest Station, the filthiest sex hole in the galaxy! Harsh words indeed to describe a quiet little sexual amusement park set up on giant space station.


Jinkie's sylph hotmeat, who came along to help out with the sexy stuff (and also because she had sold herself to Jinkie for five credits back on Durango 3) was all over Sexquest Station. Jinkie was not so pleased, and was heard to say "Eew!" frequently. That's because Sexquest Station swarmed with sylphs who did one sexy thing after another. There were naked dildo jacks and smiling contests (to see which sylph could keep a smile on her face while being sexually distracted) and of course, the rump plug popping contest.


Jinkie grew much more enthusiastic about Sexquest Station when she discovered that the Borkistani, a gang rumored to be involved in the kidnapping of Alderan, were operating a sylph training pen at the station.


Will Jinkie get involved with the Borkistanis? And what about John Quill, the sexy, sexy Borkistani slaver master that rouses all sorts of feelings and urges in Jinkie? 


In “Attack of the 100 Foot Virgin,” the third and concluding book of the Jinkie Jenkins adventures, there are things we can tell you and things we can't tell you. We can tell you that on Alderan, Jinkie is now known as “The Riotess of Cyzlyk City” and is wanted by the authorities there on numerous charges. We can tell you that Marty Stu becomes a Forest Management Services bot and is eaten a couple of times. That the Mayor of Cyzlyk City comes to believe that a distant city called "France" has declared war on Cyzlyk City, for perfectly good and sufficient Jinkie-related reasons. And we can't tell you why Jinkie HATES being a hundred-foot-tall virgin in the middle of Cyzlyk City square. Wait a minute, we can: it's because she's naked. We just can't tell you why that happens, or why Jinkie is naked.


We also can't tell you why the Rebellion, the mercs, Grab Ass, John Quill, the Borkistanis and the Cyzlyk City copbots all want to get their hands on Jinkie and hotmeat, or why Marty Stu got defenestrated. We can't tell you hotmeat's real name, or Marty Stu and the Interstellar Inquirer's fates.


You'll just have to read the book to find out, you ridiculously silly human, you.


This novel is 108,400 words long and we can tell you that the Jinkie Jenkins Adventures may well be the funniest, sexiest thing Pat Powers has ever written. Especially that one scene. No, we can't tell you what it is. You'll know.



The Road To Aquibonya
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People tried to warn the mage Crom Agnon when he bought a dozen Immortal slave girls at the Immortal Gardens slave auction and headed out of town on the Vanyita Trail the next day.


They told him that between the outlaws and the supernatural creatures that infested the woodlands around the trail, and most of all the dozen Immortal slave girls, that he would not survive to see the next day.


But Crom Agnon was no ordinary mage, and he had bought a dozen of the hottest, kinkiest, most dangerous slave girls known to man for a reason. Well, two reasons. One was exactly the reason you'd expect a man to have for buying hot, kinky slave girls. The other, almost rational reason was related to his plan to journey to a remote town in neighboring Aquibonya, where he would face one of the most fearsome supernatural entities known to mankind -- if he lived to get there.


Note: this story contains a sex scene that is almost 10,000 words long. Sex addiction, blindness and hairy palms are NOT the responsibility of the author or the publisher. Also, this story has been infested with humor. You have been warned! You may take such warnings lightly, but being sex addicted, blind, hairy-palmed and laughing your a** off is no way to go through life.


This story is 26,000 words long and exists outside any known universe.



Office Slave
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It's the future. Robots have taken all the jobs. Everyone still alive after the civil wars that happened as a result of that lives on Basic Income. They do not work, and their lives are an endless party, or an endless pursuit of their dreams, hobbies and ambitions. Nobody has to do anything just to survive.


Still, some corporations do need human beings to work for them, if only to provide human input on their products and services. Thunder Muffin Corporation is one such corporation. So how does a corporation attract human beings away from their endless parties and make them care about the WEINUS? Or the VEINUS? Or the heinous ANNUS?


By making work MORE FUN than FUN, that's how. And that's why Jenny became a corporate slave girl for Thunder Muffin Corporation, the lowest, humblest job the corporation had to offer, even lower than being an intern, and just as unpaid!


But if you think being a corporate slave girl is endless drudgery, that's where you're wrong. Drudgery is for robots! Slave girls are for sexy, kinky sex games, an important part of keeping any corporation humming along smoothly. There will be much fun had in break rooms, in hallways, in deserted meeting rooms, and in crowded workrooms, including but not limited to the slave girl bouncy ball bondage race! Plus a mysterious message, corporate insider info and skullduggery, and a heaping helping of BDSM whatnot!


If you're up for some upbeat, kinky fun, set your brain on robot cruise control and enjoy this ride.


This story is just over 15,500 words long and is part of the Basic Income universe.



The Slut Run
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Cyndi was a very conservative young feminist who enjoyed nothing more than the tedious academic arguments about gender that came naturally to her as a brilliant graduate student in the Gender Studies program at good ol' Goof U (aka the Grand Unified Free University of Colombo 7).


But Cyndi had a secret, a secret she kept even from herself. Every couple of weeks or so, she got very drunk at Gavigan's Tavern, stripped off her clothes, screamed “I am a slut!” and ran out the front door, knowing that she would be pursued by half the tavern's patrons. Because the first one to catch her and put a collar on her could claim her as his or her love slut.


It was called a slut run, a huge mass of drunken students pouring out on to the university grounds in hot pursuit of a naked woman. Who would catch Cyndi? She had run many times, always escaping. But Joe the handsome, charming, definitely dominant bartender at Gavigan's had plans for Cyndi. As did Moira, a hot, kinky dominant woman who made Cindy's submissive knees weak.


And also seeking Cyndi were half the patrons at Gavigan's. She led them all a merry chase, and arguably was leading herself on a merry chase as well. What would happen on the day she got caught?


It's a sexy fun run for everyone involved, even Cyndi, and especially for you!


This story is 14,196 words long.



More Stories of Collar World


Stolen Collar, Stolen Heart (Book 1 Of Collar World)
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Most of her friends thought Donna was one of the luckiest girls in school. Two boys wanted to collar her. One was Coyote Simmons, a tall, handsome MMA fighter who'd won the state championship in his weight class, who also loved English Lit as much as Donna did. The other was Kit Kavanaugh, the heir to a billion-dollar economic empire, and also a first-string linebacker for the East Molina High School football team, who thought Donna was beautiful and very intelligent because, well, she was.


But Donna was not at all sure she wanted to be collared by ANYONE, at least, not right out of school. She knew she would be, it was the way of things, but she planned to break six temporary collars if need be to become a free woman, uncollarable unless she asked a man to collar her.


But maybe she wouldn't break the collar until she'd had her fill of all the delicious sexy times that were the immediate aftermath of being collared. Donna was a normal, red-blooded girl who liked sex and bondage and being utterly helpless and sexually dominated as much as anyone. And since temporary collars automatically ended after three months if the girl didn't accept the collar, well there was a lot of sexy fun ahead of Donna whether she broke a collar or gave herself to the first man who collared her.


But there were dangers in getting too comfy in a man's collar. Everyone said being collared changed everything, brought girls into a new and different world that made being collared the most wonderful experience in the world, an experience so intense and profound that girls who lost a collar often went into Collar Frenzy, turning into complete sluts in their efforts to get collared again as soon as possible.


Could this happen to Donna? She didn't think so. But her best friend Terry had been collared by her boyfriend Mike as soon as she turned 18, and after that, she showed every sign of being changed by her collar. It frightened Donna, because she'd and Terry had discussed collaring a lot, and Donna had been sure that Terry was on the same page Donna was. And yet after Mike collared her, she was totally Mike's girl. How had that happened?


Who would collar Donna, if anyone did? Would collaring change Donna forever? Read the book and find out!


This 45,000 word novel is the first in the Collar World series.


Collar Dread (Books 2 of the Collar World series)
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Collaring. It was the most exciting thing for any woman on Collared World, the entrance to a new world of sex, love, romance and finding her rightful place in the world. Most women loved it, craved it, sought it with every bit of their submissive hearts.


But not all women felt that way. There was a thing called “Collar Dread.” Most women felt it now and again in a mild way. After all, being collared changed you, everyone knew that. And change can be frightening. We've all got a little Peter Pan in us, frightened of the changes of adulthood.


But most women got over it easily, and then loved being collared so much that many of them went into a sort of temporary insanity called “Collar Frenzy” if they lost their collar.


Some women were terrified of being collared, so much so that every year a few women killed themselves to avoid being collared. Sometimes it was due to mental illness, sometimes due to the quirks of personality and experience. Part of Arlette Spencer's Collar Dread was undoubtedly because her parents died when she turned 12 and she had to go to an orphanage because there were no relatives to take her.


But there was more to it for Arlette. Much more. She feared collaring like death itself, even though she lusted desperately for it And when she left the orphanage and became eligible for collaring, she lived in constant fear that the worst – or was it the best? -- would happen. Perhaps both. Collaring was a mysterious unknown looming over all of Arlette's life.


Arlette had always known she would be collared to some sleazy corporation and vended out to men for their profit, living for sex alone. She was an orphan, she knew the worst could happen to her. Once collared, the question was, how would she survive? Would Geoff, the hunky alpha male slave trainer who had a way of falling in love with his charges be the key? Or was it Dr. Kojak and his team of crack … or was it cracked? … corporate psychologists? Or did the answer lie in Arlette herself? And why did people keep telling Arlette she was going to experience something more wonderful than she could even imagine once she fully embraced her collar?


To find out, read the book. It'll be fun! Psychological suspense combined with erotica and just a smidgeon of humor.


"Collar Dread" is a 48,000 word novel and is number two in the Collared World series. 


Campus Slut Run (Book 3 of the Collar World Series)

[image: ]

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

Michelle Gillespie was the undisputed queen of the Free Use runners at Havermont College. When she appeared on the quad stark naked except for her Havermont College collar, her running shoes and her backpack, everybody knew the game was about to happen. When she saw the quad full of handsome alpha males out strolling and tossing frisbees and footballs, she grew happy and excited. All the men started edging into position.


When Michelle flipped her custom-made Havermont College collar and put it on inside-out it became a free-use collar, proclaiming to one and all that any man that could catch her could have sex with her on the spot. it meant the game had begun.


And all the men wanted to catch Michelle, not just because she was a young, fit, passionate beauty, but because she was incredibly fast and elusive, as befitted the young star of Havermont's women's track team. Catching Michelle was pure pleasure and conveyed some major bragging rights. Some said she was the best broken-field runner at Havermont College, and that included all the running backs on the football team.


And Michelle, being a hot, red-blooded, kinky American woman, LOVED to be captured, bound and publicly used. But being a competitive athlete, she gave each run her very best, which means she sometimes did not get caught.


It's a contest, it's spring, it's wild and it's wonderful, it's a free use run at its best. Romance and desire are in the air. When one of Michelle's runs was captured on video and went viral on the Internet, her next run suddenly becomes something more, something that might bring the national media out,as well as the Feminists Against Sexual Temptation (FAST) protesters and much more.


Read the story to discover the wild ride that Michelle's Run becomes!


Campus Slut Run is a short story that's over 9,000 words long and is the third story in the Collar World series.



The Visitor From Incel World (Book 4 of the Collar World Series, writing as Barry Anderson)

[image: ]

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

NOTE: This book is not erotica, it's straight-up science fiction humor. That said, though it has no sexually explicit scenes, it is CHOCK FULL of fantasy fuel. Think Gor novels -- naked slavegirls in collars running around everywhere, just no gratuitous sex scenes.


Ariana Heppelwhite was a promising Gender Studies grad student at Lacy Swanson College for Women in Bayport, Massachusetts. She had actually written a paper describing three hitherto unknown forms of nanoaggression! She was on track for getting a professorship and a actual job with a real salary and all the perks, maybe even tenure eventually.


Ariana had even met an unexpectedly charming incel (a phrase she had never expected to think, much less say) while doing research on incels for a grant she had. Sure, she'd done some nasty academic infighting that had an athletic department coach looking for her scalp over a transmale gaze incident, but overall, things were coming up roses for Ariana.


Then it happened. Ariana got caught in a freak physics accident while running from the gym coach, and was transported to an alternate world. And it was the exact WRONG world for a Gender Studies feminist to be transported to. It was full of women who walked around naked in public and wore collars engraved with “Property of (their significant other)” and who LOVED their collars -- and who seemed to think Ariana was a barbarian from a violent place.


And the thing was, they were all nice people, and calm people, and they just might be right about Ariana. Even more of a thing was that some not-so-nice Collar Land people thought Ariana's world represented such a threat that they should kill her for security reasons.


Will Ariana ever make it back to good old Earth from Collar Land? Will she learn to adjust to these very strange people or will she subvert their entire society? Will the not-nice people kill her? And what about that unexpectedly charming incel?


All these questions and more will be answered -- all you have to do is read this topnotch science fiction comedy!



Invasion of the Kinky Sex Slaves! (Book 5 of the Collar World Series, writing as Barry Anderson)

Written but not yet published, "Invasion of the Kinky Sex Slaves!" (working title) is the sequel to "The Visitor From Incel World" also written under the Barry Anderson pseudonym.



Star Treque: Attack of the Kinky Slave Girls -- An Erotic Parody (Book 6 of the Collar World Series)

OK, dude or dudess, I don't mean to freak you out, but that is the book you just finished reading RIGHT NOW!!!! Kinda creepy, eh? How do they know you're reading this right now? Are they spying on you or what?


The Prop Master Series (Books 1-4 of the Prop Master series)

[image: ]

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

“The Prop Master Adventures” is a collection of all four previously published stories about Jack Davis, the Prop Master, and his friends. Those stories are: “The Prop Master,” “Cindy's Student,” “Cindy Stripped Bare,” and the novel-length story, “The Great Chase.” All four stories form a single meta-story that concludes with “The Great Chase,” totaling 100,000 words.


It features:


Lust-crazed Hollywood starlets begging Jack to show them how to make movie damsel in distress scenes into steamy bondage scenes!


Ponygirls on trampolines, chasing through suburban backyards!


Rubbery Tonguesaws of Doom heading toward helpless damsels!


Exploding sex machines!


Hairs' breadth escapes, stunts galore!


Crazed MMA fighting stunt girls!


Glider-borne mad bombers!


Small town power tripping gone mad!


A string of murders in a rural small town!


And much, much more.


It was all a bit much for a persnickety control freak and movie prop master who basically just wanted to tie up beautiful Hollywood movie stars in a safe and responsible manner for filming and make love to his sexy stunt woman girlfriend Cindy (a loving slave girl to Jack who loved to be personally bondage wrangled by him).


But it was what Jack got when he signed on as bondage wrangler for the DID Productions movie studio. With help from Cindy and the relentless chess-playing private detective Robertol Escalder, he'll gain control of the situation if he has to use every knot he knows! And Jack knows ALL the knots … just ask Cindy, and half the B-movie starlets in Hollywood. 


Tavern Sluts (Books 1-3 of the Tavern Slut series)

[image: ]

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

"Tavern Sluts" is the adventures of three women who serve as waitresses in a very different sort of tavern.


We start with Moira, who's at the absolutely lowest point in her life. Moira begins her story bound, gagged and naked, being sold along with various other knickknacks and whatnots by her owners, the Grayson family. When she's bought by a local slut tavern owner, Moira figures it's just another humiliation in the long sequence of humiliations that had led her to literally being part of a yard sale.


But the Smiling Slut Tavern, Moira's new owner, has some surprises in store for her. She had no idea she'd fall in love with one of the customers. And she was unprepared for Sky, the First Girl, whose mysterious psychic powers take Moira's life in a whole new direction.


The next time we visit the Smiling Slut Tavern, a century has passed. Technology has given men and women ways of expanding sexual pleasure greatly.


But technology has potential for misuse, too, and Jessica of Jessica's Virgin Auction is a prime example. Her parents, deeply religious and socially conservative parents put a watcherball on her, a tiny flying camera that could deliver electric shocks. It was very common for parents to put watcherballs on their children, mainly to keep them safe. Most parents turned the watcherballs off when their kids were safe at home.


But Jessica's parents never turned her watcherball off. The watcherball was always right there to give her tiny electric shocks if it sensed her fingers straying southward toward her Forbidden Place.


As a result, Jessica's sexuality is a mysterious unknown territory that she is desperate to explore in the most extreme way possible. And there's no more extreme method that Jessica knows of than to become a tavern slut.


The day Jessica turns 18, she applies to the Smiling Slut Tavern. The manager suggests that she start her slutting career with a virgin auction that might make her rich. It seems too good to be true -- all that attention, all that money, all that SEX! And sweet, sweet revenge on her parents for that watcherball they put on her. 


Which is how Jessica winds up naked, bound and gagged in an alcove at the Smiling Slut Tavern waiting eagerly for the first of ten lucky men who will have her that night.


What Jessica doesn't know is that her auction will be the spark that sets off fireworks throughout the tavern, and which will put the Smiling Slut Tavern on the map as one of the most exciting slut taverns ever and make her name forever famous within the tavern!


Finally, we have Mia's story. Mia, like most women of her times, enjoys the dating scene as it has evolved under basic income. She dates the boys, she has sex with the boys and the boys give her presents. Mia is VERY popular with the boys, because she's very bendy and very submissive.


Mia's problem is that she likes the sex with the boys all too much. Girls are supposed to string the boys along, releasing the kitty from the bag bit by bit, never emptying it. But athletic, vital, sensuous Mia had a tendency to empty the bag on the very first date. 


Tavern sluts get to empty the bag all day long, every day, with a lot of different boys and girls. But Jessica can't become a tavern slut because tavern sluts are the enemies of regular women, always on offer along with all the other items on the menu, making it so much harder to string them along. How could she maintain her friendships with the other dating girls when she was in the enemy camp?


It's a tough situation which requires a supple mind to deal with, but Mia is nothing if not flexible.


These three stories have already been published separately. If you've already bought them, you won't find anything new here. If you haven't bought them, shut up and give me your money. You'll be glad you did!


These three stories together are over 86,000 words long, and are part of the Basic Income universe.



The Love Slave Robot War: Books 1-3 Complete
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Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

“The Love Slave Robot Wars: Books 1-3 Complete” is a 61,000 word novel that includes “The Love Slave Robot War: Book 1,” “The Love Slave Robot War 2: Threesome Of All Fears” and “The Love Slave Robot War 3: Doera Ex Machina (Slavegirl from the Machine).”


It's the story of an exquisite love machine, a submissive woman and a heartbroken alpha male in a kinky love triangle. Jetta 2001 is the product of advanced AI tech, a love machine designed to sexually please her owners in any way they desired. Jetta was gorgeous, had no inhibitions, had skin that felt human, was always lightly perfumed, had an armature that allowed her to mimic human movement and software that allowed her to move with incredible grace, and she had some transhuman attributes like a prehensile tongue.


She also had an excellent artificial personality and a topnotch language parser. Maybe she was sentient … every so often, it happened that sufficiently advanced software slid over the line to sentience. No one was sure why or how it happened, but it happened. 


Sentient or not, Jetta was what she had been designed to be -- every man's dream of sexual desire made flesh. Plus, she was self-cleaning!


And Jetta was the property of Dan, the man whom Anna would like to be the property of with every bit of her kinky little heart. Surely Anna's wit, humanity and desire to serve Dan in ways that exactly matched HIS kinky little heart would give Anna an advantage, wouldn't it? Anna knew how much they had once meant to one another, before Dan had been emotionally wounded by a bad divorce. Anna and Dan had roleplayed their lonely hearts out, and she'd lost her heart to Dan during the course of it. She'd been prepared to find he was just a Basic, and would have been happy with him as such, but he was instead one of the few programmers still capable of creating code that was useful to the AIs that were doing all the real work of human society. Rich, handsome, dominant and successful, he was all a woman like Anna could ask for.


In the now-complete saga of the Love Slave Robot War, we dive deep into what it means to be alive, what it means to be human, and how a machine might experiences love and sex, and sexual bondage. This threesome explores the very limits of humanity and sexuality with the fun and excitement that characterizes the very best erotic science fiction.


This novel is part of the Basic Income universe.



Slut Race 3250!

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

The years is 3250. The planet is Margus 5. The event: a Slut Race, in which female sluts make love with male riders, the men seeking to drive the sluts to multiple wonderful experiences, the sluts seeking to make the Masters have a wonderful experience without having wonderful experiences themselves. It's an endurance contest that continues until overwhelming waves of pleasure drive a racer to have a wonderful experience.


Truly, there are no losers in a slut race, especially on Margus 5 where the arena's audience follows right along with the slut racers in the forcefield beds that fill the arena they perform in.


The contestants: Buck Ram and his slut Emporia Longstrider Mystique, and Gunnar Blast and his slut Proudfoot Honoria Slipstream. Buck and Emporia train together for the slut races, as do Gunnar and Proudfoot, but for the race itself, they switch partners and go at it with everything they've got.


In 3250, they've got a lot: all sorts of gear to restrain and excite the women, not just mechanical devices, but force fields they can float on as they sport with their riders and neural enhancements that put pleasure centers in places where pleasure centers don't exist in unaugmented humans.


To prevent themselves from being overwhelmed by pleasure, the slut racers have only the mental disciplines known as Marusian subspace and Marusian domspace, which allows sluts and riders to vastly increase their ability to contain the surging waves of pleasure created by their systems and their partners.


All of these people, devices and techniques come together in the incredible futuristic spectacle known as a Slut Race. Who will win and how will they win? You'll have to read the story to find out.


This story is 17,400 words long.


So This Is My Life Now ...
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Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

June Jetson was just an ordinary executive, single and married to her job in a time when jobs were becoming increasingly scarce. Head of a corporate human relations department, she discovers that many of her company's lower tier employees are unaccountably happy. They shouldn't be happy: her corporation, like most, is cutting wages and extending hours for the ever-shrinking pool of employees it hasn't yet fired.


So what makes these wretches so happy? A bit of research leads June to discover that her happier employees are all customers of companies like Your Fantasies Unlimited. June decides to conduct some personal research, and life gets very strange when she discovers Mistress Suzy, a Lesbian Janissary of the Thongan Resistance, a dominant warrior woman who knows exactly how to make submissive June bend to her every whim.


What will happen to June? Can she cling to her rung on the ever more precarious corporate ladder when she discovers an erotic fantasy world that is so much better, so much more fulfilling, more thrilling, and just as real, as her “real life?”


“So This Is My Life Now” is mostly erotica. But it's also science fiction. And it's social commentary. All bundled into one juicy story that will grab you by the genitals and fling you in to the future!


“So This Is My Life Now” is also just over 10,000 words long and is the first story in the Your Fantasies Unlimited series. Enjoy! 


The Lovonian Honey Trap

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

Imagine a land where sex-positive consensual BDSM culture is publicly accepted and fully integrated into the mainstream society, in fact, has become the mainstream. A land where “slut” is a label worn with pride and pleasure. A land where visitors can travel around the capital in carts drawn by naked ponygirls. A land where parks are full of giant sex toys for couples and groups to engage in public sex on. A land where major hotels have slut rental desks. A land where many restaurants allow you to have sex with their waitresses for the price of your meal. A land where the room service maids serve lodgers in all sorts of ways on beds that are conveniently equipped with rings allowing lodgers to restrain their girls in any way they liked.


That's Lovonia, and that was where Tom Rackham, a data analyst for a US intelligence agency, wanted to vacation. Tom got a lot more than he bargained for when he rented the slut Cara from Maranovsky Slut Rentals. He was initially attracted to her because of the almost unearthly beauty of her catlike face with her huge oval eyes. But as he got to know her, he discovered a deeply submissive women with a powerful libido, a swift, clever mind and a dry sense of humor to match his own.


But most of all, there was deep connection between Tom and Cara. From the moment they met they were two animals that wanted to get at one another, male to female, man to woman. And that should have been all that mattered.


But Tom was vacationing under an assumed identity because of his intelligence work -- no one would believe he wasn't a spy if they knew who he worked for. Cara had secrets of her own. And Lovonia had secrets that went back thousands of years, secrets that might change the global balance of power.


Can a skilled data analyst like Tom avoid blundering into one of Lovonia's secrets during his vacation? Because he really was on vacation, and he didn't WANT to do any spying, he just wanted to have lots and lots of kinky sex with Cara and the other sluts in Lovonia. 


More importantly, what is the nature of this powerful connection between Tom and Cara? Is it simple animal lust or could it be something deeper? Could it be love? And if it is love, what should these two people thrown together seemingly by chance for a week do about it?


If you're looking for a lighthearted kinky erotic romance novel written from a dominant's eye view, look no farther, you've found it! “The Lovonian Honey Trap” is over 76,000 words long. Enjoy! 


Adventures of the Oooga-Wooga Kid

Click here to go to the Amazon listing for this book

When Professor George Huntington came back from his expedition to Bagooly-Nooly deep in West Africa in 1925, he brought a treasure trove of ancient manuscripts from an ancient silver mine that made his reputation as a scholar of antiquities.


He also brought with him a new wife, Safi, a former slave girl whom he bought from slavery and sexual bondage in Bagooly-Nooly. 


It was easy to understand why Professor Huntington chose to rescue Safi from the brothels of Bagooly-Nooly and none of her literal sisters … Safi has white skin and red hair, perhaps a genetic throwback to a distant ancestor kidnapped during the Dark Ages. She was quite beautiful, friendly and engaging as well. But she had much to learn of America.


The academics at Humboldt College, particularly Antiquities department head Percy Webster and his wife Lily, considered them to be very advanced, very forward and very much a part of the wild life of the Roaring 20s in America. But like most Americans of that time they are deeply inhibited about many sexual practices. They will discover that they have a lot to learn from the humble slave girl from the fleshpots of Bagooly-Nooly, who knows all the ropes where kinky sex is concerned. 


This story is a little over 21,000 words long.  


The Master Plan: Samantha

International readers: Click here and be whisked away to a listing for your Amazon store

Samantha had her Master Plan all worked out. A successful executive and a submissive woman, she knew what she needed -- a strong, masterful billionaire who would rule her like a king in private and with whom she could publicly enjoy all the pleasures that billionairehood brought.


In the meantime, as she sought the billionaire Master whose adoring slave she would be, she played the game of Master and slave with many men, enjoying the thrill of submitting to a man and seeing what kind of person he turned out to be.


So when she submitted to Jeff, the dirt-poor bike messenger who hung out at the same munch she did, she didn't expect much. He was a hardcore bondage fan with tremendous powers of endurance in bed, she knew that much from the girls at the munches who had submitted to him. But he was about as far away from being a billionaire as you could possibly get without being homeless.


Samantha soon learns that the best-laid plans of women and men often go astray, and we're not just talking about finding herself naked, bound and gagged in an unlocked bathroom at a busy coffee shop.


Will Samantha's plans go astray in a terrible way, as often happens, or in a wonderful way, as sometimes happens? You'll just have to read the story to find out. Kinky erotic romantic comedy was never so sexy, or so much fun!  


Enslaved

Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com!

Enslaved is the story of a one night stand, told from the viewpoint of a traveling airport lounge Lothario who's just picked up a gorgeous woman in a bar -- a gorgeous woman who happen to have another gorgeous woman living with her as her slave. The straightforward pickup he'd envisioned becomes a night of unrestrained carnality as the bar pickup forces her slave to serve them both in every imaginable way and several that probably aren't. But all is not as it seems ...


The Hottitude of Servitude -- Slave Girls In The Movies and On TV

Click here and be whisked to Amazon.com!

The Hottitude of Servitude is a filthy, disgusting, reprehensible, copiously illustrated and most of all FUN series of essays and reviews about proper portrayal of slavegirls in mainstream (i.e., not pornographic) movies that contain slavegirls as characters. The central concept of the book is as simple as it ought to be: slavegirls are characters who are uniquely sexy, given that whole mildly kinky attraction they have, and should be used by filmmakers to crank up the film's sexiness to whatever level is desired. They are also uniquely useful in this regard, and when properly used, can crank up the hottitude without slowing down the film's pace or detracting from plot or characterization. The Hottitude of Servitude looks at every kind of slavegirl look from the baggy, shapeless tunics popular for female slavegirls of the Italian sword and sorcery movies known as peplum to the general nakedness of slavegirls in 1980s big-hair-and-bare-breasts sword and sandal movies such as Barbarian Queen and all points in between. While we're at it we'll take plenty of opportunity to snark at the movies that provide the slavegirl imagery, taking time to enjoy such phenomena as the Stupidest Civil Engineering Project in the History of Civilization (from Hercules and the Tyrants of Babylon), the Triangles of Death and the Irregular Polygons of Doom (from Thor and the Amazon Women), The Most Thoroughly Deposed King Ever (from Deathstalker) and many, many other snarkworthy products of such movies. In The Hottitude of Servitude, we have slavegirls ogled, hilariously bad films snarked and Grand Unified Cheese Theory, all rolled into a book that is exactly the same kind of guilty pleasure as its subject matter, but with a light patina of intellectual nattering to make it seem almost respectable. It's not just a guilty pleasure, it's a plausibly deniable guilty pleasure!


Table of Contents

Star Treque:

Attack of the Kinky Slave Girls

--An Erotic Parody

Disclaimer

Warning!

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

More Sexy Science Fiction Humor and Erotica

Late Nights On Onion Station

The Adventures of Jinkie Jenkins, Insterstellar Sex Reporter

The Road To Aquibonya

Office Slave

The Slut Run

More Stories of Collar World

Stolen Collar, Stolen Heart (Book 1 Of Collar World)

Collar Dread (Books 2 of the Collar World series)

Campus Slut Run (Book 3 of the Collar World Series)

The Visitor From Incel World (Book 4 of the Collar World Series, writing as Barry Anderson)

Invasion of the Kinky Sex Slaves! (Book 5 of the Collar World Series, writing as Barry Anderson)

Star Treque: Attack of the Kinky Slave Girls -- An Erotic Parody (Book 6 of the Collar World Series)

The Prop Master Series (Books 1-4 of the Prop Master series)

Tavern Sluts (Books 1-3 of the Tavern Slut series)

The Love Slave Robot War: Books 1-3 Complete

Slut Race 3250!

So This Is My Life Now ...

The Lovonian Honey Trap

Adventures of the Oooga-Wooga Kid

The Master Plan: Samantha

Enslaved

The Hottitude of Servitude -- Slave Girls In The Movies and On TV

OEBPS/image_rsrc23S.jpg
LATE NIGHTS ON
ONION STATION |






OEBPS/image_rsrc244.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc23T.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc243.jpg





cover.jpeg
STAR TREQUE

Kinky S G

AN EROTIC PA eBY






OEBPS/image_rsrc23V.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc23U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc23X.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc23W.jpg
JJ PyFateowers





OEBPS/image_rsrc240.jpg
m»mm?/

\l]sIToR FROM






OEBPS/image_rsrc23Z.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc241.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc23Y.jpg
COLLA DREAD






OEBPS/image_rsrc242.jpg
Tavern Sluts
Yard Sale Sfut, Jessica's
Virgin Auction and Mia
the Contortionist, AL In
Bendy Volume!

o s voms






