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The author would like to point out that all the characters in this work of fiction are 21 years of age or older. All sexual acts depicted in this book are totally consensual. It is not the author’s intention to offend any reader. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence. 

 

I





The telescreen flickered for a moment and then turned on, displaying a long loading bar, which read “Buffering”. I anxiously looked out my bedroom window into the deep dark space we had been traveling through for seven years. 

“Your video transmission is ready to be played. Should I play it now?” 

S.I.R.I., the ship’s computer system asked me. 

“Go ahead,” I replied. 

The thin holographic screen suddenly expanded the length of my bedroom wall and my husband was on the screen, smiling. 

“Hey, Jamie!” Lawrence said to the camera excitedly. 

“Hi,” I said to the screen, despite the fact the transmission was already from a year ago. 

“Long time, no see! Your messages are starting to become fewer and farther between. You must be pretty far out by now! Hell, you should almost be there by now by my count.” 

I smiled. 

“I’m sending this to you on your birthday. I have no idea when you’ll be getting it, so happy birthday and happy belated birthday all at once!” 

Lawrence stood up and walked towards the door of our bedroom, back on Earth. He closed it and looked back to the camera. 

“I’ve got a little birthday gift for you,” he said. “I sure hope your bosses don’t screen these videos before sending them.” 

Lawrence began to remove his shirt, revealing his thick, hard muscles. He’d been working out since his last video. 

“What do you think? I started a new training program.” 

“You look amazing,” I said to the deaf screen. 

“I know it can get pretty lonely up there, so here you go. If your superiors are watching this... I’m so sorry.” 

Lawrence began to remove his belt. He pulled it off sharply and struck a pose, badly imitating a male stripper. My face turned red. How embarrassing would it be if Houston watched this before sending it to me? 

He spun around and picked up a small remote, which sat conveniently on a shelf behind him. He pressed a button, and some old Marvin Gaye began to play. 

Slowly, he started removing his pants. His face was as red as a beat, being just as

stressed out at the idea of someone else watching as me. It was very bold of him to do this. 

He slowly and poorly danced to the music, spinning around and showing off his ripped back. He raised his arms up and flexed his big new muscles. Slowly he bent over and started to slip his boxer shorts down his legs and over his knees. His long smooth cock dangled between his muscular thighs. It was the first time I’d seen cock in seven years, aside from the photo I had on my private album of a younger Lawrence, fully erect. 

On the telescreen, my husband spun around, still swaying to the music. His long cock moved graciously from side to side, unlike his less than mediocre dance moves. His hand slid down his body slowly, landing on his flaccid dick and he started to massage it, rubbing his big muscular fingers up and down the slick shaft. 

“Zoom in fifty percent on the video, please,” I asked the computer system. 

The telescreen zoomed in closer to Lawrence as he stroked his long cock. 

Gently, I moved my hand down to the waistline of my pants and slipped my fingers down, onto my soft pussy. I began to slowly massage my clit as I watched my husband stroke his long, hardening cock. 

Lawrence took a couple of steps back and sat down onto the bed. The camera automatically followed him over and lowered itself, keeping him in perfect frame. He tightened his grip and pulled his strong hand up from the base of his erect cock, right up to the very tip of his throbbing penis. Long, pumping veins ran up the length of his member as he reached his full size and began stroking himself off more intensely. 

My hand moved south, down from my clit and onto my slit. I started to run my fingers up from the base of my pussy to the tip of my clit, tickling it gently with every pass. A warm sensitivity fell over my body and a bout of hot fluid trickled out of my slit and down my soft butt. 

Lawrence let out a long moan as his pre-cum dribbled out the tip of his dick. 

His cock was beginning to throb harder and harder as his thick fingers squeezed and pulled the length of his slick manhood. The muscles on his arms started to flex and tense up as he came closer and closer to finishing. 

My fingers began to crawl up my pussy as my second hand reached down my shorts and took over the role of clit massager. I started to gently penetrate myself repeatedly with three of my soft fingers. Another bout of warm juice spilled onto my hands, making my fingers slide in deeper and deeper. My knees began to tense and buckle as Lawrence pulled his massive cock harder and faster. 

The tip of his penis began to turn a reddish colour as he squeezed it intensely. 

His breathing quickened as his big balls prepared for his big finale. I pushed my hand in deeper into my slit, getting even more fingers inside. I pushed my hand hard into myself, trying to match Lawrence’s speed and intensity in our steamy digital masturbation session. 

My body turned numb and my head flew back as I let out a loud cry. A final bout of hot juice oozed out of my vagina as I came intensely in my bedroom, deep in space. 

Lawrence tried to hold back, but ultimately failed as a massive load of hot cum exploded from his cock and onto his chest. He continued to squeeze and pull as shot after shot landed on his ripped chest. He moaned loudly with me as the two of us finished seemingly in unison, but in reality, over a year apart. 

A big smile crossed over Lawrence’s face as he looked back into the camera to deliver his final message. 

“I love you, babe. Come home already.” 

I smiled, missing him badly as he leaned forward and pressed a button on the camera, ending the transmission. 

“That’s the end of the transmission. Would you like to replay it?” the computer asked. 

“No, thank you,” I replied. 

I pulled my hand out of my shorts. 

“Do you know if Houston watches these transmissions?” I asked. 

“Video transmissions are kept personal between the sender and the receiver. 

Project Discovery respects all its members’ privacy.” 

“Yeah, right.” 

I walked over to my bathroom and rinsed my hand at the sink. 
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“Tomorrow we’re going to be leaving the Alhena system and passing the point of sight from our Solar System,” I said to Michael, the other human on our ship. “Big day for mankind.” 

“I look forward to it,” he replied. 

“Technically, one year from now will be the big day for mankind, when the transmission reaches the Earth,” I continued. “Tomorrow will be a big day for us, though.” 

“Absolutely.” 

The ship’s crew consisted of just Michael and I. Michael was the lead engineer on Project Discovery, and I was the Mission Specialist. Our mission was the first government funded space exploration project in the past one hundred years. 

Project Discovery’s objective was to travel to the farthest visible section of our Universe and to photograph what was beyond with our super high definition telescopes and cameras. 

“It’ll be nice to finally be heading home soon,” Michael said. 

Michael was a handsome, talented man. He designed the space craft himself, along with a team of about one hundred others whom he lead in the construction of the craft for four years. He was very tall and very fit, as astronauts need to be. 

Sometimes I liked to sneak a peak as he spent an hour in the morning on the treadmill. He was harmless eye candy. 

“I can’t wait,” I smiled. 

Michael was a quiet, reserved man. He was extraordinarily professional, and generally remained in his own quarters between meals, tinkering with the ship’s motherboard and improving the on-board super computer, S.I.R.I. He was somewhat of a technical genius. 

After our meals, I would retire to my own bedroom where I worked on a highly detailed log of the entire voyage, and I photographed the various star systems from angles we’d never seen before. 

Our ship was equipped with a “reverse-mass generator”, which allowed us to travel faster than the speed of light by around ten to the power of one hundred times. It was Einstein who said that, to travel at the speed of light, you needed to have infinite mass. It was Michael who figured out that, by reversing the ship’s mass, we could travel beyond the speed of light. His theory worked much like a

clock, where twelve is infinite mass. Instead of travelling all the way around, you just move backwards. “The shortest distance between two points is a straight line in the opposite direction.” I think that one was Chevy Chase in Caddyshack. 

I sat quietly in my bedroom, analysing the images I took throughout the Alhena system. 

“Commander Foster,” S.I.R.I. said to me, “Commander Brooks has asked me to tell you he would like for you to come to his quarters.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

“Commander Brooks did not give a reason.” 

“Okay. Tell him I’ll be right there.” 

I stood up, off of my bed and headed out of my room into the ship’s long corridor. I made my way across the ship to Michael’s room. Stopping at his door, I pressed the indicator button. 

“Come in,” Michael’s voice said through the door speaker. 

I opened the door and walked in. 

“About one hour from now, we’re going to cross the Alhena border, and the edge of our Universe.” 

“I’m well aware, Commander.” 

“How are you doing?” he asked me. 

“I’m doing fine, why do you ask?” 

“We have no idea what’s going to happen when we cross that border.” 

“Yes, and that’s why we’re here; to find out, and document our findings. I’m not entirely sure what you’re getting at.” 

“As far as we know, we could be entering into pure anti-matter. It’s not what our physicists believe, but it is a popular theory. If by some off chance the outer galaxy is made up of anti-matter, our ship will be stripped into billions of atoms and we would be instantly killed.” 

I stared at him for a moment. He wasn’t the greatest conversationalist. 

“Did you bring me here to scare me, Michael?” 

He took a few steps towards me and placed a hand on my shoulder. 

“I’m not trying to scare you, I’m just saying… If there’s anything you’ve wanted to do. Now could be your last chance.” 

“Anything I’ve wanted to do? And what exactly are you referring to?” 

“Jamie, it’s been seven years since we left home… Since I left my wife and you left your husband. Seven years is a long time. It would be a damn shame to go out knowing that it’s been seven years since, you know…” 

“What do I know, Michael?” I baited. 

“C’mon, Jamie. Worst-case scenario, you’re dead in an hour from now. Best-case scenario, you spend the next eight years traveling home, letting yourself…

Dry up.” 

“You’re quite the poet, Commander.” 

Michael softly slid his hand from my shoulder and down my side, placing it firmly on my hip. 

“Or think about it this way; we could be first and probably only people to fuck outside of the universe.” 

He leaned his head in hovered his lips just next to cheek. His hot breath tickled my neck, sending a warm quiver down my spine and into my pussy. He placed his free hand gently on the side of my face and began to lightly stroke my soft skin. 

“You’re incredibly beautiful, you know. This trip’s been torture for me,” he said softly into my ear. “It would be a shame to go out in an hour from now knowing I never even gave it a shot.” 

I placed my hand on the centre of his chest and slid it down towards his cock, stopping just above the base of his penis. I remained still for a moment, fantasizing about being held against the window, staring at our universe and getting pounded hard in my tight slit. I imagined Michael’s long, thick cock sliding in and out of me as we crossed over the border, into the unknown. 

“You’re a married man. I’m a married woman.” 

He continued to stroke my skin. It was hard to resist. He was incredibly handsome and I’d always fantasized about fucking in deep space. 

“Well?” he asked. 

“I—I can’t. It wouldn’t be right,” I forced myself to say. 

I looked up into his bright blue eyes as he looked down into mine. 

“I’ll be here, if you change your mind.” 

He removed his hands from me and watched as I turned and walked back to my room. I stopped for a moment, and then turned around. Michael was standing with a very sad look on his face. 

“It’s lonely up here, Commander. Believe me, this wasn’t an easy choice for me.” 

He forced a handsome smile as I turned back to my room and sat back down on my bed, looking out the window. 

It had been a long seven years, and it would be another long seven years. In my mind, I was beginning to justify the idea. 

Suddenly, our ship’s windows exploded with bright white light and we shook violently for a moment, as if we hit some cosmic speed bump. I flew up from my bed and landed hard on the floor. 

“What’s happening?” I yelled out to the computer system. 

“All systems are in tact. Project discovery has reached its destination.” 

I looked back up at the blinding light that was pouring through the windows and my eyes slowly started adjusting. The entire ship was lit up, as if we flew directly into the sun. 

“What is this white light?” I asked. 

“What white light, Commander Foster?” 

“Outside. The white light outside.” 

“I do not see a white light outside.” 

“Michael!” I yelled out. 

I pulled myself back up to my feet and began to walk across the ship, squinting from the powerful light outside. 

“Michael!” 

I opened Michael’s bedroom door and entered. He was standing up against his window staring out. 

“Jamie,” he managed to say in a state of shock. 

“S.I.R.I.’s outside visual system is malfunctioning. Quit staring out the window, Michael. You’re going to go blind.” 

“Look,” he said slowly. 

I hesitated for a moment, and then walked up to the window, covering my face with my hand. 

“What is it?” 

I looked out and my eyes started to adjust. We had entered into an enormous white cosmos, which seemed to extend into infinity. 

“My God,” I said. “S.I.R.I., where are we?” I asked the computer system. 

“We have arrived at Project Discovery’s final destination.” 

“Jamie… Look,” Michael said again. 

I turned back to the window and gave my eyes another moment to adjust to the sudden change in brightness. Then, I saw what Michael was seeing. 

Colossal masses of colourful energy moved across the bright megacosm. 

They were impossibly tall, extending the entire height of our own universe and the stepped past us in their white world. The creatures had no specific shape or form, yet they remained individual as they floated around and through one another. 

“S.I.R.I., are you recording this?” I asked after a long moment of silent awe. 

“What would you like me to record?” 

“Are your cameras working?” I asked. 

“Cameras are fully functional.” 

“She can’t see it. It’s not physically there,” Michael said. 

“S.I.R.I., what do you see?” 

“Behind us, I see the Alhena system and in front of us, I see nothing. What

should I see, Commander?” 

“My God, you’re right.” I said to Michael. “How do we document this?” 

“They’re so incredible.” 

“What are they?” I asked. 

He was silent for a moment, and then--

“They’re Gods,” he replied. 

“Gods?” I asked, shocked at his assumption. “Why would you say that?” 

“They’re beautiful… They’re perfect.” 

Michael couldn’t shift his gaze from the window. 

“We better switch the ship to manual control. We don’t want S.I.R.I. flying into one of those things.” 

“They’re thousands of years away, Jamie. Besides, they aren’t physically there to fly into.” 

“We don’t want to take any risks. If they’re thousands of years away, then they’re moving millions of years per minute. Let’s not take any chances.” 

I tried my best to remain in control of myself. Everything was incredibly surreal. I looked back out the window again and watched as one of the creatures took a giant stride across the endless plane. 
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Days passed as we continued to examine and document the amazing creatures. Their heavenly bodies of energy moved across the white cosmos, millions of light years per second in every direction. As they got far enough away from us, they would dissipate into nothingness and eventually another one of the creatures would materialize elsewhere. Watching them was unlike anything I could have ever imagined. The more we watched, the smaller we felt. 

Not just physically, but existentially. 

I moved to the back of the ship, for the first time in days, and looked out our back window. The edge of our own Universe appeared like some black fluid that sat, self-contained in a giant wall, floating in an endless sea of white. It was like staring through the glass at Sea World and watching the oblivious fish swim around aimlessly. 

The enormous creatures would walk up to our black mass of a universe and stare in, before turning around and walking away into the infinite whiteness. 

Their bodies were like giant plumes of smoke, ranging over an impossibly large spectrum of colours. They were strangely humanoid but also completely physically non-existent. They completely defied every law of science in their mythical existence. 

I sat in my room, documenting everything. My eyes became heavy, having not slept since we had encountered the beasts. I was becoming worried about Michael, who hadn’t left his bedroom window in three days, even to eat. 

When we would return to Earth, we would have no video evidence of what we saw. The heavenly creatures didn’t exist in any footage because their light spectrum was on a different frequency than any camera couldn’t possibly capture. I reviewed S.I.R.I.’s video files and she was correct; all she could see was an endless stretch of darkness, as if we’d never left the Alhena system. 

Looking at the footage was like looking into a different dimension. I was looking at something that was there in front of me, but what I could see was entirely different. 

“Jamie,” Michael’s voice said, startling me. 

I looked up and he was standing in my doorway. 

“Michael, you scared me.” 

“You’re working far too hard. You must take a rest.” 

Michael’s voice was uncharacteristically calm and soothing. He stood up perfectly straight and seemed to have a strange glow about him. 

“I’m okay. I’m going to try and finish this initial report.” 

“Please, take a rest. You need to conserve your energy.” 

“Michael, are you okay?” 

He smiled and began to walk towards me gently. The way he walked was also uncharacteristic. It was almost as though his legs moved in a walking motion as he floated towards me. 

“Michael?” 

He sat down next to me and placed his hand on my thigh. It felt incredibly soft and warm, almost like cashmere. His touch sent shocks of energy though my entire body, though my spine and down into my tight little pussy. 

“You’re only going to see this once, Jamie. Why not take it in? Do your report on the trip back.” 

“I—I don’t know,” I stuttered. 

He carefully slid his soft fingertips up my thigh, sending more electrical shockwaves through my body. A brief euphoric wave flowed through my vagina and I let out a small moan, before cutting myself off. 

“Michael?” I asked again. 

“I am not Michael,” he replied, smiling at me. 

His hand continued to move up my thigh and the pulses of jubilation continued to become stronger in my quivering slit. All of my instinct told me I should be scared, but instead I became calmer and more relaxed than I’d ever been before. 

“Who are you?” I asked. 

Michael responded with a gentle smile as his hand slid up my shorts and onto my pussy. Uncontrollably, I threw my head back in ecstasy. Another warm flow of elation swept across my whole body and Michael began to lower me down onto my bed. 

I reached up and gently placed my hand on his face. It felt warm as energy flowed out of him and down through my fingertips. I closed my eyes for a moment as my hot trembling pussy released a trickle of warm juice. As I opened my eyes, both of our clothes were off of our bodies. Michael’s thick, strong muscles bulged out and glowed brightly with the godly energy inside of him and his long throbbing cock stood, erect and tall against his abdomen. He gently stroked my chest, starting from my neck, running across my soft breasts and down to my pussy where he began to massage my clit. 

The energetic pulses continued to intensify. Colourful light began to stream out of his fingertips and it danced around the surface of my vagina, tickling my

clit and stroking my labia. I surrendered all control of my body to my state of absolute pleasure. 

Leaning in, Michael locked his lips with mine and I could feel the colourful energy stream through my body from his mouth. The smoky spirit on my pussy began to slide inside of me, penetrating my body deeply. I let out a loud cry as it stimulated my entire vagina. My pussy began to flutter and pulsate as a tiny stream of warm fluid began to consistently pour out. I was feeling pleasure unlike any I’d ever felt before. 

I tried to reach my arms out to grab onto something, but there was nothing to grab. Michael pulled himself over top of me and lined his long slick cock up with my dripping wet slit and pushed it in. He began to penetrate me over and over as our bodies became entangled in the warm, bright energy of the gods. I was cumming. I had been cumming since the godliness first penetrated my wet pussy and I couldn’t stop cumming. The tickling sensation continued on my clit and the stroking sensation continued on my labia. Michael’s long thick cock felt like it completely stuffed my tight pussy. 

“Oh, God,” I said loudly. “Oh, God.” 

I had absolutely no control over myself, as I couldn’t stop cumming. My entire body was trembling as I lay in a puddle of my own lubrication. Michael’s hands moved up to my chest and he began to fondle my breasts as he increased his speed and intensity. He threw his entire body weight hard into me with every passionate thrust, squishing hot juice out of my tight pussy and onto our warm bodies. 

He was getting close to finishing. His thick member was beginning to swell up inside of me as it filled up with a massive load of celestial cum, ready to fire. 

“Oh my fucking God!” I screamed out loud as Michael exploded inside of me. 

His hot cum quickly filled me up. He continued to thrust his body forward into me, launching shot after shot into my helpless body. Finally, he pulled out and shot the remainder of his incredible load onto my chest. Feeling slowly began to return to my body as the euphoria slowly parted. 

I lay motionless, trying to catch my breath. Michael rolled over next to me and he was quiet. I looked over at him and he looked at me. He stared at me for a moment, and then a concerned look crossed his face. Suddenly, I was no longer next to a god, but it was once again Michael. 

“Where am I? Why are you naked?” he asked. 

I didn’t respond as I reached for a blanket and pulled it over my wet, naked, and cum covered body. Michael looked down at himself and realized he was also bare-naked. 

He sprung to his feet and grabbed a pillow to cover his throbbing, cum soaked erection. 

“Jesus,” he said. “Did we…” 

I continued to remain silent, unsure of what to say or how to explain what happened. Michael looked around the room briefly and then turned and hurried out. 

I looked out the window and watched as one of the monolithic beings strode next to our ship, millions of light years away. Michael was right. They were beautiful. They were perfect. They were the ultimate beings that never existed in our physical reality. 

The moment we crossed back over into our own Universe, everything immediately became a dream; too unreal to possibly be true. Michael and I sat in silence, never speaking of what we saw. Reality became what was recorded on S.I.R.I.’s tapes—An endless plane of absolute darkness. 

It was a long and quiet seven years. While I struggled to believe that I actually crossed over into that amazing white macrocosm, I could no longer find pleasure in the daily activities of life. Food didn’t seem to satisfy and sex became mundane in comparison to that ostensible outer-verse dream I never had. 

It was the most incredible dream I never had. 





The End
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