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 Prologue



Feel free to skip this prologue entirely if you just want to get to the good stuff. Everyone knows prologues suck… but not as much as a hot little alien does in Chapter Two! No one would blame you for blowing past the contrived world-building here.



Somehow, the human race managed to not completely destroy itself before figuring out how to get off its backward little planet. This was no small feat, having overcome the decades of disruption caused by an ignorant but charismatic grifter who tried to become dictator of a world superpower in the 2010s, not to mention the arguably more important centuries of reliance on Bronze Age religious beliefs and environment-destroying fossil fuels.



Once they got their shit together, some of them invented a way for a ship to travel faster than the speed of light. The exact methods used to make this previously impossible dream a reality isn’t important at the current time. We’re sure that, should the need arise to understand how it works in the telling of this tale, all will be revealed.



When they proved to have the capability to travel between the stars and establish colonies on distant worlds, the humans were contacted by the already well-established Starcrosser Consortium. Most Starcrosser Consortium aliens look remarkably similar to humans, with only minor facial differences such as ridges on their foreheads or pointy ears. (Some do, however, have shockingly different skin tones like blue or green.) This similarity to humans can probably be attributed to an ancient alien race seeding the galaxy with the beginnings of life and is probably not a result of incredibly lazy storytelling on the part of your humble narrator.



The Consortium welcomed the Human Alliance of Earth as a junior member.



While it was an ego blow to realize they weren’t the head of the galactic food chain and would not have a controlling interest in the galactic alliance like they always do in their science fiction entertainment franchises, the Human Alliance got over it pretty quickly. It didn’t take long for them to see the benefits the Consortium offered regarding protection from the many hostile alien races they will encounter.



Plus, the food on Earth simply can’t compare to that on nearly every other planet.



Perhaps the most surprising thing about the Starcrosser Consortium was the central importance and celebration of sexual activity among its member races. If one were to be completely honest, sexual activity always had paramount importance among humans. Still, many of them were ashamed to celebrate it openly. Those who did were often looked down upon by people who needed to just get laid.



But most of the other races in the galaxy show no such reluctance in displaying their natural love for whatever form sex takes for them. For most of the Consortium’s member races, sex acts and other expressions of sexuality are performed publicly and as part of nearly every important activity. In the home, at entertainment events, even (especially in some cases) as part of the workplace… sex is everywhere. In some cultures, it is as essential as breathing air or eating food.



As time went on, members of various alien races agreed to serve onboard human starships in the name of sharing knowledge and experience. This was not always an easy thing, as some humans still clung to their more modest and outdated beliefs. Crews and especially captains of these mixed-race starships were chosen for their open-mindedness regarding sexual behavior.



There is perhaps no more open-minded captain in the entire Human Alliance than the man named Chase Nordstrom, who will try anything once and most things many, many times.



Not that his efforts have done him much good lately.



 



 









 Chapter One



Captain Chase Nordstrom, slumped in his chair in the center of the USS
 ND Tyson
 bridge, sighed a heavy sigh as Buerta, his communications officer, moaned. She leaned back in her chair at the back of the bridge, her hand inside her pants. She furiously rubbed her pussy as if her life depended on it.



The truth is, it did. Buerta was from Mellenia, whose native humanoid species had evolved to require regular orgasmic release to maintain their mental health. If they went more than a few hours without climaxing, they lost critical thinking skills and motor function until their vital organs began shutting down.



Nordstrom thought Buerta’s skin was flushed, but it was hard to tell; Mellenians were red-skinned already. He glanced around the bridge, acutely aware that he was the only one watching Buerta work. None of the rest of the officers seemed interested, but of course, unlike him, they were probably regularly satisfied in all the ways that mattered.



“Oh, Feenora,” Buerta cried out. If Nordstrom remembered his Mellenian lore correctly, Feenora was a god that no modern Mellenian actually believed in but who was still called upon in times of great pleasure. Nordstrom didn’t need to have a deep understanding of alien culture to realize that Buerta was getting close to her ultimate goal.



With a long and loud squeal, Buerta finished herself and twitched in her chair. She remained reclining for a moment, gasping for air.



Judging by the chatter coming in over the radio connection with the space station at which they were currently docked, Buerta had forgotten to turn off her com channels before she came. Encouraging shouts, “oohs,” and “aahs” filled the airwaves.



Nordstrom was so horny he thought his cock might punch a hole right through the cheap fabric of his uniform pants.



It wasn’t just Buerta’s doing, of course. While it was true her species emitted pheromones strong enough to affect anyone nearby when having an orgasm, it’s not like Nordstrom didn’t exist in a perpetual state of arousal. This was primarily because, even though he lived and worked on a starship filled with willing and able sexual partners, he somehow could never seal the deal with any of them.



And it’s not like he hadn’t tried. He tried nearly every day. Every single time he got close to causing an orgasm -- his or someone else’s -- something stopped him. He was almost convinced he was the target of a massive conspiracy by everyone on board the
 ND Tyson
 , except that his partner was always as disappointed in his inability to finish the job as he was.



“Are we ready to leave the station yet, Commander?” Nordstrom asked his XO.



Daria Jones was, as usual, crouched down to Nordstrom’s left. She was nude except for the collar around her neck. The collar didn’t have a physical leash attached, but Daria was attached to one all the same. Inside her head was a Corillian symbiote named Duganstone, who directed virtually all of Daria’s actions. Daria, a human submissive, operated at her peak when at the command of a natural Dominant like Duganstone. All Corillians were naturally born Doms whose sexual frustration had made them constantly at war until the Human Alliance joined the Consortium. Having the most true submissives of any race in the galaxy, the Human Alliance provided the Corillians with an adequate supply of people willing to serve them sexually. This has been the single greatest force for peace on Corilla.



“Almost, sir,” Daria said, her long dark hair mostly hiding the absentminded tweaking of her left nipple as she spoke.



Nordstrom wondered if Duganstone had given her permission to pleasure herself the way she was, but he must have since no self-inflicted punishment seemed forthcoming. Too bad, really. It was always fun to see Daria punish herself on Duganstone’s command after getting a little too frisky for her own good. It was almost as fun as when Duganstone selected Nordstrom to be his stand-in for using Daria sexually. If he remembered correctly, it would be his turn to do that any day now. Maybe she would be the one to finally help him break this curse under which he seemed to find himself.



“Our new senior science officer has just arrived on board,” Daria continued, “and is waiting on someone to welcome her officially.”



Nordstrom tapped at the console attached to the arm of his chair. He had thought the new officer was already on board, but it looked like a last-minute change had resulted in a different officer being assigned to the ship than the one on whom Nordstrom had been briefed. He pulled up the new officer’s info. He raised an eyebrow when he saw that it was a beautiful Landori female. The Landori were among the most sexually insatiable beings in the known galaxy, and it was this thought that propelled Nordstrom from his captain’s chair. Before he knew what he was doing, he headed for the lift that would take him to the reception area where the Landori science officer waited.



He was determined to give her a tour she’d never forget.



 



 









 Chapter Two



When he saw her, she took his breath away. All Landori females are beautiful, but Nordstrom thought this one was something else. She had light green skin but otherwise appeared very human-like. She had medium-length dark hair and was short, probably just over 1.5 meters, and very thin. He could probably pick her up in one arm, and he would love to try. Her breasts were on the small side but perfectly shaped, the tight uniform shirt allowing her nipples to point right at him. He walked to her and held out his hand.



“Hi there,” he said. “I’m Captain Chase Nordstrom. And you must be…”



“Lieutenant Wentness,” she said, shaking his hand. She took longer to pull away from his handshake than most people would, which he took as an encouraging sign. Also an encouraging sign was the next thing she said, which was: “I am honored to meet you, Captain. I’ve heard so many stories about your… prowess.”



He smiled. If he were lucky, he would get to show her his prowess firsthand very, very soon.



“Welcome to the
 ND Tyson
 ,” he said. “Let me show you around.”



“Yes, sir,” she said, licking her lips and walking beside him as they walked out of the reception area. She was close enough, agonizingly, to almost be touching.



 



---



 



By the time they made it to his quarters, they had been touching quite a lot. At first, her hand brushed against his legs as they walked through the corridors. Once, when they were leaving Engineering, he felt her hand hit his ass. He thought that might have been accidental, but then she did it again when they were going through the main mess hall. And once more, when they talked to Dr. Lancaster in sickbay. One of the most eccentric humans Nordstrom had ever known, Lancaster didn’t like most alien races’ sexually open attitudes. The fact that humans as a whole were progressing toward the same degree of openness didn’t sit well with her. Nordstrom noticed her judgmental eyes on Wentness the entire time they were in sickbay.



Nordstrom had only ever met one other human who was almost as close-minded about sex as Lancaster, and he’d almost married her. He counted himself lucky that he realized Pamela would make him stop having sex with others when they got married. He’d dodged a bullet with that one.



Wentness -- whose name was so much like “wetness” Nordstrom couldn't think of it any other way -- seemed to have a thing for his ass. It wasn’t an area he’d let many people explore, but she was so sexy, and he was so needy he would probably let her get away with exploring any part of him as much as she wanted.



“This area is the officers’ living quarters,” he said.



“Which room is yours?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.



“Uh, this one right here,” he said, pointing to the one to which he had led them.



“I’d like very much to… inspect the interior,” she said.



“As you wish.”



He pressed his thumb into the door’s fingerprint reader, and it slid open. He motioned for her to walk in first, admiring her tight little ass as she did so.



“So where’s the bedroom?” she asked, but he was on her before she finished the question.



He spun her around and kissed her full in the mouth. She started working on his belt as he worked his fingers through her hair as he kissed her. She dropped to her knees, pulling his pants down as she did so. She laughed when she saw he was already hard for her, but he had been hard for her since first setting eyes on her in the reception area.



Her mouth was like Heaven. She started slowly, by holding him by the base of his shaft as she barely licked underneath his tip. He had a crazy thought that it was amazing how similar most aliens were to humans, so much so that a blowjob was virtually the same in any world. Before long, she had his entire length inside her and was doing amazing things with her tongue even as she continually moved back and forth, her nose pressing up against his public hair when she went toward him and her lips barely on the tip of his cock as she pulled away.



Her apparent obsession with his ass hadn’t ended. As he moaned and felt his orgasm rising, she snuck her hand around back and placed a finger on the tip of his asshole. She let it rest there for a moment as if seeing if he would object. He was of no mind to object to much of anything at the moment, so she slowly shoved her finger inside.



It wasn’t the first time he’d had something in there, but it was the first time he enjoyed it as much as he did now. She worked her finger as far inside as she could and started moving it in and out. Before long, she had built up a good pace. She was fucking his ass with her little finger, and it was going to push him over the edge. He was going to come any moment now, his long curse finally having been lifted.



Or so he thought. She suddenly stopped, pulling her mouth from his cock and her finger from his ass at precisely the same instant. He moaned in protest as he felt the familiar hollowness in his stomach that he always got when denied.



“Come on now, Captain,” she said, standing up. She pulled her uniform top over her head, revealing the perfect breasts he had suspected were there, nipples just as pointy as they looked through the shirt. “You’ll have your fun, but I need to have mine, too.”



He smiled at her as she lowered her pants. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”



“Good. You don’t have anywhere else you need to be, do you?”



“Absolutely not,” he said, although this wasn’t true in the slightest. He was supposed to be on a briefing call with Admiral Blevins right now, but most of his brain had forgotten all about that.



“Now, let’s take this to the bedroom, shall we?”



So they did, and he shed the rest of his clothes on the way. As soon as she was near the bed, he turned her around and shoved her onto her back. He knelt and spread her legs, eager to return the oral favor. He buried himself in her cunt, which was even wetter than he might have imagined. He savored the taste of her as he licked her slick folds, which were a slightly darker shade of green than the rest of her. As loud as she was moaning, he thought she was coming. She reached down and slapped at his shoulder. He pulled away from her, a strand of her juices sticking to his beard.



“I’m so close but can’t quite seem to get there,” she said. “Maybe you should fuck me.”



She didn’t have to say it twice.



He teased her first by rubbing the tip of his cock around the outside edges of her pussy, soaking himself in her ample juices. She reached for him to guide him into her, but it’s not like he needed any help.



He slid into her raging hot cunt quickly and easily. As he rammed into her, he could feel his climax approaching again and hoped she wouldn’t mind if he came before she did. If she did, maybe he could explain to her about his problems and how she’d helped him overcome them.



“Please, I’m close,” she whispered. He didn’t think the Landori were mind readers, but she clearly realized what was on his mind. He slowed down his pace as her moans grew louder.



She bucked against him, tightly clenching his cock with her pussy. He was getting even closer and closer and…



“Jones to Nordstrom,” came Daria’s voice over the intercom. “You need to get up here now. Blevins is pissed.”



“Fuck her,” Nordstrom said, almost there.



“What?” Wentness said, moving away from him while pushing against his chest. His cock popped out of her cunt as easily as it had gone in.



“No!” he exclaimed. “I was almost there!”



“I’m sorry,” she said, scrambling away from him. “Admiral Blevins single-handedly saved my family during the Battle of Sondar-4. I’m not going to contribute to you disappointing her.”



“You gotta be kidding me,” he said, his cock already softening, but Wentness was already getting dressed.



Reluctantly, he did as well, and they headed for the bridge.







 Chapter Three



Nordstrom frowned as he and Wentness entered the bridge. Daria was sitting in his chair, as she often did when she was in charge of the bridge and Duganstone allowed her a rare moment to sit on her ass like a human instead of crawling around on all fours like a dog. As she stood up when he walked in, he wondered if she left some of herself on his seat as she sometimes did. He usually didn’t mind it -- kind of liked it, actually, and if you were going to get all squeamish about sitting in someone’s juices, you probably shouldn’t be serving onboard a Consortium starship in the first place -- but he was not in the best of moods and didn’t need something like that reminding him as to why.



Admiral Blevins was already on the big viewscreen at the front of the bridge. She did not look happy.



“Where were you?” she said before he could take his seat, which had just the hint of Daria’s presence on it. “This briefing should have started fifteen minutes ago.”



“Sorry, sir,” he replied. “My new science officer had just come on board, and I was… giving her the standard tour.” He rubbed at his beard when he said this, feeling the remnants of the science officer’s juices still there.



Blevins’ eyes found Wentness, and she smiled. “Hello, Lieutenant,” she said. “How have you been? Are your parents doing okay?”



“I’m fine, sir, and my parents are good, too,” Wentness replied, standing at attention and smiling broadly. “Thank you so much for asking.”



“I suppose if you’re the reason the captain was late for this meeting, I can overlook it,” Blevins said. “Did you enjoy the tour he gave you?”



“Oh, yes,” Wentness said, and Nordstrom thought she might be blushing. He couldn’t tell because of her green skin and all. “It… held much promise for the future.”



“Good,” Blevins said, giving Wentness a wink. Nordstrom realized the admiral must have known good and well what was really being said. Not that he was worried about getting in trouble for consorting with a crewmember -- as long as consent was present, that kind of thing was actively encouraged these days. He was just worried about being late for this briefing in the first place, which he suddenly remembered was of Level One importance.



Level One meant they had a diplomatic mission at hand, probably related to admitting a new race to the Consortium. It was rare for a ship staffed primarily by Human Alliance members to engage in a mission like that but not completely unheard of.



“I’m sending the mission briefing to your personal computer now,” Blevins said, tapping away at her console. “Most details for this one are highly classified, but you are cleared to divulge them to select crewmembers as you see fit. You are to proceed to Tolorix at maximum speed and begin diplomatic talks with their Oracle Queen.”



Nordstrom had heard stories about the Oracle Queen and her world. You couldn’t even call them stories, really. More like rumors. Gossip, even. The people of Tolorix were isolationists to the extreme. He had to wonder what it was that made them seek out membership in the Consortium, and he had to wonder what it was about him and his ship that made the Consortium consider him worthy enough to undertake this mission.



Blevins must have anticipated his question because she went on. “You were chosen for this mission because of your track record,” she said. “Your mission success rate, especially when matters of sexual pleasure are concerned, is second to none.”



“So… this mission involves sexual pleasure?” Nordstrom asked. Something about that idea, combined with his recent lack of luck in that area, made him feel uneasy.



“You might say that,” Blevins said. “Read the mission details on your way to Tolorix. Decide who among your team you can trust with what details and implement your plan. This is only the first stage of the bigger mission plan, so you aren’t completely responsible for how this will all turn out. But make no mistake -- this is a critical component of our strategy. You must not fail, regardless of cost.”



“Understood,” he said. “We won’t let you down.”



Blevins smiled at him. “Captain… if you fail, letting me down is the least of your worries. The fate of the entire Consortium may be at stake. At least according to the Tolorixan communication. Seems a bit melodramatic to me, but I suppose we should take them at their word until we have a reason not to.”



He swallowed hard as Blevins disappeared from the viewscreen. He always imagined he’d feel a sense of pride when entrusted with galaxy-defining missions, but now he felt foolish for thinking that way.



“Lieutenant Harrison,” he said to the navigator, a male human with blond hair. “Undock from the station and set a course for Tolorix. Maximum speed.”



 



 









 Chapter Four



Usually, when Nordstrom took his ship into an important or potentially dangerous mission, he liked to brief his entire senior staff. This time, though, he thought it best to keep things between a very select few.



Not that there were many details in the briefing. There was a list of diplomatic contacts they’d be meeting on Tolorix. Information on the weather in the Tolorix capital this time of year. What type of liquor to present to the Oracle Queen as a token gift.



Two things in the briefing stood out, and they both bothered him: The
 ND Tyson
 was explicitly requested for this meeting. By the Oracle Queen herself. Any possible reason for this was beyond Nordstrom’s ability to imagine.



The other thing was that this mission was critical to the Oracle Queen’s survival and that her survival was crucial to the Consortium’s survival. An explanation for why this was the case was curiously missing.



He sat at the head of the conference room table, Daria squatting on the floor to his right. They were waiting for Dr. Franklin, the ship’s alien culture specialist.



Seeing him tapping his fingers on the table, Daria said, “You seem stressed, Captain. Is it the mission?”



“Mostly,” he said. “But not entirely.”



“Ah,” she said. “The curse?”



He laughed. Daria was the only one he told about his problem, and she’s the one who started calling it a curse. Despite what he called it even in his own head, he didn’t actually think of it in terms of a curse. Believing in curses was something only crazy people did, and he was far from crazy.



“It’s not really a curse,” he said. “Just horrible luck. I hope. And maybe anxiety, brought on by so many failed attempts at this point. I can’t help thinking if I could just manage one orgasm with someone else, the floodgates would open, and it’d be smooth sailing from then on.”



“Well,” she said, turning his chair so he faced her. “Let’s see if we can’t help things along.”



“What are you doing?” he asked, even though it was self-evident as she undid his pants and started tugging at them.



“Now, now, Captain, you know the Starcrosser Consortium job description for First Officer states that an XO must be ready to provide relief for their captains at a moment’s notice.”



“There are exceptions for Human Alliance ships,” he said as she pulled his pants below his hardening cock.



“Only if the XO in question requested an exemption before being commissioned,” she said, lightly fingering his cock. “And your XO didn’t.”



There were all sorts of reasons for stopping her. While he had fucked her before, it was always at the behest of Duganstone, and that didn’t seem to be the case this time. If her symbiote Dom didn’t want her doing what she was about to do, she could face his not insignificant wrath. They were also waiting on Franklin to arrive to start the Tolorix briefing, and time was of the essence with that.



But as her warm, wet mouth touched the tip of his cock his mind went blank, and stopping her was the furthest thing from his mind. She looked him in the eye as she kissed the tip and then progressed down the shaft, occasionally sticking her tongue out for a quick lick before continuing the kisses. It was terribly intimate, and he felt his face flush red as she worked her way back up from the base to the tip.



She swirled her tongue slowly around the tip, licking up the precum that had been forming, before taking him inside. She cupped his balls with one hand as she went farther and farther down his shaft, pressing her nose into his pubic hair the way Wentness had. As she moved back up the shaft, she let her teeth drag ever so gingerly along his skin.



She seemed to sense the need for speed, so she started bobbing her head up and down violently, face-fucking herself with his cock. He wasn’t going to last long, and he lay his head back onto his chair and sighed happily.



Suddenly, though, she stopped, and he groaned as he felt her lack of attention. He looked down at her again, and her eyes were suddenly wholly white with no visible pupils.



Duganstone had arrived.



“YOU SHOULD NOT HAVE INDULGED DARIA’S MISBEHAVIOR,” the Dom’s deep, loud voice said through the mouth that had been on Nordstrom’s cock only seconds earlier. Nordstrom wanted to point out that it was quite tricky to tell when Daria was misbehaving and when she wasn’t but didn’t want to risk causing her more punishment than she was already in for now.



“I’m sorry,” Nordstrom said. “She was only trying to help her captain.”



“THEN SHE SHOULD HAVE ASKED ME FIRST. SHE NEEDS TO BE PUNISHED NOW, AND IT CAN’T BE YOU DOING IT.”



Nordstrom almost asked why not -- punishing Daria was almost as fun as fucking her -- but he didn’t want to risk Duganstone’s wrath. When a Corellian Dom took over a submissive’s body, the submissive gained superhuman strength. Reasons for how this was even possible are only speculated on and probably won’t be completely understood until an overzealous fanboy writes a “Complete Guide to the STARCROSS’D Universe'' or something.



The door behind Nordstrom opened, and Dr. Franklin walked in.



“AH, PERFECT. HELLO DR. FRANKLIN. I NEED YOUR HELP.”



Franklin nodded. “Hello, Duganstone. What can I do for you?”



As if he didn’t already know
 , Nordstrom thought.



“DARIA REQUIRES PUNISHMENT FOR POOR DECISIONS. I NEED YOU TO ADMINISTER SAID PUNISHMENT.”



“We need to talk about the Tolorix situation,” Franklin said, impressing Nordstrom with his devotion to the mission. “Can it wait until we’re finished?”



“NO, IT CANNOT.”



With that, Daria -- controlled by Duganstone -- stood up and bent over, resting her upper body on the conference table. Her eyes shifted back to normal, her brown pupils expanding in anticipation of her coming ordeal.



“I’m sorry about this, Commander,” Franklin said, although the lucky bastard probably wasn’t sorry at all.



“It’s what I deserve,” she replied. “Don’t hold back.”



He didn’t. He reared back his right hand and then brought it down hard on her right ass cheek, the sound loud enough to make Nordstrom jump. She squealed out of both pain and pleasure, and Nordstrom felt his cock twitch. He grabbed it and started stroking, reasoning a self-realized orgasm was better than no orgasm at all.



Franklin battered Daria’s ass with his right hand repeatedly before switching hands and ass cheeks. He repeated the process with his left hand on her left cheek until both cheeks were nearly blood red. It didn't look like she’d be able to sit on it for a week.



Her eyes went white again. “STOP. FUCK HER ASS NOW.”



Nordstrom groaned as he watched Franklin go to a cabinet and retrieve a bottle of lubricant, desperately wishing it had been him chosen to “punish” Daria. He slowed down the stroking of his cock, wanting to be able to climax while watching Franklin tearing into the XO’s ass.



Daria moaned as Franklin teased her asshole with a lubed-up finger and then his cock. She gasped when he popped the tip inside and seemed to be pushing back against him, willing him to go deeper. Nordstrom was getting close.



Daria reached for Nordstrom’s cock as Franklin slammed into her from behind, seeming to want to fulfill her Consortium-required job description. But then her eyes went white again.



“FRANKLIN! PULL THIS DAMN SLUT’S HAIR -- HARD!”



Daria’s eyes went back to normal as Franklin did as ordered, causing her to shriek out in pain. She pulled her hand away from Nordstrom, who hadn’t let up his own efforts.



“Oh my god,” Franklin cried out and then let out a grunt. He slowed down and then pulled himself out of her ass completely. Some of his cum flowed out of her ass as he did.



Daria slid off of the conference table and to the floor, exhausted from her trial. Nordstrom kept stroking, embarrassed by his desperate need to come but determined to make it happen regardless.



And then an explosion rocked the ship, knocking his hand off his cock and his ass out of his chair. He landed face-first in Daria’s soaking cunt, and it smelled so good his first thought was wanting to taste it instead of concern for his ship.    







 Chapter Five



Reluctantly pulling his face out of Daria’s crotch without even taking a lick that he would pretend was accidental if anyone ever asked him about it, Nordstrom tapped the radio on his wrist to call the bridge. (It’s probably best you don’t ask how the radio could know precisely where he wanted his transmission to go from just a tap; that’s another one of those things that might be explained later by some fanboy.)



“Lieutenant Buerta,” he said into the radio, “status report!”



When Buerta answered, her speech was slurred. She’d gone longer than usual without an orgasm, and the current crisis meant she might be in real danger soon.



“It’s the Blockers, sir,” Buerta replied. “They’ve knocked us out of hyperspace and are boarding the ship!”



The Blockers. It was a Consortium nickname for the people of Beritos. They were some of the fiercest aliens in the known galaxy, always trying to start wars and get planets to secede from the Consortium. Entirely dependent on asexual reproduction, they were obsessively anti-sex. They found most cultures’ embrace of open sexuality to be an abomination and made it their mission to put a stop to it wherever they could.



They were also the only people in the galaxy who used teleportation technology for fast travel between two nearby locations. The technology was still in its infancy and rife with mishaps, including travelers not arriving in one piece at their target location. Or not arriving at all. Only a race insane enough to think of sex as a bad thing would also be reckless enough to trust technology with such an inconsistent success rate.



But apparently, it worked well enough to allow them to board a starship.



“Red alert!” Nordstrom called out after tapping his radio again to activate the shipwide intercom. “All hands prepare to repel Blocker boarding party!”



“We need to get to the bridge,” Daria said.



“How do you propose we do that?” asked Dr. Franklin. “We don’t have any weapons in here.”



Nordstrom smiled and nodded at Daria. “Yeah, we do.”



Daria nodded back at the captain, and a moment later, her eyes went white again.



“DUGANSTONE REPORTING FOR DUTY,” said Daria’s Dom, in control of her now super-strong body.



Nordstrom extended his hand toward the door. “Lead the way.”



They were confronted by a group of three Blockers as soon as they left the conference room. Like most male blockers, these three were hairless and thin. The lead Blocker raised his blaster rifle at Nordstrom and the others.



“Stand down, and you won’t be harmed,” the Blocker said. “And get some clothes on the female.”



“WE WON’T BE HARMED, AND THE ‘FEMALE’ ISN’T BEING CLOTHED,” Duganstone said.



Almost faster than Nordstrom could follow, Duganstone moved toward the three Blockers, pushing the leader’s blaster downward and punching him in the face at the same time. As the leader dropped his blaster and stumbled backward, the other two moved to draw pistols from the holsters on their belts.



Duganstone had his (her?) hands on their pistols before they could get them completely out of their holsters. Bits of brain and azure blood painted the sides of the corridor a moment later. Duganstone was pointing the two pistols he’d just confiscated at the only one of the three Blockers to not have a hole in his head.



“Captain, look!” Dr. Franklin said. He pointed to items that had fallen out of a bag that one of the dead Blockers was carrying.



Nordstrom picked up one of the items. It was a metal harness with a small black box attached to the front.



“Chastity belt,” Nordstrom said, his voice seething with rage. “With an explosive charge that goes off during unauthorized removal. They probably have cock cages with a similar ‘feature,’ too.”



Franklin visibly shuddered. “Monsters.”



Nordstrom nodded. “Indeed they are.” He looked down at the Blocker who was still alive and staring up at Duganstone. “Why did you attack us? Going after single ships isn’t your usual M.O.”



“I’ll never tell you,” the Blocker said.



Duganstone pointed one of the pistols at the Blocker’s crotch. The Blocker only smiled.



“Don’t waste your time,” Nordstrom said. “He doesn’t have anything to blast off. Male Blockers castrate themselves when they reach puberty.”



“That’s what they’re doing here,” Franklin said. “Forcing our crew into chastity.”



Nordstrom nodded. “It’s what they do everywhere. Still doesn’t answer the question of why us and why now. Normally they go after whole planets and don’t waste their resources on a few hundred people on a starship.”



“SOMETHING ABOUT THE MISSION,” Duganstone said.



“Maybe,” Franklin said. “Still doesn’t make sense. Sure, we’d all be in horrible moods if we couldn’t have sex for a bit, but we’d still complete the mission, right?”



“Of course,” Nordstrom said, knowing from bitter personal experience that the lack of ultimate sexual satisfaction had little to do with mission performance. They were Human Alliance officers, after all. Representatives of the Consortium. They had a job to do, and they were going to do it, regardless of whatever twisted plans the Blockers had in mind.



“What is it about our mission that made you come after us?” Nordstrom asked the Blocker on the floor. “How did you even know about the mission?”



The Blocker looked away for a moment, telling Nordstrom that his ship was attacked because of the mission to Tolorix. But it was apparent they weren’t going to get any real answers from this guy. They needed to find his captain.



“WANT ME TO KILL HIM?” Duganstone asked.



“No,” Norstrom said. “He might prove useful later. Let’s secure him in the conference room and get to the bridge.”



 



---



 



Along the way to the bridge, Nordstrom and the others encountered a few more Blockers, which Duganstone quickly dispatched. They also came across some crew members who had not been lucky enough to have a Duganstone-level deterrent with them and were now locked into chastity belts or cock cages.



Nordstrom assured them he’d figure out how to free them from their Blocker-imposed prisons but encouraged them to fight on. After all, he knew that not being able to orgasm wasn’t exactly a matter of life or death.



Until it was.



When they made it to the bridge, a large contingent of Blockers was just about to take full control of the ship. Within moments, Duganstone had subdued them all, including their captain.



But they were too late to stop one of the Blockers from putting a chastity belt on Buerta.



Nordstrom thought she was dead when he saw her lying on the floor next to her station. Her ordinarily bright red skin had faded to pale pink, and she was breathing very shallowly. He knelt by her side as Daria -- now back in control of her body -- and the others cleared the defeated Blockers from the bridge.



“Buerta,” he said gently. “We’re going to get you out of this.”



“Maybe… too late,” she said through gasping breaths. “Climax… long overdue. Won’t last… much longer.”



“There’s got to be something we can do for her,” Dr. Franklin said from behind Nordstrom. “And the others.”



“No one’s ever been able to disarm the explosives in Blocker chastity devices before,” Daria said.



“The Blocker captain,” Nordstrom said. “He’s still alive, isn’t he?”



“Yes,” Daria said. “Duganstone was going to kill him, but I talked him out of it.”



Nordstrom raised an eyebrow at that.



“He listens to me… sometimes.”



“I have an idea,” Nordstrom said. “It’s risky… but Buerta has nothing to lose. We need to get on the Blocker ship, and we need its captain’s help.”



“Even Blockers can’t remove their chastity devices,” Franklin said.



“I know,” Nordstrom said. “They can’t remove the device from the wearer. But I’m betting they
 can
 remove the wearer from the device.”



 



 



 









 Chapter Six



The Blocker captain, Faes, laughed in Nordstrom’s face.



“You expect me to help you get your people out of our chastity devices?” he asked. “Why would I undo the progress made toward the Prime Objective?”



“Because if you help us, I’ll let you and your people go,” Nordstrom said.



Next to him, Daria said, “What? You can’t let them go.”



“Yes, I can,” Nordstrom said. To Faes, he said, “And I will, if you use your teleporter technology to get my people out of your devices.”



“And if I don’t? You’ll throw us in a Consortium prison?”



“No,” Nordstrom said. “I’ll forget you’re down here in my brig. I’ll forget to order my people to feed your people. You’ll all starve to death.”



“You’d never do that,” Faes said. “Consortium law demands prisoners be treated almost as well as free citizens.”



Nordstrom nodded. “True. However, you’re not members of the Consortium and, in fact, are seen as a menace that should be wiped out. No one will hold it against me if they find out I’ve taken a few anti-sex terrorists off the playing field, assuming they ever find out you were here at all.”



Faes remained quiet for a few moments, considering his predicament. Blockers were always so confident in their mission and tactics that they used their entire crew to board ships. There was no one on his ship to come to his aid or even report their status back to the homeworld. He, and his entire crew, were at Nordstrom’s mercy. If he had any compassion toward his own people, he’d do what Nordstrom demanded.



“I have your word you’ll let us go -- all of us -- if I help you?” Faes asked.



Nordstrom nodded. “As one captain to another.”



“Sir,” Daria interjected, “if we let them go, what’s to stop them from coming after us again? Or going after another ship? And we need to know why they came after us in the first place.”



“I know the shortcomings of my plan, Commander,” Nordstrom said. “But I have the life of one of my own to think about right now. Not to mention the happiness of dozens more. If you want to question my decisions, you can file a formal complaint with the Consortium Council.”



“Yes, sir,” Daria said and said nothing else about the matter.



 



---



 



Moments later, Nordstrom, Buerta, and Dr. Lancaster boarded a shuttle with Faes to fly over to Faes’s ship. Faes had a device that could have teleported himself back to his ship’s bridge, but it only worked for one person, and Nordstrom didn’t trust him to use it. Dr. Lancaster monitored Buerta’s vitals on the way to the Blocker ship, her grim expression telling Nordstrom everything he needed to know: Buerta was running out of time.



When they got to the Blocker ship, they made their way to the main teleportation chamber, Nordstrom carrying the nearly unconscious Buerta in his arms. Faes was surprisingly forthcoming with details on Blocker teleportation technology. It was much more advanced than what was generally believed by Consortium scientists. Faes seemed boastful about it as if it were a point of personal pride that his race had developed such an advanced tool without aid from the mighty Consortium.



Faes explained that the technology was so advanced they could do point-to-point teleportation without the need of the actual chamber. But for the kind of work now required, the fine detail control of the main chamber console was necessary.



Buerta -- and only Buerta -- would be teleported from the spot where Nordstrom lay her to one only a few feet away. Typically when one is teleported, Faes explained, the system assumes one wants to take their clothing and any personal effects on their body with them. The chamber’s console would allow him to teleport only Buerta herself, leaving behind the chastity belt that was literally killing her.



Faes worked for a bit at the controls and announced he was ready. With a nod from Nordstrom, the Blocker captain touched the console again. Nordstrom and Dr. Lancaster held their breath as what seemed almost magical to them happened.



A shimmering glow enveloped the communications officer, and she disappeared. Only her uniform and the Blocker chastity belt remained where she had been.



“Bring her back,” Dr. Lancaster demanded after only a few seconds.



“Patience,” Faes said. “Here she comes.”



Another shimmering glow appeared, and they watched as Buerta rematerialized. Nordstrom and Lancaster rushed to her side.



“You’re free now, Buerta,” Nordstrom said. “You can do what you need to do.”



She shook her head weakly. “No, I can’t. I’m… too weak. Can’t move my arms.”



“You’ll die if you don’t,” Lancaster said as if Buerta didn’t already know that.



“Help me, Captain,” Buerta said. “Don’t let me die.”



“I can’t,” he said.



“What do you mean, you can’t?” Lancaster said. “Everyone in the Consortium has heard tales of the great Chase Nordstrom and his legendary sexual prowess.”



It took everything in him to speak his next words.



“I haven’t been able to give or receive orgasms for several months now,” he said. “Believe me, I’ve tried. I’m surprised you haven’t heard the rumors from who knows how many crew members.”



Lancaster huffed. “No one talks to me about that kind of thing unless they have a medical emergency. And even then, they prefer to deal with my nurses.”



“We’re out of time,” Nordstrom said. “Buerta is out of time. You have to help her, Doctor.”



Lancaster laughed. “Me? I’m not going to…”



“You’re not going to, what?” Nordstrom said. “Do your duty? Save your crewmate’s life?”



“You know how I feel about this, Captain,” Lancaster said.



Nordstrom nodded. “Your prudish nature is almost as legendary as my former sexual prowess. But Buerta is dying, and you’re the only one who can save her.”



“What about him?” Lancaster asked, indicating Faes.



“I’ll die first,” Faes said. “That is a line too far. Kill my crew and me if you feel the need.”



Lancaster sighed. “Dammit.”



“I could order you,” Nordstrom said. “That’s well within my rights. But I won’t make you do anything without your consent. If we had time to get someone else from the
 ND Tyson,
 I would, but you’re the only chance Buerta has.”



Lancaster closed her eyes and sighed. She knelt next to Buerta and tentatively touched the Mellenian’s thigh.



Buerta gasped. “More…” she whispered.



Lancaster moved her hand slowly up Buerta’s thigh. Buerta shivered at the teasing nature of the doctor’s hesitant movements, but Nordstrom knew Lancaster wasn’t trying to be seductive. In all the time Nordstrom had known Lancaster, he’d never heard her speak of a partner or lover of any sort. For all he knew, Lancaster had never touched another person in a sexual way before now.



When she made it to Buerta’s pussy, she sure made it look like she knew what she was doing, however.



Buerta gasped as Lancaster tentatively ran her fingers over Buerta’s slick folds, parting them gently before finding her way inside. As Lancaster inserted one finger and then two, Buerta’s lower lips seemed to moisten instantly, dripping juices onto the deck plate below.



“Wow,” Lancaster said. Despite her misgivings, she seemed genuinely impressed that her ministrations could cause so rapid a response from her patient.



“Oh, Feenora,” Buerta whispered.



“What was that, dear?” Lancaster asked.



When Buerta didn’t answer, Nordstrom said, “It’s the name of a Mellenian deity. They invoke her whenever they’re nearing climax. It means you’re doing a great job.”



“Fascinating,” said Lancaster.



Another fascinating thing was the change in Buerta’s skin tone. The sickly pink hue she’d taken on since being forced into chastity was going away, replaced by her skin’s usual red. She was breathing rapidly and almost seemed to be in distress, but Nordstrom knew she was anything but distressed.



The Mellenian clitoris is in the same place as a human woman’s, and Lancaster apparently knew that. Judging by Buerta’s reaction, Lancaster knew exactly how to pleasure another woman, even if she’d never admit it.



“Oh, Feenora!” Buerta screamed when she came.



“Oh my God,” Lancaster whispered, but she wasn’t distressed either. She kept her fingers inside Buerta as the communications officer climaxed, gushing pussy juices all over the good doctor’s hand.



Buerta thrashed just a bit as her orgasm crashed into her. She moved her hands to her breasts and began rubbing them, occasionally tweaking her nipples.



Lancaster didn’t pull her hand away until Buerta was still. When she did, a thin string of the Mellenian’s juices stuck to Lancaster’s fingers for a moment, connecting the two women who had just shared an intimate moment of which neither of them would ever have dreamed. Lancaster looked at her hand, Buerta’s essence dripping from it, and licked her top lip.



She wants to taste it
 , Nordstrom realized. He smiled. Maybe it was just Buerta’s pheromones, or maybe Lancaster was a bit kinkier than she wanted people to know.



“Thank you, Doctor,” Buerta said. “I know that wasn’t easy for you.”



“It’s okay,” Lancaster replied. “It was… an educational experience.”



Nordstrom stood and faced Faes.



“Okay,” he said. “Now that Buerta is okay, we need to get the rest of your victims over here so you can free them, too.”



Faes muttered something under his breath but nodded in reply.



 









 Chapter Seven



After Faes teleported the rest of those forced into chastity out of their devices, Nordstrom was true to his word and released Faes’s crew. Daria was cold toward him for much of the remaining journey to Tolorix, but the rest of the trip was otherwise uneventful. The
 ND Tyson
 arrived at the Oracle Queen’s planet, more or less on schedule.



The Tolorixian who welcomed Nordstrom was less than welcoming.



“You’re cleared to land your shuttle,” the purple-skinned humanoid with forehead ridges and pointy ears said, not even a hint of a smile on his thin face. “I’ve sent coordinates.”



He disappeared from the main viewscreen with no fanfare.



“I bet he’s fun at parties,” Daria said, on her hands and knees to Nordstrom’s left.



Nordstrom smiled at her joke. It was nice to have her talking to him again. He wasn’t sure she would get over him letting the Blockers go, and the truth was, he didn’t blame her. He just didn’t feel like he had any choice in the matter.



“Buerta, page Doctor Lancaster and Doctor Franklin and have them meet Commander Jones, Lieutenant Wentness, and I in the shuttle bay,” Nordstrom said.



“Yes, sir,” said Buerta.



“You’ll have the bridge while we’re gone,” he said as he headed for the elevator, Wentness walking and Daria crawling behind him.



 



---



 



As soon as they landed on Tolorix, Nordstrom and the others were taken directly from the shuttle landing site to a conference room in a nearby building. They couldn’t see much of the planet on their way but what they saw looked much like Earth. If Earth had lavender grass and two moons visible in the daytime sky, that is.



The four humans and the Landori were seated along one side of a table, with five identical-looking Tolorixians on the other side. One of them could have been the one who spoke to Nordstrom on the ship’s viewscreen; they all looked that much alike.



The one in the center of the five -- he said his name was Mollade -- was the only one who spoke during the meeting, and his first words sent chills through all four humans.



“The Oracle Queen is dying,” he said. “And if she dies before her offspring reaches maturity, nearly every living being in the universe will die with her.”



It was one of those situations where you really want to ask the other person to repeat themselves even though you know you heard what you heard.



“How is that possible?” Dr. Lancaster asked. “The every-living-being-dying-with-her thing?”



“The Oracle Queen is the source of all sexual desire in the universe,” he explained. “In all places and all times.”



“All times?” Dr. Franklin said.



The Tolorixian nodded. “If the Oracle Queen ceases to exist before her offspring can take her place, all sexual desire will be eliminated from existence. Retroactively.”



“A Tolorixian is the source of all sexual desire?” Wentness asked.



“The Oracle Queen is not Tolorixian,” Mollade explained. “For millennia, the reigning Oracle Queen traveled the cosmos on her own, seeking out consorts from every planet she came across. A few generations ago, the current Oracle Queen settled on Tolorix for reasons unknown to us. Since then, it has been our sacred duty to guard her, even though she is effectively immortal and indestructible. The only thing she requires to survive is occasionally partaking in the Ultimate Pleasure, which is provided by suitable mates that we seek out.”



“Almost like Buerta’s need for frequent orgasms,” Dr. Lancaster said. “I wonder if the Queen is related to the Mellenians?”



“WIthout sexual desire, it’s unlikely many sentient species would even exist,” Dr. Lancaster said.



Mollade nodded again. “Exactly. It matters little that many worlds now have the technology to enable reproduction without the need for sexual pleasure. What matters is that this technology has only existed in recent centuries. The death of the Oracle Queen would mean the elimination of every species at their earliest, formative stages.”



“It would mean the death of everything,” Daria said.



“Almost,” Mollade said. “Some species, like the Beritosians, have never relied on sexual reproduction, so they would likely be unaffected.”



“Of course, the damned Blockers get a pass,” Dr. Franklin said.



“How can we help?” Nordstrom asked, hoping his voice was steadier than he thought it was.



“The Oracle Queen must soon receive the Ultimate Pleasure,” Mollade said. “And it must be from a leader of a species from which she has never before received it. She has yet to experience this from a member of the human race. Tales of the legendary Chase Nordstrom and his mastery of all paths to the Ultimate Pleasure have reached even our isolated world, Captain.”



His heart beating, Nordstrom had no idea how he was going to tell this diplomat that he was incapable of providing ‘the Ultimate Pleasure’ to the Oracle Queen. But another thought struck him.



“I’m not the leader of the Human Alliance,” he said. “Or the Consortium. Surely you know that.”



“Of course. But, as captain of a starship, you lead people. You lead them into battle and to their deaths. You will suffice.”



No, I’m afraid I won’t,
 Nordstrom thought.



“So there’s been an Oracle Queen since, what? The dawn of time?” Dr. Lancaster asked.



Mollade nodded.



“And they’ve never run out of species to… give them the Ultimate Pleasure?”



“The cycle begins anew with her offspring,” Mollade said.



“So each new Queen can… use the same species again,” Dr. Franklin surmised.



“Why does it have to be a leader?” Wentness asked.



Mollade shrugged. “This is unknown. It is simply what the Oracle Queen demands, and we do not question her. Her ways are quite mysterious.”



So many unanswered questions. The STARCROSS’D Universe fanboys were going to have to work really hard to come up with suitable explanations for all of this.



“What if Captain Nordstrom is unable to provide your Queen with what she needs?” Dr. Lancaster said. “Would it be permissible to request another representative -- another leader -- from the Human Alliance to assist?”



Nordstrom could see Daria’s eyebrows rise out of the corner of his eye. She was no doubt curious about Dr. Lancaster’s knowledge of his predicament.



“There’s no time,” Mollade said. “If the Oracle Queen does not receive the Ultimate Pleasure soon, she will expire. And there is not another Human Alliance starship close enough to Tolorix to provide a replacement. Captain Nordstrom is our only hope.”



Great
 , Nordstrom thought.
 The universe is fucked, and it’s all my fault.



 









 Chapter Eight



Since there didn’t seem to be anything that could be done, Nordstrom decided not to reveal his affliction to the Tolorixians. It was possible, he supposed (hoped), that if she really were the source of all sexual desire, it would be enough to overcome his limitations. There was absolutely nothing to be lost by trying.



The Ceremony of Ultimate Pleasure was held in a large room with dozens of Tolorixians present. Daria, Lancaster, Franklin, and Wentness were told they were expected to attend, as well.



When Nordstrom first saw the Oracle Queen, she took his breath away. She was sitting on the edge of a bed in the center of the room. Her skin was similar to a Caucasian human but seemed to be giving off the faintest glow. Her eyes were also human-like, but at the same time, there was something utterly, indefinably non-human about them. Embedded in the center of her forehead was a small, round piece of metal jewelry, and she wore a large necklace of diamond-like gems around her neck. She was dressed in what could only be described as black, strappy lingerie.



She was the most beautiful creature Nordstrom had ever seen, and he prided himself in making sure he saw many beautiful creatures. His cock was rock hard and somehow felt longer than it ever had before.



As impactful as the Oracle Queen was to Nordstrom, she had an even more significant effect on Lancaster and Franklin. Nordstrom heard them both gasping as Lancaster dropped to her knees, and Franklin grabbed at his crotch. Wentness remained standing but swayed, looking like she might fall at any moment.



“Oh my God,” Franklin said, suddenly sweating.



“What the fuck?” Lancaster asked, her face flushed.



“Intriguing,” Wentness said, hands massaging her tits.



Nordstrom looked at Daria, who bit her top lip and smiled.



“What’s going on?” Nordstrom asked.



“They’re coming,” Daria said. “Don’t you feel it? The sexual energy she’s giving off is palpable. It’s taking everything I have not to come, too.”



Nordstrom nodded. He did feel it, and realizing that his friends were coming bothered him. Not because they were, but because he wasn’t. Daria being able to resist was to be expected; Duganstone frequently made her go without climaxing for extended periods. But there was only one reason that he wasn’t coming like Lancaster and the others.



It was because he couldn’t.



He looked back to the Oracle Queen, who gazed at him with such longing his heart skipped a beat. He was consumed with the desire to give her what she needed. To provide her with the Ultimate Pleasure and to have some of that for himself.



To fuck like no one had ever fucked before.



“I’m glad to see you are stronger than your friends,” said Mollade, next to him. “Sometimes the Queen is denied the Ultimate Pleasure because her paramour can’t stop themselves from climaxing.”



“No need to worry about that with me,” Nordstrom said bitterly. “But I can’t do this.”



Mollade looked aghast. “But you must. The fate of nearly all existence is in your hands.”



“You don’t understand,” Nordstrom said. “I literally can’t do this. I can’t give her -- or anyone else -- the Ultimate Pleasure. I haven’t been able to make anyone climax for months. I don’t know why, but it’s true.”



Mollade sighed a heavy sigh. “Then all is lost.”



“Maybe not,” Nordstrom said. He tapped his radio. “Lieutenant Buerta, this is Nordstrom. Please send notice to Admiral Blevins that I am resigning my captaincy, effective immediately.”



 









 Chapter Nine



“What are you doing?” Daria asked him as Lancaster, Franklin, and Wentness climaxed for a second time.



“Giving her a leader who can do what she needs,” Nordstrom said.



“Admiral Blevins wants to talk to you,” Buerta said over Nordstrom’s radio. “But she has authorized a field promotion for Commander Jones to Acting Captain, effective immediately.”



“Congratulations, Captain,” Nordstrom said to Daria. “Let me speak to Duganstone.”



Daria’s eyes went white.



“Are you aware of the situation?” Nordstrom asked.



Duganstone nodded. “I AM.”



“So you know what Daria needs to do?”



“YES. I WILL RELEASE ALL CONTROL OF HER. SHE HAS MY FULL SUPPORT. AS DO YOU, CAPTAIN.”



“Not ‘Captain’ anymore, but thank you, Duganstone.”



He nodded one more time, and then Daria was back.



“Sir, how do we even know this will work?” she asked.



He shrugged. “We don’t. But we have nothing to lose by trying.”



“This is highly unusual,” Mollade said.



“Tell me about it,” Nordstrom said. To the Oracle Queen, he said, “Change of plans, Your Highness. Captain Jones here is now our leader. Do you have any issues with proceeding?”



The Oracle Queen looked Daria over, her eyes moving from the top of Daria’s head down her naked body to her toes. The Queen smiled, licked her lips, and spread her legs. She ran a hand from her neck, down to her breasts, and then to her crotch.



“You’re up,” Nordstrom said.



Daria nodded and approached the Queen. The Queen spoke words from a language no one around her understood as she fingered Daria’s collar. Daria seemed to understand what the Queen wanted and unbuckled the collar. The Queen removed her ornate necklace and let Daria wrap her collar around the Queen’s neck.



Submissive became Dominant as Daria shoved the source of all sexual desire in the universe back onto the bed.



Daria pulled at the crotch of the Queen’s lingerie so hard she ripped it, and the Queen made a sound identical to a human woman’s giggle. Daria wasted no time, shoving her face into the Queen’s cunt and lapping away at her slick folds.



As the Queen gasped and moaned in the wake of Daria’s oral assault, Nordstrom heard the unmistakable sound of clothes being removed next to him. He turned to see Franklin, Lancaster, and Wentness touching and kissing each other as they tore each other’s uniforms off.



He started to ask what the hell they were doing, but then he noticed many of the Tolorixians in attendance doing the same things with each other. And he didn’t have to wonder why; the “sexual energy,” as Daria had called it, given off by the Queen was intensifying. Nordstrom’s cock was raging as much against the futility of his situation as against his uniform pants.



“Join us, Captain,” Dr. Lancaster said, her eyes filled with lust.



“Not ‘Captain’ anymore,” he reminded her.



“Who cares what your title is,” Wentness said, reaching up to grab his hand with one of hers even as she used the other to stroke Franklin’s cock. “I want your cock in my mouth again.”



“I appreciate that,” Nordstrom said, and he very much wanted that, too. “But I think I’ll sit this one out.”



Wentness shrugged. “Your loss,” she said as she went down on Franklin.



Nordstrom left the trio to it and walked closer to the bed. He understood the gravity of the moment and wanted to take in as much of it as he could.



And seeing two of the most beautiful women he’d ever seen going at it like animals in heat was too good an opportunity to pass up. Even if he couldn’t fully enjoy the experience. He took another look around the big room and saw that nearly everyone was fucking or masturbating. He shrugged, took out his cock, and stroked himself as he watched the universe being saved.



Daria growled as she ate out the Oracle Queen. The new captain of the
 ND Tyson
 peeled apart the Queen’s pussy lips with her fingers as she nibbled and licked her way into the Queen’s cunt. The Queen writhed on the bed, beside herself with pleasure.



As Daria grew more aggressive with her mouth, the Queen’s breathing became more and more labored. She seemed close to her peak, and Nordstrom allowed a little relief to wash over him. As depressing as it was to think that all existence might depend on this alien woman’s orgasm, all the worry over it might soon be for naught. Daria was very, very good at bringing pleasure, after all, even, apparently, the “Ultimate” kind.



But just as it seemed the Queen was going to explode with joy, Daria stopped. She ripped more of the Queen’s outfit away, revealing the most perfect breasts Nordstrom or anyone else had ever seen. Then, Daria started work on those breasts with her mouth with the same fervor she’d used down below.



The Queen spoke again and, again, Daria seemed to understand what she was saying.



“Since you asked so nicely,” Daria said, moving her hand down to massage the Queen’s cunt as she continued to suck on the alien’s nipples.



Daria quickly went to work on the Queen’s clit, only taking her mouth off one breast long enough to move to the other. After only a few moments of this, the Oracle Queen cried out. It was a scream that existed both audibly and inside the head of everyone in attendance, and it signaled the continued existence of all sexually reproduced life.



Once she finished climaxing, the Queen sat up and looked at Daria with fire in her eyes. She spoke again, and again only Daria understood.



Whatever she said, Daria giggled madly about it, and the two women proceeded to please each other for a couple more hours.



Nordstrom stroked himself so much his cock was too sore to touch, so he stopped after a while.



 



 









 Chapter Ten



As the Queen and Daria caught their breath and Nordstrom’s crewmates collapsed out of exhaustion from their impromptu threesome, explosions rocked the building. Nordstrom tapped his wrist radio to call the ship.



“Buerta, it sounds like we’re under attack,” he said. “What’s going on?”



“It’s the Blocker ship, sir,” she said. “The one we let go. They just appeared out of nowhere and knocked out the planet’s defense grid. We’re engaging them, but they’ve already disabled our force field!”



Before Buerta had finished speaking, two Blockers appeared on either side of the bed and grabbed the Oracle Queen’s arms. Daria moved to free the Queen, but she was too late. One of the blockers placed a small device on the Queen’s left arm and pressed a button. She disappeared, followed seconds later by the two Blockers.



Mollade rushed to Nordstrom’s side and exclaimed, “They’ve got the offspring, too!”



Static filled Nordstorm’s radio, and the Blocker captain Faes spoke to Nordstrom.



“You shouldn’t have let us go, Captain,” he said. “We’d hoped to stop you from prolonging the Queen’s life, but we’ll just do things the hard way.”



“You can’t kill them, you know,” Nordstrom said.



“I’m well aware of the Queen’s invulnerability,” Faes said. “But we Beritosians are a patient people. We’ll keep the Queen and her spawn where no one can find them or tend to their perverse needs. All sexual desire will still be wiped out. It will just take a bit longer.”



Nordstrom furiously tapped his radio and said, “Buerta, stop that ship!”



“We can’t, sir,” she replied. “They’ve knocked out our weapons and propulsion systems. We are dead in the water.”



Mollade looked like he was close to tears. “After all of this, we’ve failed!”



Nordstrom smiled, pulling a small device from his pocket. It was identical to the one the Blockers had placed on the Queen. Nordstrom had confiscated it from Faes when he’d been in custody.



“Not quite yet,” Nordstrom said before pushing a button on the device and disappearing.



 



---



 



Nordstrom reappeared on the bridge of the Blocker ship, right behind Faes in his captain’s chair.



He had the Faes in a stranglehold before the Blocker captain realized what was happening. He pulled his blaster pistol from its holster and held it against Faes’s temple.



Glancing around the tiny bridge, he saw only two other Blockers. He told them to stand down, or he’d kill Faes.



“You underestimate the importance of the Prime Objective,” Faes said. To the other Blockers, he said, “Kill him. That’s an order.”



The two Blockers drew their blasters and aimed. Nordstrom didn’t believe they’d actually fire until he felt the impact of their twin force beams hitting Faes, who laughed as he died.



Dropping the Blocker captain’s lifeless body, Nordstrom ducked behind the command chair. He peeked around the chair and fired a shot at one of the two Blockers. The Blocker fired off a useless blaster shot as his head disintegrated.



The other Blocker had made it behind Nordstrom and shoved his blaster into the back of Nordstrom’s head.



“It’s over, human,” the Blocker spat out.



“You sure about that?” Nordstrom asked, hearing the hum from the Blocker’s blaster as he squeezed the trigger.



Nordstrom disappeared as the Blocker’s blaster beam shot through the space where Nordstrom’s head had been.



Nordstrom reappeared only a moment later, but it was enough time to do the trick. He swung around and fired his own blaster at the Blocker’s gun hand. The Blocker screamed as his hand turned to dust, the pistol he’d been holding dropping to the floor.



The Blocker stumbled backward, falling on his ass and using his remaining hand to clutch at the stump Nordstrom had just created.



Nordstrom stood over him, pointing his blaster at his enemy’s head. “I’m guessing you’re not as willing to die for your cause as your captain was,” he said.



He guessed right.



 









 Epilogue One



Nordstrom’s new friend -- the one-handed Blocker named Durell -- helped Nordstrom secure the Blocker ship and free the Oracle Queen and her offspring. With the crew of the Blocker ship back in the
 ND Tyson
 ’s brig, Nordstrom arranged for Durell to be kept separate from the rest of his crew, who now considered him a traitor to them and their insane cause.



With Daria’s task accomplished, Admiral Blevins allowed Nordstrom to rescind his resignation. Daria had no objections to this.



Nordstrom met with the Oracle Queen while the rest of his crew worked to repair the
 ND Tyson
 enough to get it underway. They met on a balcony overlooking a lush field of lavender grass and tall, golden flowers. She was chatting with her offspring, who stood by her side. The girl, who might be eleven or twelve if Oracle Queen children aged like human children, looked very much like her mother, with the same glowing skin and human-looking yet alien eyes.



“Thank you for all you’ve done, Captain,” the Queen said. She still spoke in the same language she’d used with Daria, but this time Nordstrom understood her perfectly.



He smiled at her. “All in a day’s work for a Consortium captain. Besides, my XO did most of the work.”



The Queen smiled back at him. “That she did. And she did it very, very well.”



“So… things are good now?” Nordstrom asked. “I’m still not sure how all this works.”



She laughed. “Neither am I, truthfully. But yes, I think things are good. And will be good until my little one here is of age and relieves me of my duties.”



“Well, I’m not going to pretend to understand you,” Nordstrom said. “But it was lovely meeting you. I’m only sorry I couldn’t be the one to give you what you needed.”



“I imagine you are,” the Queen said, “but, in truth, I am, too. Your reputation precedes you.”



“My reputation was probably a little bit exaggerated,” he said. “Even before my current difficulties.”



They chatted for a little longer before he took his leave. He returned to his ship and to the ordinary, everyday life of a starship captain, which, if one was completely honest, was actually quite dull.



At least, until it wasn’t.



  



  










 Epilogue Two



Dr. Lancaster sighed as she entered her quarters. She was tired yet exhilarated at the same time; she’d had more sexual encounters today than she’d had in years.



More than she’d had since she wore a different face, used the name Pamela, and was fucking Chase Nordstrom on a daily basis.



She forgot how much she liked sex. This was intentional, of course. She wanted to forget. Wanted to forget how much pain it could bring. Wanted to forget how much power her jealousy had over her when she found someone she liked fucking so much she wanted that person to not fuck anyone else. Even wanted to forget how much pleasure it bestowed, lest it control her every action the way it did so many others.



Others of her race -- a dwindling group of energy vampires who traveled from world to world in search of new hosts in which to live -- had warned her of the dangers of falling in love with corporeal beings, but she didn’t listen. She fell hard for Chase Nordstrom -- “head over heels” was the human expression -- and she didn’t even know why.



Sure, he was great in bed, but looking back, she was hard-pressed to come up with any other reason for her feelings.



Feelings were not logical, though. They were the byproduct of spending too much time in the body of corporeal beings who hadn’t yet learned to control their baser instincts. Unfortunately, that described nearly every race of corporeal beings. Not for the first time, she thought about trying out Blockers one of these days...



She thought about Chase briefly as she showered, washing off the scents of Dr. Franklin and the Landori. The experience she’d shared with them wasn’t entirely her choice, but she didn’t regret it. Having Chase stand there helpless, his cock hard but knowing he’d never come close to the Ultimate Pleasure the rest of his crewmates were getting, made it even more enjoyable than it would already have been.



She had been surprised that Nordstrom didn’t try fucking the Oracle Queen. He must have wanted to. Even knowing he wouldn’t have been able to climax, merely touching her would’ve been a supremely pleasurable experience. He must have dredged up every ounce of integrity he could muster to stand aside and let Daria do the deed without even trying to do it himself.



Maybe he had changed. Maybe it was time to set him free. Perhaps she should lift the curse she’d placed on him a few months ago.



But the curse had taken a lot of time and effort to learn, and the wounds he had left her with still ran deep.



She would free him from his affliction some day.



Probably.



She almost took away the curse when she realized all of existence might rely on Chase Nordstrom and his legendary sexual prowess. She wasn’t a monster. She was going to do it when they entered the Queen’s ceremony room but then she was distracted by the endless orgasms the Queen caused. Luckily for everyone in the universe, his solution worked.



So, for now, she was content to let things be. To watch as he chased (ha!) an impossible high, growing more and more frustrated until he gave up his pursuit. Once that happened, she might see fit to grant him release.



She stood naked before her closet. She took out the only piece of evening wear she had, a stunning red dress that left very little to the imagination. Once she had it on, she tapped her radio to see if Buerta was ready for their dinner date. Buerta said she was, but she had a pressing matter she needed to attend to first, and would Dr. Lancaster care to come to help her out with that?



A shiver ran through Lancaster’s whole body as she said, “I’ll be right there.”
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Asexywife offers her body to get her husband out of a speeding ticket
and makes him watch!

Bryce's husband Henry is disappointing in so many ways, not the least of
which is the size of his manhood. He's a joke at work, he has no ambition,
and he can't please Bryce in any way that matters.

And now he's gotten pulled over for speeding. What a loser.

Desperate for some decent sex, Bryce offers herself up to pay for her
husband's ticket. Officer Dalton is happy to oblige, but what happens
when unexpected backup arrives?

This smoking hot story features graphic scenes including oral sex, group
sex, masturbation with an inanimate object, cuckolding, hotwifing, and
erotic humiliation.





