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 Foreword 
 
      
 
    This is the second book in the John Blake Chronicles and is a direct continuation of Volume 1, covering chapters 11 to 20 of the story. The scope of this tale widens now as the crew explore more of the galaxy together, uncovering more mysteries... 
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 Three Square Meals Ch. 11 – A new adventure 
 
      
 
    "Come on," Alyssa said, smiling at the spiky-haired redhead. "Let's go and tell John we're headed to Olympus Shipyard!"  
 
      
 
    The beautiful blonde rose from the Executive Officer’s chair and offered a hand to her petite friend. Sparks clasped Alyssa’s slender fingers, then marvelled at the incredible softness of her velvety smooth skin. After spending most of her young life grafting in her workshop, Sparks’ own hands were rough and callused, and she felt self-conscious around Alyssa’s radiant beauty.  
 
      
 
    When Alyssa had first escaped from their asteroid homeworld, the blonde girl had been a pale shadow of the outrageously beautiful woman she had transformed into. Like all inhabitants of Karron, who never received any exposure to the sun, Alyssa had left the planetoid with ghostly white skin. She’d also been suffering from severe malnutrition, having survived on the knife-edge of starvation for most of her life. Although she had still been a pretty girl back then, the lack of food had stunted her growth, the thin waif barely more than five-foot-tall.  
 
      
 
    Sparks had resigned herself to never seeing her best friend again, having urged her to stow away aboard John’s freighter to escape from vengeful gang members. Then six weeks later, Alyssa had unexpectedly breezed back into the redhead’s life, turning it upside down. Her friend was now tall and toned, with flawless bronzed skin that practically glowed with vitality. In the peak of physical condition and with her glorious golden blonde mane of hair, she looked like she had just stepped out of a glossy Holo-vid commercial!  
 
      
 
    Sparks was finding the miraculous change to be more than a little unsettling... 
 
      
 
    Alyssa glided down the illuminated steps from the Command Podium and led Sparks into the Commander's Ready Room. She gave John a cheeky mock salute and said, "Course laid in and we're on our way, Commander!"  
 
      
 
    John grinned at the playful teenager. "Very good, XO." 
 
      
 
    "Why don't we get you settled into a room," John suggested to Sparks. "This must all seem pretty daunting at the moment." 
 
      
 
    The culture-shocked redhead had been looking around the room with wide eyes, but she focused on him again and sighed as she said, "You got that right..."  
 
      
 
    "Okay, let's get going," John said, getting up and leading the two girls back out to the Bridge. "We need to go to our room and change anyway." 
 
      
 
    Calara greeted them with a warm smile when they appeared, her dark brown eyes filled with curiosity as she looked at the petite redhead. 
 
      
 
    "We're going to pack away our combat gear," John said to the Latina as he walked towards the elevator. "Will you be alright holding the Bridge for the moment?" 
 
      
 
    Calara nodded and glanced at the holographic Sector Map. "I wanted to do some long-range scans for pirates anyway.” 
 
      
 
    "Let's meet up for dinner in a couple of hours," John suggested, as he hit the button to summon the elevator. 
 
      
 
    Calara smiled happily as she waved them goodbye. "See you then!" 
 
      
 
    Sparks glanced over her shoulder to take a final look at the stunning Latina, feeling more than a little intimidated by Calara’s beauty and poise.  
 
      
 
    “You coming, Sparks?” John prompted her with a kind smile. 
 
      
 
    She bobbed her head and darted through the elevator doors to join John and Alyssa. They descended to Deck Two and the soft chime from the elevator notified them that they’d reached their destination, the doors swishing smoothly open. 
 
      
 
    "That's the Officers’ Lounge through there," Alyssa said to her friend, pointing at the double doors at the end of the corridor. Turning and pointing in the opposite direction, she added, "Our rooms are this way.” 
 
      
 
    The group walked past the playroom and the other empty officers’ quarters before coming to a halt at the door adjacent to Calara's room.  
 
      
 
    "You can have this one," Alyssa said, hitting the button to open the door. "Decorate it however you like, but please keep it tidy.” 
 
      
 
    Sparks poked her head around the door and looked around the quarters in amazement. "Wow, this room is fucking huge!" she gasped, used to a tiny cot bed back at her workshop. She walked in and ran her hand over the covers on the king size bed. "This feels amazing, the covers are so soft!" 
 
      
 
    "Let us know if you need anything," John said, his voice kind and reassuring. "We want you to be happy and comfortable." 
 
      
 
    Sparks nodded absent-mindedly as she walked around the room, taking everything in. She couldn't believe how luxurious her new quarters seemed. Wondering if she needed to pinch herself to wake up, she walked back to join her new crewmates who were waiting in the corridor. 
 
      
 
    "Calara sleeps in there," Alyssa explained, pointing at the adjacent room. Her full lips turned up into a mischievous smile. "Some of the time!"  
 
      
 
    John looked a bit embarrassed and Sparks narrowed her eyes in anger as she stared at him, suddenly faced with the reality of their living arrangements. 
 
      
 
    "You're fucking both of them?!" she asked him with an accusatory tone to her voice, feeling protective of her blonde friend. 
 
      
 
    John opened his mouth to reply, but he was quickly cut off by the blonde at his side.  
 
      
 
    "Absolutely!” Alyssa exclaimed with a cheeky grin on her face. “He’s amazing in bed and if you're nice to him, maybe he'll start fucking you too! Isn't that wonderful?" 
 
      
 
    That put a quick end to John's interrogation and Sparks blushed bright red with embarrassment. Alyssa walked over to her and the statuesque young woman enfolded her smaller friend in a comforting embrace. 
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry, Sparks. I didn't mean to make you feel bad, it's just better if we're all open with each other," she explained, her voice gentle and soothing. "My life has been amazing since I met up with John and I just want that for you too.” 
 
      
 
    They hugged for a while, with Alyssa just providing reassurance and comfort for her overwhelmed friend. John watched them quietly, unsure how to handle the volatile redhead. He decided to let Alyssa take the lead with Sparks, the confident blonde being far more comfortable with her old friend. As he was watching the two of them, a sudden thought came to mind and Alyssa turned to look at him, nodding her approval with a warm smile. He returned her smile then turned and strode into their bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Eventually Sparks pulled back from the hug and looked up at the beautiful blonde. "This is all so weird... You remind me of my old friend, but you just look and sound totally different," she said hesitantly, struggling to explain the confusing feelings she was experiencing. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa smiled back fondly at the petite girl. "I'm still me, Sparks." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, but it's like you've turned into Alyssa Plus!” the redhead protested. “You used to be a bit shy and introverted, and only really opened up when it was just the two of us. The way you were on the Bridge... that was amazing!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa tilted her head to the side, considering her friend's observation. She looked a bit less sure of herself as she asked quietly, "Do you like the new me?"  
 
      
 
    Sparks nodded and replied honestly, "You're a bit intimidating, but yeah, I like the new you a lot!"  
 
      
 
    "Well, that's all that matters then," Alyssa said with a relieved grin. "Come on, I need to get out of this armour!"  
 
      
 
    She led her smaller friend into her huge bedroom, then glided through the door into the walk-in-wardrobe. The redhead stopped to marvel at the opulent luxury of the bedroom and the impressively huge four-poster bed, the first she’d ever seen.  
 
      
 
    When she followed her friend through the first of the two doors to her right, Sparks’ eyes were so wide, it looked like they were about to fall out of her head. "This is just your closet?!"  
 
      
 
    "Uh-huh," Alyssa replied as she stood in the middle of the room, unzipping and unbuckling her combat armour, before piling up the ceramic plated sections on the floor.  
 
      
 
    She noticed John's gear was neatly stowed away in the corner, so she placed hers next to his in its usual spot. Feeling stiff from wearing body armour for several hours, Alyssa stretched her arms over her head to get the kinks out of her muscles. She heard a startled gasp behind her and she turned around to look at Sparks.  
 
      
 
    "You're naked!" Sparks gasped, reddening in embarrassment again. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa looked down at her gloriously nude body in mock amazement "Why, yes I am!" she exclaimed. Posing provocatively, she had a gleam in her cerulean eyes. "Do you like?" 
 
      
 
    Sparks made a concerted effort to get over her prudishness and gulped loudly. Alyssa looked at her with a raised eyebrow as if asking the question again and Sparks nodded tentatively. 
 
      
 
    "Would you like to look like this?" Alyssa asked, her tone serious as she gazed into Sparks’ wide eyes. 
 
      
 
    Sparks shuffled her feet and looked away as she mumbled in embarrassment, "You know I could never look as good as you..." 
 
      
 
    "We'll just have to wait and see, won't we" Alyssa replied, arching an eyebrow. “Now it’s time for you to strip off those clothes! Let's go have a shower, I really want to wash Karron off me!" 
 
      
 
    Sparks gulped again, steeling herself and then shyly began to remove her clothes. She cringed when she was finally naked, feeling like the proverbial ugly duckling standing next to a beautiful swan.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa waited patiently for her to undress, then grinned and threw her a towel. "Let's go!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa led Sparks into the adjoining bathroom and sashayed over to John, who was sitting in the huge bath. She leaned over to give him a tender kiss, running her hands through his hair. Sparks squeaked and tried to cover herself with the towel, her earlier bravado in the briefing room long forgotten. 
 
      
 
    "Come on you, let's get nice and clean," Alyssa said, walking back to Sparks and leading her to the large shower cubicle.  
 
      
 
    John closed his eyes and sank a bit lower into the bath to save the girl further embarrassment. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa activated the shower and pulled her smaller friend in with her. With a no-nonsense attitude, she soaped up her hands and then began to wash the redhead, who had built up layers of grime after countless hours spent labouring away in her grubby workshop. Sparks was tense and stiff to start with, mortified at her friend running her hands all over her body.  
 
      
 
    The luscious blonde had a gentle but firm touch and the way she massaged her muscles felt amazing. Alyssa started with Sparks’ spiky hair and carefully washed out all the stiff gel holding up the spikes. When she was done, the teenager was left with a shock of short, red hair as Alyssa then began to work down her body. 
 
      
 
    Eventually Sparks relaxed completely, just luxuriating in the sensations and didn't even react when her friend ran her soapy hands over her breasts and between her legs. It didn't feel sexual, it just felt caring, as Alyssa laboured to get her completely clean. Her skin tingled when Alyssa rinsed off all the soap and Sparks could honestly say she had never been cleaner in her life. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa pulled her into a hug, wrapping her arms around the petite girl. She pressed her lips against Sparks’ ear and whispered soothingly, “You’re safe now, Sparks. Just relax, okay? No one’s going to hurt you or make you do anything you’re not comfortable with.” 
 
      
 
    Sparks pulled back a little to look up into her friend’s bright blue eyes. She could see the openness there and feel the honesty in her words. Taking a deep breath, she slowly nodded, giving the stunning blonde a tentative smile. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa’s answering smile turned into a huge grin as she said excitedly "Now it’s time for a bath! I swear, you haven't lived until you've had a long soak in a bubble bath!" 
 
      
 
    Caught up with the blonde’s infectious enthusiasm, Sparks followed after her and carefully stepped into the glistening pile of soapy bubbles piled up at the end of the bath. Alyssa pushed gently on her back to get her to move forward and then the lithesome beauty slipped gracefully into the water behind her. Sparks still wasn't used to such close physical proximity and her nerves felt on edge as she sat stiff and awkward in the hot water. Alyssa's gloriously smooth arms enfolded the smaller girl in a hug and pulled her back to rest on her curvy athletic body. 
 
      
 
    "I've never...." Sparks murmured, before Alyssa cut her off. 
 
      
 
    "It's okay, I know. Shh now, just relax," the beautiful teenager whispered in Sparks’ ear, as she gave her a gentle kiss. 
 
      
 
    The petite redhead found herself lulled into a boneless state by the warmth of the bubbles. She sank lower and rested her head on Alyssa's wonderfully soft and pliant cleavage. Sparks felt drowsy, warm and safe as she rested in her friend's soothing embrace. 
 
      
 
    After dozing in the huge bathtub for nearly an hour, Sparks gently awoke. She was initially surprised to be nestled up so intimately with her friend, but she felt so relaxed, her discomfort passed in moments. The water was still just as deliciously hot as it had been when she first stepped into the tub and she was filled with curiosity as to how the bath worked. Opening her eyes to investigate, she was shocked to see John at the other end of the tub. She had been so distracted by the warm water, the soapy bubbles, and Alyssa's silky soft skin, that she had forgotten her friend's lover was in the bath with them.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa snuggled in closer behind her. "What did I tell you? Bubble baths are the best thing ever!" she said, sighing deeply.  
 
      
 
    Sparks nodded, watching John a bit warily. “Yeah, they’re not too bad I guess.” 
 
      
 
    "He's not going to bite," Alyssa said, as she hugged the redhead a bit tighter. "John's a gentle and loving guy. Do you really think girls like Calara and me would stay with him if he wasn't amazing?"  
 
      
 
    Sparks thought about that for a moment and realised that Alyssa made a good point. The blonde and brunette were so astonishingly beautiful that they could have their pick of any man in the galaxy. Alyssa clearly adored John and with Calara it bordered on hero worship, so he must have some good qualities. Alyssa’s newfound intellect was another thing that Sparks was finding deeply disconcerting. Their old relationship had been based on the dynamic that Sparks was the clever one and Alyssa was the pretty one. Now Alyssa had gone from pretty to stunningly gorgeous, but also seemed to be just as smart, if not smarter than Sparks! What the hell was going on? 
 
      
 
    "You're right," Sparks admitted, looking across the bath at their male companion. "I'm sorry, John. You saved my life and you obviously love Alyssa, but I've been acting like an asshole towards you." 
 
      
 
    John shrugged and gave her a warm smile. "Don't worry, I wasn't offended. You've had a lot of changes to adapt to in the last few hours and I can appreciate how daunting all this must be." 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” Sparks said, still feeling a bit shy, but a lot more at ease around him. 
 
      
 
    They rested together for a while longer in comfortable silence until Alyssa stretched and let out a contented sigh. "I think it’s about time for dinner," she said, a glint in her eye.  
 
      
 
    Climbing elegantly out of the tub, Alyssa strolled confidently to the heated towel rail. She didn't bother to dry herself, she just held the towel open for Sparks invitingly. The redhead took a deep breath and stood up, with John standing a moment later. He offered her his hand and she tried not to look at his nakedness as she stepped daintily out of the tub and into Alyssa's welcoming arms. The heated towel felt delicious and Sparks let Alyssa dry her body in the towel’s snug embrace.  
 
      
 
    Once everyone was ready, the lovely blonde led the petite redhead into the bedroom, where they sat on the bed together. A sudden nervous tension suddenly filled the air and Sparks shot Alyssa a nervous glance. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa gave her a reassuring smile, then said calmly to her lover,  "John, Sparks has never done anything like this before. Please can you be very gentle with her." 
 
      
 
    "Alyssa!" Sparks hissed, mortified by her friend’s words. 
 
      
 
    "There’s nothing to worry about, this will all work out for the best," Alyssa said with absolute confidence, putting her arm around the redhead. She looked deeply into Sparks’ eyes. "You trust me don't you?”  
 
      
 
    Those big piercing cerulean orbs seemed to look into Sparks' soul and the young girl slowly nodded, transfixed by those enchanting eyes. "Yes, more than anyone." 
 
      
 
    “You’re like a sister to me, Sparks, I only want the best for you. I’ll never betray your trust in me,” Alyssa murmured, her voice catching. She leaned in and placed a tender kiss on Sparks’ cheek.  
 
      
 
    Sparks looked at her friend in wide-eyed astonishment. She bit her lip, then whispered, “I feel the same way...” 
 
      
 
    The two girls hugged each other in a warm embrace, both of their blue eyes welling up with tears. They held each other for a long moment before they parted, with Sparks brushing her tears away. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa smiled at her fondly, then asked, “Are you ready?” 
 
      
 
    Sparks caught the blonde’s sideways glance at John, and she suddenly realised what Alyssa was suggesting. She swallowed then nodded, trying to be brave.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa beckoned John over with a smile. "Please could you stand here, John, and lose the towel."  
 
      
 
    John moved to follow her instructions and stood naked in front of the girls. He wasn't aroused yet, more worried about upsetting Sparks than feeling any sense of desire. Alyssa leaned forward and took the head of his cock in her mouth and sucked on him lovingly. The warm wetness of her velvety soft lips and tongue soon had the desired effect and his burgeoning cock began to wake from its slumbers. 
 
      
 
    "Holy fuck, he's massive!" Sparks gasped, shocked by the size of John's appendage. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa let his swollen red crown slide out from her full lips. "Mmm, we're lucky girls, aren't we?" she said, grinning happily at her friend. 
 
      
 
    Sparks stared at the throbbing cock. It was the first time she had ever been this close to one and she couldn’t help feeling more than a little scared at the monster before her. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa stroked her arm and said encouragingly. "Just kiss the end. I promise you’ll enjoy it."  
 
      
 
    Sparks leaned forward and tentatively brushed her lips over the end of John's cock, feeling the insistent heat and the softness of his skin. Her friend was right, it definitely wasn’t an unpleasant experience and she felt herself heating up as she flushed with arousal.  
 
      
 
    "Very good,” Alyssa purred, rubbing her back. “Now just lick him gently." 
 
      
 
    Sparks followed her instructions and began to carefully lap away at the broad head of John's cock. She moved lower, her tongue exploring the slit at the end, glancing up at him and making eye-contact as she did so. As if sensing a new girl to fill up, John's balls began to prepare fresh pre-cum for the teen and Sparks began to taste a delicious sweetness on her tongue as John's throbbing cock squeezed out an appetiser for her. The potent pheromones began their work and the redhead’s eyes began to get drowsy as she sucked on his cock, swallowing down his potent pre-cum. 
 
      
 
    John tore his eyes away from her to glance at Alyssa. "Are you sure about this?"  
 
      
 
    "Yes, absolutely!" Alyssa nodded vehemently, not a trace of doubt in her mind. "Sparks transformed my old life for the better and I want to do the same for her!" Her face lit up with a lovely smile. "With your help of course, handsome." 
 
      
 
    John pulled back and then went to sit in the middle of the bed, resting his back against the bed's headboard. Alyssa guided Sparks and soon the pale-skinned girl was kneeling in front of John with his swollen head in her hot and wet little mouth. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa moved to snuggle up at his side and gently stroked Sparks’ short hair as she bobbed up and down in his lap. Sparks tried to go deeper, but her throat couldn't accommodate him, so she rested for a moment, swallowing down more pre-cum. Her body visibly relaxed, the tension flowing out of her as his pre-cum went to work relaxing her throat. Sparks tried to take him deeper again and this time she was pliant enough to allow him entry. She swallowed in reflex and John groaned as his broad shaft pushed into exquisitely tight new ground. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you for doing this John," Alyssa said to him, giving him a look of profound gratitude.  
 
      
 
    He nodded agreeably in reply, relishing the sensations of a new teenager servicing him and strongly fighting the urge to push deeper. Sparks gently eased forward, rocking back and forth, taking a little more of him each time. John was careful not to let his cock flex or make sudden movements as he didn't want the inexperienced girl to gag. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa read his thoughts and felt his emotions. "I had no idea the amount of self-control you have!" she marvelled. "Your body just wants to ram its way in and you have to maintain total control to let her get used to it!"  
 
      
 
    John nodded, too focused to talk at the moment.  
 
      
 
    "You were like this with me too, weren't you?" Alyssa asked, touched by the gentle care he was taking of her friend.  
 
      
 
    "It was harder with you... I’d been alone a long time... just wanted to bury myself in you... fill you up," he groaned as Sparks finally inched her way down to his base. The tight constricting sleeve of her mouth and throat was now wrapped around his entire length. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa groaned lustily in response. Seeing her friend take her man like this was tremendously exciting and the beautiful blonde was thrilled at the opportunity to share John with another deserving girl. She could sense his pleasure at being fully-sheathed inside Sparks, and despite John's love for her and Calara, the simple masculine drive of filling a new girl full of cum was a powerful aphrodisiac. 
 
      
 
    "Does that feel good John?" she whispered to him seductively. "Is it exciting knowing you’ll be filling a fresh girl's stomach for the first time?" 
 
      
 
    John nodded, his eyes hooded with lust as Sparks pulled all the way off him, took a deep breath and then sank right down to his balls again. 
 
      
 
    "Just think, this is the first time you're going to feed her your cum, but you're going to be able to fill her belly thousands of times after that," Alyssa said, turning herself on with her own lewd commentary. "Just like you can take Calara and me whenever you want."  
 
      
 
    The beautiful blonde slipped her fingers into her pussy, getting them slick with her juices before running her slippery fingers over her clit. She gasped excitedly and then began to pant as she stroked herself in time with Sparks bobbing head motions in Johns lap. 
 
      
 
    "She's so eager for it!" Alyssa hissed. "Look! She desperately wants your hot load inside her stomach!" 
 
      
 
    John groaned as he looked down. The redhead was gliding her undulating throat up and down his length in smooth strokes and his balls were getting eager to reward her for her efforts. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa groaned and came hard, her eyes rolling up in her head as she revelled in the sensations she was experiencing from her man. John heard Alyssa moaning her way through her orgasm and the sexy feminine cries were too hot to resist. His balls flexed hard and his quad began to shoot his spunk deep into the redhead’s tiny stomach for the first time. The petite girl's slim tummy was overwhelmed almost immediately and began to rapidly expand to take all his seed. Her waistline stretched out wildly, the skin on her belly becoming taut as it struggled to house his legion of sperm. John groaned loudly, emptying one long blast of spunk after another into the girl's overloaded stomach.  
 
      
 
    It was always a huge relief to be drained completely dry and breaking in a new woman seemed to make him cum longer and harder. When he was finally done, John slumped back against the headboard as his deflating cock began to slide from Sparks' throat. He felt relaxed and calm, just like he always did when he had pumped out his cum. Alyssa moved to give him a heated kiss and he returned it passionately, thanking her for her generous gift to him. They eventually parted lips and saw that a comatose Sparks was kneeling in a cum-induced stupor, stroking her massively swollen abdomen with a drowsy but contented smile on her face. They helped her lie down and get more comfortable in the middle of the bed.  
 
      
 
    John took the opportunity to really look at Sparks for the first time. She was about five-foot-three, very slim and ghostly pale, with short bright red hair. Her light blue eyes reminded him of a glorious summer sky, and as he looked closer, he noticed a golden corona around her dilated pupils. He would have described her as very pretty, if it wasn’t for the hideously disfiguring burn that marred her youthful features. The angry red scar covered the left side of her face, went down her neck and covered most of the left side of her chest and arm. 
 
      
 
    John darted a glance at Alyssa, his voice filled with sympathy as he asked, "What happened to her?"  
 
      
 
    His blonde lover sighed, her expression forlorn as she hugged the sleeping redhead. "She very rarely talks about it, but she got very drunk once and opened up to me. Sparks was always good with machines from a very early age and used to fix minor things for people in the slums. One day she spotted that one of the community generators had developed a nasty fault. She knew what to do to fix it, but didn't know how unstable they could be. When she went to have a closer look, the generator exploded, covering her in burning oil."  
 
      
 
    “She must have been in absolute agony,” John said, stroking the sleeping girl’s arm. 
 
     
 
    “There’s no free medical care for poor people on Karron, so she was on her own,” Alyssa said with some bitterness, gently tracing her slender fingers over the horrifically scarred skin."Sparks never went into detail. It happened to her years before we met, when she was eight I think."  
 
      
 
    John looked at the blonde over Sparks’ shoulder and asked astutely, "You're hoping I can heal these scars, aren't you?"  
 
      
 
    Alyssa looked at him with hope burning brightly in her eyes. "Yes, I've never wanted anything more!" she exclaimed, heartfelt longing in her voice. "Sparks has felt ugly and deformed almost her whole life, I want to change that for her!" 
 
      
 
    John leaned over to kiss Alyssa, touched by her kind and caring nature. “I love that you care so much about your friend. I’ll do whatever I can to help her.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” she replied, a glorious smile on her beautiful face. 
 
      
 
    Glancing down at the slumbering redhead, John noted, "She should be out for a good while.” 
 
      
 
    "Fourteen hours?" Alyssa asked, remembering how it went for Calara.  
 
      
 
    John nodded thoughtfully. "Probably, that seems to be how it works." 
 
      
 
    "Sleeping off her big meal," Alyssa said fondly, gently stroking the redhead’s massively engorged belly, the pale skin stretched taut like a drum. She covered Sparks with the duvet, to help keep her nice and warm. 
 
      
 
    "By the way, I haven't forgotten about your revelation, young lady," John admonished Alyssa, tapping the side of his head and raising an eyebrow. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa at least had the good grace to look guilty. He opened his arms for her and she climbed over Sparks and snuggled into his embrace. John wrapped her up in his arms and she looked up at his face, watching for his reaction as they lay there together. 
 
      
 
    "Before we get into all that, let me just say you were amazing today," he said, feeling nothing but genuine admiration for the young woman. "You saved us from a very nasty ambush. We never would’ve survived that if you hadn’t warned me what Seb was planning.” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa grinned happily up at him, overjoyed to see him so proud of her. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, and that shot that took out his hand!" John marvelled, his eyes widening as he remembered it. "I’ve handled guns for over twenty years and I would’ve been wary taking that shot, but you executed it flawlessly! I know you disappear off to practice at the firing range a lot, but you've either got very good or very reckless!" He smiled, suspecting he knew the answer. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa hugged him tighter. "I just wanted to be able to protect you and Calara."  
 
      
 
    "I know what you mean," John said, tilting up her chin and kissing her soundly.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa sighed in contentment and her lips moved to match his tender kisses. They eventually parted lips and John leaned back to look deeply into her sky-blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    *Now it's time to talk about something else...* 
 
      
 
    Alyssa smiled looking bashful. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you before...” 
 
      
 
    "So when did this start exactly?” he asked, quite fascinated. “Have you always been psychic?"  
 
      
 
    Alyssa shook her head animatedly. "No, definitely not! It started off with just being able to feel your emotions, like when you were happy or sad, that kind of thing. Then one day, I was able to hear your voice in my head, just as clear as if you were talking to me!" 
 
      
 
    "Why didn't you say anything?" John asked, brushing his fingers through her golden locks. 
 
      
 
    "Well at first, I worried I might be going crazy," Alyssa admitted, a faint blush in her cheeks. "Then when I realised I was listening to your inner voice, I ended up just constantly tuning in. It was fascinating to hear what you were thinking." 
 
      
 
    "Hmm," John hummed, not sure what to make of her revelation. He wasn't sure if he should feel violated, or if he should be worrying about his young lover’s budding new abilities. 
 
      
 
    "Please don't think about it like that!" Alyssa gasped in alarm. "I didn't tell you sooner, because listening to what you were thinking helped me say the right things to you." 
 
      
 
    John looked confused. “What do you mean?” 
 
      
 
    "Okay, do you remember when we first went into the Commander's Ready Room and you were feeling a bit intimidated about taking command of your old ship?" she asked carefully, gazing into his eyes. 
 
      
 
    He paused for a moment as he thought back to their first day aboard the Invictus."Yes, it was hard getting used to being the Commander, especially after serving on her as crew for so many years."  
 
      
 
    "So then we had some fun and you were very masterful, do you remember?" she prompted him gently, trying not to make it sound like she had been manipulating him. 
 
      
 
    John remembered very well that feeling of dominance when he hosed her down with his cum. He realised with a start that from that point onwards, all lewd jokes aside, he really had felt like he had marked his territory aboard the ship. Since then, he hadn't been troubled by those same feelings of insecurity.  
 
      
 
    "Or when you've been dwelling on bad events from your past, I just distract you a bit, as I don't like seeing you get sad," she explained gently, stroking his cheek and giving him a tender kiss. 
 
      
 
    John thought back over the last several weeks. He found himself suddenly aware of the dozens of times she had subtly been listening to his thoughts and then had done something to make him feel better. There were so many occasions when he thought she was just being exceptionally perceptive.... He raised his eyebrows in surprise, having gained a newfound appreciation for his young lover. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa sighed happily; he had understood her benign motives after all. 
 
      
 
    "Okay I admit, I love the way you've been able to read me like a book and react to what I'm thinking," John said, realising it was true. "But why did it come as such a shock when you read Seb's mind?" 
 
      
 
    "Well for two reasons I guess," the beautiful teen explained, looking thoughtful. "Your inner voice feels lovely in my mind; you're nearly always thinking nice thoughts. Seb's inner voice was angry, dark, and ugly, and it was really horrible to suddenly tune into it." 
 
      
 
    John nodded and said with a note of sympathy, “Yeah, I can see that must’ve been unpleasant.” 
 
      
 
    "Also, that's the first time I've heard anyone else's inner voice except for yours... oh and the Bolon of course," she clarified for him. 
 
      
 
    "What about the Bolon?" John asked in confusion. 
 
      
 
    "They're psychic," she told him nonchalantly. "That one we met at Port Heracles spoke to my mind. He was very nice and polite, and seemed like a kind person." 
 
      
 
    "Well I'll be damned!" John exclaimed. No wonder the Bolon had such a reputation as sharp traders! 
 
      
 
    "Wait a minute," he said, a quizzical expression on his face. "What about Calara? Can you read her thoughts too?" 
 
      
 
    "Nope," Alyssa answered shaking her head. "A few days ago, I started to pick up emotions from her, but I can't read her mind. At least not yet." 
 
      
 
    John tapped his chin thoughtfully as he wondered out loud, "Do you think she's going to develop this kind of ability too?" 
 
      
 
    "I don't think so," Alyssa said, feeling oddly confident in her assessment. She focused on the tiny presence in her mind that was currently surging with positive emotions. "I've not felt any kind of unusual panic or worry from her, she just seems very happy and content."  
 
      
 
    “She does seem very at home here with us,” John agreed, a fond smile on his face as he thought about the lovely Latina. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded, sharing his smile. "Also, my empathic abilities manifested after only a few days and Calara's been with us for a couple of weeks now. If she was going to develop anything, it would have happened by now.”  
 
      
 
    “Hang on... empathic abilities?” John asked, looking for clarification. 
 
      
 
    “My ability to sense whatever emotions you’re feeling. That developed before I started being able to hear your thoughts,” she explained. After a moment’s hesitation, Alyssa admitted, “I honestly have no idea whether we should tell Calara or not. I don't want to keep any secrets from her, but I also don't want her to freak out.” 
 
      
 
    "Let's just keep this between us for the moment," John said, gently stroking Alyssa’s hair. "Both Calara and Sparks have gone through a lot recently, so let's try not to throw them any more curveballs than we have to.” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded her agreement. “I think you’re right.” 
 
      
 
    "So how does it work exactly?" John asked curiously. "Can you just delve into my mind and find out everything I know?" 
 
      
 
    She smiled at him and shook her head. "I wish! No, I just seem to pick up on whatever you're thinking about at that moment. It's actually very soothing having you in my head and I hate not being able to hear your voice, so I've been pushing how far I can pick up your thoughts.” 
 
      
 
    John's curiosity was piqued. "What range are you at now?" 
 
      
 
    "Nearly three-hundred metres," Alyssa said casually. "The ship isn't big enough to test any further." 
 
      
 
    "Wow, that's incredible!" John gasped, staring at her in amazement. 
 
      
 
    "It was hard to start with, but the more I practiced, the easier it became to extend the range. Any distance aboard the ship is effortless now," the blonde explained. 
 
      
 
    John glanced at the clock on the wall. "We better not keep Calara waiting," he said and they both got up and stretched.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa slipped her arms around his waist and looked into his eyes. “No lingering worries about my telepathy?” 
 
      
 
    He wrapped his arms around her and shook his head. “None. Thank you for being so honest with me, I really appreciate it. Just let me know if anything else changes," he requested, his concern for her ringing in his voice. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa kissed him and nodded agreeably. “I will, I promise.”  
 
      
 
    They dressed in fresh clothes and checked on Sparks one last time before they left. The pale young woman was still sleeping soundly on the bed, her arms resting on her hugely swollen belly. 
 
      
 
    John and Alyssa were slightly early when they arrived in the Officers’ Lounge, so they busied themselves preparing dinner for Calara, wanting to make her feel special. The Latina arrived a short while later and was delighted to see John had prepared her a Carbonara, one of her favourite Italian dishes. Her brothers used to tease her whenever she ordered it at a restaurant, saying she had got mixed up and thought the waiter was asking her name. She smiled to herself, surprised at how much she missed their dumb, good-natured humour. 
 
      
 
    As John brought the steaming bowls of pasta out onto the table, Alyssa poured out some red wine, handing Calara a glass with a broad smile on her face. After John had returned with the garlic bread, he gestured for them to sit. Alyssa sat to his right and Calara to his left, both of their eyes alight at the delicious aroma from the food spread out before them. They had a great meal together, chatting amiably like they’d known each other for years.  
 
      
 
    The gorgeous brunette sighed with delight when she had finished her dinner and relaxed in her chair. "Thanks you two, that was amazing!" She looked at each of them in turn and added curiously, "How did you know that Carbonara was my favourite?"  
 
      
 
    "Lucky guess, honey" John admitted, drinking a sip of his wine. "But I'm really glad you enjoyed it.”  
 
      
 
    "Makes a change from having dinner on our knees, eh Calara?" Alyssa smiled playfully. 
 
      
 
    Calara burst out laughing. "Oh, I don't know about that. John's four chefs always manage to whip up something tasty!" She gave her lovers a mischievous grin as she continued, "Speaking of full tummies, how is Sparks getting on? I assume you served her the John special?"  
 
      
 
    John groaned. "I think Alyssa's a bad influence on you, Calara!" he complained good naturedly as the two girls giggled happily together. "To answer your question, she's resting at the moment. I'll go check on her in a while to make sure she's okay." 
 
      
 
    "Out with the old, in with the new!" Calara joked, with an over the top frown on her theatrically sad face. "I remember when I was at your beck and call, but now I've been cast aside for some new girl!" 
 
      
 
    "Hey, what about me!" Alyssa interjected, her face looking like a mask from a Greek tragedy."I was his beck-and-call girl for weeks and now I've been usurped twice!" 
 
      
 
    The two of them giggled away, the wine having a not inconsiderable effect on the young women. The rest of the evening followed a similar vein, with John finding himself the butt of more than a few jokes. He had a great time however, as it was lovely to see the two gorgeous young women having so much fun. He loved seeing them look so vibrant and happy, their sparkling smiles making them look even more attractive than usual. Although John desperately wanted to take them to bed, he remembered how much Sparks' recovery meant to Alyssa, so he avoided any temptations. He saw her looking at him fondly when he thought this and her big blue eyes thanked him wordlessly. 
 
      
 
    Eventually it was getting late, so they cleared up and headed to bed. Calara didn't want to sleep alone and the other two wouldn't have let her in any case. This posed a conundrum: How do three women sleep around their man when he only has two sides? Sparks was fast asleep and would be completely oblivious, so Calara and Alyssa got to sleep on either side of him.  
 
      
 
    They checked on Sparks one last time but she was still slumbering peacefully. The happy trio snuggled up together and John relished having his teenage lovers cuddled up with him. They soon joined Sparks in the world of dreams and they fell into a deep restful sleep. 
 
      
 
    The next morning Sparks was still out cold. John woke up early with a raging erection, his body picking up on the delectable scents from the three young women. He groaned quietly to himself, remembering that he had to wait for Sparks to wake up, which wouldn't be for another hour or so. He extricated himself from Alyssa and Calara's embrace and moved cautiously to the edge of the bed, careful to not wake up the sleeping girls. He sat there quietly on the huge bed and breathed deeply, assuming a meditative pose. He centred himself and felt calm and focused again. 
 
      
 
    He looked at the gorgeous blonde and brunette where they lay snuggled together and had a mischievous thought. Perhaps Alyssa was proving to be a bad influence on him too! He moved back up the bed and gently peeled up the bottom edge of the covers, so he could ease his way under them.  
 
      
 
    John saw Calara's lovely olive-toned legs and gently parted them so he could move between her thighs. He began to lap away at her pussy, gently licking each side of her labia and enjoying the soft, velvety skin under his tongue. Calara's pussy was completely bare as well, which meant that going down on her was a very pleasant experience. She felt wonderfully smooth and he mused idly how she and Alyssa always managed to stay so well groomed. 
 
      
 
    He began to hear contented sighs coming from the Latina as he gently explored her pussy with his tongue. She suddenly started awake and twisted her hips, lifting up the covers to see who was between her legs. Her beautiful face relaxed when she saw his smiling eyes looking up at her and she sighed happily when he spread her legs again with his strong hands and continued his loving caresses with his lips and tongue. She stifled a gasp when his tongue brushed her clit, and then had to grab her pillow and cover her face to muffle her moans when he really began to lap away at her young body.  
 
      
 
    John slowly inserted two fingers inside her and began to glide them in and out of her tight young pussy in time with the strokes of his tongue. Calara arched her back and groaned into the pillow as she came long and hard for him. Her firm thighs trembled uncontrollably, the muscles in her beautifully toned tummy flexing and clenching as she climaxed. Eventually her body relaxed and John gave her a parting kiss, causing some additional tremors in her olive-coloured thighs. Calara drew her legs up and rolled to the side, sighing with satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    "One down, one to go!" John thought to himself as he moved stealthily over to Alyssa's long athletic legs. He was careful not to disturb Sparks and he gently spread his blonde lover's tanned, toned thighs to give him room to begin. He followed a similar pattern with her as he had done with Calara: Careful exploratory kisses and licks, just on the velvety skin on the inside of her thighs, before moving inwards to focus on Alyssa's labia. She was deliciously smooth too, and his wet tongue glided effortlessly up and down the entrance to her pussy.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa's relaxed body began to writhe sensuously and she carefully peeled back the covers as she awoke, knowing immediately who was making her body feel so good. "Good morning, handsome," she whispered quietly, before closing her eyes and letting him get to work.  
 
      
 
    John used every trick he knew, getting the blonde more and more turned on, but not letting her have her release. She clasped his head in her hands, her hips hunching mindlessly as she drew nearer and nearer to her orgasm, but he still wouldn't let her finish. The gorgeous teen stared down at him, locking eyes with his as she enjoyed the escalating waves of pleasure.  
 
      
 
    He finally had mercy on her and his rapidly moving tongue stroked her throbbing clit in a blur, triggering a massive climax. Alyssa's eyes rolled back and her back arched as she came explosively, her tight pussy gripped his two fingers tightly as he rubbed her G-spot. John enjoyed watching the stunningly attractive girl writhe, as she rode out her climax and tried her best to stifle her moans and gasps. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, Alyssa's sexy whimpers woke Sparks. The redhead felt amazing, her body tingling all over and charged with energy, but for some inexplicable reason she also felt very thirsty. Sparks was about to get up for a drink, when her memories of the previous day's events came flooding back and she shrank back into the covers, cringing with embarrassment. 
 
      
 
    Aside from her overwhelming first sexual experiences the night before, her entire life felt like it had been turned upside down. She was overjoyed to have been reunited with Alyssa and to have escaped her indentured servitude to the Diablo gang, but that shoot out at the dock had been terrifying, far worse than any fight she’d been involved in before! After coming so close to being killed, it was hard to believe she’d finally left Karron and ended up on this luxurious cruiser... 
 
      
 
    It was enough to make her head spin!  
 
      
 
    She lay there just trying to get to grips with it all, when she heard breathy feminine sighs coming from just to the side of her. She peeked over the covers and watched John going down on Alyssa, her outrageously beautiful friend gasping and moaning as her lover brought her closer to climax. 
 
      
 
    Sparks felt like she should look away, but she found she couldn't. She had never seen anyone as incredibly beautiful as the lovely blonde and her eyes were glued to the erotic scene. That was when she noticed she had a fellow voyeur. Calara, the gorgeous Latina who was also in a relationship with John and Alyssa, was lying on her side enjoying the sexy show. She spotted Sparks and smiled at her warmly, her big brown eyes friendly and inviting.  
 
      
 
    Calara remembered how thirsty she had been the first time she had woken up after being with John, so she got up and walked over to the wall-mounted water dispenser. She filled up a chilled glass and brought it around to Sparks, the glass glistening with condensation from the cold water. There was a time she would have been mortified at wandering around the room nude, but like so many things recently, that had changed. John and Alyssa loved to see her statuesque body and truth be told, Calara felt proud of her new figure, causing all self-consciousness and anxiety to disappear. 
 
      
 
    The Latina walked up to Sparks, who looked a little nervous, and then climbed into bed beside her. "I'm sure you must be feeling thirsty, this will make you feel much better" Calara said quietly to the pale teenager lying next to her, handing over the glass.  
 
      
 
    Sparks took it with a grateful smile, then quickly gulped down the water, soothing her parched throat. 
 
      
 
     Calara turned to watch John putting Alyssa through her paces. "He's so good with his tongue..." she thought dreamily, remembering how incredible it felt to be woken up by John lapping away at her. 
 
      
 
    She looked down at Sparks and saw that she was now nervously clutching the empty glass. Calara carefully took it from her unresisting fingers and set it on the bedside table, before turning to lie on her side, watching the ghostly-white redhead.  
 
      
 
    "Thank you for what you did for her," Calara whispered to Sparks, not wanting to disturb Alyssa as John brought her ever closer to orgasm. 
 
      
 
    Sparks looked back at her quizzically. “What do you mean?” 
 
      
 
    "Alyssa loves you very much," the Latina said quietly, studying the petite girl. She paused for a moment, considering her words. "She told us about her past and how you saved her." 
 
      
 
    Sparks looked a little embarrassed. “She was a good kid, she would’ve done the same for me.” 
 
      
 
    "Don't be embarrassed, you did a wonderful thing! If not for you, Alyssa might not be with us now and I'm so very glad that she is..." Calara said, her tone earnest and her big brown eyes full of gratitude. The stunningly beautiful brunette gently cupped the redhead’s face in her hands, then dipped her head down, pressing her soft full lips against Sparks’ cheek in a tender kiss.  
 
      
 
    Sparks looked up in amazement at the Latina. Calara was so gorgeous that she found her very intimidating, but the Latina was also really sweet and nice. There was no duplicity in her actions and Sparks could tell everything she was saying was genuine and heartfelt. After growing up around the backstabbing and betrayals that were commonplace in a street gang, it took more than a little getting used to. 
 
      
 
    "I really envy you" Calara sighed quietly, smiling at the startled redhead. 
 
      
 
    "You what?!" Sparks blurted out incredulously. Worried she had disturbed Alyssa, she glanced to her side, but saw that her friend was already in the throes of her climax, her back arched in a graceful curve as she experienced a thunderous orgasm. 
 
      
 
    Calara smiled at her reaction. She slipped a slender, olive-toned hand under the covers and gently brushed her fingertips in circles over the redhead’s svelte tummy. Sparks froze up at first then eventually relaxed as the Latina caressed her. Calara leaned closer so that her full lips were at Sparks' ear. 
 
      
 
    "When I first joined them, I was just like you. For the next few weeks, John filled my belly over and over again, and I loved every second of it. Now I look like her..." Calara whispered, her eyes flickering to the writhing blonde at their side, "...and now it's your turn." 
 
      
 
    Sparks still had trouble believing this body change insanity, but there was no doubting Calara's sincerity. Sparks rolled to her side, so her eyes were inches from Calara's. "Thank you for being so nice," she said, touched by the Latina's efforts to make her feel a part of their unconventional group. 
 
      
 
    Calara leaned forward and carefully planted a delicate kiss on Sparks' mouth, their lips only just brushing. "You're welcome," the brunette breathed as she looked at her with sensual eyes. 
 
      
 
    Sparks was shocked for a moment, but the tender kiss felt like such a natural thing to have done, her mind quickly got over the fact that this was her first kiss with another girl. They lay looking at each other quietly, Calara's hand still stroking the redhead’s slim tummy reassuringly.  
 
      
 
    The peaceful moment was broken by the sudden appearance of Alyssa's beautiful face and her long mane of golden blonde hair over Sparks shoulder. "Good morning, ladies!" she greeted them both with a broad grin.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa leaned further over and Calara tilted her head back so that they could kiss each other, their tongues flickering between their parted lips. Sparks watched the girls kiss from only inches away and found herself getting very turned on. The redhead considered herself strictly heterosexual, but these two ethereal beauties were just so natural in their sexuality, that her body yearned to be a part of it.  
 
      
 
    The gorgeous blonde pulled back and looked down at Sparks appraisingly. The mischievous glint in Alyssa's eyes made the redhead wonder if she was going to be on the receiving end of a similar kiss and she was surprised to feel a little disappointed when Alyssa sat back down at her side. 
 
      
 
    "Are you ready for breakfast?" The blonde asked her with a raised eyebrow. 
 
      
 
    Sparks darted a nervous glance at the handsome man in bed with them and said haltingly, "You're talking about me and John..."  
 
      
 
    "Yes, him filling your tummy with cum," Alyssa said with an encouraging smile. "John's full up and he needs your help!" 
 
      
 
    Sparks glanced back at Calara who smiled at her warmly and then looked back up at Alyssa who was beaming happily at them both. Sparks decided she might as well embrace the insanity. Tapping into a previously unknown well of confidence, she sat up and moved to kneel in front of John, who had been watching their interaction with interest. 
 
      
 
    "Good morning," he said, giving her a disarming smile. "Don't let Alyssa bully you into doing anything you don't... mmph!" The last was cut off as Sparks moved forward to kiss him soundly.  
 
      
 
    Their tongues duelled each other playfully as their lips pressed together, John placing his hands on her tiny waist as she moved closer. With a start, Sparks realised she could taste Alyssa and Calara on his lips, with John having spent the last thirty minutes going down on the girls. Liking the taste, she threw herself into the kissing with more gusto. She straddled his lap and John cupped her pert little asscheeks in his hands as they made out, her hips writhing as she felt the throbbing heat of his cock under her pussy.  
 
      
 
    The redhead leaned back and looked intently into John's eyes. "I want to be like them... Confident, sexy, beautiful... yours..." she whispered the last, as she moved in to kiss him some more. 
 
      
 
    John nodded his acquiescence and spread his thighs to make room for the redhead. She knelt before him submissively and enveloped the broad head of his cock in her mouth. Sparks sucked insistently, wasting no time in drawing up pre-cum from his quad. The sweet taste was heady and delicious, coating her tongue as it tantalised her taste buds. Her eyes grew drowsy as his pheromones kicked in and the relaxed, compliant young woman began to smoothly take him into her throat.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa and Calara moved to their usual sides around John as he opened his arms for them both to cuddle into him. They snuggled up against him, their big breasts feeling warm and soft against his skin. Each of them ran a hand over his chest, savouring the feel of his strong muscles, while leaning in to kiss him from either side. 
 
      
 
    "This feels so right," Calara sighed, feeling wonderfully happy. 
 
      
 
    "She's going to fit in perfectly," Alyssa agreed, watching Sparks taking John’s cock deeper down her throat. The blonde felt a tremendous sense of satisfaction and contentment, and she snuggled closer to him, placing fluttering kisses on his neck. 
 
      
 
    John just sighed the satisfied sigh of a man who has a willing girl ready to take his load. His balls felt full to the brim, taut and primed after being turned on for most of the previous evening, followed by all the foreplay fun earlier that morning. He knew that a satisfying orgasm was absolutely guaranteed for him now, it was just a question of when. 
 
      
 
    He was loving this, he admitted to himself. One gorgeous teen cuddled up with him on each side and another girl knelt between his legs taking care of his cock. He didn't know what he'd done to ever deserve such good fortune, but he was going to enjoy every minute of it! 
 
      
 
    Alyssa and Calara continued to gently kiss his neck, and when he glanced down at them, he found them both looking up at him. He gazed into their eyes in turn and he could see each girl’s excitement and eagerness for him to cum. Cum in another girl he thought, his breath getting quicker. Yes, he realised, he very much wanted to add the redhead to his growing harem. The thought of all three of them with rounded bellies full of his spunk was intoxicating. John held his first two girls tightly against him, feeling their youthful breasts squash up against his chest as he began to pump his load down the new girl’s throat.  
 
      
 
    He groaned as his balls pulsed again and again, blasting hot jets of cum into the kneeling redhead. Her body had become more malleable after being so tautly stretched the first time and her belly expanded smoothly, filling up with several pints of spunk. Sparks sucked relentlessly, trying to get every last sweet tasting morsel and he revelled in the feeling of being drained completely dry. Finally, he had nothing left to give and he relaxed, the tension easing out of his body.  
 
      
 
    John released his grip on Alyssa and Calara, whose eyes were shining with excitement at seeing John experiencing such a powerful climax. They moved over to Sparks who had let John's softening cock slip out of her mouth and they saw that the pale girl's thighs were splayed wide open to make room for the gravid weight of her belly. The big round sphere sloshed as she sat up slightly, pints of cum packed into her once slender stomach. Sparks’ ghostly white hands ran over the rotund contours of her filled out tummy and her belly button had popped out, she had taken in so much. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa and Calara moved to either side of the redhead and gently stroked her burgeoning stomach. 
 
      
 
    "She looks amazing," Calara murmured with an envious sigh. "I wish I had a nice full tummy like that right now." 
 
      
 
    "Don't worry, John will use us again when his cum has worked its magic on Sparks," Alyssa said, giving the brunette a reassuring smile. 
 
      
 
    "I know," Calara replied, a wistful look in her eyes. "It's just going to feel like a long couple of weeks!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa gave her an affectionate kiss before easing Sparks down on to the bed, so that she could sleep off her heavy meal. The girls cuddled up with John while he recovered from his orgasm, content to just lie in his arms and trace circles with their fingers over his chest. His stomach rumbled loudly, making both the girls laugh and they all got up to get dressed so they could get something to eat. 
 
      
 
      
 
    They had a nice breakfast in the Officers' lounge, then relaxed together on the sofas for a little while as they enjoyed each other's company. The girls both had things they wanted to do that morning so they split up, with Alyssa heading to the range to get more shooting practice and Calara keeping an eye out for pirates on the Bridge. That left John with nothing to do so he decided to go back to his room and catch up on Galactic news, while waiting for Sparks to wake up. 
 
      
 
    The Holonet was full of dreadful stories about the Kintark. The reptilian race was being accused of all sorts of atrocities, which John recognised as typical propaganda from an empire gearing up for a war footing. However, the few snippets of actual news that did manage to filter through all the hyperbole didn't sound good. John strongly suspected that the Terran Federation had bitten off more than it could chew when it initiated this conflict with the Kintark and he hoped he wasn't going to get dragged into the war. If it did come to that, he reasoned that it might be worth acquiring some upgrades for the Invictus. 
 
      
 
    The Terran Federation had a real flair for constructing massive ship hulls with lots of potential, but there were hundreds of different space-faring alien races and a number of those were more technically advanced than the humans. In his eleven years as a trader, John had built up pretty good relations with most of the major empires, having traded with all of them at least once. He ran through a mental checklist of potential upgrades, along with the species that had the most advanced tech in those particular areas. 
 
      
 
    The Kintark were experts at manipulating plasma, but trading with the reptilian species for plasma weaponry was basically out of the question now, so that left the following on his list: 
 
      
 
    Brimorians - Shields 
 
    Trankarans - Engines 
 
    Maliri - Laser weaponry 
 
    Ashanath - FTL drives and Power Cores 
 
      
 
    Replacing the main guns on the Invictus would be a huge undertaking, as the ship was basically constructed around the Mass drivers. John guessed that any dramatic changes to that weapon would require a major refit, taking months of time in a drydock, so he decided to leave the railguns in place for the time being. Still, that shopping list gave him a decent place to start. Once they had sold off their cargo of Tyrenium, he would make a decision on where they would head first. 
 
      
 
    Sparks began to stir at his side so he turned off the Holonet. The redhead stretched contentedly before opening her eyes and looking up at him. John was pleased that she wasn't shocked or embarrassed to see him there and she smiled at him when he leaned down to give her a gentle kiss. 
 
      
 
    "How are you feeling?" he asked, returning her smile. "Did you sleep well?" 
 
      
 
    Sparks let out a happy sigh. "This bed feels amazing; I slept like the dead!"  
 
      
 
    She tried to sit up but found it difficult to do so, her face showing her alarm when she felt the heavy weight sitting around her waistline. She flung off the covers and was shocked to see her rounded stomach, her young body not having had enough time to fully absorb all the heavy protein that John had pumped into her belly. 
 
      
 
    "Holy fuck!" she blurted out in panic. "What the hell happened?!" 
 
      
 
    John smiled, feeling a strange sense of déjà vu. He was sure he had gone through almost the exact same conversation with Alyssa. 
 
      
 
    "When I cum, I cum a lot," he explained carefully, reaching out to place his hand on her swollen stomach. 
 
      
 
    “This is all your cum?” she balked, staring wide-eyed at her rounded belly. 
 
      
 
     He brushed his fingers over the impressive curves, stroking her soothingly to calm her down. "For the first few times, the girl swallowing seems to suffer memory loss, so she never remembers just how much cum there is. I had stored up a big load and was really turned on, but you're also very slim and petite, so that's why you’re still showing.”  
 
      
 
    Sparks relaxed as he caressed her and was able to think rationally again. "So how are you able to generate so much cum?" she asked curiously, enjoying the gentle touch of his strong hand. 
 
      
 
    John got up from the bed and quickly stripped off his clothes. He knelt at her side, so she could study his anatomy. 
 
      
 
    "Wow! Four balls!" Sparks exclaimed as she examined him closely. Her curiosity piqued, she leaned closer and glanced up at him. "May I?"  
 
      
 
    "Sure, go ahead," John replied with a smile of encouragement. 
 
      
 
    The pale girl reached out tentatively and began to feel the four heavy spheres, taking each into her small hand in turn. "They're so big!" she gasped in astonishment. "How much do you cum?" 
 
      
 
    "I've never actually measured it, but I’d guess at least four pints.” He winked at her and added, "More if I'm really turned on.” 
 
      
 
    "That's fucking awesome..." Sparks said in wonder, even the thought of swallowing all the cum turning her on. Tilting her head to one side, she squinted as she looked at him and asked pointedly, "So what are you exactly?"  
 
      
 
    John smiled at her rather blunt question, then explained, "I'm half human, but I've no idea what species my father was. My mother disappeared shortly after I was born, so I never got to ask her about him.” 
 
      
 
    Sparks sat up and ran an exploratory finger along one of his pointed ears, then said with a shy smile. "Well I think you're pretty cool, whatever you are." 
 
      
 
    "Thanks, I think you're pretty cool too," he replied, smiling at her warmly. 
 
      
 
    Sparks laughed at that, then gave him a curious glance. "So when do you want to fill me up again?" 
 
      
 
    "How about we wait until your stomach goes down, then we can take it from there?" John suggested, stroking her rounded little tummy again. "I'd like to take you on a tour of the ship and it's going to be harder for you to get around if you're carrying a massive load of my cum."  
 
      
 
    Sparks looked up at him shyly and placed her pale delicate hand on top of his as he caressed her swollen abdomen. "I think I finally understand why Alyssa and Calara love this so much..." 
 
      
 
    "Really? Why's that?" John asked, intrigued to hear more. 
 
      
 
    "It feels like you own me...” Sparks replied softly, her cheeks reddening as she blushed prettily for him. Her voice quickened as she got more turned on. "I’m stuffed full of your spunk and we’re already planning the next time I’m going to empty your balls! It’s crazy, but I love knowing that I’ll be living off your cum for days!” 
 
      
 
    "Do you like the thought of being my property?" he asked her, finding this conversation surprisingly exciting. 
 
      
 
    Sparks bit her lower lip and then met his curious gaze. "Mmm-hmm," she replied, an eager gleam in her sky-blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    "Good," he said, feeling a startling thrill surge through him. "I like the thought of you belonging to me." 
 
      
 
    He moved to her side and let his stroking hand glide lower, slipping between the young girl's legs. She looked up at him trustingly and spread her thighs wide, making room for his heavy hand. John lifted his hand back up to her mouth and placed his first two fingers at her lips. The redhead parted her lips and began to suck on his fingers, her light blue eyes maintaining eye contact with him. When his fingers were nice and wet, John trailed them down over her body and back between her legs. He gently began to slide the first one in to the young woman's tight little pussy which elicited a gasp of excitement from her. He pushed in a little deeper until he suddenly felt the resilient barrier of her hymen.  
 
      
 
    John lay down on his side beside her, his voice calm and reassuring as he said, "When I take you the first time, I'm going to be very gentle and it will feel wonderful.”  
 
      
 
    Sparks’ eyes were very trusting when she looked at him and she nodded her acceptance. “I’m really glad you’ll be my first.” 
 
      
 
    "Would you like the girls there too or just me?" he asked quietly, as he moved his fingers up to stroke the redhead's throbbing clit. 
 
      
 
    Sparks gasped at the tantalising, unfamiliar touch. "Just you..." she moaned, as she felt the intimate caress of John's fingers. 
 
      
 
    "Cum for me now," he urged her, increasing the intensity of his stroking fingers. "Show me what you'll look like when you cum around my cock.” 
 
      
 
    "Holy fuck!" the teenager squealed as she exploded in a climax, her pussy clenching reflexively over and over again. 
 
      
 
    "That's a good girl" he said quietly, just holding her as she basked in the afterglow of her orgasm. 
 
      
 
    After a few minutes, she gave him a satiated smile. "That felt totally amazing.” 
 
      
 
    John gave her a warm smile in return, while tipping an imaginary hat. "Glad to be of service.” 
 
      
 
    Sparks laughed and leaned in to give him a quick kiss. 
 
      
 
    He stretched and sat up on the bed. "Ready to have a look around?" 
 
      
 
    The young girl nodded, eager to explore, so they got up and dressed quickly. John offered her his hand and they walked along the corridor with their hands clasped. The door opened to the elevator and they got in.  
 
      
 
    "Let's go and find Alyssa, I'm sure she'd enjoy showing you around too." 
 
      
 
    Sparks nodded agreeably and they headed down to the floor just above the Cargo Bay and Hangar. The door to Deck Seven swished open and they strolled down the corridor towards the Firing Range. John pushed the button that would open the soundproof door and a sudden cacophony threatened to overwhelm them. 
 
      
 
    "Brrt!" "Brrt!" "Brrt!" came the chatter of an assault rifle firing three-round bursts, along with what could only be described as a howling gale. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa was standing at the range, blasting away at targets. What made the shooting more remarkable was that she had set up the in-range fans to add massive wind disruption to make the shots harder, but she was still hitting centre mass with every burst. 
 
      
 
    John pressed a control on the wall panel by the side of the range which turned off the fans. Alyssa looked over at them and smiled widely, before enabling the rifle’s safety and removing a set of noise-cancelling headphones. 
 
      
 
    "Planning to go shooting in a hurricane?" John asked with a big grin on his face. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa's musical laughter filled the room. "No, just having some fun experimenting with ballistics! Do you two want to see something cool?" 
 
      
 
    Sparks and John nodded, so Alyssa handed them each a set of noise-cancelling headphones. She reactivated the fans, turning them up to gale force again, then hit a series of other buttons. Fresh targets appeared with clean targeting grids on them. Suddenly a series of walls sprang up half way down the range, completely blocking line of sight to the targets. John was familiar with these obstacles; The shooter just had to press another couple of buttons and the targets would move adjacent to the walls, so that you could get used to shooting at enemies in cover. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa left them as they were however and grinned at him impishly. She took a firing position back at the range and raised her rifle to aim downrange. 
 
      
 
    "Brrt!" "Brrt!" "Brrt!" came the muted chatter of her assault rifle, the sharp retort dulled by their headphones.  
 
      
 
    The beautiful blonde moved back to the side panel, pressing a button that dropped the walls and then another that brought the targets up to them for their inspection. The spinning fans died down as the targets arrived next to her. 
 
      
 
    "Ta-dah!" she exclaimed, mimicking a fanfare. 
 
      
 
    John examined the three targets and found each one hit centre mass by all three rounds from each burst. “Fuck me!” he muttered in astonishment. 
 
      
 
    Sparks gaped at her in awe. "You shot around the walls?!" 
 
      
 
    "It's simple really, you just have to calculate the velocity of the round and how much drift the wind will cause," Alyssa explained with a smile, while shrugging as if it was nothing. 
 
      
 
    John was amazed by his youthful protégé. First Navigation and now Marksmanship, it seemed she could turn her hand to anything and master that profession in next to no time. 
 
      
 
    "This is incredible, honey," John said, more than a little shocked. "Saying I'm proud of you doesn't seem adequate." He opened his arms and wrapped his young lover in a warm hug. "You're an incredible woman, Alyssa.” 
 
      
 
    The beautiful blonde beamed up at him, blissfully happy. She pulled his head down for a kiss and then when they embraced again, she whispered in his ear. "I heard your conversation with Sparks. Thank you John, you were wonderful with her.”  
 
      
 
    They broke apart from the hug so that Sparks wouldn't feel awkward. 
 
      
 
    *You're more than welcome, honey,* John thought to her. *She's a lovely girl, I'm starting to really like her. Thank you for suggesting she join the crew.* 
 
      
 
    Alyssa grinned at him in delight. 
 
      
 
    "I'm taking Sparks on a tour of the Invictus. I thought you might like to come along too and help show her about?" John asked. 
 
      
 
    The blonde nodded, her blue eyes shining with excitement. "Wait till you see the rest of the ship!" she said to her friend, giving her a big hug.  
 
      
 
    They watched as Alyssa unloaded her rifle, checked safety, and returned it to the weapon racks. The effervescent blonde then grinned at Sparks as she clasped her hand and the two girls followed John out of the firing range. Alyssa shared a smile with him, both of them eager to show the petite redhead her new home.  
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    John led the girls down the corridor to the room adjacent to the Firing Range. He pressed the button opening the door and ushered them into the Armoury.  
 
      
 
    This vast room was originally used to store weapons and armour for the cruiser's complement of three-hundred marines. With no need to store that much gear any more, row after row of empty weapon racks and armour lockers filled the room, appearing forlorn and abandoned. Sparks looked around, wondering why he would bring her to such an enormous empty room. 
 
      
 
    "We have no use for an Armoury this size, so I'd like to convert it for you to use as your workshop," John suggested, watching to see the redhead’s reaction. 
 
      
 
    Sparks took a few tentative steps forward, darting bewildered glances around the cavernous room. "This place is absolutely huge!" she said, giving him an incredulous look. "I can have all this area of the ship for myself?" 
 
      
 
    "You can start small if you like and then expand the workshop whenever you need more space," John suggested. "When we get to the Olympus shipyard, we can go shopping. Just pick whatever equipment you need and I'll have it installed in here for you." 
 
      
 
    Sparks’ eyes shone with excitement, and she wrapped him in a big hug. "This is the best present ever!" she exclaimed in delight. 
 
      
 
    John and Alyssa laughed, pleased to see the teenager looking so happy. 
 
      
 
    "What are you going to work on first?" Alyssa asked her petite friend. 
 
      
 
    Sparks looked deep in thought for a moment. "Hmm, I've got some ideas. Do you mind if I keep it a secret and surprise you later?" she asked, her blue eyes sparkling with excitement. 
 
      
 
    "No, we trust you. Have fun!" John replied, smiling. 
 
      
 
    Sparks squealed with glee, and did a little dance, making John and Alyssa laugh at her antics. 
 
      
 
    "Ready to have a look at the rest?" John asked the ecstatic young woman. 
 
      
 
    The tiny redhead skipped over to them with a huge grin on her face. "Lead on!" 
 
      
 
    John led them out of the armoury and showed her the pharmacy and medical bay. Sparks was fascinated by the state of the art medical equipment and he let her explore a little. Alyssa looked a bit twitchy, so John moved up to her side and put his hand on her shoulder. 
 
      
 
    "Are you okay? You look a little uncomfortable," he asked, concerned. 
 
      
 
    "Something about this room really creeps me out," Alyssa replied awkwardly, darting nervous glances around the medical bay.  
 
      
 
    John nodded his agreement and admitted, "I've never felt comfortable around medical facilities either.” 
 
      
 
    "No, it's something more than that," Alyssa murmured, looking distant. "It’s like the room echoes with pain..." She shook her head abruptly as if to clear her mind. 
 
      
 
    John gave the young blonde a worried look, then darted a glance at their redheaded companion and said, "Come on Sparks, lots more to see." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa laid a reassuring hand on his arm and said quietly, "Don't worry, I'll be fine.” 
 
      
 
    Not taking any chances, John quickly ushered out the two girls then led them to the gym. Sparks was another non-swimmer, so she was less than enthusiastic about getting too close to the pool.  
 
      
 
    "I'll teach you both to swim, you'll love it I promise!" John said confidently. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa remembered how enjoyable the Jacuzzi was, once she had overcome her initial fears about the large volume of water. She realised she would eventually feel the same about the swimming pool.  
 
      
 
    "Maybe we could start tomorrow?" she asked John, giving him a brave smile. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, that would be great!" John said, pleased that his young lover was warming up to the idea. 
 
      
 
    Sparks looked far more dubious. "Hmm maybe," she said, not committing to anything. Like Alyssa, she had grown up on a dusty asteroid and had never seen such an enormous amount of water before. The pool looked terrifyingly deep to her inexperienced eyes and the thought of being plunged in there scared her more than a little. 
 
      
 
    "There's no rush," John said, in no desire to rush her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with. "Just let me know whenever you feel ready." 
 
      
 
    John let the girls leave first before following after them into the corridor. "That's it for Deck Seven, how about we go down to the bottom deck, and I'll show you the Cargo Bay and the Hangar?" 
 
      
 
    "Let's go, mister tour guide!" Sparks said, a broad grin on her face. 
 
      
 
    They took the elevator down to the lowest level of the Invictus, and John led them through the heavy set of double doors into the Hangar Bay. It was a huge area that was currently unused, except for the anti-grav sled that they had been given at Olympus shipyard. 
 
      
 
    "I need to look into acquiring a dropship," John said, thinking out loud as he and the girls walked into the cavernous area. "We might need to go somewhere that's too big for the Invictus to dock." 
 
      
 
    “This ship is fucking huge!” Sparks marvelled. “I still can't believe you actually own all this yourself.” 
 
      
 
    "Yes, John owns everything on board," Alyssa smiled mischievously, as she recalled the conversation she had eavesdropped on earlier through her link with John's mind.  
 
      
 
    Sparks blushed a little, but couldn't deny that the beautiful blonde's innuendo laden comment turned her on. 
 
      
 
    "You're such a vixen," John said, rolling his eyes at Alyssa affectionately. 
 
      
 
    She winked at him and slipped her arm around Sparks’ waist. “Only because you love it!” 
 
      
 
    "Come on ladies, I'll show you the Cargo Bay next," he said, guiding them back through one set of robust double doors, and then on to the Cargo Bay through an identical set on the opposite side of the corridor.  
 
      
 
    The huge space yawned open in front of them. The twenty tons of Tyrenium was carefully secured to the deck of the Cargo Bay in four sturdy metal crates.  
 
      
 
    "Why did you still buy the Tyrenium if you knew Seb was going to betray you?" Alyssa asked John curiously, as she looked at the crates. 
 
      
 
    "Well if we'd just cancelled the deal, who knows what he would have done. Coming back to the Invictus where Calara could support us with the defence grid seemed like the best tactical choice at the time," John explained. 
 
      
 
    "Besides, we also picked up all this Tyrenium at a ridiculously cheap price, and as the transaction is legally binding, there's nothing Seb can do about it now," he grinned smugly. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa laughed at John's cunning plan. "So you're going to be even more fabulously wealthy?" she asked in amusement. 
 
      
 
    "I think I'm going to need as much cash as I can get," John grinned. "The last time we went shopping on Gravitus cost me a pretty penny!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh wow! Another shopping trip for Calara and Sparks would be amazing!" Alyssa gasped, her eyes lighting up. She arched an eyebrow suggestively as she continued, "We never did get a chance to invite Rachel for dinner either...”  
 
      
 
    John laughed along with her, but Sparks was quiet, her attention obviously elsewhere. 
 
      
 
    "Are you okay there, Sparks?" John asked, curious as to what was keeping her so absorbed. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, sure John," Sparks mumbled, staring up at the ceiling. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa looked up at the grey steel plating in confusion, not seeing anything of particular interest. "What are you looking at, Sparks?"  
 
      
 
    "My new workshop is overhead, isn't it?" the petite redhead asked. 
 
      
 
    John paused for a moment, thinking about the layout of the deck above them. "Yes, it’s directly above that area there," he said, gesturing towards the side of the Cargo Bay. 
 
      
 
    "I was thinking maybe if we put in a loading lift, I could bring any big projects down from the workshop into here," Sparks said tentatively, glancing at him for approval. 
 
      
 
    "That's a great idea!" John said, immediately seeing the practical benefits. "It’ll also make equipping the workshop much easier. I'll put in a request to start the Cargo Bay modifications as soon as we reach Olympus." 
 
      
 
    Sparks grinned at him excitedly. "You're the best, thank you!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa came up behind her small friend and encircled her in her arms. "She's just the cutest, isn't she?" She let one of her arms slide lower and gently stroked the redhead's slim tummy before saying eagerly, "John, she needs filling up again." 
 
      
 
    Sparks stared at John with a hungry look in her eyes and he felt himself get very hard, very quickly. He turned to face the doorway and gestured with his hand for the girls to proceed. He waited for them to go through, while surreptitiously adjusting his pants, then followed them to the elevator. 
 
      
 
    They went up to the second deck, the sexual tension between them thick in the air. Sparks was getting very turned on as they walked casually back into John and Alyssa's room, and while no-one said anything, everyone was thinking the same thing. Alyssa helped Sparks to undress, then the pale redhead climbed on to the bed and waited expectantly.  
 
      
 
    John stood by and let Alyssa undress him as he looked over his newest girl. He was pleased to see that Sparks was already starting to look healthier. She had a bit of a pinkish tinge to her previously ghostly pale skin, and while she hadn't been as painfully skinny as Alyssa had originally been, she still looked much healthier now and not quite so thin. He stepped out of his trousers as Alyssa finished undressing him and he moved over to the bed, eager to join the willing teenager.  
 
      
 
    John and Sparks lay together, then began kissing as Alyssa removed her clothes and joined them on the bed. The beautiful blonde cuddled up behind Sparks and ran her hand over her friend’s slim tummy from behind. She couldn't wait to see her oldest friend swallowing down another big load from John and the thought of the pale redhead with her stomach stuffed full was turning her on immensely.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa waited for her lover and friend to take a break from their kissing, before leaning in to kiss Sparks herself. Sparks' eyes widened with surprise for a moment, before they became hooded with lust and she began to kiss Alyssa back with passion. Alyssa tentatively slid her tongue between her friend's lips, not wanting to push the petite redhead too far, but Sparks was hungry for more and moaned into her mouth. The redhead encircled the luscious blonde girl's tongue with her lips and began to suck on it gently. The two girls stared into each other's eyes as Sparks licked the tip of Alyssa's tongue suggestively. 
 
      
 
    "You want to suck on something bigger, don't you baby?" Alyssa crooned to the petite redhead. 
 
      
 
    Sparks nodded, feeling incredibly turned on.  
 
      
 
    "John, why don't you see if you can help her out?" Alyssa purred, glancing his way. 
 
      
 
    John had been watching the teenagers kiss each other for the first time and found it extremely arousing. Seeing the redhead sucking insistently on Alyssa's tongue had his already hard cock feeling like it was made out of steel. When Alyssa invited him to join them, he couldn't wait to replace the blonde's tongue with his hefty cock and he knelt by Sparks' side presenting her with his swollen head.   
 
      
 
    The redhead opened her mouth invitingly, her tongue licking both her lips to make sure they would slide smoothly down his length. John felt her hot wet mouth move forward as she slowly enveloped him, her lips spreading wider until she’d taken the entire head. She didn’t go any deeper and just kept him in her mouth as she suckled eagerly. He could feel her tongue lapping away and his quad helpfully provided the enthusiastic young girl with a tasty appetiser. Sparks’ eyes grew dazed and her eyelids slowly closed, as her body was affected by his pheromones. She started to move on autopilot, kneeling submissively in front of him and began taking him deeper. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa watched the action unfold before her, feeling a thrill of excitement when the redhead’s eyes began to glaze over. She moved behind Sparks and slid underneath the petite girl, spreading her friend’s pale legs wider to give herself more room to work. She nuzzled up against Spark's pussy and started to explore her virginal body, taking great care not to penetrate her too deeply with her tongue. 
 
      
 
    Sparks felt that familiar drowsy haze start to overcome her, as she eagerly swallowed John's deliciously sweet pre-cum. This time she wavered on the edge of consciousness, fighting the urge to stay in control. She felt something soft and wet tenderly lapping away at her pussy, and the exciting new sensation roused her from the effects of John's potent pheromones.  
 
      
 
    She suddenly became sharply aware that her mouth and throat were stretched wide open to accommodate John's massive cock. Her lips were sucking mindlessly at the base of his shaft and she found her nose brushing against his stomach. Fighting down a rising tide of panic, Sparks found that she was actually quite comfortable and not in any danger of suffocating. Pausing for a moment, Sparks gently pushed at John's hips, urging him to pull out.  
 
      
 
    He carefully withdrew every long inch of his shaft from her throat, looking down at her with concern. "Are you okay? I wasn’t hurting you, was I?" 
 
      
 
    "I’m fine, don’t worry,” Sparks replied with a rather startled smile on her face. She glanced at his cock in amazement. “It was just a bit of a shock being fully impaled by this monster!” 
 
      
 
    She was face to face with the huge throbbing shaft that had been buried up to the balls inside her, his cock throbbing angrily at no longer being wrapped in a tight teenager. She leaned forward to kiss the tip in apology, darting a glance up at John as she did so and grinning when she saw him smile. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa began to lap at her clit, making her presence felt with her silky-soft tongue and Sparks gasped in surprise. She looked down between her thighs, and saw the exquisitely beautiful teen looking up at her with smiling eyes, as she continued her tender ministrations. Alyssa was too good at what she was doing for Sparks to have any reservations about the Sapphic pleasure she was receiving. She squirmed over her friend's face, thrusting her hips gently as her pussy sought Alyssa's expert tongue. She felt her friend's hands move up to cup her tight little buttocks, pulling her in closer and that was when Alyssa really went to work. 
 
      
 
    Sparks groaned as her body rode waves of pleasure she had never experienced before. She leaned forward hungrily, and took John's bulbous head in her mouth, eager to feel him widening her throat once again. Pulling him towards her as she made quick progress down his shaft, Sparks was soon nuzzling in his groin. Her nose brushed his stomach and her chin touched the tops of his balls. When she felt the contact, Sparks looked down at the taut sack beneath her and saw that John’s quad was full up again, all ready to be emptied.  
 
      
 
    Swallowing eagerly to convey her hunger for his cum, the constricting grasp of her throat massaged his length as though trying to milk his balls. She felt John hold her head gently in his hands as he began to thrust back and forth, using the tight grip of her body to stroke his length. Sparks sensed the change in him and realised that he was just focused on building towards his climax. It thrilled the eager girl to know that John was loving this as much as she was, and would soon reward her for her efforts. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa's relentless tongue combined with the exciting feelings of submission drove Sparks wild and she writhed as she experienced the most blinding climax of her life. The intensity of those feelings terrified her at first, but that was quickly replaced by raw lust as her mind reeled under the onslaught of sensation. She moaned helplessly around John's cock, buried as it was deep inside her throat. 
 
      
 
    John cried out with his release, pulling the redhead forward so that her lips were wrapped snugly around the base of his shaft. Sparks could feel each burst of cum as it blasted down his cock, her body so tightly wrapped around him that she could sense each trembling jerk of his cock. She began to feel contentedly full as his long spurts of cum splashed into the pit of her stomach and she moaned as he pumped even more down her throat.  
 
      
 
    She was kneeling beneath her man and providing a welcoming home for his spunk. That thought made her eyes roll back as she came hard again, aided helpfully by Alyssa's tireless tongue on her pussy. The redhead could feel her tummy stretching out to accommodate all of John's cum and she loved being able to experience every second of it this time. There was no pain, just a feeling of incredibly satisfying fullness. 
 
      
 
    Eventually John's quad was drained dry and Sparks felt a surge of regret when he started to pull out of her throat. She kissed his cock farewell as it left her mouth, knowing he would be back again in a few more hours to keep her topped up. The redhead tried to look down at Alyssa but her sperm packed belly was too big and blocked her view. 
 
      
 
    John collapsed on the bed and Sparks gingerly moved her pussy away from Alyssa's face so she could join him. Carrying this much weight in her stomach took a little getting used to, but with the blonde’s help, she manoeuvred her hugely rounded tummy so that she could lie next to her man. "Her man," she thought to herself. Yes, she really did feel like she belonged with him now. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa snuggled in behind her and began to stroke Sparks' spunk-swollen belly with a gentle, protective hand. "You got John really turned on," the beautiful blonde whispered in her ear. "He fed you a huge load!" 
 
      
 
    "Thanks for sharing him with me," Sparks said with a happy sigh. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa gave her a mischievous smile. “You're welcum!" 
 
      
 
    John turned to look at them both and leaned in to give her a tender kiss. "Thanks Sparks, you were absolutely amazing!" he said emphatically, joining Alyssa in caressing the redhead's heavily rounded tummy.  
 
      
 
    "I loved it too," the redhead replied, sharing a warm smile with him. 
 
      
 
    She lay between Alyssa and John, enjoying their tender touch and marvelling at the dramatic change in her fortunes. For the first time that she could remember, she felt wonderfully safe and loved. The sudden surge of emotion was overwhelming, as her heart welled up in gratitude to Alyssa for including her in this amazing life.  
 
      
 
    The three of them dozed together for a while, savouring the intimate moment and enjoying the tender embrace. Eventually, John stretched and got up to use the bathroom. When he returned, he saw that Sparks was fast asleep with Alyssa curled up protectively around her. 
 
      
 
    "I think I'll go and check on Calara," he said in a hushed voice, so that he wouldn’t disturb the sleeping redhead. ”Will you keep an eye on Sparks?” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa looked up at him and nodded happily. "When her tummy has gone down a bit, we'll meet you up on the Command Deck and we can continue the tour of the ship." 
 
      
 
    John thought it was a great plan and he leaned over to give Alyssa a loving kiss. When he pulled back from her lips, she rubbed the tip of her nose against his, getting a quiet chuckle from him for her efforts. After dressing, he waved goodbye and headed down the corridor to take the elevator. 
 
      
 
    The door swished open quietly when he reached the Command Deck and he strode out on to the Bridge. Calara was sitting at her Tactical station, focused intently on a holographic image that floated an inch or so above her console. As John walked down the ramp to join her, he saw that the image was a representation of the sector they were travelling through. 
 
      
 
    "Hey Calara. Everything okay up here?" he asked the young woman.  
 
      
 
    She turned away from the glowing holograph to smile at him. "Hey John! It's great to see you." 
 
      
 
    John leaned down to kiss her and she returned it ardently. When he eventually pulled away, her brown eyes were sparkling in the light. "There, that's a better hello," he said with satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    The Latina laughed as she nodded her agreement. “You’ll get no disagreements from me, Commander!” 
 
      
 
    Glancing at the Sector Map, he asked, "So Lieutenant, what are you occupying yourself with at the moment?"  
 
      
 
    "Well, Commander..." the gorgeous Latina replied, grinning up at him. "I'm currently studying the long-range scans." 
 
      
 
    "Found anything interesting so far?" John asked, genuinely curious. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, I have actually," Calara replied, hitting a few buttons on her console. The sector map suddenly reappeared in a much larger hologram in the centre of the bridge.  
 
      
 
    "I studied these systems on our way to Karron from Olympus and I noticed we were picking up a lot of wrecks on the long-range scans," she explained, clearly excited by what she had discovered. "I studied the incident reports for each of those wrecks and most of them occurred between Port Heracles and Karron. They were all logged as pirate attacks."  
 
      
 
    "Sounds like those pirates were operating there for a while," John said, looking thoughtful. 
 
      
 
    “You were lucky they didn’t hit the Fool’s Gold,” the Latina said, studying the shipping lanes. 
 
      
 
    John shrugged and gave her a smile. “It’s only a small freighter, probably too small to be considered worth attacking. That was one of the reasons I bought it.” 
 
      
 
    Calara returned his smile, then pushed a button on her console. A glowing orange line appeared, curving out from Port Heracles, before ending abruptly in deep space. “That’s the corvette Griffon’s flight path. We were sent out to patrol the area and see if we could find the source of the attacks, but we’d only investigated a couple of wrecks before we were ambushed..." she faltered, her face filled with sadness. "You know what happened next...” 
 
      
 
    John knelt down beside the troubled girl and gathered her in his arms. "Yes, we rescued you! One of the best things I've done in my life.” 
 
      
 
    Calara leaned into him, resting her head against his shoulder, her body trembling as she tried not to cry. He held her like that for a long while, stroking her lustrous brown hair to comfort her. Eventually she sat up straight, wiping a few rogue tears from her eyes. 
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry," the lovely brunette said, looking embarrassed. 
 
      
 
    John brushed his fingers against her cheek and said quietly, "You’ve got nothing to apologise for, honey. You’ve been through a lot; it’s only natural that you’d find talking about it upsetting.” His tone was caring as he continued, “Perhaps we should discuss something less painful instead?” 
 
      
 
    "No, I'm okay," Calara insisted. "Besides, this is important. I think I might have found where the pirate attacks are coming from." 
 
      
 
    John released her from his embrace, and the beautiful Latina turned back to her console, her fingers swiping across the panels to manipulate the map. "If you look here, here, and here," she said, circling the areas that had been attacked on her map in bright green. "The pirates seem to be hitting three main shipping lanes." 
 
      
 
    Calara pressed a couple more buttons so that the map focused on a star called Chendar, the holographic image shifting to the system view a second later. "I've been studying the dates and times of each attack, while comparing the ships' logs from the victims. It looks like the pirates are operating several fleets and are using this system as a base!"  
 
      
 
    "This is outstanding work, Lieutenant!" John exclaimed, falling back naturally into military parlance with the young woman. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Sir!" Calara said, filled with pride to see how impressed he was. 
 
      
 
    John studied the System Map closely, noting two gas giants, several smaller planetoids, and an asteroid belt orbiting Chendar. He noticed that amongst the installations listed in the system, one of the Gas giants was host to an abandoned Gas mining facility. This wasn't uncommon, as mining bases were commonly stripped and deserted when the resources they were exploiting were fully tapped out. 
 
      
 
    "If I was a pirate, that’s where I’d be... That abandoned facility would make a hell of a base," John mused. 
 
      
 
    Calara looked up at him with newfound respect. "Very impressive Commander! I came to the same conclusion, but it's taken me a few days to put it all together." 
 
      
 
    "Perhaps I missed my vocation as a pirate?" he asked, giving her a playful smile. 
 
      
 
    She shook her head and replied firmly. "No, I think you found it as a Pirate hunter..." 
 
      
 
    John nodded his agreement, placing his hand on her shoulder and giving it a gentle squeeze. This had been a surprising conversation in a number of different ways, but his primary concern was that Calara had clearly become obsessed with the pirate attacks. It was perfectly understandable for the young woman to have reacted this way, considering the dramatic impact they had made on her life. However he had hoped that she’d be able to put it all behind her. She had seemed so happy over the last few weeks, that he had started to believe that was the case, but it was now apparent she had not. He couldn’t help wondering if some payback might help give her some sense of closure. 
 
      
 
    "I think it might be time to stamp out these cockroaches once and for all. What do you say, Lieutenant? Time for some summary justice?" he asked, his eyes narrowing as he stared at the map. 
 
      
 
    "Yes Commander..." Calara agreed, with a fierce nod. "Well past time." 
 
      
 
    They stood for a moment studying the map, and thinking about all the implications finding the pirate base might have. The elevator swished open quietly and as if on cue, Alyssa and Sparks entered the Bridge.  
 
      
 
    "Wow! You two look very heroic!" Alyssa exclaimed, a broad grin on her face. "I feel like there should be dramatic music playing in the background. What did we miss?" 
 
      
 
    "Calara found the pirate base. I think we should take a little detour and see if we can do something about it," John replied ominously. 
 
      
 
    "I'll lay in a new course!" Alyssa stated, as she bounded up the illuminated steps to the Executive Officer's chair. Her hands glided over her console and she began to adjust their current heading, diverting them towards the Chendar System. 
 
      
 
    "We'll be there in just over three days, John," she stated, the hologram in the centre of the bridge showing her new course plotted in green. 
 
      
 
    "Nice work, Alyssa," John said gratefully, before turning back to Calara.  
 
      
 
    "I promised Sparks I'd finish her tour of the ship; do you want to come along too?" he asked, concerned about leaving the troubled Latina for too much time on her own. 
 
      
 
    "No, I'm okay here. I want to prepare for our assault," Calara declared, a steely look of determination in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    John was about to try to persuade her to come with them, but Alyssa spoke up first. "You and Sparks should go ahead without us. I want to stay and discuss our tactics with Calara," she said, waving them away.  
 
      
 
    Being permanently tuned into John's mind meant that Alyssa had overheard his thoughts, and she was well aware of his concerns for their troubled young lover. Picking up the pointed look the beautiful blonde gave him, John knew Alyssa would take excellent care of Calara.  
 
      
 
    Feeling reassured he smiled at her and said, “Just let us know if you change your mind.”  
 
      
 
    “Will do,” she replied, gliding down the ramp towards the Tactical Station. 
 
      
 
    John smiled at the redhead and asked, "Ready to go for another wander, Sparks?" 
 
      
 
    Sparks sensed that something else was going on, but she couldn’t really tell what it was. She nodded agreeably and followed him into the elevator, watching as he hit the button for Deck Three. As the lift began to drop, John glanced down at the young woman standing beside him. He could see that Sparks was dying to ask about the conversation on the bridge, so he explained how they had rescued Calara and the trauma that she had experienced at the hands of the pirates.  
 
      
 
    Sparks nodded her head give him a shrewd look. "This whole assault on the pirates is purely for her benefit, isn't it?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes," he replied simply. "I don't like pirates and something needs to be done about them, but with everything Calara put together, we could just report back to Terran Federation Command. They would send out a fleet to mop up the whole pirate operation." 
 
      
 
    "You think she needs the closure that a personal intervention will bring though, right?" Sparks persisted. 
 
      
 
    "I'm hoping it’ll help Calara put this behind her," John admitted, narrowing his eyes as he glanced at the petite redhead. "You are a smart one, aren't you?" 
 
      
 
    The redhead smiled at him, blushing slightly. 
 
      
 
    "Taking on the pirates could be very dangerous," John warned her, his tone deadly serious now. "The Invictus is bound to be much more powerful than any individual ship they have, but they have multiple fleets. We could end up being heavily outnumbered." 
 
      
 
    “And your crew consists of you and a handful of teenage girls,” Sparks pointed out. 
 
      
 
    He looked at her, trying to figure out what she was thinking. "If you're worried about safety, we don't have to commit to this attack." 
 
      
 
    Sparks shook her head vehemently. "No, I'm all for it. I've dealt with enough scum to know that some fuckers just don't deserve to live." She paused and studied his face intently. "You're a good man, John. You really do care about Calara and Alyssa, don't you?" 
 
      
 
    "I love them both very much," he answered, his voice ringing with sincerity. He smiled and whisked her up in a hug. “And I'm getting quite fond of you too!" 
 
      
 
    Sparks laughed happily and wrapped her arms around him. Grinning in disbelief, she exclaimed,  "Look at me! I'm acting like some giddy schoolgirl!" 
 
      
 
    "A very naughty schoolgirl," John replied, gently patting her still-rounded tummy. 
 
      
 
    Sparks giggled at that, her unscarred cheek blushing prettily. “I wonder what my hair would look like in bunches?” she asked him with a flirtatious smile. 
 
      
 
    "Come on," John said, clasping her hand and leading her down the corridor. "If we keep talking like this, I'll never be able to show you the rest of the ship!" 
 
      
 
    "You’re right. If you stuff me full of any more cum, you'll have to roll me back to our quarters," Sparks agreed, grinning at John as he snorted with laughter. 
 
      
 
    They eventually managed to keep a lid on the banter enough so that he could continue their tour of the Invictus. He showed her around the dozens of rooms that housed all the vital machinery that kept the ship running. Life support, environmental systems, sensors, fuel control, he found all of them fairly dull, but for Sparks these were the highlight of the tour so far. She was fascinated by the automation of all the ship’s systems, and kept asking him detailed technical questions that were quite beyond him.  
 
      
 
    In the end, he promised Sparks the holo-reader that Vice Admiral Charles Harris had given them back at Olympus shipyard. He explained that it contained detailed documentation on all the ship's functions, so it would be invaluable to her in learning about the Invictus. Sparks was literally jumping up and down with excitement at the thought of getting her hands on it, but reluctantly agreed to finish the rest of the tour first. 
 
      
 
    His new Chief Engineer was impressed by the ship's magazine, and seemed fascinated by the concept of the Mass Drivers. John spent some time telling her about the two-hundred-metre-long magnetic rails that accelerated the enormous shells to Hyper-warp, with Sparks hanging on his every word. Explaining how the weapons worked eventually got John and Sparks talking about ways they could upgrade the main guns. She suggested two possible options: improving the power of the magnetic rails and improving the explosive yield on the shells. It was an interesting conversation, and got John thinking about alien species that might be able to assist with either.  
 
      
 
    Finally, they entered the Engine Room and FTL Drive Room. Sparks wandered around these in awe, enraptured by the enormous energy harnessed in the ship's power core and the bewildering sophistication of the FTL drive system. John watched as the petite redhead studied the controls for the power core, a look of carefully controlled glee lighting up her face. He could see that she was desperate to touch and investigate, but was managing to hold her rampant curiosity in check through an act of iron will power. 
 
      
 
    Eventually John managed to lure her away with promises of the Holo-reader, along with a sworn guarantee that she could spend all her free time studying any of the ship’s systems she liked. They headed back to the ship's elevator to return to the Command Deck, with the redhead bounding along beside him. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks for the tour John, that was amazing!" Sparks exclaimed, with a happy sigh. 
 
      
 
    "This is your home now, I want you to feel settled here," John replied sincerely, which earned him another big hug. 
 
      
 
    When they arrived back on the Bridge, Alyssa spun the XO chair around to face them. "You two look like you've had fun," she said, with a warm smile. 
 
      
 
    Sparks grinned back at her. "I loved it!” she gushed enthusiastically. “The Invictus is fucking awesome!" 
 
      
 
    "Do you have the Holo-reader, beautiful?" John asked the blonde girl. "Sparks wanted to learn more about the ship." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa turned and picked up the Holo-reader from the concealed locker by her console. She walked down the illuminated steps like a graceful model descending from a catwalk.  
 
      
 
    "Here you go Sparks," she said, presenting her with the hand-held device.  
 
      
 
    Sparks took it out of her hands and held the Holo-reader as though it were a priceless artefact. “This is so cool!” 
 
      
 
    "I'll activate the Engineering Station for you," the beautiful blonde said as she walked back up to the XO's chair.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa’s hands danced over the console as she activated the Station for the Chief Engineer.  The Engineering Station was on the left side of the room, opposite Tactical. Like before, the panels on the consoles activated one at a time, gradually illuminating the station as it sprang to life. 
 
      
 
    John climbed the steps to the Command Podium and took his seat in the Commander’s Chair. He watched with an amused smile as Sparks tentatively sat at her new place on the Bridge.  
 
      
 
    She looked around wide-eyed at the panels of controls, feeling growing excitement at being able to manipulate and control something as awesomely powerful as the Invictus. Setting the Holo-reader down on the console, she quickly scanned through the instructions regarding the Engineering station and clicked a number of buttons on one of the panels. A series of holograms materialised around her, showing the energy distribution from the power core, the ship's shield status and finally damage control, which depicted the Invictus all shaded in green. She spun her chair to look up at the command podium and saw that Calara, Alyssa and John were all watching her. 
 
      
 
    "Engineering online," she said, grinning at them excitedly.  
 
      
 
    "Glad to have you aboard Chief," John grinned back at her. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa and Calara cheered for the young woman, enjoying seeing her having so much fun. 
 
      
 
    "Come on ladies, let's go have dinner and celebrate," John said to the girls.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa and Calara were eager to join him, but Sparks rose with a great deal of reluctance, looking back longingly at the Holo-reader as she walked up the ramp to join with them. 
 
      
 
    "It'll still be there later," John said, putting his arm around her. 
 
      
 
    The group descended to Deck Two, a quiet chime announcing that they’d reached their destination. John turned to the right to show Sparks the Officer's Lounge, but they were stopped in their tracks by Alyssa, who placed her hands lightly on each of their chests. 
 
      
 
    "Calara and I will go and make dinner. You two have other business to attend to first," she said giving them a suggestive smile. 
 
      
 
    John glanced over at Sparks, expecting her to be blushing with embarrassment, but he caught her subconsciously licking her lips making them glisten invitingly in the light. The redhead glanced his way and the look she shared with him had him rock hard in no time. 
 
      
 
    "We'll join you later," he said to Alyssa and Calara, turning to walk briskly towards his quarters, Sparks practically skipping along at his side. 
 
      
 
    The stunningly beautiful blonde and brunette shared a look themselves, and smiled coyly at each other.  
 
      
 
    "Dinner can wait a little while," Alyssa suggested to the Latina, a seductive sway to her hips as she sauntered towards the playroom. 
 
      
 
    "I'm hungry for something else anyway," Calara purred in return, her eyes watching the blonde's luscious figure before she followed in her footsteps. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, John led the way into his bedroom, pulling off his t-shirt as the redhead tugged down her trousers. When they had stripped off, Sparks rushed into his arms, kissing him passionately and moaning into his mouth. She jumped up and wrapped her legs around his back, grinding against him when he cupped her asscheeks in both hands. John enjoyed their round, firm and compact feel, savouring the differences between her and Alyssa’s fuller figure. He walked over to the bed and sat on the edge with Sparks astride him, gently squeezing her bottom as he massaged her buttocks with his hands. 
 
      
 
    Sparks looked down at him, a lusty fire burning in her eyes. "Alyssa said you like to fuck tight little teenagers in the ass," she hissed, with real heat in her voice. 
 
      
 
    John separated her cheeks with his strong fingers, causing her to gasp. 
 
      
 
    "I'll take that as a yes!" Sparks groaned, clinging to him as he explored her body. She pulled back so she could stare into his eyes. "Do you want to fuck me in the ass?"  
 
      
 
    "I'll push my way into you, right up to my balls, then pound you hard until you beg me for mercy," John promised, as he pressed the redhead against his cock, her pussy sliding wetly along his thick throbbing shaft. 
 
      
 
    "I've never taken a man there before. You'd do that to a poor little virgin?" she asked feigning distress. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, but only because you'd love it," John grunted, loving this wilder side to the redhead. 
 
      
 
    Sparks moaned and looked down at him, nodding slowly and deliberately. John took one of his hands from her buttocks and brought it up to her mouth, where she began to suck on one of his fingers suggestively.  
 
      
 
    "You know where I'm going to put this, don't you?" he said sternly, as he looked into her eyes.  
 
      
 
    Sparks looked back at him, her eyes heavy-lidded as she sucked lustily on his finger a hint of a smile playing at her lips. When his finger was nice and slick, he moved it down between her buttocks and began to gently circle her rosebud, getting her slippery and pliant. She gasped when he began to apply pressure, then groaned when the tip of his finger worked its way into the extremely snug passage. 
 
      
 
    John waited a little while and let her get used to the intrusion, while he used his other hand's firm grip on her waist to rock her back and forth on his cock. When John felt her relax, he pushed his finger further inside, feeling just how hot and incredibly tight her ass was. Sparks groaned as her clit was pressed up against the hot length of his cock, and John used his strong hold on her to slide her body along his shaft, sending tremors through her excited teenage body.  
 
      
 
    "You’re going to cum for me," he ordered her. He pushed his thick finger in past the second knuckle. "It’ll be the first time with something in your ass, won’t it?" 
 
      
 
    “Uh-huh,” she murmured, too overwhelmed with sensation to be able to answer him coherently. 
 
      
 
    John concentrated on rubbing her clit against him, moving her hips up and down in a steady insistent rhythm which he knew would do the trick. She clung to him like a limpet and he could hear her panting into his ear as he got her more turned on.  
 
      
 
    “Nearly there, aren’t you, honey?” he murmured, feeling her body trembling as adrenaline coursed through her veins.  
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck!” Sparks wailed, as her rear passage clamped down on his finger in a vice like grip and she came hard for him. 
 
      
 
    "That's a good girl," he praised her, as she ground against his cock and sobbed with relief. "You followed my orders very well." 
 
      
 
    Sparks could only lean against him and moan into his shoulder, her body unprepared for the intense climax that had washed over her. 
 
      
 
    "You're much too tight to take me at the moment though," John lamented, stroking her back as she shuddered in his lap. "We need to feed you up, so that I can fit inside you." 
 
      
 
    "I want that so much!" Sparks gasped in wholehearted agreement, as she writhed in his lap. 
 
      
 
    John eased his finger out from her body and then holding her around her waist, he lifted her up so that she was standing by the side of the bed, between his parted legs. 
 
      
 
    "On your knees and get to work," he commanded, enjoying seeing the wicked grin on her face as she rushed to obey him.  
 
      
 
    Sparks sank to her knees, running her nails along his thighs as she did so. She tilted forward and kissed the end of his angry throbbing cock, before glancing up at him and making eye contact.  
 
      
 
    “You want me to suck this massive cock?” she asked him, wrapping one of her small hands around it and stroking him with torturously slow movements of her wrist. “I might need some help...” 
 
      
 
    She parted her lips but only licked at his head, beckoning him forward into her hot, wet mouth.  
 
      
 
    John covered her hand with his, gripping his shaft and helping her keep his cock steady as it jerked involuntarily. He cupped the back of Sparks head with his other hand, then pulled her forward, sliding her down his length until her lips touched his fingers. He could feel her mouth move as she tried to kiss his hand, but her lips were stretched tight around his girth and were only able to brush against him. He rewarded her by removing his hand and then pulling her all the way down his length so that her face was nestled in his groin. 
 
      
 
    Sparks moaned in delight around the burgeoning prick forcing her mouth and throat wide open. The vibrations felt amazing around John's cock, and when she started to swallow as well, it felt like her muscles were trying to milk his cock for him. He held her head in place with both hands, and just rocked back and forth with small motions of his hips, using her willing body to stroke his shaft. 
 
      
 
    She gasped in excitement as she felt John's strong hands hold her head in place. She felt so submissive kneeling in front of him like this and she revelled in him using her mouth to bring himself to climax. 
 
      
 
    "I'm just his cum bucket!" she thought to herself, her thighs rubbing together as she writhed helplessly under his control.  
 
      
 
    "I can't do anything except kneel before him, and wait until he unloads in my belly," she groaned as she turned herself on even more just thinking about it. 
 
      
 
    Finally, John's insistent thrusting began to grow more erratic as his breathing became laboured.  
 
      
 
    "Aahhh!!" he bellowed, as he pushed himself as far as he could go inside the redhead. His climax was intense, powerful enough to make him see stars as he blasted his load straight down her throat and into her waiting tummy. 
 
      
 
    Sparks felt the wonderfully rich cum splash into her empty stomach, the first couple of thick spurts more than enough to fill her slim tummy. Her waistline was forced to slowly expand to make room for all the following jets of spunk, her belly curving outward the more he pumped into her. She drank him down hungrily, eager to suck down every last drop, as John's quad fed her a fresh creamy treat. 
 
      
 
    John pulled back until just his head was in her mouth, and with a trembling twitch, John's four balls gave up the last of their cum. Sparks swallowed it down, relishing the sweet taste of the final morsel as it tingled on her taste-buds. His deflating cock slipped from her mouth and Sparks leaned down to place a tender kiss on his numb but satiated balls, as if to say thanks. He held out his hand to help her to her feet and the redhead rose unsteadily, unbalanced by the turgid weight of her midsection. He put both hands on either side of her hugely engorged abdomen, holding her protectively as he caressed her tightly stretched young skin.  
 
      
 
    Sparks ran her hands through John's hair, watching with wide eyes as he tenderly kissed her sperm-packed belly. The caring gesture strongly reminded her of a husband proudly kissing his wife’s expectant belly and she suddenly felt a rush of broodiness. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck! where did that come from?" she thought to herself in shock.  
 
      
 
    Sparks had never even thought about having children before and now the idea felt powerfully arousing. She climbed on to the bed with John, then lay down beside him, amazed by the unexpected rush of emotions. He encircled her possessively in his strong arms and she snuggled into his comforting embrace, relishing the delicious feelings. 
 
      
 
    They rested for about thirty minutes and then John's rumbling stomach awoke them from their comfortable doze. Sparks turned in his arms and looked up at him with a happy smile.  
 
      
 
    "That was extremely hot," John said, returning her smile. "I wasn't too domineering, was I?" 
 
      
 
    "It really turned me on," Sparks admitted, wanting to be honest with him. "I never thought I’d be into that kind of stuff, but I loved you telling me what to do.” 
 
      
 
    They smiled at each other, feeling a bit bashful all of a sudden. They shared a tender kiss until the moment was interrupted by more angry growls from John's stomach. 
 
      
 
    He gave her a rueful look. "I really don’t want to move, but I’m starving. We should probably find the girls and get some dinner." 
 
      
 
    "Unsurprisingly, I don't feel hungry at all," Sparks said, looking wryly at her enormously rounded stomach. 
 
      
 
    "Well you can just dazzle us with your wit while we eat then," John said with a grin, climbing out of bed and offering her his hand.  
 
      
 
    Sparks nodded happily and they got up and dressed. The teenager was about to put on her close-fitting top, but one look at her rotund waist stopped her.  
 
      
 
    "Wait there a second," John said while trying not to laugh, and strode into the walk-in-wardrobe. He returned moments later and handed her a white shirt. "Try that on for size." 
 
      
 
    The shirt was way too big for her, but Sparks found the idea of wearing his clothing strangely exciting. She put on the shirt, rolling back the sleeves and buttoning it up over her distended tummy. It actually fit reasonably well all things being considered. 
 
      
 
    "Very nice..." John said with an appreciative smile, running his hand over the soft cotton that followed the huge curve of her swollen midriff. 
 
      
 
    They walked hand-in-hand out of his room and down the corridor, pausing at the sounds of laboured panting coming from the open door of the playroom. John glanced inside to find Alyssa and Calara breathing heavily, sweat glistening over their spectacular bodies as they recovered from their exertions. The stunningly beautiful women were lying intertwined in a tangle of toned limbs, recovering their breath. 
 
      
 
    John and Sparks watched them for a few moments, appreciating the flawless beauty of the teenage flesh on display. Alyssa seemed to sense they had company and greeted them with a tired wave of her slender hand. 
 
      
 
    "You two rest a while, I'll go make dinner," John said, smiling affectionately at the girls. He turned to look at the petite redhead beside him. "Sparks, do you want to hang out with them, or keep me company?" 
 
      
 
    She squeezed his hand gently and smiled up at him. “I’ll stay with you.” 
 
      
 
    "Good answer," he said, glad that she wanted to come along. 
 
      
 
    They walked to the end of the corridor and with the touch of a wall mounted button, John opened the double doors that led into the Officers' Lounge. He led Sparks past all the comfy chairs and sofas, then onwards around the bar as he headed to the kitchen at the other side of the long dining table. 
 
      
 
     Sparks stopped to look out the lengthy windows on each side of the lounge, and gazed in wonder at the incredible views out from the ship. She had grown up in the underbelly of a hollowed out asteroid, with no outside views available to people living in the slums. The vast panoramic blackness filled with the twinkling lights of distant stars was breathtaking and she marvelled at the simple natural beauty of the universe. 
 
      
 
    The delightful aroma of cooking food drifted out to her nose and she suddenly remembered that she was supposed to be keeping John company. She went into the kitchen feeling guilty and was surprised to see him expertly slicing and dicing vegetables before adding them to the simmering pan in front of him.  
 
      
 
    "Ever had paella before?" he asked the petite redhead.  
 
      
 
    Sparks shook her head, as she admitted, "I mostly grew up on protein bars. It was best not to ask too many questions about any kind of stews I could barter for." 
 
      
 
    "Well hopefully you'll enjoy trying this," he said, as he added some spices to the meat, rice, and vegetables sizzling away merrily in front of him. 
 
      
 
    "When did you learn to cook?" Sparks asked, watching the deft way he prepared the food. 
 
      
 
    "My grandparents owned a restaurant and my grandmother was a phenomenal chef," John explained. "I grew up with them and spent a lot of my formative years helping out in her kitchen." 
 
      
 
    "That sounds amazing," Sparks said wistfully. "I never knew my parents and I grew up in an orphanage. I got out of that shitdump as soon as I could, then just fell in with the Diablos." 
 
      
 
    "What happened to your parents? If you don't mind me asking?" John asked gently. 
 
      
 
    "I was abandoned,” the pale teen told him, a bleak expression on her face. "There was no record of either of them; I don't even know my real name."  
 
      
 
    Sparks suddenly looked very sad, small, and alone, her blue eyes soft and vulnerable after opening up to him. John walked over to her, and wrapped the young girl up in a protective embrace. She stiffened for a moment, then wilted, shuddering in his arms as she started to cry. He held her as she sobbed against him, overcome by the feelings of loss and abandonment that she had kept tightly suppressed for years. 
 
      
 
    “You had a terrible start, but that’s all over now,” John whispered gently, stroking her hair as she wept. "We're your family now and we’ll keep you safe." 
 
      
 
    Sparks looked up at him, her eyes bloodshot from crying and her vulnerability clearly showing on her face. "Please don't ever make me leave," she pleaded. "I don't think I could take it, not after experiencing all this with you and the girls." 
 
      
 
    "You're not going anywhere," John said, smiling at her reassuringly. He hesitated for a moment, then clarified, “I mean that in a good way obviously, not a creepy ‘you’re my prisoner!’ kind of deal.” 
 
      
 
    Sparks laughed and she brushed away her tears. “It’s okay, I know what you meant.” 
 
      
 
    She rested her head on his chest, and let out a long, deep sigh. Despite the sudden rush of bad memories from her childhood, she felt so happy being held in his arms and surrounded by the delightful smells of the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    "I better let you go, or we’ll burn dinner," she said with a pang of regret, releasing her tight hold around his chest. 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad we talked, thank you,” John said, cupping the scarred side of her face and brushing his thumb across her rough cheek as he gave her a fond smile. Then he went back to the oven and returned to tending to the simmering pan.  
 
      
 
    Sparks watched him in startled silence, her hand going to her scarred cheek. She’d grown accustomed to looks of revulsion and disgust whenever people saw her scars, but when John had looked into her eyes and caressed her, it was like he didn’t even notice them. She had felt as though he was looking into her soul and her heart threatened to burst with the fierce feelings of love she felt for him. 
 
      
 
    John heard the faint sound of Alyssa and Calara chatting from the dining area back in the lounge. Oblivious to Sparks’ sudden epiphany, he said over his shoulder to the stunned girl, "That was good timing. Could you help get the table ready please?" 
 
      
 
    John handed four plates and cutlery to Sparks, who blushed and did her best not to look at him like a lovestruck teen. He carefully pushed open the kitchen door and carried the food through to the dining room, where he pressed a button on the side of the table. A section in the middle opened out and raised up, providing an ideal insulated location for him to leave the pan. Sparks placed the stack of plates on the table and piled the cutlery in the middle, having no idea how to properly set a table, then went to the bar to bring back a bottle of wine.  
 
      
 
    John walked around the table to meet the other girls, his eyes twinkling mischievously "Did you two have fun?"  
 
      
 
    Calara and Alyssa stole lusty glances at one another, before nodding animatedly. 
 
      
 
    He gave each of them a disapproving frown. "You've both been very naughty.”  
 
      
 
    "We have?" Calara asked, darting a worried look at Alyssa. 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes," he replied. "I want you to both lean against the table and bend over for me." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa grinned and wasted no time in bending over, her back arched, her pert round posterior presented for him to do with as he pleased. Calara glanced at the ravishing blonde, caught her playful wink, and assumed the same position. 
 
      
 
    "Whack!" The sound of the stinging slap on Alyssa's taut asscheek reverberated around the room, followed by the blonde’s excited gasp. 
 
      
 
    John walked up behind Calara, who watched him over her shoulder, her big brown eyes widened with shock. 
 
      
 
    "Are you ready for the same?" he asked her, interested to see how she would respond. 
 
      
 
    The gorgeous Latina bit her lip in a fleeting moment of apprehension, until she saw the look of concern in his eyes. She realised he was just being playful and she nodded her agreement, her eyes flashing with excitement. 
 
      
 
    "Whack!"  
 
      
 
    He spanked her perfectly round young buttock, causing the pliant flesh to tremble with the aftershock of the impact. He caressed her afterwards, his hand gently massaging her sensitive skin. Calara moaned, feeling a surge of lust shoot through her as she reacted to his firm touch. 
 
      
 
    Sparks was holding her breath as she watched the scene unfold before her. She felt herself getting very aroused as John chastised his girls. "What did they do?" she blurted out. 
 
      
 
    "They had fun on their own in the playroom. They should have joined us instead, so I could see them together," John explained, turning to wink at the redhead. 
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry John," Alyssa murmured, moulding herself against him as she tenderly kissed his cheek. 
 
      
 
    "It won't happen again," Calara promised him, standing at his side and gently kissing him too. 
 
      
 
    He carefully stroked their smarting bottoms to sooth away the sting. "I know, you're good girls.” 
 
      
 
    They both grinned at him, loving this new playful side of his character.  
 
      
 
    "Now let's eat!" he said enthusiastically. "I think we've all worked up an appetite!" 
 
      
 
    The four of them gathered around the table as John dished out the Paella, while Calara explained to Sparks how to set out the knives, forks, and spoons around the place settings. The girls didn’t waste any time tucking in, eager to try the delicious smelling food. They all savoured the contrast between the chicken, seafood, and bacon, and thanked him appreciatively between forkfuls. Trying this dish was a first for Alyssa and Sparks, and they both marvelled at how food could taste at the hands of a skilled chef. The wine flowed freely and the conversation flowed naturally, as they enjoyed their dinner. 
 
      
 
    John watched the three girls as they chattered together, looking relaxed and happy. He could see that Calara and Alyssa had welcomed Sparks unreservedly into their little group, and he was delighted to see them all getting along so well. His life had taken a few bizarre twists and turns over the last couple of months and he marvelled at the situation he found himself in now. He felt closer to each of the girls sitting in front of him, than he felt to any other person in the galaxy and he thought back to his conversation with Sparks earlier in the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    "We're your family now," he had said, and he really thought of them all that way. He suddenly realised that the same sentence applied to him equally as well.  
 
      
 
    Admittedly it was a slightly unusual family, with him as patriarch and the three girls his enthusiastic lovers, but they all cared for each other and that's what really mattered. He knew he would do everything in his power to protect these young women and keep them safe. They had all been through traumatic pasts, but if he had anything to say about it, he would make sure that they would never have to experience such pain ever again. 
 
      
 
    He sighed contentedly and focused on the teenagers again, trying to catch up with the current topic of conversation. Calara and Sparks were engrossed in a lengthy dialogue about the ship's weaponry, but Alyssa was unusually quiet. John saw that the beautiful young blonde was gazing at him tenderly, her eyes welling up with tears. He held out his hand for her to take, then rose to his feet, leading her over to a comfortable sofa overlooking the stunning panoramic view of space. 
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong, honey?” he asked gently, guiding her down onto his lap. 
 
      
 
    She leaned against him, brushing her lips against his ear as she whispered, "Thank you, John. Your thoughts were beautiful." Her lovely voice caught as she continued, “I overheard what you said to Sparks and it felt like the same applied to me too.”  
 
      
 
    "Of course it does!" he whispered back to her. "I consider us all a family, but I feel so closely bonded to you, I feel like I've discovered my soulmate..." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa sighed blissfully and the two kissed with soul-searing passion as he held the exquisite young woman in his arms. They lost track of time, until they eventually became aware of Calara and Sparks cuddled up on the adjacent sofa, watching them quietly. 
 
      
 
    "You two look amazing together," Sparks said a wistful look of longing in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    Calara nodded, a big smile on her face. "So much in love..." 
 
      
 
    "There's definitely room for two more," Alyssa said lovingly to the girls, and the brunette and redhead rose to join them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three Square Meals Ch. 13 – The quiet before the storm 
 
      
 
    The crew of the Invictus sat in the Officers' lounge cuddled up on a big sofa and watching the spectacular view of the stars through the long windows. John sat in the middle, with Alyssa sitting sideways across his lap, while Sparks and Calara sat to either side of him. The evening had been a great success, the girls loving the delicious dinner that John had prepared for them and now relaxing, sipping wine together.  
 
      
 
    "To our new chief engineer!" John said, raising his glass. "Welcome aboard Sparks, it's great to have you here!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa and Calara echoed his comments and their glasses clinked together merrily for the toast before they all took a big drink. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks for being so nice all of you. The ship feels like home already," Sparks said with a grateful smile, which prompted a round of hugs from the other girls. 
 
      
 
    The three teenagers chatted quietly amongst themselves, with John just soaking in the ambience of the evening, feeling relaxed and happy. He just sat and enjoyed their company until a question from Alyssa roused him from his reverie. 
 
      
 
    "John, what are you planning to do after we go to Olympus?" she asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    "Well firstly, I think we could use a little holiday on Gravitus," John suggested. "It’ll take a couple of days to install the new workshop for Sparks, so we might as well go and have some fun while we wait." 
 
      
 
    "I've never been on holiday before," Sparks said looking wistful. 
 
      
 
    "If it's anything like the last trip to Gravitus, we won't leave the hotel room very much," Alyssa smirked, getting a good laugh from John.  
 
      
 
    "We do need to take Calara and Sparks shopping," he replied with a smile at Alyssa. "You must be getting tired of Calara borrowing all your clothes." 
 
      
 
    "Hey! It's not my fault none of my old clothing fits me any more!" the gorgeous Latina exclaimed, cupping her pert breasts which had grown from an athletic 30B to an impressively busty 32D. She gave him an excited grin, then gushed, "A shopping trip sounds amazing though!" 
 
      
 
    Sparks was still a little intimidated by how beautiful the other two girls were, so she was feeling resigned to being the ugly duckling on this shopping trip. She had seen Alyssa's impressive wardrobe of exquisite dresses, suits, and casual attire, so she certainly wouldn't object if John wanted to buy her a similar selection of clothes. 
 
      
 
    "That'll be lots of fun, but what's our plan after that?" Alyssa persisted. 
 
      
 
    "I've been thinking that it might be a good time to upgrade the Invictus," John began, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. "Things seem to be heating up around the galaxy and we're bound to run into trouble. If we get into any fights, I think we should make sure we have the ship fitted with top-of-the-line gear." 
 
      
 
    "What are you thinking about upgrading first?" Sparks asked, growing excited. 
 
      
 
    "I'm thinking the FTL drive is a good place to start," John replied. "If we can get the best one available, our journeys through hyper-warp won't take so long and we can then upgrade everything else that much quicker." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded and said, "That sounds like a great plan to me. But where do we go for the best FTL drives?"  
 
      
 
    "The Ashanath..." John replied with some trepidation. After a lengthy pause, he continued, "The other big advantage of upgrading the FTL drive first, is that the Ashanath are masters of Power Core technology too, so we can pick up both upgrades from the same planet. I guess they needed all that energy to power their drives, so we’ll probably need a new Power Core before we can install one of their FTL drives.” 
 
      
 
    "That sounds awesome!" Sparks gasped sitting forward in her eagerness. "I'd love to take a look at some Alien tech, I've never worked with any before." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa smiled at her friend's enthusiasm, then asked curiously, "Who exactly are the 'Ashanath'?" 
 
      
 
    John took a big breath, then explained for the attentive girls, "They live in the Ashanath Collective and it's very close to Terran Space. Actually, most of the Terran Federation's territory used to be part of the Ashanath Collective. They were one of the first alien species to develop FTL drives and they claimed a vast number of worlds completely unchallenged. Terra was one of those worlds and the Ashanath were the first race to make contact with humanity."  
 
      
 
    Calara was quite well versed with the major alien species, but this was all new for Alyssa and Sparks and they were fascinated as they listened to his tale. All three were familiar with tales of legendary Terra, the birthplace of humanity, but none of them had ever visited the planet. In fact, before meeting John, the Karron girls had never once left their asteroid home. 
 
      
 
    "So how did the Terran Federation gain all that territory if it used to belong to the Ashanath?" Alyssa asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    "Well the Greys are basically pacifist scientists and they don't really seem interested in colonising lots of worlds or fighting to hold territory. Humanity is obsessed with those things though, so the Terran Federation has annexed sector after sector that used to belong to the Ashanath Collective. The Greys have agreed to all their demands, probably just to keep the peace." 
 
      
 
    Sparks frowned, and asked, "The 'Greys'?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh, sorry. Terrans nicknamed them 'Greys' and the name has stuck for over 700 years.” John looked thoughtful as he tried to recall anything else he could remember about the mysterious aliens. "The Ashanath are obsessed with cataloguing and studying all types of flora and fauna. That's how they first made themselves known to Terrans, with abductions and cattle mutilations." 
 
      
 
    "Have you ever met one before?" Sparks asked John. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, a few. They're happy to trade with almost anyone and their FTL drive technology is second to none, but it’s also very expensive. I used to courier parts from Ashana, the Greys' homeworld, to a few specialist buyers in the Core Worlds."   
 
      
 
    "What do they look like?" Sparks asked, leaning in and listening avidly. 
 
      
 
    John thought back to the last time he'd seen the strange aliens. "They have grey skin, big black eyes, are short and thin, and they can be pretty strange. In all honesty, they creep the hell out of me." 
 
      
 
    "I can't wait to see one!" Alyssa gasped, her blue eyes shining with excitement. 
 
      
 
    "I'm not sure you'll feel the same way once you've been around them for a while," John said with a wry smile. "Their homeworld is fascinating though, you should enjoy seeing that." 
 
      
 
    "What's so special about it?" Sparks asked, her curiosity peaked.  
 
      
 
    "You'll just have to wait and see!" John replied, teasing her with a wide grin. 
 
      
 
    The girls tried to get him to tell them, but John was resistant to their interrogation techniques. The teenagers eventually resorted to trying to tickle it out of him, but once those gloves were off, he gave back as good as he got. The girls eventually begged for mercy as they lay panting and giggling, strewn about the sofas. 
 
      
 
    "Come on ladies, time for bed I think," John said, and helped them up.  
 
      
 
    They retired to his quarters and snuggled in to the big bed, where Alyssa and Calara watched Sparks blow him eagerly. Once she had been topped up the redhead curled up beside John, with Alyssa behind her, stroking the slim girl’s distended stomach. Calara settled into her usual position on John’s left and he put his arm around her as she snuggled into him. Feeling satiated and relaxed, he settled into a deep sleep and the girls all joined him shortly afterwards. 
 
      
 
    John descended into blackness as his consciousness slipped away, but tonight something new and different happened. He began to dream....  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    He'd never experienced dreams or nightmares before, sleeping like the dead every night for the last forty years and always waking completely refreshed. Tonight though, the darkness began to fade, as random thoughts and emotions began to swirl around in his mind; insubstantial fleeting things, he tried his hardest to hang on to them, but they were elusive and slipped through his fingers. In the swirling maelstrom of his unconscious mind, an image began to coalesce and he concentrated with all his will to try and discern what it was. It suddenly snapped into sharp focus with shocking clarity. 
 
      
 
    He stood over a world like a colossus, proud and mighty, as legions of women surrounded him worshipping at his feet. Rather than revelling in their adulation however, he felt jealousy, rage, and resentment at unseen figures who might covet his servile minions. The anger and thirst for power were blinding in their intensity, and he felt all consuming hatred towards his rivals. He would crush them all and take what they had for his own. 
 
      
 
    John tried to resist these alien thoughts, but when he tried to do so, he felt himself falling as he was sucked down into a vortex of darkness and despair. Suddenly a glowing figure appeared in his mind, a beacon of light against the mind-numbing terror of the abyss. He clawed his way towards that shining radiance, desperately fighting to escape from the grasping tendrils of the horrors below. When he thought all hope lost, the figure reached for him with a slender arm and clasped his outstretched hand in her own. 
 
      
 
    The touch felt like a thunderbolt and he was abruptly wrenched back into full wakefulness.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    "Holy Fuck!" he gasped, lurching upright and clutching his chest, his heart pounding away and his breath ragged as his eyes darted around the room in shocked fear. 
 
      
 
    He inhaled deeply and closed his eyes, forcing himself to calm down and lower his heart rate to normal levels. When he had managed to regain control, he slowly reopened his eyes. Everything looked as it should, with the girls fast asleep and curled up adorably around him, blissfully unaware of his terrifying experience.  
 
      
 
    Shaking his head as though to clear his mind of any more sinister demons, he lay back down and closed his eyes with a certain amount of trepidation. What else might be lurking in the dream world, waiting for his return? 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, when John fell asleep again, only the comforting void of sleep awaited him and he slept dreamlessly for the rest of the night. 
 
      
 
    John woke feeling tired and drained, his mind still reeling from the shocking nightmare. He lay awake staring at the ceiling, before glancing over at the ship's chronometer and saw that it was six in the morning. He didn't want to wake the girls up early, so he lay still and just concentrated on the warm young female bodies draped over him, trying to distract himself from the disturbing visions of the previous night. 
 
      
 
    A short while later, Sparks stirred at his side and stretched languidly. She rose up on one elbow and looked down at him, smiling when she saw he was awake too. She leaned in close and pressed her mouth to his pointy ear. 
 
      
 
    "I'm too excited to learn how the ship works! I couldn't sleep any longer!" she whispered in his ear, so as not to wake Alyssa and Calara. 
 
      
 
    John grinned at her youthful exuberance as she smiled down at him, one side of her face pretty, the other horrifically scarred. He just hoped that Alyssa was right, desperately wanting to help the feisty young redhead. 
 
      
 
    "Mind if I blow and go?" Sparks whispered, grinning mischievously. 
 
      
 
    John stifled a laugh and then nodded his agreement. Sparks disappeared under the covers, being careful not to disturb the two sleeping beauties sharing the bed. He felt his worries and fears about the previous night disappear, as the redhead wasted no time in smoothly engulfing him in the comforting confines of her tight throat.  
 
      
 
    He lay back and let the enthusiastic teenager perform her magic. Sparks was using a relaxing, methodical technique today that felt absolutely wonderful. She didn't pause, change angles, stop to lick him, or any other distracting nonsense that a lesser-skilled fellatrix might have used. The young woman was focused completely on the task at hand, smoothly bobbing up and down under the covers.  
 
      
 
    John relished being her absolute centre of attention as she concentrated on giving him pleasure. He was surprised at how quickly she brought him to orgasm and he let out a deep sigh of contentment as his balls began to pump out his cum into her waiting stomach. His release felt like a balm to his soul and when he was done, he sat up and kissed Sparks as she licked her lips contentedly.  
 
      
 
    "I really needed that this morning!" he whispered to her earnestly. “Thank you, honey.” 
 
      
 
    Surprised at the vehemence in his voice, Sparks smiled graciously and leaned forward to give him a hug. She was shocked again when John hugged her very tight, like a drowning man clinging to a life raft.  
 
      
 
    When he eventually released her from the embrace, she asked with concern, "Are you okay?" 
 
      
 
    "Just a bad dream," John replied quietly, waving away her worries. 
 
      
 
    "Let me know if I can do anything for you," she whispered, reaching up to stroke his cheek.  
 
      
 
    When John nodded and returned her smile, she carefully manoeuvred off the bed, weighed down as she was by the heavy load in her belly. She picked up one of his shirts and looked his way to see if it was okay for her to borrow it.  
 
      
 
      
 
    “Sure, go ahead,” he said, then watched as she dressed. 
 
      
 
    With a final wave goodbye, she rushed out of the bedroom. Her eagerness to play with the Holo-reader and learn all about the Invictus, gave her an extra spring in her step as she bounded out into the corridor. 
 
      
 
    John lay back on the bed and slid his arms around Alyssa and Calara. They both reacted the same way, resting their heads on him and snuggling in close, each beautiful young woman placing an arm over his chest and draping a silky-smooth leg over his own. The girls were still fast asleep, but they cuddled him lovingly and John let out a happy sigh as their comforting presence banished his worries from the night before. A restful sleep soon overtook him and he rested peacefully.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Alyssa woke up a couple of hours later and smiled to herself when she found herself cuddled up against John, her hand reaching over his chest to rest lightly on Calara's deliciously smooth olive-hued skin. She wondered for a moment where Sparks might be, until she suddenly became aware of a tiny new manifestation floating in her thoughts. Fascinated by the nascent bundle of emotions, she recognised it for what it was and allocated a private place for it in her mind, so that she could nurture this blossoming presence. 
 
      
 
    The beautiful blonde kept her eyes closed and calmed herself, so that she could attune her mind to this new flicker of consciousness. "Ah, there she is," Alyssa thought to herself contentedly as she tracked the source of the new presence to the Bridge. Happiness, wonder, and excitement surged from the tiny ball of emotion, making her smile as she experienced Sparks’ joy. Alyssa relaxed now that she knew her friend was safe and well, then enjoyed simply being cuddled by John. 
 
      
 
    Eventually Calara and John woke as well and the three of them rose to get ready before going off to get some breakfast in the Officers' Lounge. After they had eaten, Calara said she would go and keep Sparks company up on the Bridge, while Alyssa agreed to go with John to the gym and have her first swimming lesson.  
 
      
 
    The couple walked hand-in-hand as they left the elevator, then walked down the Deck Seven corridor towards the gym that housed the pool. Alyssa could sense something was troubling John and she darted a look of concern at her lover. 
 
      
 
    "John, are you feeling alright this morning?" she asked, looking at his furrowed brow. 
 
      
 
    He tried to brush over his worries, not wanting to alarm his young companion. "Yeah sure, why do you ask?" 
 
      
 
    "You haven't checked me out once this morning! That's a first in the six weeks I've known you," Alyssa replied with a cheeky smile. Her cerulean eyes twinkled as she added, "Either you've lost interest now you’ve got some new girls, or something's bothering you." 
 
      
 
    John laughed at that, then admitted, "Okay, you're right. I am feeling a bit out of sorts. I had a horrible nightmare last night and it came as quite a shock. I never dream." 
 
      
 
    "Never?" Alyssa asked in surprise. 
 
      
 
    "This was the first one," John replied as he glanced at her. Remembering the terrifying nightmare, he shivered involuntarily. "And hopefully the last!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa stopped in front of him and cupped his face in both her hands. "You spend all your time worrying about us girls, but you've also been through a lot of big changes recently. Perhaps you're a bit unsettled as well?" 
 
      
 
    He shook his head, and said, "No, I'm fine-” 
 
      
 
    "Don't try to deny it," the beautiful blonde interrupted him, heading off his objection. She smiled as she made a point of stroking his temple, her gentle touch soothing. "I know, remember..." 
 
      
 
    John pondered her question for a moment and realised that Alyssa was right, he did actually feel different. He'd given up the Fool's Gold, the freighter he'd called home for the last eleven years. Not only that, he was now in a relationship with three teenage girls, trying to help them wrestle with their own demons from the past, while keeping them safe from the dangers in the galaxy. For a lone wolf who had shied away from a meaningful relationship with a woman, this was a huge change for him. 
 
      
 
    "You're right," he conceded. "A lot’s changed for me too... I guess I am feeling a bit out of sorts." 
 
      
 
    "Well I'm always here to talk to. Remember we're a team now and you should never feel you have to shoulder your burdens on your own," Alyssa said, then raised herself up on tiptoe to kiss him. She gave him a loving smile. "Feeling a bit better?"  
 
      
 
    John nodded, smiling at her. 
 
      
 
    "Okay, let's go get in that pool! Saving me from drowning will stoke your rampant White Knight syndrome and help distract you!" she joked, before bounding towards the gym door with more enthusiasm than he’d ever seen in her before. 
 
      
 
    Laughing loudly, John followed her into the gym and over to the swimming pool. They stripped off their clothes and John held out his hand to lead her down the steps into the shallow end. He could feel her hand shaking with fear, but she followed him with total trust into the pool until she was standing in water about four-feet-deep. 
 
      
 
    "There, that's not so bad, is it?" he asked, his voice supportive and comforting. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa gave him a brave smile. "Not with you here to look after me..." 
 
      
 
    He returned her smile and beckoned her over. "Okay you're doing really well. Now come here and hold on to me." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa moved in close to him and wrapped her slender arms around his neck. He could feel her shivering with fear, so he wrapped her in his strong arms which soon calmed her down. 
 
      
 
    "I'll sink into the water a bit, so you can feel what it's like being weightless with the water supporting you," he said, soothing her with his calm manner. 
 
      
 
    He glided out into slightly deeper water with Alyssa still hanging on to him like a limpet. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her deliciously smooth thighs gripping him tight, as she clung to him as though her life depended on it. He cupped her firm bottom in his hands and stayed still, letting her get used to being surrounded by the water. The nervous teen gradually relaxed her death grip around his neck, but still hugged him closely. John waited until she had stopped trembling and finally seemed to relax a little.  
 
      
 
    "Very good!" he congratulated her, as he glided back to the shallow part of the pool. They just hung out for a while there, with John letting Alyssa build up her confidence with being surrounded by so much water.  
 
      
 
    "There's one last thing I'd like you to try today before we end the lesson," he said. John ducked down in the shallow water and scooped up the blonde girl, cradling her in his arms, as if holding a baby. 
 
      
 
    "Now just relax, I've got you," he said to reassure her. "Remember this water is very shallow, so you can stand up in it easily." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded, wondering what was going to happen next. 
 
      
 
    "Now straighten yourself out as though you were lying on a bed and stick your arms out to your sides," he explained.  
 
      
 
    He saw the flash of fear in her eyes, but she fought it hard and relaxed as he had asked. She straightened out in the supportive embrace of his arms and carefully laid back in the water. When water began to lap at her ears, she felt a fresh surge of panic rising within her, but she looked up at John's caring face and controlled herself. 
 
      
 
    "Excellent!" John exclaimed, impressed by her courage. "Just relax like that and float on top of the water." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa stayed calm and relaxed as he asked, feeling the reassuring presence of John’s strong hands under her back and bottom. With her head partially submerged, her ears were under water and John's voice felt muffled and insubstantial. She didn't want to disappoint him though, so she stayed relaxed and trusted that he’d keep her safe.  
 
      
 
    *I'm going to move my hands away in a moment,* she heard him think clearly.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa's eyes flashed open, wide with panic, as she protested, “Wait! Don't!” 
 
      
 
    *I won't let anything happen to you, you know you can trust me,* he told her, his thoughts strong and comforting as he quelled her fears.  
 
      
 
    She nodded and felt his hands drop away and then... nothing. She still floated peacefully in the water, the water lapping gently at her sides. The feeling of weightlessness was something she had never experienced before and Alyssa found it was not as terrifying as she had imagined. Eventually she even began to quite enjoy the sensation, finding it soothing and restful. John let her float for a couple of minutes, before encircling her in his arms again and lifting her head from the water. 
 
      
 
    "That was wonderful! Thank you so much!" she gasped, her eyes blazing with excitement. 
 
      
 
    "You were amazing. For someone who had never been in a pool before today, you were incredibly brave!" he said, very proud of her. 
 
      
 
    As always, Alyssa's heart lifted to hear his praise and the beautiful young woman beamed a huge sparkling smile up at him. The pool didn't seem anywhere near so frightening as before and she felt much more confident as they moved to the side and climbed out. They walked over to the towel rails and each took a lovely warm towel to wrap themselves in. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks for my swimming lesson. That wasn't anywhere near as bad as I thought it was going to be,” Alyssa admitted as she smiled at John. 
 
      
 
    "You're welcome honey, it was fun teaching you," John said, returning her happy smile. "You're a very fast learner; I'll be able to teach you to swim in no time." 
 
      
 
    She brushed her fingers down his arm. “As long as you’re there to keep me safe, I’d love to do that again sometime.” 
 
      
 
    John scooped her up and kissed her soundly, causing Alyssa to squeal in surprise. She wrapped her arms around him and returned his passionate kiss. 
 
      
 
    "I want you," John said simply, turned on by her unquestioning faith and trust in him. 
 
      
 
    "But what about Sparks?" Alyssa asked, hesitating for a moment. 
 
      
 
    John gave her a playful grin. "Don’t worry, I've got that covered." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa read his thoughts and a thrill went down her spine. "You bad boy!" she said, grinning eagerly. They left the gym and headed to their quarters, as John called the redhead on his watch communicator. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sparks was engrossed in the holographic images surrounding the engineering station. She had started to delve into the arcane technical minutiae of the Invictus, guided by the invaluable Holo-reader and was loving every minute of it. The assault cruiser made anything she had worked on back on Karron seem like a child's toy in comparison; even her proudest works seemed utterly trivial when compared to this behemoth.  
 
      
 
    The redhead had spent a productive morning training herself on the basic operations of Engineering and she was now looking forward to studying the individual systems in more detail. The ability to be able to divert power from one set of subsystems to another was intriguing and she was eager to start doing some experiments. She looked across the bridge to see that Calara was still sitting at her tactical station, engrossed by the System Map of Chendar. Sparks opened her mouth to speak to the brunette, but then closed it again, not wanting to disturb Calara's intense focus as she planned possible attack scenarios for the upcoming battle against the pirates. 
 
      
 
    Sparks still found Calara a little intimidating, even though the gorgeous Latina had been extremely friendly and welcoming. That kind of flawless beauty was difficult to be around at times, especially when someone felt as ugly and damaged as Sparks did. The teenager reached up to touch her terribly scarred face self-consciously and wondered again how she could ever possibly fit in amongst these paragons of feminine perfection. Still, Calara, Alyssa, and John had been nothing but overwhelmingly inclusive and generous with her since she had come on board, which got her thinking about the workshop again. 
 
      
 
    Her very own workshop! The one back on Karron with the Diablos didn't really count, as it was all their equipment and she was their indentured servant. She’d been overjoyed by his offer of the vast room for her permanent use. When he promised her all the equipment she might need, she didn't doubt John's sincerity for a moment, but the prospect was still quite daunting. The teenager’s mind whirled with possibilities as she thought about all the gear she could make for her crewmates.  
 
      
 
    She pressed a couple of buttons on the console to access the Holonet and after clicking through a few links, the Engineer's Almanac sprang into being before her. As a small child, she had spent hours looking through their colourful catalogues, poring over capacitors, generators, and fabrication equipment. She had always dreamed of being able to afford one of their technical wonders and now she had John providing her a blank cheque to buy whatever she liked! The redhead swiped her hand over the holographic pages and idly cycled through page after page of expensive machinery.  
 
      
 
    "Oh wow! They've got an Optron Plasma transformer! That was meant to be coming out in 2780!" she thought to herself excitedly, as she wondered how they'd managed to have it ready in time for the 2779 catalogue. 
 
      
 
    A soft chime from her console interrupted her thoughts and she noticed that John was calling her. She pressed the button to receive the call.  
 
      
 
    "Hey Sparks, could you come and join us in our quarters?" John's smiling image asked, with Alyssa peeking over his shoulder, a huge grin on her face.  
 
      
 
    "Okay, I'll be right there." Sparks closed off the call as Alyssa blew her a kiss. She got up and stretched, feeling stiff after the entire morning sitting at the Engineering Station.  
 
      
 
    "Time for lunch?" Calara asked, smiling at her. 
 
      
 
    Sparks laughed good naturedly. "It's a good job his cum tastes so good, right?"  
 
      
 
    Truth be told, the redhead was feeling hungry and lunch sounded like a great idea. She licked her lips reflexively and grinned at the thought.  
 
      
 
    The sound of Calara's lovely laughter filled the bridge. "You don't fool me for a second," she said, smiling fondly at the redhead. "You just say the word and I'll take your place in a heartbeat!"  
 
      
 
    "No, no it's okay!" Sparks said quickly. "I can see you're busy." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, that’s what I thought," Calara replied, grinning knowingly at Sparks as the redhead began to walk towards the elevator. 
 
      
 
    Sparks gave her a friendly smile and waved goodbye. “See you later!” she called out as the doors closed, hiding her from view. 
 
      
 
    Now that the redhead had left for the officers’ quarters, Calara was left alone on the Command Deck. She returned her attention to the System Map for Chendar and continued to pore over the detailed survey maps for the system. The mining station was orbiting Chendar D, the gas giant which formed the fourth planetary body in orbit around the G-type main sequence star. The yellow dwarf was orbited by six planets, including another gas giant and four rocky planetoids, as well as the asteroid belt that formed a sporadic ring in the fifth orbital path around the star. 
 
      
 
    She zoomed in on the Rastan-Cooper Gas Mining Station and the likely source of the pirate attacks expanded in the hologram, looming over the tactical station like a malevolent red spider. Rust coloured, the centuries old mining station had a cylindrical body with eight fuelling arms, which could be used to refuel ships or to load Tank-freighters with the harvested gas from the planet below. Underneath the central body, the station flared out into a larger bulbous section which sank into the swirling eddies of the upper atmosphere of the planet. This section of the mining facility was used to process and store the valuable resources it leeched from the Gas Giant below, like some kind of huge planetary parasite. 
 
      
 
    The mining facility had been shut down and stripped by the Rastan-Cooper corporation when they had retired the station, but if it had been converted to a pirate base, Calara had no idea what kind of modifications the pirates might have made to the place. The tanks would have been drained of gas before it was abandoned, so she wasn't too worried about rupturing the storage cylinders and triggering a gas explosion if she did have to attack. Her main concern was that these pirates were known to be slavers and if the Invictus went in guns blazing, she might accidentally kill innocent civilians. 
 
      
 
    Calara's basic plan was to approach stealthily in the asteroid belt and then perform some passive scans of the station. Once she could confirm the location of life readings in the pirate base, then they could alter their course of action accordingly. 
 
      
 
    The other big wild card was the composition of the pirate fleets. Black box recordings from the shattered hulls in the pirates’ hunting grounds provided some clues, but it was difficult to come up with a precise order of battle. The pirates seemed to have access to a lot of older models of Terran Federation military ships, which in itself wasn't that unusual, as a budding privateer might well pick up a decommissioned hull from a salvage dealer for a cheap price. However, the sheer number of ships that made up the pirates’ fleet nagged at her and she was sure there was something that she just wasn't seeing. 
 
      
 
    Exasperated, she sat back and rubbed her eyes. "Perhaps I should ask John to take a look," she muttered under her breath.  
 
      
 
    Calara had been impressed at how quickly he had been able to sniff out the potential site for the pirates’ base. Even though he hailed from a Marine background, he seemed to have a natural flair for naval combat and tactics.  
 
      
 
    She sat there dreamily, as her thoughts inexorably returned to her saviour. Ever since he had rescued her from the pirate attack, Calara had fallen helplessly in love with him. Strong, decisive, a natural leader; she greatly admired his ability to command and a thrill ran through her every time he gave her orders. Not only that, but he was kind and considerate, going out of his way to make sure that she, Alyssa, and Sparks were comfortable and happy in their new home aboard the Invictus.  
 
      
 
    Then of course there was the sex! She had never known she could feel so good! The Latina had only been in two relationships in her young life prior to meeting with John. The first was an innocent school dalliance with a boy she had known growing up and she had only slept with him to satisfy her own curiosity. It was a fumbled and brief encounter, marred by lack of experience on either side and was largely disappointing. Her second relationship was an affair with a senior at the Terran Federation Academy. Craig Harrison was a rising star, scoring highly in command and tactics, which led him to be actively groomed for great things by the Academy faculty. Craig had been drawn to her by her exotic good looks and she had fallen for the big man on campus.  
 
      
 
    Calara had brought Craig home to meet her parents at the end of her first year at the Academy, hoping they would like him as much as she did. Her parents had been polite, but never really warmed to him, much to her annoyance at the time. However, their intuition about him had been proven correct, as Craig dumped her unceremoniously before he shipped out to his first posting after graduation. This was the first time she had thought about Craig in the last several months and she was surprised that she no longer felt any feelings of rejection or loss over the end of her first long term relationship. She compared Craig with John in her mind and laughed to herself at how Craig failed to match up against John in every category. 
 
      
 
    She wondered what her parents, Jack and Maria, would make of John. Her father was a naval officer as well, Captain rank and in command of the Terran Federation cruiser Damocles, while her mother had been a communications officer before she left the military to raise a family. They owned a big townhouse on Jericho, a planet in the Epsilon Eridani system and Calara had grown up there as the youngest of four children. Her three older brothers had all joined the military before her, following in the proud tradition of the Fernandez family. 
 
      
 
    Calara smiled to herself as she imagined how the introduction to her parents at her old home would play out. Her father and brothers were all fiercely protective of her and she knew John would be subjected to one of their infamous interrogations. Craig hadn't fared too well, but she knew John would be able to hold his own. Calara was a fair bit younger than John, but there was a ten-year age gap between her parents, so that wouldn't be too much of an obstacle. However, there were a few things that were worrying the young Latina... 
 
      
 
    Firstly, how was she going to explain the physical changes she had undergone over the last month? She had grown a couple of inches taller and her bust had gone up a few cup sizes, which could perhaps be dubiously brushed aside as a late teenage growth spurt, but she wasn't convinced her parents would buy that. Calara knew she still mostly looked like her old self, although her skin was now flawless, all imperfections magically wiped clean, and her hair was now thicker and more lustrous. She still found it a surprise when she looked in a mirror and this stunningly beautiful version of herself looked back in equal astonishment. 
 
      
 
    The second thing was what to say about her intimate relationship with Alyssa and Sparks. Her parents were fairly conventional and though they would probably be able to accept her newfound bisexuality, she was pretty sure they would balk at her being in a polyamorous romance with two other young women as well! Calara didn't want to lie to her parents, but perhaps that was the only route available to avoid a huge fracas. 
 
      
 
    Then there was the subject of marriage. Calara had no doubt that her parents expected she would eventually get married and raise a family. Although she loved the idea of being Mrs. Calara Blake, she realised that it was an unlikely scenario given she was sharing John with two other eighteen year old girls. She smiled to herself as she thought how her family would react if she, Alyssa, and Sparks descended on the Fernandez household all sporting swollen bellies and proudly carrying John's babies. Perhaps a visit back home sooner rather than later might be a good idea after all! 
 
      
 
    The thought of teenagers with well-rounded tummies got her wondering how Sparks was getting on with John and Alyssa. Growing increasingly aroused, the gorgeous brunette rose and strode purposefully towards the elevator. Perhaps a little peek on her lovers was in order? She pressed the button and waited impatiently for it to arrive, until the doors opened quietly and she stepped inside. She hit the button for Deck Two, then strode down the corridor as soon as the doors opened. 
 
      
 
    The sound of a young woman getting fucked hard drifted down the corridor to her eager ears and Calara felt her heart begin to beat faster. She recognised the gasping female cries as belonging to Alyssa and the distinctive sound of flesh slapping against flesh reverberated down the hall. As she drew closer to the Commander's quarters, she prowled forward stealthily, not wanting to disturb the lovers within. She eventually reached the open door and looked around the edge. 
 
      
 
    John, Alyssa and Sparks were all completely nude and in the middle of the huge four poster bed. Alyssa was on all fours with her incredible athletic figure arched, John using his tight grip on her hair for reins as he rode her tight young body. Calara wondered for a moment if the magnificent blonde was taking John in her pussy or her ass. John had taken the Latina both ways in this position, breaking in her ass when she oiled herself up for him and vigorously fucking her pussy on one of the sofas in the Ready Room. She remembered him holding her firmly in place, riding her through multiple orgasms until he flooded her with his cum. 
 
      
 
    Her thighs ground together at the erotic memories and she felt herself getting increasingly turned on. Calara's eyes drifted over to Sparks and saw that the redhead was rubbing her pussy in time with John's thrusts into the beautiful blonde. The Latina ducked back out of sight and stripped off her own clothes, before hurriedly moving back to watch the unfolding action. Her slender fingers dipped between her legs, wetting her fingertips, before moving up to rub her own clit in time with the fierce pounding Alyssa was taking. John thrust hard into the blonde, while his other hand moved under the girl’s toned tummy, rubbing her clit to make her climax.  
 
      
 
    "Oh my God! You're so fucking good!" Alyssa cried out, as he drove into her over and over again. 
 
      
 
    Calara watched her friend being taken hard by their powerful, dominant man and the brunette silently cheered him on as he brought Alyssa to a wailing release. John relaxed his grip on Alyssa's thick mane of hair, letting her head fall forward as he continued to stroke into her perfectly presented young body. Calara gasped slightly with excitement when she realised that he intended to ride the teen through multiple orgasms. 
 
      
 
    John's sharp ears had picked up Calara's gasp and he turned to face her as he continued his relentless rhythm into the kneeling teenager before him. He pointed towards her and beckoned her into the room.  
 
      
 
    "I want to see you two together," he said intensely, looking from Calara to Sparks. 
 
      
 
     Calara approached Sparks obediently. She could see that the redhead was very aroused, her eyes wide, her pupils dilated. The Latina knelt on the bed next to the smaller girl and leaned her head forward to kiss her. They kissed enthusiastically, both equally turned on by the lovers beside them. Calara pushed Sparks on to her back, then knelt over the girl so that she was lying beneath her. The Latina leaned down, so that her big firm breasts pressed down on Sparks' smaller fair-skinned chest, their nipples both growing into firm little points as they reacted to the sensitive skin rubbing together. The Latina flicked her tongue over the girl’s lips, until Sparks reacted with the tip of her own tongue, encouraging the brunette to French-kiss her passionately. 
 
      
 
    Calara could hear Alyssa gasping her way through another climax as John played her body like a skilled musician would play an instrument. The bed shook in time to the steady thrusts, making the kissing girls rock together, matching their rhythm. Abruptly the vibrations ended and Calara heard Alyssa gasp as she felt weight shifting on the bed behind her. Suddenly John's strong hands had encircled her own waist and she felt the blunt head of his cock nudge into place at the wet entrance to her pussy. The primed Latina stopped kissing the redhead beneath her for a moment to look over her shoulder and saw John ready and waiting. 
 
      
 
    "Give it to me!" she urged him. 
 
      
 
    Calara's mouth hung open in a silent scream as John thrust forward into her yielding body. Aided by Alyssa's slick juices around his cock, he was able to push every last delicious inch into the brunette's tightly grasping pussy, until he was pressed right up against her. Calara's round buttocks quivered as the teenager tried to adjust to the massive presence that had been driven so shockingly deep inside her. 
 
      
 
    "Oh fuck!" she gasped, "You're so big!" 
 
      
 
    John pulled back slowly, letting her snug little passage recover from being stretched so wide around his huge girth. Calara looked down at the cute redhead beneath her as Sparks began to suck and nibble teasingly at her erect nipples.  
 
      
 
    "That feels so good, thank you, babbbbbiiieeee!" she shrieked the last word, as John forced his entire length into her gorgeous body in one pussy stuffing thrust. 
 
      
 
    Now he really began to work her athletic body to its limits, fucking her forcefully with long, powerful strokes. Calara could only moan as she rested on the redhead beneath her and hung on tight as she was ridden hard, loving every moment of being shafted by her Commander. She felt a slender arm working its way under her tummy and Alyssa began to gently but insistently rub her clit in a steady undeniable rhythm. 
 
      
 
    "Oh my God!" the Latina groaned helplessly, as all three of her lovers concentrated solely on giving her pleasure.  
 
      
 
    The teenager’s senses were completely overloaded and she screamed as she came explosively. Her pussy grasped John in a vice like grip, but her feminine muscles were powerless to restrain the rock-hard firmness of his throbbing masculinity. He drove his cock relentlessly in and out of her as Calara rode a second orgasmic wave, then a third, and even a fourth. Finally, they had mercy on the sobbing teen and John slid his cock out of the vanquished young woman, helping her to flop on to the bed, utterly exhausted. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa grinned at him, proud of the way they had triple-teamed the panting brunette. She lay back on the bed and parted her toned thighs invitingly, offering John a warm tight place to house his cock. John wasted no time in taking up her invitation and he moved to cover her again, nestling his pulsing head at the entrance to her pussy. A combination of Calara's juices and her own helped John slide all the way inside the beautiful blonde, until his throbbing cock was nestled in her womb. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa wrapped her arms and legs around him, holding him tightly to her. "This is where you belong," she whispered in his ear as he lay on her. "Deep inside us." 
 
      
 
    John cradled her head in his hands and looked into her bright blue eyes as he kissed her, seeing the depth of her love for him. Alyssa loosened the tight encircling embrace of her arms and legs, freeing him to start moving inside her. John maintained unblinking eye contact with his soulmate as he fucked her with long smooth strokes.  
 
      
 
    "You're so beautiful!" he gasped, as he drove into her luscious young flesh, still finding it hard to believe that he was with such an incredible woman. 
 
      
 
    "I'm all yours, forever," Alyssa purred, her pussy massaged him rhythmically, as her hips rocked in time with his thrusts. 
 
      
 
    John raised himself up on his arms as he looked down at her, delighting in the spectacular view of her gorgeous figure. Her bronzed skin was covered in a sheen of perspiration and she glistened enticingly in the light. He looked down at her slim, toned stomach and watched the bulge of his cock as he thrust in and out of her.  
 
      
 
    Sparks had been watching the entire encounter spellbound. Alyssa and John looked absolutely incredible together and she would have rubbed herself to another orgasm if she hadn’t already brought herself off twice watching Calara getting pounded. She reached out to touch Alyssa’s stomach, being careful not to interrupt John's driving rhythm as she gently caressed the bump where he was deeply buried inside her friend. 
 
      
 
    "It'll be your turn soon," Alyssa told the redhead, as Sparks gently stroked her tummy. She bit her lower lip, her cheeks flushing as she got more turned on. "Rub my clit... help make me nice and tight for him!” 
 
      
 
    Following her friend’s instructions, Sparks slid her hand lower so that her fingers could feel where John's cock was stretching Alyssa wide. She let her fingers get nice and wet and then brought them up to stroke the blonde's clit, just as she’d asked. Alyssa's breathing became more laboured and her breasts heaved high on her chest as she became more and more excited.  
 
      
 
    "Oh, that's so good!" Alyssa gasped, as she felt an intense climax cresting inside her. "You're making me cum!"  
 
      
 
    Alyssa's orgasm was enough to push John over the edge. He thrust himself up to the hilt as his quivering balls prepared to unload into the supine young woman below him. The blonde's sucking pussy coaxed out long, powerful spurts of cum from his quad and her womb began to expand as it rapidly filled with his spunk. John's cock was sufficiently heavy girthed to have stretched the teenager’s pussy tight around him, so there was nowhere for the cum to escape. Alyssa's waistline rapidly expanded as he filled her with enough sperm to make her pregnant a billion times over. 
 
      
 
    John was panting after all the exertion, his thighs trembling as he gave one last thrust, his balls shooting the last of their cargo into Alyssa's tightly packed womb. Finally, he was completely spent and he carefully eased out of the blonde's tender pussy and flopped down on the bed beside her to recover his strength. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa felt a pang of loss when John reluctantly pulled out of her, but that was quickly replaced by feelings of bliss when she rolled to one side and he spooned up behind her. She stroked her bloated abdomen, feeling the evidence of how much he loved her by the vast quantity of spunk he had pumped into her belly. She smiled when her oldest friend ran her own hands over her tummy too, gently caressing the tightly stretched skin. 
 
      
 
    After a little while John and Calara had recovered and they watched as Sparks dreamily stroked Alyssa's rounded stomach. 
 
      
 
    "Sparks," John said to the redhead. "Alyssa is going to give you lunch today." 
 
      
 
    The girl's eyes widened for a moment, watching as Alyssa rolled back and spread her legs in invitation. With an excited glint in her eyes, Sparks slid lithely across the bed to move between the blonde's parted thighs. 
 
      
 
    "That's a good girl! Are you hungry for cum?" Alyssa asked seductively. 
 
      
 
    Sparks nodded lustily as she lay down and began to lap at the blonde's hot pussy. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa sighed as the redhead’s tongue licked away eagerly, and said, "She loves it!" 
 
      
 
    Calara and John began to massage Alyssa's swollen belly, helping her relax so that she could feed her friend. Alyssa moaned and they could hear wet slurping sounds as Sparks eagerly sucked out John's load. The blonde's distended stomach gradually began to deflate as the redhead between her legs greedily feasted on John's sweet tasting spunk. Eventually Alyssa's toned midriff had returned to its normal sleek appearance and it was Sparks who was providing a warm home for all of John's cum. They helped the small girl waddle her way up the bed and then cuddled up around her as she lay down to have an afternoon nap and sleep off her high protein feast. The other three soon joined her and they all dozed together peacefully. 
 
      
 
     They stayed in bed for a couple of hours and gradually began to rouse themselves to make use of the rest of the day. Alyssa wanted to train in the firing range and Calara asked John to help with her battle plans for the pirate assault. Sparks was eager to learn more about the Invictus, so all of them except Alyssa headed up to the Bridge for the rest of the afternoon. They all reconvened in the Officers' lounge for dinner and then relaxed together on the sofas, making leisurely conversation while enjoying a bottle of wine.  
 
      
 
    One bottle became two and the alcohol relaxed everyone as they chatted. Calara had a rosy glow to her cheeks and she put an arm around the redhead sitting beside her. “Sparks, would you tell us some stories about Alyssa, from when you were back on Karron?” 
 
      
 
    The redhead giggled and flashed a grin at Alyssa. “What do you reckon? Should I give them all the dirt?” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa raised an eyebrow and smiled. “I know about all the skeletons in your closets too...” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm, good point,” Sparks replied wrinkling her nose. “I’ll have to pass, Calara.” 
 
      
 
    Calara wasn’t to be dissuaded though and asked, “Alright, would you tell me a bit about what it was like working for the Diablos then?”  
 
      
 
    John leaned forward with interest. “Actually, I was curious about that too. How did you end up becoming their gunsmith?” 
 
      
 
    The redhead looked away into the distance and murmured, “I haven’t thought about that for years.” Blinking and focusing on her friends again, she continued, “I actually went and volunteered for the job, if you can believe that shit. It was six years ago, almost to the day...” 
 
      
 
    John looked at her in surprise. “They hired you as their gunsmith when you were twelve?!” 
 
      
 
    “You had to grow up pretty fast on Karron,” Alyssa said in a hushed voice. 
 
      
 
    Sparks nodded, her expression bleak. “I’d already built up a bit of a reputation for being good at repairing things, but I was getting bored of fixing crap like broken toasters. The bigger problem I had was getting enough money to pay for food and doing random repair jobs weren’t cutting it. The Diablos had just lost their last gunsmith in a raid from the Void-Spiders, so I knew they’d be desperate to get another. I marched up to their base and offered to fix all their shit in exchange for getting fed twice a day.” 
 
      
 
    “And that was it? They just hired you like that?” John asked, shaking his head in amazement. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I had to prove myself first,” Sparks replied, brushing her hair away from her face. “They gave me access to the old gunsmith’s workshop and an hour to fix a busted infra-red scope. Fortunately, I figured out how it worked and managed to swap out a fried circuit board with a couple of minutes to spare. They never thought I’d get it done, so when I did, they hired me straight away.” 
 
      
 
    “That must have been a huge relief,” Calara said, smiling at the redhead. 
 
      
 
    Sparks gave her a noncommittal shrug. “Kind of. I wasn’t likely to starve to death any more, but I’d put myself in a much more dangerous situation.” 
 
      
 
    “Why would the Diablos want to hurt you?” the Latina asked in confusion. “They seemed desperate to stop you leaving with us...”  
 
      
 
    John nodded his agreement. “I saw how good those pistols were that you’d built. You must have been worth a fortune to that gang!” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, exactly. When I got really good at making guns, the Diablos started selling them to off-world traders and raking in the cash. That basically drew a huge target on my back,“ Sparks replied with a grimace. “The Diablos weren’t the problem then, it was every other fucking gang on Karron...”  
 
      
 
    Alyssa winced and said quietly, “Do you remember that raid by the Jackals?” 
 
      
 
    Sparks shuddered. “Yeah, that was a nightmare...” 
 
      
 
    “What happened?” Calara asked, gazing wide-eyed at the redhead. 
 
      
 
    Pausing for a moment, Sparks shared a long troubled-look with Alyssa. When the blonde nodded, Sparks began in a soft voice, “It was a couple of years ago, back when the Diablos first started selling my guns...” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Alyssa strode into the workshop, a broad smile on her pale dirt-stained face. "Hey Sparks! You’re not going to believe this shit!” 
 
      
 
    Sparks turned away from one of the workbenches lining the walls of the workshop and lifted the magnifying goggles off her scarred face. She grinned when she saw the metal component in her friend’s hand. “Holy fuck! Is that a particulate filter?!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh right, yeah! Pitbull asked me to bring it to you. He did a part-trade with the captain from that freighter; the one that docked a couple of days ago. Sold your guns for cash and that filter thing you wanted...” The petite blonde plonked the heavy device on a nearby workbench.  
 
      
 
    “Hey! Don’t fuck it up!” Sparks protested, a worried frown on her face as she rushed over to the workbench. Picking up the device gingerly, she examined it in the bright glare from the overhead light strip screwed into the ceiling. “This is awesome! I’ll be able to build that water purifier now!” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded, then grinned again. “That wasn’t what I wanted to talk to you about. You’re not going to believe this!” 
 
      
 
    Sparks continued her inspection of the filter. “Yeah, you already said that. Believe what?” 
 
      
 
    “I was there in the market when the trade went down. The mercs with that trader said those pistols were the best they’d ever seen! They were off-worlders, Sparks, not local thugs. They thought your guns were the shit!” 
 
      
 
    Sparks glanced at her friend. “That’s pretty cool. Were they really impressed?” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa laughed and nodded. “I thought one of them was going to whip out his cock and start jerkin’ off he was that excited!” 
 
      
 
    Sparks snickered along with the blonde, but enjoyed the rare feeling of pride in her work nonetheless. “They were some nice pistols, I put a lot of time into them... Glad they’re not going to some assclown who doesn’t know shit about guns.” 
 
      
 
    The blonde stepped closer and whispered furtively, “If you start building up a name for yourself as a grade-A gunsmith, maybe that’ll be your ticket off this shitheap!” 
 
      
 
    Sparks nodded indulgently. Her friend was always looking for ways they could escape from Karron, but she knew it was just a hopeless pipedream. “I saved you some lunch by the way,” she said, handing the skinny blonde a dog-eared protein bar. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa’s eyes lit up and she practically snatched the bar from her friend’s hand in her hunger. “You’re the best, Sparks!” 
 
      
 
    Just as Sparks opened her mouth to reply, there was a thunderous crash that made the floor tremble underneath their feet. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck was that?” Alyssa muttered, eyes wide in fright. “A ‘roid quake?” 
 
      
 
    Sparks considered it a second, but quickly shook her head. While Karron had been known to suffer earthquakes triggered by all the extensive tunnelling in the huge asteroid, that big boom sounded different. “Sounded like it came from the main hall. That was something different...” 
 
      
 
    The girls stared at each other, motes of dust hanging thick in the air after the crash that had shaken the room. The sharp crackle of gunfire a moment later made them both jump, both of them recognising the distinctive chatter of a sub-machine gun. 
 
      
 
    “That didn’t sound good...” Alyssa muttered nervously, edging towards the doorway and peeking into the corridor beyond. She ducked back into the room a second later as one of the red-jacketed Diablos ran into view, a heavy pistol in his hand. 
 
      
 
    Ignoring Alyssa, he jabbed a finger towards Sparks. “You! Stay in there!” 
 
      
 
    The spiky-haired girl snapped back, “What the fuck’s going on?!” 
 
      
 
    The gang member ignored her question. “Just don’t fucking move...” he muttered, before turning and running off down the corridor towards the main hall. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck that...” Sparks replied under her breath, as she strode over to the wall with her custom weapons and grabbed a compact chrome pistol. Slotting a magazine full of hollow-point ammo into the handgun, she beckoned the blonde to follow her. “Let’s go check it out!” 
 
      
 
    “Wait, Sparks!” Alyssa exclaimed, holding out a hand to grab the ginger girl’s arm. “If Pitbull sees you running around with a loaded gun, he’ll go fucking mental!” 
 
      
 
     That thought deflated the thin teenager’s bravado and she grabbed a tattered grey jacket, then tucked the pistol into an inside pocket. “Better?” she asked nervously. 
 
      
 
    “Much,” Alyssa agreed, before creeping up to the corridor and sneaking another peek around the corner.  
 
      
 
    A pitched gunfight was obviously being waged deep in the Diablos’ base, so both girls were on tenterhooks as they tiptoed down the corridor towards the main hall. The sound of gunfire got much louder as they approached the site of the battle, with lots more pistols and sub-machine guns joining the din. 
 
      
 
    They reached the upper gantry that overlooked the main hall and Alyssa couldn’t help gasping at the scene of carnage below. Someone had smashed a boring machine through the middle of Diablo territory, chewing through the thick walls of the main hall then gouging a huge trench through the room. At least a dozen corpses in red jackets lay sprawled across the room, a handful torn to pieces by the boring machine, while the rest had each been shot several times.  
 
      
 
    The perpetrators of this massacre were Jackal gangers in their distinctive yellow longcoats, who were now in the middle of a raging firefight with the Diablos. More of the Jackals were running down the recently-dug tunnel to join the battle and seemed to be gaining the upper hand by sheer weight of numbers. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, this is bad!” Alyssa gasped as she ducked back from the metal gantry. She glanced back at Sparks. “Should we bail?” 
 
      
 
    Sparks bit her lip nervously, racked with indecision. She hated being yelled at by Pitbull and not having any freedom, but there were a lot worse things that could happen to a young girl on Karron... 
 
      
 
    “Spread out and find the little ginger bitch!” a booming voice roared from below. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa stared wide-eyed at her friend. “Holy fuck! They’re after you!” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s get the fuck out of here,” Sparks hissed, scuttling backwards into the corridor. She yelped in fear a second later as someone grabbed her from behind and shook her roughly.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa whirled around, then relaxed when she saw the man was wearing a red Diablos jacket.  
 
      
 
    Hector’s scarred face looked furious as he glared at Sparks. “You shouldn’t be here! Get back to your workshop!”  
 
      
 
    Before Sparks could say a word, there was a boom of a heavy pistol and Hector staggered backwards in a spray of blood. He tried to raise his own gun but the Jackal ganger shot him in the face.  
 
      
 
    “Please don’t hurt me!” Alyssa whimpered, huddling on the ground next to the wall. 
 
      
 
    The Jackal ganger glanced her way for a moment, then ignored the pathetic street urchin, keeping his gun trained on Sparks. “Lose the jacket!” he snapped, having spotted the chrome grip of the pistol when Hector had grabbed her. 
 
      
 
    Sparks shivered with fear but did as he asked, dropping her grey jacket and the pistol on the floor. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, come ‘ere,” the man drawled, beckoning her over with a feral grin. “You’re Jackal property now!” 
 
      
 
    Reluctantly doing as he asked, Sparks walked towards him, flinching when he grabbed her arm. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s go,” he muttered, turning around and pointing his pistol towards the main hall as he kept a wary eye out for red jackets on the gantry ahead. 
 
      
 
    The Jackal didn’t notice Alyssa carefully drawing the knife from her belt, so he had no chance of reacting when she lunged forward, stabbing him in the groin. He shrieked in agony and dropped the pistol in his shock, doubling over as he tried to grab her hand in desperation. His horrified scream intensified as Sparks writhed in his grip and sank her teeth into his wrist. 
 
      
 
    “You fucking bitches!” he howled, his voice laced with pain as Alyssa twisted the knife. 
 
      
 
    Letting go of Sparks, he grabbed Alyssa’s arm with both hands, whimpering through the pain as he yanked her and the knife backwards. She could see the look of sheer disbelief raging with his agony and fury, the dark fury in his eyes promising terrible retribution for what she’d just done to him. There was a boom of gunshots a second later and his eyes rolled up as he pitched over face-first, sprawling lifeless on the floor. Dark red blood stains spread out over his yellow jacket from the two bullet holes in his back. 
 
      
 
    “You okay?” Sparks asked a moment later, her smoking chrome pistol held in both hands. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded, darting a quick glance at both gang members to make sure they were both dead. She rifled through their pockets, taking a couple of cred-sticks and a nutri-bar. “We better get the fuck out of here!” 
 
      
 
    As they turned to leave, they heard a whoosh and then the distinctive roar of flames, followed by terrified screams. The same noises repeated in quick succession from the main hall, then the girls froze at the horrifying sound of men begging for mercy as they burned to death. 
 
      
 
    “Pitbull...” Sparks murmured, glancing back at the big room behind them. 
 
      
 
    Inching back up the corridor, they watched a trio of Jackals trying to flee for the tunnel, the flapping tails of their long coats ablaze. They disappeared from sight in a torrent of flames and when the inferno subsided, the three men staggered around, shrieking in terror, bodies alight from head to toe.  
 
      
 
    The leader of the Diablos strode into sight, the long barrel of his flamethrower leading the way, flickering fire dancing around the barrel. He laughed at the screeching Jackals, then beckoned to his men. “Hunt down the rest, but take them alive. We need to make an example of these motherfuckers.” He turned around and glanced upwards. “And someone go check on Sparks...” 
 
      
 
    The two girls fled back to the workshop, all thoughts of trying to run from the Diablos’ base forgotten. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    John and Calara gaped at Alyssa and Sparks, shocked and horrified by their grim story. 
 
      
 
    Sparks gave them a humourless smile. “Just another fun-filled day on Karron...” 
 
      
 
    “That’s why I don’t talk about my past much,” Alyssa admitted with a heavy sigh. “It’s all so depressing. That was like a picnic in the park compared to some of the other shit I’ve been through.” 
 
      
 
    “Come here, Sparks,” John said gently, putting one arm around Alyssa and beckoning the redhead over with the other. 
 
      
 
    Sparks left the second sofa to join him, while Calara sat next to Alyssa and wrapped her in a warm hug. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s keep the past where it belongs,” John said, pulling the blonde and redhead closer. “If either of you want to talk about anything that happened on Karron, I’ll always be there to listen, but otherwise I’ll try not to bring it up, okay?” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded, sharing a smile with Sparks and joining her in resting against his chest. The four of them sat like that for a long time, all glad to have each other. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, Sparks glanced up at John and said, “I know of one thing you could do to make us feel much better...” 
 
      
 
    “Really, what’s that?” John asked, rubbing her shoulder and giving her an encouraging smile. 
 
      
 
    He laughed when she told him and, calling it a night, they retired to bed.  Calara hugged both girls as Alyssa and Sparks sucked a stomach-filling nightcap out of John's quad. 
 
      
 
    “You were right, I feel so much better now,” Alyssa said to the redhead as they lay down next to John, contented smiles on their faces.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next couple of days followed a similar pattern of meeting up for meal times and then separating to pursue their respective interests. John made an effort to spend his time with Calara, discussing strategies and attack plans with her, and helping her learn from his many years of combat experience. Although he had spent his time in the military as a Marine, he had spent a significant portion of time up on the bridge as the naval crews went to work, so he had many insights to share with the eager young Latina. Mainly though, he wanted to keep an eye on the troubled girl. He tried to keep her distracted by his company so that pre-battle nerves would not get the better of her. 
 
      
 
    Finally, the day of the battle arrived. According to Alyssa's carefully planned course, they would arrive at the Chendar system late that evening, which gave the crew of the Invictus one full day to prepare.  
 
      
 
    Calara and Alyssa watched through lusty eyes as Sparks started off John’s day with a stellar blowjob, coaxing him into loading her up with a hearty breakfast. When he was done, the redhead buttoned up one of his shirts over her nicely rounded belly and waved goodbye to her three bedmates, before gliding away gracefully to the Bridge. After their young friend had departed, both girls turned to look at John. 
 
      
 
    "She's changed so quickly over the last week," Calara said in amazement, finally witnessing first-hand the transformative effects of John's cum. "I would never have believed it possible If I hadn't gone through the exact same thing myself!” 
 
      
 
    "She doesn't seem to have noticed any of the changes yet, just like you and I were completely oblivious until we had it pointed out to us," Alyssa observed, nodding in agreement with the gorgeous brunette. 
 
      
 
    "Her scars aren’t healing though," John said, remembering how angry and red the scar tissue on Spark's face, arm and chest were that morning. 
 
      
 
    "It's still early days yet," Alyssa said optimistically. "It took a while for those deep cuts on Calara's back to fully heal." 
 
      
 
    "Those were fresh new wounds though, honey. Sparks has had her scars for over ten years now and the damage to her skin is far more extensive," John said, although his pragmatic explanation couldn't hide the sound of disappointment in his voice. 
 
      
 
    "Well she's happy and she knows we all love her," Calara said, trying to lift the sombre mood.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, you're right. I've never seen her happier than she's been over the last few days," Alyssa agreed, a fond smile on her face. "When she gets her hands on all that equipment for her workshop, she's going to be ecstatic!"  
 
      
 
    Calara grinned as she said, "She'll probably start bouncing off the ceiling if she gets any more excited." 
 
      
 
    When their laughter died out, Alyssa turned to John and held his gaze with her piercing cerulean eyes. "Thank you so much for helping her. You transformed my life for the better and now you’ve done the same thing for Sparks too." 
 
      
 
    "I wouldn't even be here now if it wasn't for you two," Calara reminded them both. She smiled happily, as she added, "Not only that, I pretty much have everything I ever dreamed of!"  
 
      
 
    John opened his arms and they snuggled up against his side.  
 
      
 
    "I love you both, you're incredible the pair of you," he said to Alyssa and Calara. "I'm even falling for Sparks too..."  
 
      
 
    This prompted the girls to hug him fiercely, big grins on their faces. 
 
      
 
    "Have you told her yet?" Calara asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    John shook his head, and confessed, "No, not yet. I'm just waiting for the right time."  
 
      
 
    "Just say the word when you want some alone time with her," Alyssa said with a warm smile, aware of his conversation with Sparks about their plans for their first time together. 
 
      
 
    John leaned down and kissed her appreciatively, before turning to kiss Calara too. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa grinned at him mischievously. "I bet you never thought you'd be telling your two teenage lovers about your plans to break in a third!"  
 
      
 
    Calara laughed at her outrageous friend. "Alyssa, you’re so naughty!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa grinned at the brunette, then continued playfully, "Maybe we need to warn the poor girl about John's interest in impregnating teens?"  
 
      
 
    John laughed hard at that one. "Don't you dare! You already sprang that on Calara!" 
 
      
 
    "I didn't mind at all..." Calara sighed dreamily.  
 
      
 
    "See John!" Alyssa exclaimed. "She's ripe, fertile, and ready to be bred, just like me!" 
 
      
 
    John rolled his eyes. "Calara’s right. You really are naughty!" 
 
      
 
    She gave him a quick kiss. "Yes, but you love it!"  
 
      
 
    "I love you!" John said, grabbing the cheeky young woman in his arms and hugging her close. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa sighed happily and enjoyed the feel of his strong arms around her. She gazed into his eyes, and asked in a soft voice, "Admit it though, you love the idea of both of us being pregnant by you, don't you?" 
 
      
 
    "Okay, yes I admit it," he replied with a smile. "It's too soon now though, but eventually, yes I’d love that." 
 
      
 
    Calara snuggled in closer, looking blissfully happy. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa gave her handsome lover a devilish smile. "I'll drop the subject now and won't mention it to Sparks, but only on one condition. If you admit that you'd like to see Sparks with your baby in her belly too." 
 
      
 
    "Alright you win," he confessed with a smile. "I've thought about all three of you being knocked up at the same time." 
 
      
 
    "That's very sexy," Alyssa murmured with a sigh, her expression doe-eyed and full of yearning. 
 
      
 
    "Uh-huh," Calara agreed, her dark-brown eyes staring up at him with a similar look of longing. 
 
      
 
    Both girls reached over to gently stroke his hard cock as it throbbed away insistently. 
 
      
 
    "Now look what you've done," John smiled at them both "Go and get me some breakfast first. I need to recharge, then I want both of you." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa and Calara nodded eagerly and got up to get dressed. Alyssa darted into their wardrobe and brought out two of John's shirts, one for her and one for the brunette. They buttoned up the oversized shirts, thrilling at the delicious feeling of wearing John's clothes. 
 
      
 
    "I can see why Sparks likes these so much!" Calara sighed happily. 
 
      
 
    The girls walked out of the room hand-in hand, their long athletic legs looking sleek and gorgeous as they each left wearing one of his shirts. 
 
      
 
    "I'm going to need more of those," John mused to himself, watching the sexy teens departing. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa looked over her shoulder and stared at him with a startled expression for a moment. 
 
      
 
    *More shirts, not more teenagers,* John clarified for her benefit, causing her to smile.  
 
      
 
    The beautiful blonde arched an eyebrow and sashayed away, swinging her hips alluringly as she knew he’d be watching her. 
 
      
 
    John settled back, relaxing with his arms behind his head. He sighed to himself happily, marvelling at the dramatic changes that had occurred in his life over the last couple of months. It seemed almost impossible for him to imagine what his life would be like without the girls in it and he realised how much he had grown to love each of them. Alyssa was just so effervescent and full of life, her bright personality drawing him in like a moth to a flame. Calara felt like a kindred spirit to him with her military background, sharing the same sense of duty he felt towards the Terran Federation. She also had a warmth and kindness to her that he found incredibly endearing, just as her openness and affectionate nature had won him over. Finally, there was Sparks, who was so exuberant and fun to be around that he loved every minute of her company. 
 
      
 
    He was lost in those very pleasant thoughts, so the girls seemed to reappear in no time with his breakfast. He realised just how hungry and thirsty he was, and the cooked food they had prepared for him smelled delicious. There was a big glass of fruit juice on the tray, so he drank half of that first, then made a start on the bacon and eggs, groaning in delight at the first taste. The girls watched him fondly as he tucked into the big breakfast they had lovingly prepared for him, pleased to see him enjoying it so much. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa glanced at Calara and her voice was full of sympathy. "Poor John never got to see us the other day." 
 
      
 
    "That's right," Calara agreed, looking at him with a playful smile on her full lips. She ran an elegant hand over the spot where he had chastised her lovely bottom, and added, "And now we know how much he was looking forward to it!" 
 
      
 
    The girls shared flirtatious smiles and began to unbutton each other's shirts, gradually exposing their pert breasts. They leaned forward to brush their bountiful young flesh against each other, gasping cutely as their nipples grew erect at the delicious sensation. Alyssa looked coyly in John's direction, who was sitting there open-mouthed as he watched them together. 
 
      
 
    "Eat up, you're going to need your strength," she purred, a seductive smile on her face. 
 
      
 
    John's brain struggled to understand what she had said for a moment, what with all of his blood rushing to his cock. He gulped down the last of his drink and took big bites of his breakfast to finish it off as he watched them in awe. The girls turned back to face one another and began to kiss lovingly, their soft lips tenderly brushing against each other. They slowly removed their shirts whilst still maintaining their erotic embrace, until they both sat completely nude facing one another.  
 
      
 
    Giving him a coy smile, Alyssa lay down on her back as Calara rotated and spun, so that she hovered over her friend. They were now facing each other in a sixty-nine position and, as if acting as one, they leaned forward so that their hot little mouths made contact with the other girl's pussy and began to take long salacious licks. The room filled with the breathy gasps of excited young women as they lapped away, each following the other's lead in intimately pleasuring one another. John watched with growing lust as Alyssa's tongue licked Calara's clit before moving up to plunge inside her lover's tight little hole. The athletic olive-skinned Latina was facing away from him, but he could see her dark mane of hair bobbing away between Alyssa's thighs, copying the same lascivious motions. 
 
      
 
    The excited gasps and moans intensified as they focused on each other's clits, rapidly licking and building towards a crescendo of pleasure. Their sensitive young bodies writhed as they both climaxed at the same time, matching cries of pleasure muffled as their mouths were each still buried in their lover's pussy. 
 
      
 
     Alyssa relaxed and rested her head back on the bed, leaving Calara's pussy glistening where she had been made wet and ready. The blonde looked back at him, her lovely golden hair framed by the tanned thighs parted above her. She darted out her pink tongue to flicker over Calara's pussy as if to show him where he should enter first.  
 
      
 
    John shuffled forward with his eager cock leading the way and he presented the broad head to Alyssa first, so she could get him slippery and wet with her mouth. When he was satisfied with her handiwork, he repositioned himself behind the Latina. Calara felt him nudge up against her, so she rolled her hips and sank down on him, eager to have John encased within her again. 
 
      
 
    He pushed forward, Calara’s rolling hips making it easier for him to penetrate her as the tight channel yielded to his throbbing cock. Wanting him deeper, she rocked back and forth, nudging his head up against her cervix. He kept up the pressure until her malleable body opened up for him and he was able to sink into her most intimate places. His quad pressed right up against her as he sheathed himself fully within her, Calara letting out a low groan as she felt him throbbing in her womb.  
 
      
 
    They stayed like that for a long moment, savouring the full penetration. The brunette dropped her head down between the blonde's splayed thighs and eagerly lapped away at her friend. Alyssa followed Calara's cue and they began to lick each other’s clits exactly as before, the difference being that Calara's pussy was now stretched tightly around John's meaty shaft. 
 
      
 
    John rode Calara through two more orgasms, thrilling at the way her responsive young body undulated under him and her snug pussy massaged his cock. After she came the second time, he carefully pulled out of her and the girls flipped over, so that now Alyssa was straddling the Latina. He sank deep inside her welcoming body, then kept himself deeply embedded in his ravishing young lover as Calara licked Alyssa to two orgasms of her own. Her tight pussy tried to coax out his load as she climaxed, but through as act of iron will power, he managed to hold off. He pulled out of the blonde and the two girls moved to the floor by the edge of the bed. 
 
      
 
    They knelt down with their legs intertwined, so that their pussies were resting on each other's thigh as they snuggled in closely with each other. John watched them get into position with growing excitement as their tummies and big full breasts were pressed together. The girls moaned lustily as they kissed, before they separated and spread their lips into inviting ovals, presenting him with a lovely target. 
 
      
 
    John stood over the two kneeling teenagers, fisting his cock rapidly as he lowered himself so that each girl could lick his balls. He looked down at two inviting sets of eyes, one bright blue, the other a rich brown, as both girls urged him to cover them in his spunk. Unable to hold out any longer, he moved back and then positioned the head of his cock over their faces, his hand moving in a blur. With a strangled cry he finally came, shooting big gouts of cum that jetted out to glaze the beautiful faces looking up at him in adoration. Alyssa and Calara gasped with excitement as his hot load splashed over them, rivulets of his seed splashing down to cover their heaving breasts. John's balls trembled as they pumped their heavy load all over the waiting girls, his quad having been tantalised and teased by tight teenage pussy for the last hour. 
 
      
 
    When he was finally done, John stepped backwards so he could admire his handiwork. Each girl's face was coated in a thick layer of cum, dripping down all over their rounded breasts in a white, slippery mess. The girls writhed together, loving being painted with his seed and then began to lick each other's faces to scoop his delicious spunk into their mouths. John left them to the extensive clean-up operation and collapsed back on the bed, where he could struggle to regain his breath. He lay there and watched his young lovers as they hungrily slurped up all his offering, helping each other with scooped hands to try and swallow every last drop. Eventually they had got most of his cum inside their stomachs, split pretty fairly between them both. They stood gracefully and offered him an inviting hand to come and join them in the shower. 
 
      
 
    The three of them moved into the bathroom and stood beneath the shower, streams of soothing hot water pouring over their bodies. He helped get them both nice and clean, washing away the remnants of his sticky load and delighting in running his hands over their rounded little bellies, where each girl had greedily filled her stomach with his cum. Alyssa and Calara looked up at him adoringly as he stroked their full tummies, both girls enjoying his possessive caress. When they were finally clean, they dried off and headed back to bed to cuddle up together happily. They rested for a little while, John luxuriating in being flanked by his two beautiful lovers. 
 
      
 
    A call roused them from their tranquil daze and when John answered it, Sparks’ face filled the holographic image floating at the end of the bed. 
 
      
 
    "John, I'm picking up a distress call!" she said, sounding alarmed. "The message is reporting a pirate attack!" 
 
      
 
    "We'll be right there!" John replied, ending the call as he climbed out of bed. 
 
      
 
    The girls sprang out of bed after him, all three dressing quickly, before rushing out of the bedroom to head for the bridge.  
 
      
 
    "Here we go!" he said to Calara as they sprinted down the corridor to the elevator. 
 
      
 
    They had a long day ahead of them. 
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    The elevator doors swished open and John, Alyssa, and Calara darted to their respective positions on the Bridge. Sparks whirled around to face them as they arrived on the Command Deck. 
 
      
 
    "We're getting an incoming distress call from a freighter. They've been disabled by pirates and are being boarded!" Sparks blurted out, her eyes wide. 
 
      
 
    John nodded as he sat in his Command Chair. "Alyssa, plot a course to their location. Calara, shields up and weapons armed, we're going to need to strike quickly!"   
 
      
 
    The girls sprang into action as they responded to his commands. Holographic images sprang into existence in the middle of the room, as Alyssa rapidly charted a new course to the scene of the battle and Calara activated the Invictus' weaponry. The rotating image of the assault cruiser showed the armoured hull sliding back, revealing the formidable arsenal at their disposal. 
 
      
 
    "Weapons hot, Commander!" Calara reported, glancing at the weapon loadout display. The Mass Drivers, Laser Cannons, Beam Lasers and point defence grid of Gatling Lasers all glowed menacingly on the representation of the Invictus. 
 
      
 
    "Two minutes until we're in range," Alyssa stated calmly, as the assault cruiser swung in a smooth arc to adjust to the course change. 
 
      
 
    Sparks turned her startled gaze back to the sensor display, watching as the long-range scans began to display the information from the initial sensor sweep. 
 
      
 
    "I'm picking up five ships!” the redhead called out. "Only one has an active transponder; that's the freighter Calypso. The rest all have their transponders switched off." 
 
      
 
    "See if you can hail the freighter, Sparks," John requested. He glanced at the Latina and continued, “Lieutenant, can you show us what we’re up against?” 
 
      
 
    Calara activated a couple of controls on her console, and the weapon loadout of the Invictus disappeared, replaced by a glowing hologram showing the local System Map instead. John leaned forward to study the image as more details were revealed, the ship scans becoming more detailed the closer they got.  
 
      
 
    The Calypso dwarfed the predators that were attacking her. She was an older class of commodities-hauler with bulky cargo containers attached along both flanks, rather than stored internally as was common in more modern designs. Such ships were a rarity in the Core Worlds, but a common sight out on the rim with the less-affluent captains. The venerable freighter had suffered damage to its engines, leaving them helplessly adrift in space. A sleek looking corvette had sidled alongside and was attached by its docking collar to the freighter's starboard airlock.  
 
      
 
    A shocked gasp interrupted the quiet focus of the bridge. "That's the Griffon!" Calara exclaimed. 
 
      
 
    "Are you sure?" John asked, looking closer at the fifty-metre-long warship. There were hundreds of Corvettes in the Terran Federation Navy and they all looked basically the same to him. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, I’m absolutely certain. It's one of the new Marlin class corvettes, but just look at the rear stabilisers... they were modified just before the ship left Port Heracles!" 
 
      
 
    Before they could react to this startling bit of news, the vid-feed crackled, and an image of a panicked woman filled the screen.  
 
      
 
    "We're being boarded!" the brown haired, middle-aged woman shouted as gunfire echoed in the background, followed by shrill screams. "Please help us!"  
 
      
 
    John leaned forward and replied in a steely voice, "This is Commander Blake of the assault cruiser Invictus. We'll be with you in just over a minute, so try and hold out as long as you can!" More gunfire drowned out the Calypso Captain's response and the line went dead. 
 
      
 
    The three remaining ships, two battered looking Lexon class frigates and a blunt nosed corvette, were providing cover for their pirate brethren who were performing the boarding action. The pirate vessels had picked up the incoming assault cruiser on their scanners and the worn-looking ships turned to engage. 
 
      
 
    Sparks watched the unfolding battle with awe. The pivoting pirate craft looked very menacing as they turned in their direction, with many weapon barrels being brought to bear. On the other side of the holographic map, the Invictus surged forward with deadly purpose, looking like a sinister predator as it descended on the smaller vessels. 
 
      
 
    "Thirty seconds until we're in range!" Alyssa announced. 
 
      
 
    "Lieutenant, take them out fast so we can save the freighter!" John urged. 
 
      
 
    Calara's eyes narrowed in concentration as she focused on the holographic targeting matrix. "Yes, Sir!" she responded in a grim voice. 
 
      
 
    Sparks watched the tactical map with bated breath as the Invictus bore down on the marauding enemy vessels. The long cones displaying the fire arcs of their weapons brushed over the approaching pirate ships and Calara sprang into action. The holo-map blazed with light as the ship's vibrant coruscating beams blasted out to lovingly caress the frigates. Three beams hit each craft squarely, overloading their shields in a crackling instant, before following through to gouge glowing trenches in the thick armour on the front of the pirate ships. 
 
      
 
    "Firing main guns!" Calara called out a second later. 
 
      
 
    The Invictus trembled with the recoil, as the 200-metre-long magnetic rails of the Mass Drivers launched their shells at hyper-warp into the burning frigates. The first frigate shuddered as both shells slammed into its port side, knocking it sideways. The shells detonated a second later, and the entire left side exploded outwards, showering the area with debris. The second ship was hit head on, the impact from the shells devastating the bridge and instantly killing their command crew, even before the enormous explosive force obliterated the front half of the frigate. 
 
      
 
    Icons appeared on the weapon loadout, showing that the Mass Drivers were reloading and that the Beam Lasers were cooling, as the Invictus finally closed to Laser Cannon range. Now in range to fire back, the blunt nosed corvette opened up with its two pairs of laser cannons as it charged towards them. Half the incoming laser fire sailed past harmlessly as Alyssa half-rolled the Invictus, but the other two blasts of energy hit squarely, and were harmlessly absorbed by their shields. 
 
      
 
    "Shields at 98%, John!" Sparks gasped, her eyes gleaming with excitement. 
 
      
 
    John glanced at her, smiling at her enthusiasm.  
 
      
 
    With Alyssa's skilful roll, the Invictus now faced the passing corvette with its bristling top deck. Sixteen turreted laser cannons were now able to track the target as it appeared in their firing arcs, a multitude of weapon barrels swivelling to face the much smaller vessel. Calara opened fire with a ferocious broadside, and the corvette's shields shorted out after half-a dozen impacts, leaving the lightly armoured hull exposed to a blistering barrage. The hull lit up as laser cannon fire tore it to pieces, ripping the ship in half with explosions.  
 
      
 
    "Nice work ladies," John congratulated them both, as they neutralised all active pirate ships in just under ten seconds. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit..” Sparks muttered softly under her breath, her wide eyes darting from the glowing wreckage to the poised Latina who sat across the Bridge. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa brought the Invictus around to flank the Griffon, and she smoothly docked the two craft, their assault cruiser dwarfing the corvette.  
 
      
 
    "Do you want me to disable their engines?" Calara asked John cautiously. 
 
      
 
    "There's no need, I can keep them immobilised with the tractor beam!" Sparks interjected, a wild grin on her face.  
 
      
 
    John nodded and said, “Perfect, keep them locked down!” 
 
      
 
    She pressed a number of controls on the console and the corvette was enveloped in a shimmering purple field, locking it in place. "They aren't going anywhere!"  
 
      
 
    "Nice work" John grinned back at her, before turning to Alyssa and rising from his chair. "XO you're with me, let's get suited up fast!" 
 
      
 
    The young woman nodded, and darted down the illuminated steps of the command podium to call the elevator.  
 
      
 
    "Calara, keep an eye out for other pirates!” John ordered, as he jogged down the steps to the waiting elevator. “Separate the ships if you have to fight, but we need to protect the Calypso from any further attacks." 
 
      
 
    “Will do, Commander,” the Latina replied respectfully, but she glanced at Sparks and shared a worried look with her. The last thing they wanted to do was abandon their friends to a horde of angry pirates. 
 
      
 
    John and Alyssa raced down the corridor on Deck Two and darted into their walk-in-wardrobe, to hurriedly suit up in their combat armour. John finished gearing up first and, after picking up an assault rifle from the weapon rack, he slammed a magazine home in the bullpup slot then sighted through the scope. Alyssa had finished putting on her body armour, so he handed her the weapon and a couple of spare mags, then picked up a second assault rifle and loaded it. Grabbing a few spare magazines for himself, he turned and followed his lover out of the room as they made their way back to the elevator.  
 
      
 
    He could feel the pre-combat tension building and he glanced over to Alyssa to check that she was alright. The teenager looked confident as she gave him a sparkling smile and, remembering what a deadly shot she was, John felt reassured that she would be able to handle herself. As the elevator descended, John slotted the spare magazines into pockets on the combat webbing that covered his armour, where he could quickly retrieve them when needed. 
 
      
 
    As soon as the elevator doors opened they jogged up to the airlock and John pushed the button to open the inner doors. They stepped into the pressurisation chamber and as Alyssa closed the door behind them, he checked to make sure that the atmospheric seal with the Griffon was secure. The panel showed a green light indicating it was safe, so he placed his hand on the DNA reader beside the outer airlock door. A flickering green light swept across the panel, scanning the genetic code in his hand. It beeped quietly in recognition and a second later the outer airlock door spiralled open in front of them, revealing the outer door to the corvette. The grey door of the military ship had the words “TFN Griffon” embossed in its centre. 
 
      
 
    “Looks like Calara was right,” Alyssa said, nodding towards the door. 
 
      
 
    John produced the small chrome decryption device from a container on his belt, and feeling a strong sense of déjà vu, he hooked up the device to the airlock door. It hummed happily to itself and they hugged either side of the doorway while they waited for it to do its work. After a few moments there was a dull thunk from the door in front of them and the sturdy airlock door rotated upwards, granting access to the ship. John cautiously peered out but could see no welcoming reception from the pirates, so he retrieved the device and stashed it back on his belt. 
 
      
 
    The two of them stepped out into the corridor and followed it around the corner as it led deeper into the ship. John could see that the ship had already started falling into disrepair, after nearly a month in the pirates less-than-tender care. He listened carefully for any nearby marauders, but the only noise was the muted sound of distant gunfire, coming from what he could only assume was the freighter. They performed a quick sweep of the ship and John confirmed his suspicions that the undisciplined pirates had all joined the boarding action. With a bit of luck, they were probably not even aware that the trio of ships with the rest of the pirates had already fallen prey to the Invictus. 
 
      
 
    They found the airlock on the other side of the Griffon already open, as was the interconnecting airlock on the freighter Calypso. John took point, moving quickly and steadily down the first corridor, while listening out for any pirate activity and following the sounds of combat. To an unknowing observer, the pair of them moved fluidly as a single unit. John moved up to the corridor and covered the right, while Alyssa moved simultaneously to cover the left. What that observer would be oblivious to, was the silent stream of thought commands that John was giving to Alyssa as he led her into the ship. 
 
      
 
    *We're approaching another cross section. I can hear sounds ahead, but check the left in case the pirates split up, I'll cover the right.* 
 
      
 
    Alyssa moved into position, aiming her rifle down the left corridor as she searched for threats.  
 
      
 
    *Nicely done. Check our rear every twenty paces or so, just in case anyone slipped around behind us,* John thought to her as he moved forward at a brisk walk. *I'll cover ahead.* 
 
      
 
    She nodded, then pivoted to check behind them while following in his wake. 
 
      
 
    They stopped at the latest intersection, as John tilted his head, straining to hear any noises that might warn them of approaching danger. He heard the faint sound of voices between the sporadic bursts of gunfire. *I can hear people talking to our right. I'll take the lead, you follow but face behind us and watch in case it's an ambush.* 
 
      
 
    They crept quietly down the corridor with their weapons covering front and rear, until they spotted an open doorway up ahead. The conversation inside was louder now and John could make out what the people in the room were saying. 
 
      
 
    "It's seems like such a waste," a voice said, as it drifted into the corridor. 
 
      
 
    "I know, but that's what the Captain ordered," a gruff voice said in return. 
 
      
 
    "They wouldn't mind if we had a go first would they?" the first voice said lecherously, followed by the sounds of female voices sobbing in despair. 
 
      
 
    The gruff voice chuckled evilly. "How would they know? Yeah, let’s get some pussy!"  
 
      
 
    John clenched his teeth with anger and got in position by the doorway. He peeped his head around for a split second before ducking back, glimpsing two figures standing over three kneeling ones. 
 
      
 
    *Kneel and take the left,* he thought to Alyssa. He hugged the wall and sighted his rifle on the pirate to the right, while making room for her to crouch beside him and ready her weapon. 
 
      
 
    "Brrt!", "Brrt!" The two assault rifles chattered simultaneously as caseless hollow point rounds slammed into each brigand from behind. Their heads exploded, showering the opposite walls in gore, the pirates slumping over lifelessly. John walked into the room, checking for any more pirates he might have missed. 
 
      
 
    The three women screamed in terror, scrabbling backwards in their fright. 
 
      
 
    John paused and lowered the barrel of his rifle, then held up a hand in a calming gesture. “We’re here to rescue you. We aren’t going to hurt you.” 
 
      
 
    "Oh, thank God!" one of the kneeling women gasped with relief. "They were going to rape us!" 
 
      
 
    "You're safe now. Take their weapons and barricade the door," John said, nodding towards the pistols the pirates still grasped in their nerveless fingers. 
 
      
 
    One of the other terrified women looked up at him with wild eyes and sobbed, "But you can't leave us! What if more come along!" 
 
      
 
    "We have to save the rest of the crew," John replied brusquely.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa gave them a reassuring smile. "Don't worry! We'll be back to check on you as soon as we've rescued everyone else!"  
 
      
 
    Leaving the women to follow his instructions, John and Alyssa moved back into the corridor, and headed back to the previous intersection.  
 
      
 
    *Be careful now, the others might have heard our gunshots,* John warned keeping a wary eye ahead. 
 
      
 
    She nodded, doing a quick check behind them. 
 
      
 
    *Could be anywhere up to twenty or so,* he guessed, grimacing at the thought. *We’ll just have to be careful...*  
 
      
 
    They could still hear the sounds of a gunfight around the corner to their right, and after quickly checking the other corridors, they moved to follow the sounds again. A set of double doors was wide open ahead of them and the flash of gunfire could be seen coming from inside the room. John darted silently across to the other side of the door, so that both he and Alyssa could get into position on opposite sides of the doorway. He glanced into the room and saw that the freighter crew were in a dire situation. 
 
      
 
    "Surrender and we'll spare your lives!" a hulking pirate barked, his voice sounding harsh and strangely metallic. 
 
      
 
    The pirate boss and around a dozen of his men, were spread out behind overturned tables in what used to be the ship's mess hall. The pirates were armed with a variety of vicious-looking pistols and rifles, their weapons adorned with spikes or blades, and were firing the occasional shot at the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    "Fuck you, slaver!" came the shaky reply from the far side of the room, where two men were huddled behind the kitchen unit.  
 
      
 
    They poked their pistols above the counter and fired without looking, sending bullets flying wildly across the room. There was blood sprayed over one side of the kitchen unit and John could see a body sprawled on the floor beside the defenders. He spotted a door behind the brave freighter crewmen and terrified faces peeked around the corner, watching the exchange. 
 
      
 
    *There's a lot of them,* John warned Alyssa. *Take the right side and work your way to the centre, I'll take the left.*  
 
      
 
    The resolute blonde crouched to avoid crossing lines of fire with him, and sighted the far pirate on the right through her scope. 
 
      
 
    *OK, go!* John thought, giving the signal to his young lover. 
 
      
 
    They strafed along the row of marauding pirates, firing their assault rifles on full auto. Round after round slammed into unarmoured flesh, turning this end of the room into a charnel house of red ichor, as blood sprayed in riotous abandon all over the upended tables. The pirates were taken completely unawares and were unable to react in time to the shocking ambush from behind. In a desperate bid to escape being killed by Alyssa, one of them close to the centre leapt over the table, only for the two freighter crewmen to shoot him as he exposed himself from cover.  
 
      
 
    John blasted the last of his targets, bullets stitching their way across the pirate's chest as the man spun about. The pirate cartwheeled backwards and crashed into the tables, accompanied by the sound of an ominous click as John's magazine ran empty.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa had taken out five of her six designated targets, the Calypso crew shooting the sixth, so she switched to aim at the burly pirate leader. Aiming for centre mass, she fired two bursts at his chest as the pirate Captain whirled to face them. The bullets ricocheted harmlessly with metallic sounding pings, leaving the hulking brute unscathed. Now they could see him clearly for the first time, it was apparent that the pirate leader was a heavily augmented cyborg. His torso and right arm were blocky and armoured, his normal body parts changed for bionic replacements. 
 
      
 
    "I'm gonna fucking rip you apart!" the enraged cyborg bellowed with a synthetic roar, as he put his head down and charged. 
 
      
 
    The pirate captain barrelled into them, clipping Alyssa's arm with his bulky shoulder as she tried to scramble out the way. The impact knocked her off her feet and she was sent sprawling down the corridor. John was reaching for a spare mag to reload his assault rifle when the pirate slammed full-force into him a second later. The bone-crunching impact of the cyborg's four-hundred-pound frame sent John sailing through the air, before he crashed into the wall opposite, the wind knocked out of him.  
 
      
 
    The furious pirate captain stalked after John, reaching down with his enormous cybernetic arm and grabbing him with a massive metallic fist. The powerful servos whirred loudly as the pirate hauled John up off the floor and slammed him repeatedly into the wall.  
 
      
 
    "You little insect!" the furious pirate roared in John's face, before hurling him down the corridor. 
 
      
 
    John groaned in pain, his back and shoulders throbbing from the brutal battering. He desperately tried to crawl for his rifle and magazine that had been knocked just out of reach. The cyborg stomped after him and booted the rifle away from John’s outstretched fingers, before leaning down with his bulky augmented arm to pin John to the floor on his back. 
 
      
 
    "Brrt!", "Brrt!", "Brrt!" Alyssa's rifle barked as she fired three bursts, all aimed for the Pirate captain's head this time, but again the rounds ricocheted away harmlessly. 
 
      
 
    The cyborg chortled insanely as her shots bounced off his skull. "Armour plated cranium, you fucking bitch!" he snarled, his face contorted with rage. 
 
      
 
    The murderous pirate levelled a broad-barrelled grenade launcher in Alyssa's direction and looked down at John, who writhed futilely under the cyborg's pinning hold. An evil grin formed on the pirate captain’s brutal face as he savoured the desperation in John's eyes. 
 
      
 
    "Say goodbye to your whore!" he sneered, mocking him with his callous laughter. 
 
      
 
    Try as he might, John couldn’t pry the pirate’s huge metallic fingers from his chest. He fought with all his strength against the relentless power of the cyber-arm, frantic to save the woman he loved.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa stared down the broad muzzle of the grenade launcher, paralysed with fear. The nearest doorways were too far away for her to dart to safety and she knew she had nowhere to hide... She could only watch helplessly as John flailed away under the pirate's implacable grasp. The cyborg narrowed his eyes and grinned malevolently at her, both of them knowing he was about to end her young life. 
 
      
 
    John was completely focused on the homicidal cyborg's arm that was preventing him from protecting his woman. As he struggled, he felt a vast surge of anger building within him and his vision abruptly narrowed into a tiny tunnel. He bellowed in fury, his hands locking around the cybernetic limb. 
 
      
 
    As Alyssa braced herself for the killing shot, John’s furious roar echoed down the corridor, sending a shiver down her spine. The pirate suddenly lurched to the side, tottering over to slam head first into the wall, the metallic panels crumpling like tissue paper with the strength of the impact. She could see the cyborg’s dazed expression turn into stunned disbelief, as he was twisted again, slamming into the metal wall on the opposite side of the corridor with overwhelming force.  
 
      
 
    John rose smoothly and with deadly purpose, the pirate's cybernetic arm clenched in his hands. He put his booted foot against the pirate’s torso, and hauled back with both arms, ripping the bulky cyber limb away from the pirate's chest. The hideous screech of twisting metal drowned out the cyborg’s shocked scream as he was effortlessly dismembered. Unbalanced at having the weighty cyber-arm ripped so unceremoniously from his body, the pirate captain crashed over onto his side with a noisy clang. John glanced down at the metal limb in his hands, then casually tossed the hundred-pound arm aside as if it weighed nothing.  
 
      
 
    The cyborg watched with open-mouthed terror as John bore down on him with a cold smile on his face. The pirate captain still had the grenade launcher clenched in his fist, and he swung it around, preparing to fire at point blank range. John caught that arm just below the wrist and then chopped down with his left hand, breaking the pirate's forearm with a sickening crunch. The cyborg stared at his ruined arm in horror as John knelt down on his chest. 
 
      
 
    "Time to die..." John said, his voice low and menacing. 
 
      
 
    He grabbed each side of the pirate captain's head and pulled with ferocious strength. The Cyborg's strangled metallic death screech echoed down the corridors, as John ripped the slaver's head clean off his body.  
 
      
 
    There was a long moment of shocked silence afterwards as Alyssa gaped at John in astonishment. Suddenly exhausted, he slumped backwards, letting the pirate’s lifeless head slip from his fingers and roll off to the side.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa dashed up to him, her face full of concern. "John! Are you alright?!" she asked fearfully, her voice full of worry. 
 
      
 
    She cupped his head in her hands and looked into his eyes. She couldn't pick up any thoughts from him and he seemed to be in some kind of daze. Alyssa shook him gently and he gradually regained full consciousness, his eyes becoming bright and focused again. 
 
      
 
    "What the hell happened?" John asked, looking down at the decapitated body in bewilderment, his eyes flicking to the head lolling several feet away. 
 
      
 
    "Let's discuss it later," Alyssa said firmly, as she helped him to stand.  
 
      
 
    John picked up his assault rifle and magazine from the floor, wincing at the sharp pain in his back and shoulders from where the cyborg had tried to insert him into the wall. They walked back to the mess hall, where the two crewmen from the Calypso were cautiously checking on the pirates that John and Alyssa had gunned down. More crew were emerging from the storage area behind the kitchen, looks of relief etched on their fear-drawn faces. 
 
      
 
    One of the crew, the brown-haired woman who had spoken to them earlier, stepped forward holding a makeshift trauma bandage to her left arm.  
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Commander! You saved us!" she said, her voice trembling with profound gratitude. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the Calypso's crew gathered around and they echoed their Captain's words, thanking John and Alyssa profusely. 
 
      
 
    "We rescued three women in another room back there," Alyssa said, glancing at the corridor. "We should let them know that the rest of the ship is safe." 
 
      
 
    "Oh, thank God!” one of the men blurted out. "Bless you, the pair of you! I'll let my wife know the coast is clear.” Heaving a sigh of relief, he dashed out of the room. 
 
      
 
    John waved away the thanks from the crew of the Calypso. "We better get back to our ship," he told the freighter Captain. "Will you be okay here now?" 
 
      
 
    "Our engines took some heavy damage, so we'll have to wait for assistance from Port Heracles," the Captain replied. "You don’t need to wait for us though. Terran Federation patrols responded to our distress beacon and they said they’d arrive in two hours. We’d never have survived that long if you hadn't arrived in time!" 
 
      
 
    John gave her a reassuring smile. "We'll return to the Invictus and cover you just in case."  
 
      
 
    He turned to face Alyssa and said, "We should let the others know we're okay." 
 
      
 
    The beautiful blonde nodded and waved goodbye to the Calypso crew. They clapped and cheered as the two of them left, the applause echoing down the corridors as they walked back to the Griffon to get to their ship. 
 
      
 
    "Are you really okay?" Alyssa asked him as soon as they were alone, her voice tinged with concern. 
 
      
 
    "I’m exhausted and my back feels like I just wrestled a bull and lost, but other than that I'm fine," John replied honestly, wincing at the stabbing pain in his back. 
 
      
 
    "You managed to rip apart steel with your bare hands," Alyssa murmured, staring at him in awe as she remembered the way John had torn the cyborg's arm off his body. "I've never seen anything like it!" 
 
      
 
    "Adrenalin rush I guess," John shrugged. "I just knew I had to stop him from hurting you and then I sort of blacked out..." 
 
      
 
    "Thank you for saving me," she said softly, realising that John had no answers to explain his mighty surge of strength. 
 
      
 
    They arrived at the docking collar between the Griffon and the Invictus a couple of minutes later, and John activated the airlock into the Assault Cruiser by placing his hand on the DNA reader. The airlock door spiralled open with a hiss and they headed into the ship, with Alyssa sealing the airlock behind them. 
 
      
 
    John used his watch communicator to contact the Bridge, Calara’s worried face appearing as a projected hologram a moment later. "We're back on board, Lieutenant. Disengage from the Griffon and stand guard over the Calypso; relief will be here within two hours.”  
 
      
 
    "We were so worried about you two!" Calara said, forgetting to call him Commander she was so overwhelmed with relief.  
 
      
 
    John smiled at her affectionately. "We're fine, honestly. We'll catch up with you soon, but first we're going to our room to get out of this gear." 
 
      
 
    Calara grinned back at him. "Executing your orders, Commander," she said cheerfully, ending the call.  
 
      
 
    John slumped, having put on a brave face for the Latina, and walked wearily to his quarters with Alyssa watching him closely as she hovered beside him. They entered their walk-in-wardrobe, where the beautiful blonde helped him gingerly peel off his armour, trying to be careful not to hurt his back or shoulders. 
 
      
 
    Sparks walked in on them just as Alyssa had taken off the last of John's armour from his upper body, exposing his muscular chest and arms.  
 
      
 
    "Holy fuck! What happened to you?!" Sparks gasped in alarm, seeing the black and purple bruises covering his back. 
 
      
 
    "A run in with an insane cyborg," John said, wincing as Alyssa helped him remove the armour from his legs. Downplaying the encounter so she wouldn’t worry, he added, “I got bashed about a bit, but I’m fine.” 
 
      
 
    "It looks like you got run over by a fucking ore hauler!" Sparks exclaimed, as she reached out to touch the mottled bruises on his back. She changed her mind at the last moment, not wanting to cause him any pain and settled for stroking his arm instead. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa quickly stripped out of her own armour, leaving it all in a jumbled pile on the floor. 
 
      
 
    "Come on, let's get you cleaned up, then you can have a rest," the beautiful blonde said, her voice soft and comforting. 
 
      
 
    Sparks went ahead of them to turn on the shower, then stripped off to join them under the soothing hot water. The girls were gentle and caring as they cleaned him up, washing the gore from the fight off his face and hands. Sparks looked puzzled at how he got so drenched in blood, but a sharp glance from Alyssa told her not to ask. 
 
      
 
    John stood under the relaxing streams of water, letting the girls clean his body. He realised that Alyssa still had questions about the brutal melee aboard the Calypso, but he had no real answers and was too weary to care at the moment. Alyssa moved into his line of sight as she washed his chest and he noticed the angry red welt on her left arm. Her slender limb was covered in a nasty bruise where she’d been clipped by the cyborg. 
 
      
 
    "Honey, you're hurt!" he said in alarm, his fatigue forgotten when he saw she was injured. 
 
      
 
    "It's nothing serious," Alyssa said, shrugging it off. 
 
      
 
    She smiled as she read his concerned thoughts. "Okay, don’t worry. You can give me a full tummy after the shower and I'll be as good as new in no time." 
 
      
 
    Nodding drowsily, John let the girls lead him from the shower and he swayed unsteadily as they gently dried him off. They led him into the bedroom and helped him onto the bed, being careful not to aggravate his sore back and shoulders. Alyssa moved between his legs and began to suck on his cock with familiar expertise, soon having him rock hard and ready for action. John ran his hand through her soft blonde hair as she made love to him with her mouth, urging him to fill her stomach with his load. John wanted his potent cum to get to work on her immediately so he made no effort to hold back. In record time Alyssa brought him to orgasm, then sucked hungrily to make sure he gave her every last drop of his spunk.  
 
      
 
    She saved the final mouthful for Sparks as she crawled up the bed, pushing the redhead on to her back, and moving in to give her a loving kiss so they could share John's cum. Both teenagers then carefully cuddled up beside John, flanking him with their firm, warm breasts pressed against his chest. He gave them a contented smile and fell asleep almost immediately.  
 
      
 
    Sparks reached over John to rest her hand on Alyssa's swollen belly. She stroked the heavily rounded sphere with a gentle touch, enjoying seeing her friend's blissfully happy expression. This was the first time in quite a while that Alyssa had been able to swallow down a full load of John's spunk, having shared him so generously with Calara and Sparks over the last few weeks. The beautiful blonde girl relished the contentedly full feeling and Sparks lovingly caressing her sperm-stuffed stomach was the icing on the cake. The girls were exhausted after all the excitement that morning, and they soon dropped off to sleep as well. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Another dream disturbed John’s sleep, but this was very different to the terrifying nightmare he’d experienced the other day.  
 
      
 
    This time he dreamt that he was kneeling before the luminous figure that had saved him in the previous dream, bathing in the soothing glow that emanated from her. He did nothing but soak in her radiance, arms spread wide to welcome the gentle warmth, his body feeling like it was tingling pleasantly all over.  
 
      
 
    The radiant girl smiled at him benevolently, then reached out with a glowing hand to run her fingers through his hair.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    John started awake and a glance at the ship's chronometer told him he had slept for just over an hour. He stretched, being careful not to wake the girls, and was pleasantly surprised to realise that the soreness in his back and shoulders had disappeared. In fact, he felt like he’d just had a full night's sleep and was raring to go again.  
 
      
 
    Remembering that Alyssa had been injured in the fight too, he looked over at her left arm with concern. Seeing nothing but unblemished bronzed skin, he thought he might have forgotten which arm had received the angry red welt and bruising, so he carefully extricated himself from between the girls so that he could take a better look at Alyssa's right arm. He closely examined her lithe limb, but it matched the left, with a smooth expanse of perfectly smooth unblemished skin. 
 
      
 
    "Checking to see I'm not broken?" Alyssa whispered. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry honey," John said a little bashfully. "I didn't mean to wake you up, I just wanted to see how bad the hit on your arm was. Which one was it again?" 
 
      
 
    "My left," she said with conviction. Alyssa rolled on her side to show him the spot where the pirate captain had bashed into her, but was surprised she couldn't see any sign of the wound from the impact. 
 
      
 
    "Flawless again," John said with a fond smile, tenderly stroking her beautiful young body. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa cradled her rounded tummy full of cum with both hands and grinned at him. "This is potent stuff!" 
 
      
 
    Sparks leaned up on her side, and asked, "How's your back feeling, John?" 
 
      
 
    "Sorry honey, I didn't mean to wake you up too," John apologised, which was met with a warm smile of forgiveness. He stretched tentatively, anticipating a flash of pain, but to his surprise he didn’t even get a twinge of discomfort. "Actually, I feel great! There's no soreness at all, and I feel completely refreshed.” 
 
      
 
    Sparks crawled across the bed, moving with fluid grace as she climbed over Alyssa and John, so that she could check his battered back. "Wow! The bruises have all gone!" Sparks gasped, staring at him in wide-eyed astonishment.  
 
      
 
    She gently ran her hand over his back and shoulders, tracing the areas that should have been an ugly mottled patchwork of black and blue. Seeing no evidence of any kind of injuries, she moved forward to wrap her tanned arms around him, pressing her full breasts against his back and kissing his shoulder tenderly, her long hair brushing softly against him. John reached back to caress the side of her face. 
 
      
 
    "I wonder why you healed so fast," Alyssa wondered, looking at him with a puzzled expression on her beautiful face. "I can understand us healing when our bodies feed off your cum, but this doesn't make much sense. Do you think your orgasm triggered your faster recovery?"  
 
      
 
    "Hmm, that doesn't sound very plausible to me," John replied, looking dubious. His mouth twitched into a playful grin. "It must be the love of a good woman that did it!” 
 
      
 
    "Good women!" Sparks insisted, hugging him tighter and placing a tender kiss on his cheek. "You know I'm hopelessly in love with you as well!" She froze then, suddenly realising what she’d just said, a look of shock in her lovely blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    John turned and gathered the lovely redhead in his arms, then sat her in his lap, her toned thighs wrapped around him. "I've fallen in love with you too," he told the girl with heartfelt conviction, as they stared into each other’s eyes from only inches away. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, John..." Sparks sighed, melting into his arms. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa lay on the bed watching the two of them kiss lovingly, happy tears welling in her eyes. She was overjoyed to see her lover and best friend falling for each other, and felt a warm glow in her heart. Knowing that she had been able to bring about such a dramatic change for the better in her old friend's life, filled her with an overwhelming sense of satisfaction.  
 
      
 
    The poignant moment was interrupted by the flashing of the communicator, indicating an incoming call. Alyssa reached over to answer it and Calara's beautiful face filled the holo-screen. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry to interrupt your rest," the Latina apologised . "I just wanted to let you know that several ships have appeared on the long-range scans. From the transponder codes, it looks like it's the relief force you mentioned. They’re reading as a group of Terran Federation vessels." 
 
      
 
    "Thanks Calara, we'll be right there," John said, smiling at her over Sparks' shoulder as the redhead was still snuggled in his lap. 
 
      
 
    Calara returned the smile and ended the call.  
 
      
 
    "Come on you two lovebirds," Alyssa said, a sparkling grin on her face. "You can make her your woman later..." she said to John, causing Sparks to blush. 
 
      
 
    John gave the blissfully happy redhead a wistful look. "Sorry honey, duty calls. We'll continue this later, I promise."  
 
      
 
    "Consider that a date," Sparks said, beaming back at him. 
 
      
 
    The three of them dressed quickly and headed back up to the Command Deck. Icons showing a Terran Federation cruiser and three destroyers were highlighted on the tactical map as the incoming vessels approached their position. John had just settled into his Command Chair when the flashing light on his console indicated an incoming hail. He pressed the button to receive the call and the holo-screen in the centre of the bridge flickered into life. A distinguished looking man with greying temples and wearing a Terran Federation Navy uniform filling the image. 
 
      
 
    "This is Captain Flintlock of the cruiser Indomitable, please identify yourself assault cruiser," the man requested politely. 
 
      
 
    "This is Commander John Blake of the Invictus. It's good to see you, Captain," John replied. 
 
      
 
    "The distress beacon from the Calypso reported a pirate attack, do you know what happened to them?" Captain Flintlock asked, his eyes darting curiously around the Bridge as he looked at John’s striking crew. 
 
      
 
    "We destroyed two frigates and a corvette, then boarded a second corvette to help the freighter crew fight off a pirate boarding action," John explained. 
 
      
 
    "It sounds like we were very lucky you happened by Commander," the Captain said gratefully. "But it appears that your ship is registered as a civilian vessel?" 
 
      
 
    "I was a Marine, currently retired," John clarified for the cruiser captain. 
 
      
 
    With a new tone of respect in his voice, Flintlock said, "Well thank you for your assistance, Commander Blake." 
 
      
 
    John glanced at the Tactical Map. "The corvette you see docked with the freighter is the Griffon, it was captured by pirates over a month ago. Can I leave that and the Calypso in your safe custody?"  
 
      
 
    "Of course. We have repair crews that can assist the freighter, and I can spare some men to get the Griffon back to Port Heracles," Captain Flintlock replied. “Are you in a hurry to get somewhere?"  
 
      
 
    John nodded and said nonchalantly, "Actually yes. We think we've identified the source of the attacks. We’re going to eliminate the pirate base." 
 
      
 
    "You're going to do what?!" Captain Flintlock gasped, looking stunned. 
 
      
 
    "I'm lucky to have a gifted Tactical Officer who figured out that they're based in the Chendar system," John said, smiling at Calara, who blushed at his praise. 
 
      
 
    "Do you want us to take care of them?" the Captain volunteered immediately. 
 
      
 
    John shook his head and his tone was firm as he replied, "Thank you Captain but this is personal. We have a score to settle.” 
 
      
 
    "I understand Commander," Captain Flintlock said slowly nodding. "When the Calypso is under way, we'll head towards the Chendar system in case you need assistance with the cleanup." 
 
      
 
    "Much appreciated, Captain. Invictus out," John said, and they closed the call. He then turned to smile at the beautiful blonde at his side. "Okay Alyssa, let's resume our course, if you please." 
 
      
 
    "Already on it," she replied, winking at him.  She powered up the Invictus’ massive engines and the assault cruiser turned smoothly to her new heading. As soon as they were a safe distance from the Calypso, she activated the FTL drive and they leapt into Hyper-warp. 
 
      
 
    "John, while you were aboard the Calypso, Calara and I found something interesting," Sparks said, sounding cautious. 
 
      
 
    Looking intrigued, he asked, "What did you find?"  
 
      
 
    Sparks glanced at Calara who nodded and continued their tale. "You did well getting this one to join us," Calara said, smiling affectionately at the redhead. 
 
      
 
    Their newest crew member blushed furiously. “I just wanted to help out and make myself useful.” 
 
      
 
    "Sparks hacked into the Griffon and downloaded the ship's log, the navigation logs, and their tactical maps," the brunette said, clearly impressed. "Not only that, but she also scanned the wreckage of the two frigates and the corvette and managed to break the encryption on their blocked transponders!" 
 
      
 
    “That’s very impressive,” John said, giving Sparks a look of admiration. 
 
      
 
    "Using their navigation data, I've confirmed that they're definitely using the Gas mining facility as a base,” Calara continued, pressing a few buttons and bringing up a map of the Chendar system complete with patrol routes. Her slender fingers danced over her console, as a new holographic display appeared. “I also managed to put together a complete order of battle for what's left of the pirate fleet...” 
 
      
 
    John looked through the long list of decommissioned Terran Federation vessels with mounting astonishment, until he finally exclaimed, "Twenty ships! How the hell could they have bought and outfitted so many ex-Navy vessels?!" 
 
      
 
    "That's the other thing, John," Calara continued, her expression grim. "I've been studying the listings for ship registrations and all these old military vessels were decommissioned from the salvage yard at Port Heracles. They should have had their weapons stripped and then the hulls sold off to salvage dealers... but that didn't happen." 
 
      
 
    John clenched his jaw in anger. "This stinks of corruption." 
 
      
 
    Calara nodded, confirming his dark suspicions. "They were all bought by the same buyer, a Mr. Everett Hitch." 
 
      
 
    "And who authorised the transactions?" John asked ominously. 
 
      
 
    Calara looked bleak as she replied, "Commander Rupert Grant." 
 
      
 
    "Grant! I knew I should have put a bullet in that bastard's head!" John fumed. 
 
      
 
    Sparks looked at Calara, Alyssa, and John, seeing a wide range of emotions on their faces: sadness, shock, and fury respectively. "Sorry to interrupt, but who is this 'Commander Rupert Grant' guy?" 
 
      
 
    "We had a run in with him at Port Heracles. He's the Commander of that station," Alyssa explained, her shock turning into anger. "The fucker tried to ruin Calara's life!" 
 
      
 
    "I hate him already!" Sparks said vehemently. 
 
      
 
    John blew out his breath in a big sigh to calm himself down. "Okay, we'll deal with Grant later, we need to focus on the pirates for the moment.” He looked through the listings for the pirate fleet, and called out the ship classifications as he read them, "Corvette, corvette, destroyer, frigate, corvette...  heavy cruiser?!"  
 
      
 
    He looked over at Calara in shock and asked her in disbelief, "That can't be right, surely?" 
 
      
 
    "I'm afraid so, John," she said, her expression sombre. 
 
      
 
    "How the fuck did they get their hands on that?" John blurted out, before slumping back in his chair. 
 
      
 
    "I take it that's bad, right?" Sparks asked, darting a concerned look at her crewmates. 
 
      
 
    Calara nodded her face set in a bleak mask. She tapped a couple of buttons on her console, bringing up the detailed specifications for the heavy cruiser. "The Heavy Cruiser Stalingrad is armed with six Beam Lasers, and eight Heavy Cannons on both the port and starboard sides. It's designed to use broadsides in combat, but also has full coverage with its Laser Cannon turrets and defence grid.” 
 
      
 
    She brought up the weapon arcs for the formidable looking vessel. At just over seven hundred metres, the heavy cruiser was significantly larger than their assault cruiser. 
 
      
 
    "Can we even fight that thing in the Invictus?" Sparks asked, her voice tinged with worry. 
 
      
 
    Calara paused for a moment to carefully consider her response. "Yes, but it's going to be a very tough fight." 
 
      
 
    Silence descended on the bridge as they absorbed this troubling news.  
 
      
 
    "Wait a second!" Alyssa exclaimed, her face lighting up with a grin. "Look at the yaw and pitch ratings for that ship!" 
 
      
 
    They all looked up at the detailed information displayed in front of them, but nothing immediately jumped out at the others as to why this would be good news. 
 
      
 
    "That thing turns like a brick!" the beautiful blonde said excitedly. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, very nice, Alyssa!" Calara said, sounding impressed as she realised what her friend had immediately spotted. 
 
      
 
    Sparks was still mystified and she glanced at the Latina, hoping for an explanation. 
 
      
 
    Calara started to look hopeful for the first time. "Look at the fire arcs! The heavy cruiser's main guns have no rear coverage. If Alyssa can get us behind them, they won't be able to broadside us!"  
 
      
 
    "Damn, you ladies are good," John said, amazed by the trio of young women. He grinned at them as he joked, "I knew I kept you around for something!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa patted her rounded tummy and said, “Aside from the obvious, of course!” 
 
      
 
    He laughed along with them, then turned his attention back to his Tactical Officer. "Okay Lieutenant, let's take a look at the tactical maps from the Griffon.” 
 
      
 
    The Latina brought up the System map of Chendar, which showed the Gas Mining Facility as well as the patrol routes of the pirate ships stationed at the base. 
 
      
 
    He looked at the holographic map, studying the pirates thoughtfully. "If we hit their patrols first, we should be able to take them apart piecemeal. They’re pirates, not elite military crews, so if we smash them hard and fast, we can wipe out most of their picket ships before the rest can react". 
 
      
 
    "Very good, Commander!" Calara said, sounding impressed. "Then we engage whatever's left, cleaning out the smaller ships first, before taking on the Stalingrad." 
 
      
 
    "We could always wait and join up with the Terran Federation patrol," Sparks suggested logically, trying not to get caught up with the Latina’s enthusiasm. "With another four friendly ships, surely this would be much easier?" 
 
      
 
    "That's true," John admitted. "It would be a lot less dangerous with Flintlock's assistance." 
 
      
 
    "We would have to wait at least another day to synchronise our attack with the other ships,” Alyssa informed them, keeping her voice neutral. “They’re currently repairing the Calypso and the Invictus’ engines have been upgraded, so we’re faster than they are.” Sounding confident, she finished by adding, “If we don’t wait for them, I can get us there in three hours.” 
 
      
 
    "If we wait, that's another day of pirate attacks on innocent people!" Calara protested passionately. 
 
      
 
    John looked at each of the girls in turn. "This is going to be a nasty fight and our lives are going to be in considerable danger. I want you to give me your honest opinion; attack, or wait?" 
 
      
 
    "We strike!" Calara exclaimed, an eager gleam in her dark brown eyes. 
 
      
 
    Sparks glanced at the brunette, then back at John, recalling their earlier conversation. "I think we should attack," she said solemnly. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa knew John's thoughts and agreed with them wholeheartedly. "It's payback time..." she said in a low voice. 
 
      
 
    John nodded his agreement. "Alright, that’s unanimous then. It's judgement day in Chendar." He then leaned forward as he outlined his plan. "Calara I think your original idea is still our best approach. We sneak in under cover of the asteroid belt and perform passive scans of their ships. Anything with heavy life readings we can disable, just in case those ships are holding slaves. We eliminate everything else." 
 
      
 
    Calara turned to look at Alyssa and said, "If we go in with minimal power, we won't have the shields up in the asteroid field. Can you safely navigate us through there?"  
 
      
 
    "Oh please!" Alyssa snorted with a brash grin, waving away Calara's concerns. "It'll be like going for a joyride in a mining cart!" 
 
      
 
    They laughed at her brazen confidence, which helped lighten the mood. 
 
      
 
    John sat up straighter in his chair. "I want you girls to get some rest for a couple of hours."  
 
      
 
    “I’ve still got planning I can be doing!” Calara protested. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa frowned as she replied, “I’m happy to stay here with you.” 
 
      
 
    Sparks looked unhappy too as she blurted out, “There’s still more I want to learn about the Invictus!” 
 
      
 
    He silenced their chorus of objections with a stern look. "It's going to be a tough fight and I want all of you well rested. This isn't up for negotiation." 
 
      
 
    Seeing his determined expression, the three teenagers rose and headed obediently to the elevator. He walked down the steps from the Command Podium to meet them and they each gave him a kiss goodbye.  
 
      
 
    "Now no mischief, get some sleep while you can. You're going to need all your energy," he told them in a no-nonsense tone. 
 
      
 
    The girls laughed and waved him goodbye as the elevator doors shut, hiding them from view. John walked back up to his Command Chair and slumped down, the burden of responsibility weighing heavily on his shoulders. He was going to lead three teenage girls into battle against 20 to 1 odds. He wasn't exaggerating earlier, the girls were absolutely amazing, but was his confidence in them making him take too big a risk? 
 
      
 
    Putting aside his fears for a moment, he contacted Vice Admiral Charles Harris over a secured channel, using the powerful communications relay built into the Invictus. Even using a top of the range Hyper-pulse communicator, it still took a few minutes to establish a connection to his old friend. 
 
      
 
    "John! It's great to hear from you," Charles' friendly voice said, as the image of the distinguished military man filled the view screen. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks Charles, it's good to speak to you too," John replied. 
 
      
 
    "Having problems with the Invictus?" Charles asked with a hint of worry in his voice. 
 
      
 
    John gave him a reassuring smile. "Oh no, nothing like that, the old girl has been amazing. Thanks for those extra modifications you made to the Commander's Quarters by the way."  
 
      
 
    Charles laughed, pleased that John had appreciated his gift. "You're welcome. What did your XO think?" he asked, his eyes twinkling mischievously. 
 
      
 
    "Alyssa liked it very much," John replied, trying not to grin too much. 
 
      
 
    "You lucky rascal, she's one hell of a woman!" Charles exclaimed, whistling appreciatively. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, she's amazing," John concurred. 
 
      
 
    Charles leaned back in his chair and steepled his fingers. "Well, I'm sure you didn't call to tell me about your love life. What can I do for you?"  
 
      
 
    "Two things. Firstly, I need to report some damning evidence of criminal activity by Commander Rupert Grant," John reported, his eyes narrowing in anger. 
 
      
 
    Charles looked thoughtful, and said, "I remember that officer from your report a few weeks ago. What's he done now?" 
 
      
 
    "Assisting piracy, corruption, culpable homicide, treason..." John listed the man's long list of crimes. 
 
      
 
    Charles nodded, a sombre expression on his face as he said, "You better send me what you've got. What's the second thing?" 
 
      
 
    John paused for a moment, before he replied to his old friend, "We're about to assault a pirate base. If we don't make it for any reason, I want you to know all the details." 
 
      
 
    Charles waved a hand dismissively. "The Invictus can handle anything pirates can throw at you. You'll be fine." 
 
      
 
    "They have twenty ex-military vessels and one of them is a heavy cruiser," John told him soberly. 
 
      
 
    "Don't be ridiculous!" Charles scoffed. "No pirate could possibly put together that kind of a fleet." 
 
      
 
    "I'm sending you the details of their full roster of ships," John said, tapping several buttons on his console. "In any case, there's something bigger going on here. Some well-funded group has been bankrolling these pirates, I'm sure of it." 
 
      
 
    "You're serious?!" Charles asked, looking shocked. "You can't face those kind of odds, John! That's suicide!" 
 
      
 
    John smiled confidently, and said, "I've got a hell of a crew." 
 
      
 
    The Vice Admiral paused, his frowning face lined with worry. "Well I wish you luck, but I really hope you don't need it."  
 
      
 
    "We'll see you in a week..." John said, giving his old friend a bold grin. “I hope you’ve got some nice whiskey to celebrate.” 
 
      
 
    "You have some balls!" Charles laughed. "Okay I'll see you then." 
 
      
 
    They ended the call and John was left with his thoughts. Despite his bravado with Charles, he had very conflicted feelings about committing to this battle. His main goal of helping Calara to deal with her past was a very commendable objective, as was eliminating the pirate forces that had caused untold misery to freighter crews for months. However, he knew he’d be relying on Alyssa to fly the Invictus and Calara to man the ship’s guns. Despite their incredible expertise, they were still so young, and burdening them with such huge responsibilities seemed grossly unfair. Although he should have balked at the thought of letting the two girls man his ship into battle, there was an odd sensation in the back of his mind that made him feel surprisingly at ease with the idea... 
 
      
 
    Two hours later, the elevator doors opened and the teenage crewmembers of the Invictus walked back onto the Command Deck, taking their places on the bridge. Alyssa gracefully ascended the command podium, walking up the illuminated set of steps to the Commander's Chair. 
 
      
 
    "Hey handsome," Alyssa said affectionately, giving John a kiss. "We've all just eaten and I thought you might be hungry too.” She presented him with a delicious smelling plate of food, then handed him a bottle of water. 
 
      
 
    John grinned at her in gratitude. "What would I do without you?" 
 
      
 
    He ate as the girls prepared themselves for the upcoming battle and ten minutes later, the Invictus jumped into the outskirts of the Chendar system and left hyper-warp. They could see nothing on the long-range scans but Sparks put all systems on low power except for the engines. Alyssa brought them in closer towards the vast asteroid belts that orbited the star and reduced engine power to minimum thrust as they approached. 
 
      
 
    Thousands of huge rocky asteroids spun and drifted slowly in the field, all that remained of two planetary bodies that had collided millennia ago. Without the Invictus’ shields to protect them, ramming any of these moving hazards could prove fatal to the ship, even accounting for the thick armour plating protecting the hull. Alyssa was confident however and she guided the assault cruiser through the asteroid belt with an agility that one would have thought impossible in a ship that size. Sparks watched in alarm as they seemed to swing perilously close to vast asteroids, but their skilled pilot never wavered and the enormous hunks of rock sailed past harmlessly. Alyssa eventually brought them to a stop inside an impact crater on a behemoth of an asteroid, which spun lazily near the edge of the belt. 
 
      
 
    "That was some very nice flying," John said to Alyssa, impressed by her skills.  
 
      
 
    She smiled back at him proudly. “No problem!” 
 
      
 
    John turned towards the eager Latina next. “Calara, passive scans only, what can you see?"  
 
      
 
    The brunette brought up the tactical map of the Chendar system, showing the Gas mining facility looking like some kind of bloated red spider in the centre of the map. The Invictus was lurking in the bottom right corner, the graphical representation of the assault cruiser partially obscured by the asteroid belt. The rest of the map began to populate, as more information came back from the passive scans. 
 
      
 
    There were three groups of picket ships moving in lazy loops around the outskirts of the pirate base. Five more ships were docked at the base itself and a group of seven were heading out of the system, on a path that would take them fairly near the Invictus' current location in the asteroid belt. All the ships had deactivated transponders, so the identity of each vessel remained a mystery. 
 
      
 
    "Let me see if I can shed more light on the situation," Sparks said with an impish grin, as she began to hack the encryption on the blocked transponders using the same algorithm she had developed earlier. Within moments the tactical map redrew itself, showing the precise identification of each ship. 
 
      
 
    "Very nice!" John said enthusiastically. At a stroke, she had eliminated a huge element of the unknown and it would make planning the rest of the battle incomparably easier. 
 
      
 
    The picket groups each consisted of a frigate with two corvettes and the outbound ships were a destroyer, two frigates and four corvettes. The final group docked at the Gas mining facility was the heavy cruiser, a destroyer and two corvettes. 
 
      
 
    "I thought there were only supposed to be twenty ships? What's that?" Alyssa asked, pointing at a mystery vessel that was docked alongside the heavy cruiser. 
 
      
 
    "I can't hack that code," Sparks admitted. 
 
      
 
    "It's big, whatever it is," Calara replied, looking at the mass readings for the unknown craft. 
 
      
 
    "OK, same plan as before," John said. "We hit that leaving group and smash them as quickly as possible. Once they're all destroyed, we move on to the picket ships. When we lose the element of surprise, I want an active scan of the ships near the pirate’s base." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Commander," the girl's all chorused together, no-one joking now, the stakes too high. 
 
      
 
    Glancing at the Latina, he asked, "Life sign readings from the Passive scans?" 
 
      
 
    "Low on all vessels, except the heavy cruiser and the mystery ship," the brunette responded immediately. 
 
      
 
    "It's time to take out the trash," John said, narrowing his eyes as he stared at the Tactical Map. He felt a surge of relief that they wouldn’t have to worry about innocent victims on the outlying ships. "Weapons hot and shields up! Let's eliminate that first group.” 
 
      
 
    The destroyer was the biggest of those ships, blocky and menacing, it was just over two-hundred-metres in length and sat in the middle of the formation. The frigates were smaller, coming in at approximately half the size and they flanked each side of the command ship. Finally, the four much smaller corvettes ranged out in front of the formation.  
 
      
 
    The Invictus leapt out from the cover of the asteroid and pounced on the departing ships as they cruised by, the pirates oblivious to the danger they were in. Alyssa had waited until the pirate craft had travelled past their position, so when the Invictus surged out, they were directly behind the enemy ships. 
 
      
 
    Calara's right hand triggered the powerful beam lasers and all six hit their targets in the rear. The two frigates didn't have shields active, so the beam lasers cored through their engines, slicing them in half, and punched into the central hulls of the pirate ships. One of the beams penetrated through the entire length of one frigate, vaporising the bridge. The other was hit at a slight angle and two of the beams blasted out of the side, depressurising the ship. Crippled, both frigates began to spin lazily, all engine power destroyed as they continued their forward momentum. 
 
      
 
    "Firing main guns!" Calara announced a second later, her left hand cycling through the weapons. 
 
      
 
    The Invictus trembled with the recoil and the four heavy shells blasted out from the enormous weapons, slamming into the rear of the shieldless destroyer. There was very light armour over the engines and the shells penetrated deep into the hull, before a chain of explosive detonations obliterated the command ship, scattering thousands of chunks of debris in a wide radius. 
 
      
 
    "Nice shooting!" John said, impressed by her uncanny accuracy.  
 
      
 
    Sparks was amazed at the sheer destructive capability they had at their command. Hitting unshielded vessels greatly magnified the effectiveness of their weapons, letting Calara obliterate the unsuspecting pirate forces with ease. 
 
      
 
    The four remaining corvettes did not react immediately as they were caught completely by surprise. By the time two of the Corvettes had begun to take evasive manoeuvres, the beam weapons had cooled and were ready to fire again. Calara caressed the trigger and the six beams blasted out, three per Corvette. The Corvettes had managed to raise their shields, but it did little good and the brilliant beams of energy instantly overloaded them before punching straight through the lightly-armoured hulls. One Corvette exploded a second later, the other had been skewered through the power plant, instantly taking out all power. 
 
      
 
    By the time the last two Corvettes had powered up shields and begun to react, the Invictus was upon them, the laser cannon batteries now in range. Alyssa pushed the nose of their Assault Cruiser down so that they would eventually fly under the fleeing Corvettes and Calara was able to open up with the sixteen top deck laser cannon turrets. Each of the Corvettes was bombarded by an unrelenting hail of laser fire and both exploded seconds after their shields were overwhelmed. 
 
      
 
    "That was outstanding!" John exclaimed, the first contact going better than he could have ever imagined. 
 
      
 
    The girls all grinned up at him, delighted at the one-sided fight. 
 
      
 
    "Time to take out those picket ships," John said, darting a glance at the Tactical Map. The entire fight was over in just under thirty seconds and so far, none of the other ships had reacted to the devastating surprise assault. 
 
      
 
    "One minute until we reach the first group," Alyssa called out, as she brought the Invictus about in a smooth graceful arc to engage its next victims. 
 
      
 
    Finally realising what had happened, the first of the picket groups moved to engage them, seeming unaware at just how heavily outclassed they were. With the pirate vessels heading directly towards them, the Invictus was in firing range within forty seconds. Calara instantly gutted the frigate like a skilled fishwife, the six beam lasers punching through the shields and then slicing the frigate in half.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly shockingly aware of their impending doom, the remaining corvettes turned in an attempt to flee, but they weren’t fast enough to escape the assault cruiser's thirst for blood. Alyssa kept their course steady and on the same plane, so that Calara was able to broadside each routing corvette with twelve laser cannons, the bottom deck turrets also able to add their firepower to the salvo. The terror-stricken pirate crews were killed moments later as each corvette was ripped apart by powerful, military-grade Laser Cannons. 
 
      
 
    "Moving to engage picket group two," Alyssa said confidently, as she pointed the Invictus towards the next three ships. 
 
      
 
    "Picket group three is fleeing!" Sparks gasped, pointing at the third group that was turning in the opposite direction to the Invictus and desperately running for safety. 
 
      
 
    "Let them go," John said, "if we can eliminate the second group quickly enough, we might be able to hit the heavy cruiser while it's still docked." 
 
      
 
    "Thirty seconds until we engage the second picket group," Alyssa noted. 
 
      
 
    John stared at the Tactical Map, his attention drawn to the large vessels by the mining facility. "As soon as we get within range, I want active scans on the heavy cruiser and the mystery ship, Lieutenant."  
 
      
 
    "Yes, Sir!" Calara acknowledged, as she prepared to fire on the last picket group. 
 
      
 
    "What are they thinking?" Sparks wondered aloud, shaking her head in bewilderment at the pirates’ stupidity. The second group came within range of the Invictus and the ship devoured them in coruscating blasts of laser fire.  
 
      
 
    "Active scans, please," John requested. 
 
      
 
    "I'm picking up just over one hundred life signs on the heavy cruiser," Calara said, as she read the report from the scans. "Over five hundred on the other ship."  
 
      
 
    "It looks like most of the slaves have been transferred to our mystery ship," John surmised. 
 
      
 
    He turned to look at his redheaded Chief Engineer. "Sparks, can you bring up an image of the ship please?"  
 
      
 
    "Sure John, there we go!" she said, as an image filled the screen in the centre of the bridge. 
 
      
 
    The mystery vessel was bigger than their cruiser, at well over nine-hundred-metres in length. It had ochre-coloured ribbed plating across the top that bristled with weapons, while the underbelly of the ship was segmented, and bulged with spherical compartments. Sparks thought it looked like some kind of enormous mechanical insect. 
 
      
 
    "Those bastards, how could they?!" John exclaimed, while Calara gasped in horror. 
 
      
 
    Surprised at such a strong reaction from her friends, Alyssa asked in a hushed voice, "What's so bad about that vessel?"  
 
      
 
    "That's a Kirrix hive ship!" Calara blurted out, her voice laden with dread. 
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    "I take it that's bad then?" Sparks asked, startled by John and Calara's shocked reaction to the mystery ship. "Who are the Kirrix exactly?" 
 
      
 
    "They’re kill on sight to all species in the Galactic League," John explained briefly. His mouth twisted with disgust as he continued, "They're a parasitic insectoid species that use other life forms to incubate their young. When their larvae hatch, they eat their way out of their victims!"  
 
      
 
    "I can't believe these pirates would capture slaves for them... That's sickening, even for pirates!" Calara exclaimed, looking appalled. 
 
      
 
    "They must have been getting paid huge sums of money,” John reasoned, glaring at the heavy cruiser. “At least we know how the pirates could afford all these ships...” 
 
      
 
    "It looks like they're making a run for it!" Alyssa warned them, pointing at the Tactical Map.  
 
      
 
    The Kirrix hive ship had undocked from the heavy cruiser and was pulling away from the Gas Mining facility, clearly intending to leave the Chendar system by the closest jump point. Similarly, the heavy cruiser had also disembarked from their base and was turning to run in the opposite direction. As it’s huge engines flared orange and the Stalingrad began to pick up speed, the destroyer and two corvettes changed course to flank it, the remaining pirates attempting to flee from the rampaging Invictus. 
 
      
 
    "We can't let the Kirrix escape!" Calara gasped in desperation. "There's over four hundred captives on board that ship!" 
 
      
 
    "Move to engage the Kirrix, Alyssa," John said, nodding his agreement. He darted a glance at the retreating heavy cruiser and ground his teeth in anger. "We’ve got no choice... we're going to have to let the rest of the Pirates escape.” 
 
      
 
    Sparks turned to her console and her hands flew over the controls. A series of reports appeared in front of her and she leaned forward, staring at them intently. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa changed course to intercept the Kirrix hive ship and the Invictus surged ahead, beginning their frantic pursuit. "Three minutes until we're in range!” 
 
      
 
    "How long until they're far enough away from the planet to jump to hyper-warp?" John asked. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa did a few quick calculations and a worried frown creased her brow. "Five minutes, seven seconds...” 
 
      
 
    "Diverting weapon and shield power to engines!" Sparks declared, swiping her hand across the subsystem distribution hologram floating above her console. 
 
      
 
    The Invictus shuddered as the massive engines throbbed with power and propelled the assault cruiser forward at remarkable speed for a vessel that large. 
 
      
 
    "Two minutes until interception!" Alyssa exclaimed, eyes wide in amazement. "How did you do that, Sparks?!" 
 
      
 
    "I disengaged the safeties,” the redhead replied, seemingly unperturbed by the idea. “We'll be perfectly fine for a few minutes, but if we leave it too long, we risk rupturing the power core.” 
 
      
 
    John, Calara and Alyssa exchanged worried glances.  
 
      
 
    "We'll be fine!" Sparks said with a broad grin. "Trust me." 
 
      
 
    Calara returned her focus to the Tactical readout of the Kirrix hive ship. She counted at least twenty-four turreted weapons on the top deck, each long weapon barrel over twenty-metres in length.  
 
      
 
    "Those are neutron beams!" John warned her, eyeing the insectoid ship warily. "We can't go toe to toe with that kind of firepower." 
 
      
 
    "We'll attack them from below!" Calara said, her eyes narrowing as she studied the design of the Kirrix vessel. "If they change course to try and bring those guns to bear, it'll stop them jumping out of the system." 
 
      
 
    John nodded his agreement and the Invictus charged after the departing alien ship, rapidly closing the gap between them. 
 
      
 
    "One minute until we're in range," Alyssa warned everyone, her eyes riveted to the holographic map in the centre of the Bridge. 
 
      
 
    On the Tactical Overview, the icons depicting the heavy cruiser and its escorts blinked and disappeared as the pirates jumped out of the system. 
 
      
 
    "They got away..." Calara muttered, sounding bitterly disappointed. 
 
      
 
    "Maybe not!" Sparks blurted out, as her hands glided in a blur over the console. 
 
      
 
    John tore his eyes from the hive ship to look at his Chief Engineer. "What do you mean, Sparks?" 
 
      
 
    "Take a look at this!" the redhead exclaimed with a proud grin, stabbing her finger down on a green button. 
 
      
 
    A map of the sector appeared above the Engineering station, large enough so that the rest of the bridge crew could see. The Chendar system was clearly marked, as was a glowing green path leaving the system and headed outbound, with extremely complex calculations flashing alongside the route.  
 
      
 
    "I used the Invictus’ sensors to track them,” the redhead explained, a sparkling gleam in her eyes. “When the pirate ships jumped out, I was able to calculate their flight path. As long as we don't delay too long and they don’t deviate too far from their course, we can chase them and use the ship's Interdictor to pull them out of hyper-warp!” 
 
      
 
    "That's incredible honey, great job!" John grinned at her, sharing a look of delight with Calara. 
 
      
 
    "Nice to finally be able to help out around here!" Sparks said graciously, but she was thrilled that her plan had worked and overjoyed to receive such warm praise from her lover. 
 
      
 
    "We’re nearly on the Kirrix!” Alyssa warned them. “Ten seconds until we're in range." 
 
      
 
    Sparks made some more manipulations to the power distribution hologram that was hovering above her console. "All systems back to normal operating levels," she announced, trying not to sound too relieved. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa pushed the nose down on the Invictus so that they were heading on a trajectory below the Kirrix vessel. The alien ship maintained their current heading, so the assault cruiser was able to slip out of the fire arcs of all but the two rearmost Neutron Beams. As they closed to their own Beam Laser range, the Kirrix ship opened fire, sickly green energy streams lancing out at the Invictus. Somehow Alyssa was able to dodge one of the beams with a slight course correction, but the other hit the shields with a throbbing green glow. 
 
      
 
    "Shields down to 90%, John!" Sparks warned him. "We won't last long if we get hit by too many of those!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa brought the nose of the Invictus up slightly, bringing their Beam Lasers to bear. Calara pulled the trigger and the six beams slashed across the shielding on the alien ship, causing blinding spirals of light as the surging energy was dissipated. 
 
      
 
    Sparks initiated an active scan of the huge alien behemoth, then glanced at the holo-readouts for the hive ship. "Enemy shields still holding!"  
 
      
 
    Dipping the nose of the Invictus again, Alyssa continued on their downward course. They were no longer burning out the engines with that risky burst of extra speed, but their ship was still considerably faster than the lumbering Kirrix craft. The enemy ship fired again, hitting with both beams this time. 
 
      
 
    "Shields down to 70%," Sparks said, starting to look concerned. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, they were now flying directly underneath the alien vessel and its weaponless underbelly was exposed to the topdeck of the assault cruiser. Calara opened up with the Laser Cannons batteries and a cascade of laser blasts ripped into the bottom of the enemy ship, the Kirrix shields blazing brightly as they absorbed dozens of hits. 
 
      
 
    The hive ship’s shields suddenly winked out, overwhelmed by the ferocious barrage of laser fire. With nothing left to stop them, the laser bolts began to strike home on the hull of the Kirrix ship. 
 
      
 
    "Stop firing!" Sparks yelled in alarm, causing the others to look at her in surprise. "The active scan is showing all the humans located in the belly of that ship. If we keep hitting the bottom of those segmented sections, we might kill the captives!" 
 
      
 
    "What are our options, Calara?" John asked the Latina. 
 
      
 
    "I don't have technical readouts for the ship, so I'm not sure where the vulnerable systems are located,” she replied, staring intently at the ochre-coloured hull of the Kirrix ship. Her eyes brightened and she whirled around to grin at him. “I can take out the engines! That’ll stop them escaping!” 
 
      
 
    "Good plan, do it!" John ordered. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Commander", the brunette said, a smile of anticipation on her lovely face. 
 
      
 
    Calara targeted the bulky sections at the rear of the alien ship that were obviously their engines, given away by the ion trails spewing out behind them. The Laser Cannon turrets swung around so that sixteen broad muzzles were pointing towards them and she began to carefully strafe the rear sections of the engines, landing repeated hits and blowing chunks off the armoured engine housing. Finally realising the serious danger presented by the Invictus, the Kirrix abandoned any idea of escaping the system and began to roll the ship to bring their Neutron Beams to bear. 
 
      
 
    "Adjusting course to maintain position!" Alyssa called out as she brought the Invictus around, turning so that they began to gently loop around the alien ship, matching their roll rate. 
 
      
 
    The relentless laser impacts began to take their toll and one of the three Kirrix engines ruptured, spewing smoke and debris out into space. The Kirrix suddenly reversed the direction of their roll and Alyssa had to pull the Invictus’ nose up hard, to avoid flying right over the top of the enemy ship and right into their killing zone. While she managed to avoid sailing straight into the fire arcs of their full battery, they were still exposed to several more Neutron Beams. The Kirrix seized the opportunity to send four throbbing verdant beams at the assault cruiser, three of them scorching their way across the Invictus' shields. 
 
      
 
    "Shields down to 40%!" Sparks shouted in alarm as the shield status display changed from yellow to dark orange. “We can’t let them keep hitting us like that!” 
 
      
 
    "I know, I know!" Alyssa exclaimed, her calm countenance finally shaken. 
 
      
 
    The redhead had been watching the results of the active scans when the Kirrix opened fire on them and she spotted something interesting. Turning in her seat she exclaimed, "There was a power surge when they fired on us!"  
 
      
 
    John’s eyes darted to the holographic representation of the Kirrix vessel, which was now covered by a multi-coloured energy usage overlay. He instantly saw the specific point Sparks had noticed. "Lieutenant, target that rounded section near the rear of the ship on the port side!" he ordered, leaning forward in his seat. 
 
      
 
    "I see it, Commander!" the Latina said, as Alyssa brought the Invictus back in a tight loop so they were pointing directly at the alien ship. 
 
      
 
    Calara pulled the trigger and the six beam lasers sheared the entire bulbous section off the side of the hive ship. The ship's yellowish-brown hull was marked with a glowing wound, the beam gouging deep furrows through the ugly craft. When the bulbous section exploded a few seconds later, the port side was peppered with debris. The Kirrix craft shuddered as if in fear and half the ship went dark, all lighting on the port side extinguished in an instant. 
 
      
 
    "Nice shooting, Lieutenant!" John said, startled by her remarkable pinpoint accuracy. 
 
      
 
    She grinned at him over her shoulder. "No problem, Commander." 
 
      
 
    He pointed at the holographic image of the hive ship. "Now take out the last of those engines!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa executed a deft series of manoeuvres so that the Invictus was now positioned directly under the Kirrix's underbelly again. The loss of the port power distributor had badly affected the hive ship's ability to make rapid directional changes, so it was now easy for her to stay directly beneath them. Calara renewed her assault on the enemy engines, bombarding their armoured hull with a rain of energy blasts from the Invictus’ Laser Cannons. 
 
      
 
    "John, something just launched from the ship!" Sparks called out in warning, zooming in the holo-map so they could see more clearly. 
 
      
 
    John stared at the small shapes on the system map, feeling a sudden shiver of recognition. "Dropships!" he exclaimed, his eyes widening with alarm. "Calara, take them out!" 
 
      
 
    Calara flipped over to the defence grid and the Gatling Lasers started to spin up as they targeted the incoming dropships. Ribbons of laser fire arced out, haloing the Kirrix vessels with strobing flashes of light as they were hit by multiple streams of energy bolts. The shields on the first dropship collapsed and the laser fire punched through the cockpit, sending the small craft spiralling out of control. The second was hit multiple times and dropped the shields, but the armour proved resilient and the dropship was able to weather the storm of laser bolts. It moved around to the flank of the Invictus and began to close in to begin a boarding action. 
 
      
 
    "Sparks, can you fly the Invictus?" John asked bluntly. 
 
      
 
    She did her best to fight down her nerves as she replied, "Nowhere near like Alyssa, but I can keep us out of trouble.” 
 
      
 
    "Good, take control!" he ordered, lurching to his feet and whirling around to face Alyssa. "XO, we need to repel boarders!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded and joined him in dashing down the steps from the Command Podium and running for the elevator. 
 
      
 
    Calara spun her chair right around and caught John’s eye as he waited impatiently for the elevator to arrive. "You've got about thirty seconds until they dock!" 
 
      
 
    He nodded his understanding, then darted into the elevator as soon as the doors opened. It only took them another five seconds to drop to Deck Two and for the doors to reopen, but when every second counted, it felt like a lifetime. John led the way as they raced to their quarters, with Alyssa hot on his heels as they ran for the rifles in their bedroom.  
 
      
 
    "We need armour-piercing not hollow point!" John said to his young companion, as he grabbed a rifle and two magazines of the correct type of caseless ammo from the weapon rack.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded her understanding as she picked up her own rifle and grabbed a couple of magazines of ammunition. The two of them sprinted back to the elevator and John hit the button to take them down to Deck Nine. They used the ten seconds it took for the lift to descend, to slam their magazines home into the bullpup ammo slot and check the weapon sighting. 
 
      
 
    "Kirrix have armoured carapaces," John explained in a rush. "We need the armour-piercing rounds to punch through that, but we can't afford any stray rounds going through the hull, so be very careful!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa checked the ammo counter on the side of the rifle, then met his worried gaze with a look of confidence. "No problem.” 
 
      
 
    The elevator door opened, revealing the lower corridor that ended in the ship’s airlock. John breathed a little easier when he saw that the Kirrix had not yet blasted their way through. 
 
      
 
    "Let's move!" he said and the two of them dashed up the hallway to the outer airlock door, then hugged the walls on either side of the reinforced portal.  
 
      
 
    They could hear heavy clunking on the other side of the airlock as the insectoid soldiers attempted to bash their way through the armoured door.  The two of them shared a glance and Alyssa nodded her readiness as John placed his hand on the DNA reader. The green light flickered across and scanned his DNA, beeping softly in recognition.  
 
      
 
    The airlock door spiralled open, revealing the six-legged creature that was attempting to bash through the door with its heavy scythe-like claws. It lurched forward, the momentum from its missed blow toppling it forwards to sprawl on the deck. If insectoid faces could show surprise, this one would have been utterly astonished. Alyssa whirled and followed its motion as it fell forward to the floor, firing a burst into its armoured head at point blank range. Green ichor spurted outwards from the wound, as the rounds bored through its brain. 
 
      
 
    John swung into the open doorway and began to fire short bursts into the tightly packed insectoid soldiers. It was like shooting fish in a barrel and the interior of the Kirrix dropship echoed with high pitched death squeals, as viscous green fluid gouted from fatal wounds. One of the Kirrix managed to fire his rifle in return, but John ducked for cover and the sickly-green blast went wide of the mark, gouging a wicked gash out of the metal wall behind him.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa shot the insectoid soldier in the head, her armour-piercing rounds punching into the Kirrix soldier's compound eye and through its brain. The bullets bounced off the armour-plated rear of its skull, not having enough stopping power to penetrate two sets of armoured hide, but the ricocheting rounds further shredded the interior of its cranium. Utterly dead, the hulking insect crashed to the floor in a heap of chitinous limbs. 
 
      
 
    The Kirrix dropship pilot had been intending to join the boarding party, but it frantically tried to return to the cockpit when the accursed humans massacred its podmates. The last thing it felt was a sharp pain to the back of its skull as Alyssa shot it in the head, spraying the cockpit in green blood. 
 
      
 
    A few of the insectoid soldiers twitched feebly, badly wounded but not quite dead, until John executed each of them with a single round to the head. 
 
      
 
    "That'll teach you to try and board a Marine's ship!" he muttered indignantly. 
 
      
 
    "What should we do about this dropship?" Alyssa asked him, waving a hand at the ochre interior of the Kirrix vessel. "We can't jump into hyper warp with it attached..."  
 
      
 
    "Shut the airlock and disengage the docking clamps I guess?" John said, wondering why she was asking. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa took a long look at the controls, a thoughtful expression on her face. "This looks pretty straightforward to fly, I could land it in the hangar bay if you like?" 
 
      
 
    "Sure, if you want," John replied. "At the very least Sparks can take a look at some new alien tech." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa gave him an eager grin. "Okay! You seal the Invictus’ airlock, then open the Hangar doors. I'll bring the dropship around." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, ma'am!" John replied with a smile and moved to follow her instructions. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa stepped over the mangled Kirrix pilot and wiped his brain matter from the control surface. She pushed a couple of buttons that sealed the dropship's airlock, disengaged the docking clamps, and fired up the engines. Taking hold of the flight stick, she found she could operate it reasonably well, even though it was designed for an arthropod forelimb.  
 
      
 
    She gently eased the dropship away from the docking collar on the Invictus' airlock, then rotated the ship cleanly so that it was facing the Hangar Bay. Doing her best to be patient, she waited for the Invictus’ enormous hangar door to rise into the ceiling, then cautiously nudged the Kirrix dropship inside. The alien craft was enveloped by the pressurised force field sealing the hangar door and she brought the ship down to land in the middle of the cavernous room, the hull doors sliding closed as soon as she was clear. She opened the airlock, powered the small ship down, then left to go and meet up with John again. 
 
      
 
    He was waiting for her outside the dropship and greeted her with a smile. "Nice flying honey" he said, moving forward to give her a kiss. He looked surprised when she raised a hand to stop him. 
 
      
 
    "You're covered in green goo!" Alyssa protested and pointed at the alien blood that had splashed over his face. She gave him a flirtatious smile as she added, "You need a shower first, then you can kiss me as much as you like!” 
 
      
 
    “I might have to take you up on that," he said, returning her smile. "First, let's see what's happening on the Bridge." 
 
      
 
    They rode up in the elevator and stepped out on to the Command Deck a few moments later. 
 
      
 
    "How are you two doing?" John asked the young women in charge of his ship. "Everything okay up here?" 
 
      
 
    "All engines on the Kirrix hive ship destroyed, Commander!" Calara informed him, her brown eyes gleaming with pride. 
 
      
 
    "Very nice,” John said with an appreciative smile. "They’re totally immobilised now?" 
 
      
 
    "They aren't going anywhere!"  she said, her face lighting up with a broad grin. "We're safe now too. The Invictus is parked beneath them, clear of their firing arcs." 
 
      
 
    "I'm recharging shields again, John. We're back up to 62%!" Sparks chimed in, sounding greatly relieved. 
 
      
 
    John climbed up the steps towards his Command Chair. "Great job, the pair of you." 
 
      
 
    "What happened with the boarding party and why is your face covered in green goop?" Sparks asked him, her nose wrinkling in distaste. 
 
      
 
    "They were no match for our surprise counter-attack," Alyssa said, flashing a grin at John as she joined him on the Command Podium. "They messed with the wrong marine, right handsome?" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I'm wearing Kirrix at the moment," he said with a grin, wiping his face for emphasis. He glanced up at the holographic Tactical Map, his eyes lingering on the bulbous segmented Kirrix vessel. "I'm afraid we're not done yet, honey. We're going to have to go in and save those captives."  
 
      
 
    Alyssa gave him a nonchalant shrug. "We slaughtered that last bunch, this should be a breeze."  
 
      
 
    "We had all the odds stacked in our favour, those bugs had no chance," John said solemnly, turning to look at the confident blonde. "If we board their ship, we're going to be heavily outnumbered and we won't have the advantage of surprise. It could get really nasty.” 
 
      
 
    "We have to do something though," Calara interjected. "We can't leave the prisoners to die like that! You've seen the vids, right?" 
 
      
 
    John nodded, the look of revulsion on his face clearly showing his feelings on the matter. 
 
      
 
    "What vids?" Sparks asked, her curiosity piqued. 
 
      
 
    "It's part of the Xeno-familiarisation training at the Terran Federation Academy," Calara explained. "The last time we stopped a Kirrix incursion, they took videos of what they found aboard their ships..." She paused, recalling the horrific images and looking sickened. "No-one should die like that!” 
 
      
 
    "Maybe we could still hold the element of surprise," Alyssa said thoughtfully, tapping her finger against her chin. 
 
      
 
    "How so?" John asked, wondering what his devious Executive Officer might have thought up now. 
 
      
 
    "The dropship," Alyssa suggested, her bright blue eyes sparkling in the light. "The Kirrix won't know we've captured it and we can just fly back, dock with them and then sneak inside!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh, that's very good," John said with a sly grin. 
 
      
 
    "Do you want either of us to come with you?" Sparks asked, looking nervous. 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. "No, I need you two here on the Bridge to cover our butts!"  
 
      
 
    John wasn't being completely truthful. Neither the redhead nor the brunette had much firearms training and he didn't want to expose them to any unnecessary danger. The other important factor was the effortless coordination he’d built up with Alyssa. They synergised so well together that she worked with him like an extension of his own will, and if he was being honest, her shooting skills probably surpassed his own. He glanced over at the stunningly beautiful blonde who was ever-present at his side, knowing she would be listening to his thoughts. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa gave him a tight smile, nodding slightly to show she agreed wholeheartedly with his decision. 
 
      
 
    "You can count on us," Sparks said, heaving a sigh of relief. She never liked bugs much, given her daily exposure to the insidious plagues of cockroaches on Karron. The thought of facing eight-foot-tall, heavily-armoured homicidal ones left her quaking in her boots. 
 
      
 
    "I'll contact you if the situation changes up here, Commander," Calara informed him, throwing him a respectful salute. 
 
      
 
    "We'll be back soon. Stay safe you two," John said, as he and Alyssa strode back to the elevator to return to their quarters. 
 
      
 
    John washed the sticky green blood off his face, then went to join Alyssa to get geared up. They put on their combat armour and collected several more magazines of armour-piercing rounds, which they attached to their utility harnesses. John also collected a few of the grenades he had picked up from the Griffon that he hadn't used yet. He had just finished attaching the last of them securely to his harness, when Alyssa leaned in and gave him a big kiss. 
 
      
 
    "I owed you that one from earlier!" she said with a mischievous grin. 
 
      
 
    John laughed then rolled his eyes at his own behaviour. "Look at me laughing...” he said incredulously, a broad smile on his face. “You'd never think we were about to storm a Kirrix hive ship!" 
 
      
 
    They headed down to the Hangar Bay and approached the parked Kirrix dropship. It was a yellow-brown colour with a number of bulky pods at the back and sides, and a bulbous armoured cockpit at the front. It looked like some kind of sickly insect to Alyssa and she decided she was definitely not a fan of the Kirrix style of ship design. 
 
      
 
    "We better haul out those dead bugs," John said, frowning at the tangled mass of Kirrix corpses. "We don't want to risk tripping on body parts if we have to make a fast exit." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded ruefully and they put aside their rifles so that they could haul out the insectoid corpses. The Kirrix were big, bulky, and very scary looking, with their six limbs, segmented bodies and frightening compound eyes over sharp mandibles. Fortunately, their chitinous frames were deceptively light, so John and Alyssa were able to quickly remove all ten of the dead soldiers and stack them in a pile. The decapitated pilot was the cherry on top of an invertebrate cake. 
 
      
 
    They left the Kirrix weapons stacked neatly to the side. The Kirrix soldiers had been using an array of bizarre looking pistols and rifles. 
 
      
 
    "What type of weapons are those?" Alyssa asked, squatting down beside the alien weapons. 
 
      
 
    "The small ones are Neutron blasters, the long ones with the side mounted grip are Neutron rifles," he explained. "They’re vicious weapons and hurt like hell if you get hit by one." 
 
      
 
    "Perhaps I'll give that a miss then," Alyssa said, glancing up at him and grinning. 
 
      
 
    John smiled and offered her a hand. She rose to her feet and they collected their assault rifles before boarding the dropship. Alyssa sat in the pilot's seat and fired up the engines, while John used a device built into his armoured vambrace to remotely open the hangar bay doors. The ship lifted smoothly off the deck under Alyssa's skilful control and they glided out of the hangar as though she had been flying Kirrix craft all her life. She banked and pulled up, pointing the nose of the dropship towards the sinister-looking hive ship. 
 
      
 
    "Any idea where their hangar is?" she asked, studying the strange design of the Kirrix vessel. 
 
      
 
    "There in the middle, aim for those big slots in the side.” 
 
      
 
    The dropship drew closer towards the much bigger alien vessel like a bee returning to its hive. They received no incoming fire from defence grid weaponry, so John figured that the Kirrix must have fallen for Alyssa's cunning ruse. The console flashed as they approached, which John could only assume was some kind of incoming hail, but they decided it was probably best to let that one go unanswered. 
 
      
 
    They entered the hangar slot for the hive ship unchallenged and Alyssa carefully glided into the big open hangar bay without causing suspicion. The hive ship was brightly lit by glowing hexagonal walls that surrounded the entire bay, all throbbing with a strange pulsating luminescence. The hexagonal panels directly in front of them were all dimmed, which were located on the port side of the ship. Figures swarmed over another dropship – which John guessed were probably ground crew – while a squad of ten more Insectoid shock troops marched down from an overhead ramp to get ready to board the transport. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa gently rotated their dropship as they glided forward on their final approach to an unoccupied landing pad. As the marching soldiers swung into view, Alyssa pulled the trigger on the odd shaped Joystick and twin streams of green energy bolts blasted out and scythed enfilade through the lined-up Kirrix soldiers. Their chitinous bodies exploded as they were hit by the powerful energy pulses, showering limbs, antenna, and pieces of armoured exoskeleton all over the Hangar. The Insectoid forces were caught completely by surprise and by the time the survivors tried to react, they were picked off by a second deadly volley of accurate neutron bolts. 
 
      
 
    "Oops!" Alyssa exclaimed, holding her hand over her open mouth in mock surprise. 
 
      
 
    John arched an eyebrow. "What happened to stealthy?"  
 
      
 
    "Sorry John, I'm still learning the ship. Accidents will happen!" the mischievous blonde informed him. 
 
      
 
    She continued her sweeping turn until she faced the ground crew, who were desperately trying to get the other dropship operational. Alyssa pulled the trigger again and the Heavy Neutron guns on her hijacked craft opened up, blowing apart their segmented arthropod bodies and devastating the landed dropship. The repeated neutron impacts knocked it on its side and the yellow-brown hull of the ship began to smoulder in several places. 
 
      
 
    "Very nice..." John said, surveying the carnage. One of the wounded Kirrix troopers was dragging itself off the bloodbath on the gantry, but none were still standing. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa carefully set their dropship down on the centre of the landing pad and then pushed a button that caused the airlock doors to slide apart.  
 
      
 
    "Let's move out" John said, leading the way out of the back of the ship. He glanced around the glowing hexagonal tiled room and noted three ways to leave the hangar. Up the gantry and then through doors at the top of an overhead walkway, or through ornate arches at either end of the hangar. He stopped for a moment to get his bearings. 
 
      
 
    "Which way?" Alyssa asked, before bringing her rifle to her shoulder and firing a burst into the chest of the wounded shock trooper who was attempting to stand up. The Kirrix soldier fell to the floor, its chitinous limbs thrashing wildly before it finally lay still. 
 
      
 
    "All the human life readings were that way," John said, pointing to the archway closest to them. He readied his rifle and led them out of the room. 
 
      
 
    They entered a wide corridor that continued the odd hexagonal tiling in the hangar bay. Each tile pulsed with light and the lighting in the hall throbbed, as though in time with the hive ship's pulse. They occasionally passed sealed doorways, but there were no sounds coming from within the adjoining rooms, so John led them deeper into the ship, hoping to maintain some element of surprise. The corridor ended in a set of ornate double doors, so they darted up to them and prepared themselves to storm through. John listened intently, but all he could hear was an odd chirruping noise, so he cautiously eased the door open while Alyssa covered him with her rifle. 
 
      
 
    The big door swung open smoothly and the disconcerting chirruping noise intensified. It seemed to fluctuate, getting alternately louder then softer, sounding utterly alien and extremely creepy. Now that the door was open, they could see that they were looking at a hexagonal shaped room. There was a curving ramp that led both upwards and downwards and the strange chirruping noise seemed to be coming from the lower depths of the ship. 
 
      
 
    *The life readings all came from the lower decks, so I guess we go down,* John thought to Alyssa, allowing them to maintain their silence. 
 
      
 
    She nodded her agreement and followed as he began to lead them down the curving walkway. It spiralled downwards a good three or four full rotations around the central axis, before they finally reached the bottom. The ramp opened out into a large room that had a big set of double doors at the end, with smaller entrances on the flanking walls, the entire right hand side darkened after the loss of power.  
 
      
 
    An upraised curved dais sat in the centre of the room, with a bulky six-limbed Kirrix drone operating hexagonal buttons on the odd-looking console. Before they could react, John's communicator watch flashed with an incoming call. Unfortunately, the Kirrix noticed the flash of light and looked up, spotting them. It pushed some kind of button in front of it and the hexagonal tiled walls started to glow red instead of white, plunging the room into crimson-shaded gloom. A strange shrill squawking noise blared out and reverberated around the chamber, echoing ominously. 
 
      
 
    John raised his rifle and fired a burst, but the insectoid moved with a speed that belied its size and it leapt for cover. It ducked behind the dais and began to take potshots at them with a Neutron blaster. Feeling exposed in the middle of the room, John sprinted forward, whilst Alyssa dropped to a crouch. Seeing the charging human, the Kirrix reared up to take a shot at him, only for its head to be ripped apart by armour-piercing rounds as Alyssa opened fire. 
 
      
 
    The scratchy sounds of many clawed feet began to make their way into the room, coming from both side doors. Alyssa and John jumped up onto the dais and ducked behind the long, oddly shaped console that surrounded the upraised platform. Keeping their heads down, they stayed out of sight as two squads of insectoid soldiers appeared from each hallway. There were six Kirrix soldiers per squad, each group led by a hulking Overseer insect. John furtively passed one of his grenades to Alyssa, taking another for himself as he began a mental countdown. 
 
      
 
    *3.* 
 
    *2.* 
 
    *1.* 
 
    *Go!* 
 
      
 
    They both lobbed their grenades in nice gentle arcs, so that they landed right at the segmented legs of the alert bug troopers. John and Alyssa ducked down, hugging the console wall and covered their ears in preparation for the upcoming explosions. Neutron weapon fire zapped overhead for a second before two tremendous detonations blasted through the room, the noise deafening even with their ears muffled. John cautiously lifted his head and glanced over the wall at the two groups of soldiers in the aftermath of their grenade strike.  
 
      
 
    Each Kirrix patrol had been ripped apart by the powerful grenades. The doorways were blackened, scorched, ruins with billowing black smoke pouring out of the incinerated tiling. A few shattered tiles sheared off the wall and clanged noisily to the floor. The Kirrix forces had been annihilated by the powerful explosives, their chitinous appendages blasted all over the floor and viscous green liquid sprayed all over the walls. Miraculously, one of the bulky Overseer bugs was still moving, even though it had lost two of its leg limbs. It screeched a piercing squeal of rage as it tried to level its Neutron rifle in their direction, firing wildly through its pain. John and Alyssa both opened up on it, sending round after round into its armoured body. It took an alarming number of bullets to finally stop it twitching, the tough insectoid able to withstand a surprising amount of punishment. 
 
      
 
    They reloaded their assault rifles and prepared to move out again, neither seeing nor hearing any further signs of reinforcements. John's watch communicator flashed again, forgotten in the excitement of the combat. 
 
      
 
    "Yes Lieutenant, what's the problem?" John said, fighting hard to keep any irritation out of his voice. The brunette had no way of knowing how much danger she had accidentally just put them in. 
 
      
 
    Calara's holographic face gave grinned at him with excitement. “We've got company!" 
 
      
 
    "What, more pirates?" John asked in alarm, wondering why Calara would be happy about that. 
 
      
 
    "No, it's a friendly! Its Captain Flintlock and the Indomitable.” 
 
      
 
    "Can you put me through to him please?" John asked, unable to directly contact the other ship using his watch.  
 
      
 
    Calara nodded eagerly and her image disappeared from view, to be replaced by the frowning face of Captain Flintlock a few seconds later. 
 
      
 
    "Commander Blake! What's going on here?! Either I’m going mad, or that's a Kirrix hive ship!" he blurted out, shock clearly showing on his older features. 
 
      
 
    "The pirates were selling slaves to the Kirrix! We're aboard now, trying to rescue the Terran captives," John quickly explained. 
 
      
 
    "Do you need reinforcements?" the Captain asked, his expression grim.  
 
      
 
    "Yes please, liaise with my Tactical Officer and she'll apprise you of the current situation," John said, while keeping a careful eye on the doors ahead of them. 
 
      
 
    "John, we've got company!" Alyssa said, as the sounds of more clawed feet came from the ramp behind them. 
 
      
 
    "Got to go, Captain!" John said in a rush, closing the call as Captain Flintlock saluted him goodbye. 
 
      
 
    He dodged behind the oddly shaped console, being careful not to trip over the insectoid operator Alyssa had gunned down minutes before. Another squad of Kirrix troopers marched down the ramp, followed from behind by a looming Overseer. As soon as John and Alyssa could see the segmented feet of the insectoid forces, they opened fire, armour piercing rounds scything through the legs of the alien troops.  
 
      
 
    The Kirrix couldn't actually see what was firing at them, coming down the ramp as they were. Those first few had their legs shot out from under them and slid unceremoniously down the ramp, taking hits to their armoured thoraxes as John strafed them with bullets. The remaining two soldiers and the overseer rushed down the ramp, and charged into the room, heads tilted sideways so that they could see what was attacking them.  
 
      
 
    One of the bugs was shot in the face by Alyssa and it collapsed in a heap, killed instantly. The other began to return fire, causing her to duck behind cover as accurate neutron blasts began to impact the console where her head had been. John emerged from cover on the other side and fired the last few rounds of his magazine into the chest of the angry insect, causing it to slump over to its side with an inhuman shriek.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa slammed in another magazine and popped up again, preparing to fire at the Overseer, but her timing was unlucky and a shot from its neutron rifle struck her right shoulder. The young blonde woman was knocked backwards and she dropped to the floor, screaming with pain.  
 
      
 
    John glanced at her in panic, but wasn’t able to tell how badly she’d been hit. He’d already reloaded, so he flipped the selector switch to full auto, targeting the ugly overseer's underbelly in his sights and held down the trigger. The muzzle climb from firing so many rounds walked his shots up from segmented belly to chitinous head and John emptied his entire magazine into the bug that had dared to wound his woman. The Overseer slumped over, its ruined body gouting green ichor all over the floor as its perforated torso sprayed blood around the room. Satisfied that he had killed it, John leaned down at Alyssa's side to check to see if she was ok. 
 
      
 
    "How bad is it, honey?" he asked, trying to stay calm. 
 
      
 
    She looked up at him bravely and removed her hand from her shoulder. "Not too bad,” she said grimacing. “The shot punched through my armour and grazed my arm, but it really fucking hurts!” 
 
      
 
    John nodded his understanding and helped her to her feet. "Are you able to continue?" he asked with concern. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, it was just a nasty shock," she replied, standing stoically despite the pain. "It’s wearing off a bit now, let's keep going." 
 
      
 
    John reloaded his rifle and they cautiously approached the big doors at the back of the room. He pressed the hexagonal button on the side and the solid doors ground open slowly, the strange chirruping sound getting much louder. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa grimaced in annoyance, wincing at the loud, irritating sound. "What the hell’s making all that noise?" 
 
      
 
    "Them..." John muttered in disgust, looking into the room beyond.  
 
      
 
    The nesting room had hundreds of hexagonal alcoves set into the wall on either side, the ones on the right cast in shadow. They could see strange writhing shapes in each of the alcoves, the Kirrix grubs all adding to the horrible chirping cacophony, as automated chitinous arms dropped pieces of flesh into their waiting maws. 
 
      
 
    Movement in the centre of the room snapped them both out of their revulsion at the scene in front of them and an enormous multi limbed horror turned to face them. 
 
      
 
    "What the fuck is that?!" Alyssa gasped in alarm, at the twelve limbed fourteen-foot-tall monstrosity that lurked in the middle of the chamber. 
 
      
 
    "It's a Kirrix Broodmother!" John exclaimed, his eyes widening at the sight. Dropping into a crouch, he yelled, "Aim for its eyes!” 
 
      
 
    Copying him, Alyssa dropped to one knee and sighted her scope’s crosshairs on the two sets of compound eyes on the Broodmother’s large, bulbous, yellowy-brown head. The pair of them opened fire and the Broodmother reared back in pain as round after round slammed into its sensitive eyes. The insectoid beast brought two sets of huge armoured foreclaws up to protect its face and bullets began to ricochet off the tough armour plating. 
 
      
 
    The massive creature stood up on its six legs and began to lumber towards them relentlessly.  
 
      
 
    "What now?" Alyssa cried out in alarm. 
 
      
 
    "Aim for joints, any place where the armour is weaker!" John said, following his own advice. 
 
      
 
    The two of them began to walk fire over the Kirrix abomination, shooting at knees, elbows, feet and hands. One of Alyssa's shots blew out a knee, spurting green blood over the walls, while a shot from John took out a foot, causing the Broodmother to skid in the slippery green ichor. Still it kept coming, screeching in fury. 
 
      
 
    They both emptied their magazines, incapacitating two more legs and forcing the Broodmother to crawl forward using two of its foreclaws for support. 
 
      
 
    "Now!" John shouted as he slammed a fresh magazine into his rifle. "Go for the eyes!" 
 
      
 
    The two of them stood up and slowly backed away as they sprayed bullets into the face of the Broodmother. With only two foreclaws to protect its head, rounds began to strike home, hitting it in the eyes and even shooting off a quivering antenna. It finally got within striking range and lashed out with a six-foot-long scythed claw, forcing John to leap to the side to avoid being eviscerated by the razor-sharp chitin blade. Unfortunately for the Broodmother, this left its head completely exposed and Alyssa fired the entire clip into its face. 
 
      
 
    Shuddering, the hulking beast slumped to its side, letting out a croaking inhuman death rattle. 
 
      
 
    John looked up at Alyssa from where he had dived across the floor and he grinned at her victoriously. She returned the grin as she reloaded her weapon. 
 
      
 
    "Only one mag left," she warned him. 
 
      
 
    He checked his utility harness and found one last magazine which he loaded into his rifle. "Yeah me too...” 
 
      
 
    They gingerly stepped around the huge bullet-ridden corpse of the Broodmother and headed into the big chamber in front of them. Walking through the nesting room, they passed row after row of Kirrix grubs, not wanting to know what provided the flesh the hideous creatures were devouring. They finally reached the back of the chamber and a corridor led away from the room, ending in another set of doors.  
 
      
 
    John and Alyssa jogged down the corridor, wondering what horrors might lay in wait in the next room. With the blonde covering him, John cautiously opened the doors, only to be met with the sound of a horrible wailing human scream. Glancing at each other nervously, they moved through the door into the next chamber and realised they had reach the heart of the horrifying Kirrix nest. This huge room was stacked floor to ceiling along the sides with chitinous cages, terrified Terran prisoners locked within. They overlooked a scene of nightmares... 
 
      
 
    Three naked Terran prisoners were restrained on a round platform in the centre of the room. The first, a man, was slumped over unconscious with drool falling from his mouth and his bloated stomach pulsing as rounded shapes writhed within his abdomen. The second was a woman, screaming in fear and looking on in horror at her shipmate. 
 
      
 
    The third figure was another woman, her body obscured by the hulking insectoid form that hovered above her. It was over ten feet tall and had six limbs, four of which were holding its body up above her and the last set holding the woman it had mounted in place below it. A large bulbous segment grew out of its lower body which ended with an ovipositor, that was shoved deep inside the prostrate figure below. The woman was crying and groaning in horrified revulsion, as small spheres passed down through the pulsating transparent section at the back of the creature and were pushed inside her tightly packed ass, her midsection bloating obscenely to accommodate the Kirrix eggs. 
 
      
 
    "Holy fuck!" Alyssa gasped in shock at the sickening sight. 
 
      
 
    "It's the Hivelord!" John said grimly. "Aim for the back, it’s unarmoured there!" 
 
      
 
    The two of them dropped to one knee and began to open fire on the grotesque abomination. Rounds punched straight through the Hivelord’s unarmoured abdomen, spraying green blood and entrails out of the side of the creature. The Hivelord screeched in pain and fury, then pulled its ovipositor out of its victim with a sickening plop. It whirled around to face them, its mouth opened wide to bellow its rage, only for Alyssa to blast the creature right between the jaws, her armour-piercing rounds shooting through its mouth and punching into the nerve clusters at the back that led up to its brain. The Hivelord staggered to one side, crippled by the deadly shots, and crashed to the floor in a tangle of twitching chitinous limbs. 
 
      
 
    "That was a hell of a shot!" John congratulated the young woman, amazed at her uncanny accuracy. 
 
      
 
    She grinned at him and tipped an imaginary hat, making him chuckle. They stood and cautiously walked into the room, looking for any more hostile aliens, but finding that they were now alone with the captured Terrans. Pleas for help and desperate cries to be released began to echo around the chamber, as the terrified prisoners realised that against all odds, they had been saved by these two unknown heroes. 
 
      
 
    "We'll get you out, don't worry," Alyssa called out loudly, trying to make herself heard above the frightened voices. 
 
      
 
    John found a nearby console that operated the cages and began to open the chitin doors one by one. The prisoners within began to climb down the ladders that led up to each cage, all desperate hurry to leave this horrible place. John directed a small group of people to help the abused victims on the central platform and after five minutes, all the prisoners had congregated fearfully in front of their two saviours.  
 
      
 
    "Now follow behind us," John ordered, his voice strong and confident. "We'll lead you out." 
 
      
 
    They began to trace their way back up to the hangar, passing through the deafening wall of sound in the Kirrix nest and then up the ramps that led to the upper decks. As they reached the long corridor that would eventually lead them to the hangar, John's sensitive ears began to hear the distant sound of gunfire ahead of them. Recognising the distinctive retort of Terran Federation assault rifles, he led Alyssa at a hurried pace to see what was happening.  
 
      
 
    John walked through the ornate archway that led into the huge hangar and realised they had stumbled into the aftermath of a pitched battle. Parked in the middle of the hangar was a bulky Terran transport and a heavily armed gunship hovered nearby, facing the other side of the Hangar. Armoured Terran troopers had fanned out in a firing line and were gunning down the remnants of a Kirrix force that had attempted to storm their landing site. The hexagonal tiled wall opposite was a mosaic of green blood and ichor, the corpses of bullet ridden Kirrix soldiers slumped where they had fallen prey to the accurate fire from the marines. It had not all gone the human’s way however and over a dozen Terran troopers either lay dead, or writhing in agony from Neutron weapon hits. 
 
      
 
    An armoured soldier was standing next to the transport, issuing curt commands to a couple of attentive officers. One of the officers saw John and Alyssa and pointed them out to the figure, who whirled around to face them. The stern-faced man strode purposefully towards them, the eagle insignia on his shoulder pad informing John that this was the leader of the Marine troopers.  
 
      
 
    "Commander Paul Richards TFMC," the grizzled veteran informed John as he reached the doorway and saluted respectfully. 
 
      
 
    "Commander John Blake, TFMC – retired," John replied, smiling as he returned the salute. 
 
      
 
    The marine commander gave him a grim smile. "Not much of a retirement, John."  
 
      
 
    "I don't know, it has its perks," John replied, as he glanced at Alyssa. 
 
      
 
    "You've done a hell of a thing stopping these Kirrix. We saw your handiwork in the hangar when we landed," Commander Richards said, clearly impressed. "Where's the rest of your team? Not too many losses I hope?" 
 
      
 
    "It was just the two of us," John replied nonchalantly. "We've taken out the hive guard, the Broodmother and the Hivelord and we’ve got several hundred freed captives in need of an evac. Any chance you can help us out?" 
 
      
 
    "You're kidding, right?!" Commander Richards exclaimed, gaping in disbelief at John and the teenage girl at his side. He looked over their shoulder at the huddled throng of humanity massed behind them, with many more still pouring out of the tunnel entrance. 
 
      
 
    John shook his head, and smiled at Alyssa with pride. 
 
      
 
    "Well, God Damn!" The Marine Commander exclaimed, before he burst out laughing. He studied them with a wistful look in his eyes. "What I could do with a few squads of troopers like you two!"  
 
      
 
    "Can we leave you to mop up here and look after these prisoners?" John asked politely. "We need to hurry if we’re going to catch the pirate leader who sold all these people to the Kirrix.” 
 
      
 
    Paul looked at him in stunned amazement. Bursting into another round of booming laughter, he asked, "Are you off to fight the war with the Kintark single-handed as well?" 
 
      
 
    “Not right now,” John replied with a grin. “Just hunting a pirate heavy cruiser.” 
 
      
 
    "Go, we'll take care of things here," the Marine commander said, once he had stopped laughing. "I'm just glad you're on my side!" 
 
      
 
    The two men shook hands firmly and John led Alyssa back to their captured Kirrix dropship, watching as Commander Richards established control over the scene. The no-nonsense Commander began to bellow orders and several senior NCOs immediately rushed to start giving directions and support to the freed prisoners. 
 
      
 
    John followed Alyssa aboard the dropship and the young blonde fired up the ship's engines. Once she had sealed the airlock behind them, she took off and gently pirouetted the dropship around to face the hangar exit. She powered up the engines and they swept out into space, leaving the Kirrix hive ship behind them.  
 
      
 
    John used his communicator to let Calara know they were safe, the gorgeous brunette's concerned face filling the holo-image once again. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, thank goodness!" she exclaimed, her voice wracked with worry. "Are you both okay?" 
 
      
 
    "Alyssa took a minor hit to the shoulder, but she’s alright,” John replied, glancing at the blonde. 
 
      
 
    "Thank God for that!" Calara replied, sighing with relief. 
 
      
 
    "We'll be there soon," John said, his tone calm and reassuring. "You did a hell of a thing today, Lieutenant. We rescued all those prisoners!" 
 
      
 
    Calara looked back at him and smiled proudly. "See you both soon," she said and blew him a kiss. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa brought the dropship around to the side of the Invictus and as soon as John had opened the hull doors, she eased it into the Hangar Bay and shut down the power. They disembarked as quickly as possible, eager to leave Kirrix technology and the blood-soaked ship behind them.  As they left the hangar, they passed a couple of cleaning robots who had stopped at the pile of Kirrix corpses, appearing unsure how to proceed. The automatons eagerly began to clean up their bloody green footprints instead, their boots leaving a trail of insectoid gore. Having pity on the cleaning robots, John and Alyssa left their bloodied armour in a pile in the Hangar bay to collect and clean later, rather than tracking blood all over the spotlessly clean ship.  
 
      
 
    John looked at the ammo counter on his Assault rifle, the digital readout showing him that he had fifteen rounds left. Alyssa showed him her own rifle with a wry smile, the readout cheerfully displaying that she had nine remaining bullets.  
 
      
 
    "Thank goodness for Commander Richards," John said, shaking his head at how close they came to disaster. 
 
      
 
    After unloading the magazines, they checked the safety and left their weapons next to the piles of armour. They took the elevator up to the Bridge and as soon as the door opened, Calara and Sparks dashed over to meet them. John swept them into his arms and hugged them both with relief. 
 
      
 
    Before they could start congratulating each other on their extraordinary victory, the comm-interface above his console began to chime, indicating they had an incoming call. John darted up the illuminated steps to the Command Podium and answered the hail. 
 
      
 
    Captain Flintlock's face filled the vid-screen in the bridge. "Commander Blake! I've just spoken to my Marine Commander and he told me quite a tale," the older naval captain said, looking amazed if a little incredulous. "I've never known Commander Richards to exaggerate, but he tells me you took out the Hivelord, the Broodmother and scores of Kirrix troops, while managing to rescue several hundred captives?" 
 
      
 
    John darted a smile at Alyssa. "Yes, that about sums it up."  
 
      
 
    "Not only that," Captain Flintlock continued. "My crew tell me you destroyed thirteen pirate vessels before taking on and disabling the Kirrix Hive ship!" 
 
      
 
    "It's been a busy day," John said, in a fine example of understatement. 
 
      
 
    Captain Flintlock laughed out loud. "I'd say it has, Commander!" he said in wonder. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks for sending in the reinforcements," John said nodding to the older man appreciatively. "How did you get here so quickly though? I thought you were going to wait and repair the Calypso?" 
 
      
 
    "I received orders from Vice-Admiral Harris to get to the Chendar system immediately," the Captain explained. "I left the rest of the patrol behind to assist the Calypso and we headed here as fast as we could." 
 
      
 
    "Well I hate to leave you to clean up this mess, but we want to finish off the last of the pirates," John said, giving the man an apologetic smile. 
 
      
 
    "It's my pleasure Commander," Captain Flintlock said as he gave him a respectful salute. "You and your crew should be very proud of yourselves, you saved a lot of lives today." 
 
      
 
    John nodded appreciatively and returned the salute before the Captain ended the call. 
 
      
 
    "Alyssa, please lay in a pursuit course for the pirates," John requested, turning to look at his youthful Navigator. 
 
      
 
    "No problem!" the blonde teenager replied, pivoting the Invictus around and powering away from the gas giant. As soon as they had cleared the planet’s gravity well, the assault cruiser leapt into hyper-warp. 
 
      
 
    "Fourteen hours until we're in range to use the Interdictor," Sparks said, calculating the pursuit time based on Alyssa's flight path. 
 
      
 
    They all breathed a huge sigh of relief and slumped collectively in their chairs, the tension draining from them as the adrenalin wore off. 
 
      
 
    "I can't believe we actually managed to stop a Kirrix hive ship and all those pirates," Calara whispered, sounding shocked as it began to dawn on her what they’d accomplished. 
 
      
 
    "I've never seen shooting like that before!” John exclaimed in amazement to the brunette. “You handled the Invictus' weapons like they were part of you!" He turned to look at Sparks next. "And if it wasn't for you, we would never have been able to catch the Kirrix in time, or be able to chase after the pirates!"  
 
      
 
    "What about Alyssa's flying!" Sparks gushed, gazing at her old friend in awe. "How she managed to get this huge ship to dance around like that I've no idea!" 
 
      
 
    "You should have seen her on the Kirrix ship," John said, bursting with pride for his faithful blonde companion. "She was like a Valkyrie descended from Valhalla!"  
 
      
 
    "I'm not sure what that is, but I'll take it as a compliment" Alyssa grinned at him broadly. 
 
      
 
    "You should, you were amazing today, honey," John said before turning to face all three girls. "You all were. Several hundred people will live solely because of your actions.” 
 
      
 
    The teenagers sat there in stunned silence as the enormity of the day's events began to sink in. John let them sit quietly for a few moments to let them truly appreciate how much good they had accomplished in such a short time. 
 
      
 
    "Come on," he said gently. "let's all get cleaned up and I'll cook us a celebratory meal." 
 
      
 
    The girls nodded, each of them feeling slightly overawed by what they had managed to achieve, as they took the lift down together in comfortable silence. Walking in pairs hand-in-hand, the crew of the Invictus stripped off in the Commander's quarters and went into the bathroom. John activated multiple shower heads in the huge cubicle, spraying everyone in soothing streams of hot water. The girls washed him and each other, just enjoying the touch of each other's toned bodies and revelling in being alive against all the odds.  
 
      
 
    They took a look at Alyssa's wounded shoulder, but the injury didn't seem too bad. John gently stroked the blonde's slim tummy and she looked up at him, noting his concerned expression and nodded.  
 
      
 
    "Later," she said, giving him a loving smile. "You promised Sparks an important date first.” 
 
      
 
    John leaned down to kiss the lovely redhead, enjoying the feel of her full warm breasts against him. 
 
      
 
    "I'm ready," she said, looking up at him with love in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    Calara and Alyssa glanced at each other and hugged each other joyfully. 
 
      
 
    "Let's set the scene in the bedroom," Calara said to John with a warm smile. "A girl's first time should be special!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa bit down on her lip and her heart felt heavy, overwhelmed with sadness as she remembered her own awful first experience with a man. She suppressed the feeling immediately, not wanting any of her friends to see her reaction and risk spoiling the occasion. 
 
      
 
    "You wait here," Alyssa said to Sparks, beaming a lovely affectionate smile at her oldest friend. "We want it to be a nice surprise for you."  
 
      
 
    Sparks smiled and nodded, feeling her excitement begin to grow as butterflies did somersaults in her stomach. 
 
      
 
    John, Alyssa, and Calara left the redhead to enjoy a nice soak in the shower, and they dried themselves off quickly to go and set up the bedroom. John dimmed the lights so that the room was bathed in a romantic glow and Alyssa darted off to retrieve some candles from the playroom. She returned and lit them up around the room, the dancing candlelight adding a certain mystique to the romantic setting. Calara returned from her room cupping something red in her hands, which turned out to be rose petals. She carefully scattered them around the bed, adding the finishing touch to the room with a flourish. 
 
      
 
    "Where on Terra did you get those from?" Alyssa whispered, astonished. She picked up one of the petals and closed her eyes in bliss as she smelled the lovely scent. “They smell wonderful!” 
 
      
 
    Calara flushed and looked a bit embarrassed. "They were from a rose I was given from the first boy I thought I loved," she explained, smiling at John and Alyssa. "It turned out I had no idea what love really was.” 
 
      
 
    John and Alyssa wrapped the beautiful brunette in a loving embrace, touched by her heartfelt words. 
 
      
 
    "Alyssa!" Sparks' frightened shriek pierced the tender moment with shocking abruptness. 
 
      
 
    All three of them leapt to go to the bathroom, before Alyssa held the other two back with her upraised hand. They waited pensively in the bedroom, worried for their young friend as Alyssa rushed into the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    "What is it, Sparks?" Alyssa asked, her voice maternal and caring. “Are you alright?” 
 
      
 
    "My face, it's bleeding!" Sparks exclaimed in shock, opening her hands to show reddened lumps cupped between her fingers.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa darted into the shower, looking at her friends face with deep concern. "I’m here now. Let me see..." 
 
      
 
    She gently brushed her fingers over Sparks’ face, her mind racing as she worried what might have happened. The horrifically scarred, red angry skin covering the side of her friend's face seemed to shift slightly at her delicate touch and she stared at it in surprise. 
 
      
 
    "There, there, it's nothing to worry about" she crooned softly to her oldest friend, her fingers moving deftly as she carefully peeled away a section of partially hanging skin.  
 
      
 
    “What happened?” Sparks asked, shaking with fear. “Why’s my face bleeding?” 
 
      
 
    "You're okay now, just let me check you over," Alyssa whispered to the frightened girl. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa's fraught anxiety about her friend evaporated in an instant and she struggled to contain her delirious excitement. Concealed under the disfiguring scar tissue that she was carefully removing, was nothing but supple bronzed skin. Her agile fingers moved swift and sure over her friend’s face, carefully peeling away the hideous old burns and revealing the healthy, rejuvenated skin beneath.  
 
      
 
    "Just close your eyes a moment," she whispered to her friend, trying to restrain herself from leaping up and down in joy. "This won't take long..." 
 
      
 
    Sparks closed her eyes immediately, her trust and faith in the blonde girl absolute. "Is it bad?" she asked, her voice trembling with fear.  
 
      
 
    "You're going to be just fine, trust me," Alyssa said, trying to calm the younger girl. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa's elegant fingers danced over the frightened redhead’s arm and shoulder, removing scarred old tissue and uncovering flawless unblemished flesh. Her quick, nimble hands had Sparks completely cleaned in just under a minute and she washed the scaly red remnants away and down the drain. 
 
      
 
    "Okay come with me, but keep your eyes closed!" Alyssa said in a voice that was soothing, but brooked no argument.  
 
      
 
    The redhead followed obediently and Alyssa towelled her dry, using the hand-held moisture extractor to blow dry Sparks' long hair in a few moments. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa gently held Sparks’ slender hand and murmured, “I’ve got you, just follow me.”  
 
      
 
    Carefully steering the redhead, Alyssa guided her into the bedroom. John and Calara gasped in shock, so Alyssa darted a frown in their direction. Sparks heard their sharp inhalation of breath and turned her head slightly, a worried expression on her face. Her blonde guide led her into the walk-in-wardrobe and positioned her in the middle of the cleverly angled mirrors, which allowed the subject in their focus to view themselves from all angles. 
 
      
 
    John and Calara had followed them in, mouths agape. 
 
      
 
    "Okay, you can open your eyes now, gorgeous," Alyssa said, brushing her fingers lovingly down Sparks arm, then stepping away from her. 
 
      
 
    Sparks cautiously opened her eyes and found she was standing in her friend’s wardrobe in front of an impressive set of mirrors. She looked at the mirror directly in front of her, not recognising the stunningly beautiful girl who looked back at her curiously. 
 
      
 
    "Who's that? Is this mirror broken?" she asked in confusion, the ravishing girl in the reflection also wearing a bewildered expression. 
 
      
 
    "That's you, Sparks," Alyssa said gently. "You're healed." 
 
      
 
    "What the fuck?" Sparks muttered, turning to stare at her friend and wondering if she’d lost her mind.  
 
      
 
    Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed the figure in the mirror copying her exact movements. She walked forward and the blindingly beautiful young woman in the reflection moved closer as well, staring in wonderment back at her. Finally understanding what Alyssa was trying to explain to her, she reached up with an elegant arm, her fingers trembling as she softly touched the side of her face.  
 
      
 
    "My scars...." she whispered in shock. "... they're gone." 
 
      
 
    She turned her body to look at her arm and shoulder, seeing the flawless bronzed skin for the first time.  
 
      
 
    "It was all true," she gasped incredulously. "I never quite believed you, but you were telling the truth all along!" 
 
      
 
    Sparks stared open-mouthed in wonder at the young woman standing in front of her, finally seeing herself as she really was for the first time. Tall, athletic, slim, lithe, and oh so breathtakingly beautiful. She lifted her slender hands to cup her big, gravity-defying breasts and felt the firm weight as they filled her hands. When she turned her body, her graceful poise and balance were heartbreakingly smooth and fluid.  
 
      
 
    She could only gape in astonishment at the mirror that showed her reflection from behind. Sparks stared at the perfectly rounded spheres of her buttocks, her eyes drifting upwards to the toned bronzed flesh on her finely muscled back, until it was obscured by her hair.  
 
      
 
    "My hair" she gasped, reaching up with unbelieving hands to gently touch the luxurious softness of her long silky hair. No longer the brash ginger that she had kept cut brutally short and spiked, her hair had changed colour. It was a dark sultry auburn now, complementing her lovely figure and complexion perfectly. 
 
      
 
    Finally, she wouldn’t need to feel so intimidated around her gloriously beautiful friends, Sparks thought to herself. No longer the ugly duckling, she felt like she truly belonged on this ship with these wonderful people. That she deserved to call it her home... 
 
      
 
    Her eyes filled with tears and she turned to her friends, overcome with emotion.  
 
      
 
    "Never in my wildest dreams...." Sparks began until she faltered, unable to continue for a moment. She swallowed thickly and tried again. "I can't ever repay you enough for what you've done for me... Thank you so much!”  
 
      
 
    Alyssa let out a happy sob and rushed into her friend’s arms to hold her in a loving embrace. Calara was crying softly herself, overcome with happiness for Sparks, and she moved forward to encircle the redhead in her arms.  
 
      
 
    John gulped down the lump in his throat, his heart touched by the sincere gratitude from the earnest young woman. He wrapped up all the girls in his strong arms. "You already have, Sparks, just by being with us..."  
 
      
 
    They held each other and lost track of time, basking in the love and affection that filled the room. Eventually Alyssa and Calara gently released the girl who had gone through such a startling metamorphosis. Sparks looked up at John and kissed him delicately on the lips. 
 
      
 
    "Now I'm really ready to be with you," she breathed in a hushed whisper, gazing into his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “You were before,” John said gently, caressing her cheek. “I fell in love with you before your scars were healed...”  
 
      
 
    Sparks smiled at him then glanced over at Alyssa and Calara. "I told John that I wanted our first time together to be just us, but I've changed my mind," she said confidently. "I'd like you two to be there too." 
 
      
 
    The other girls nodded and they all moved to enter the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Sparks saw the room for the first time and her breath caught. "You're all so wonderful! Thank you for making this night so special for me." 
 
      
 
    John held out his hand and led Sparks over to the bed. She climbed up on it gracefully and he joined her in unhurried movements, leaning on his side and looking down at her as she lay back on the bed. Calara and Alyssa moved to sit on either side of them at the head of the bed and watched the couple together, their eyes full of love. They both reached down to gently stroke the teenager’s sultry auburn hair, causing her to look up at both of them in turn and smile happily. Calara and Alyssa then sat back to watch. 
 
      
 
    John leaned down to gently kiss the stunningly beautiful girl, looking into her light blue eyes and losing himself in the golden corona that surrounded her pupils. Her lips felt soft and warm under his, and he let his tongue gently brush against them, encouraging her to open her full lips so that they could kiss deeply. He moved his right hand up to lightly trace the left side of her beautiful face, where her scars had once been. 
 
      
 
    "Now, how you look on the outside reflects the girl I love on the inside.” 
 
      
 
    "Oh John, I love you too," Sparks sighed and melted in his arms. 
 
      
 
    They kissed each other reverently and lost track of time, until John began to explore the rest of her luscious body with his lips. He planted tender kisses on her neck, across her chest and then finally made his way to her glorious breasts, licking each nipple softly and causing her to moan with pleasure. He followed the perfectly curved oval of her tummy and headed downwards, before trailing soft kisses across her toned flat stomach.  
 
      
 
    Sparks gasped as she felt John kiss the sensitive skin above her hips, his tongue flickering out to gently taste her bronzed flesh. He carefully moved his body between her legs and she spread her toned thighs for him, inviting him to explore her most secret places. John accepted her invitation and started to kiss her labia, relishing the velvety smooth skin under his lips. He lapped at her gently with his tongue, causing the teenager to cry out and arch her back at the wonderful sensations.  
 
      
 
    "Oh, that feels amazing," she sighed as John began to lightly stroke his tongue over her clit. She gasped and moaned as he teased her responsive young body ever closer to climax.  
 
      
 
    With a final flourish of his tongue, the ravishing young woman cried out, gripping the covers in her fists as an incredible orgasm crashed over her in waves of pleasure. John looked up at her, smiling happily at her strong reaction to his efforts and Sparks looked down at him with adoring eyes. 
 
      
 
    "I want to be with you," she said, her voice filled with need. 
 
      
 
    John moved up her body until his arms were either side of her and the blunt end of his cock was nestled between her thighs at the entrance to her pussy. He cradled her head in his hands and she gazed into his eyes as they kissed. Sparks felt protected and loved, embraced in her powerful lover’s arms as she yearned to be joined with him.  
 
      
 
    She nodded to confirm she was ready and her mouth opened in awe as she felt her body being pierced for the first time. There was no pain as he broke her hymen, just an incredible feeling of satisfaction as John pushed slowly and carefully inside her body. She spread her thighs wider, giving him as much room as he needed and steadily his long hard cock pushed its way right to the back of her snugly-gripping pussy. 
 
      
 
    He paused for a moment to let her get used to being stretched for the first time. Her body instinctively knew that it should yield for her man and her unused pussy wrapped itself around the gently throbbing cock as if welcoming him into her depths. 
 
      
 
    They kissed again, looking into each other's eyes and feeling like they could stare into each other's souls. Sparks had never felt this connected to a person before and it seemed like she was entwined around John's very being, just like her body was tightly embracing his burgeoning cock.  
 
      
 
    John sensed that the teenager had adjusted to the strange and wonderful sensation of being penetrated for the first time and he began to gently rock back and forth, eliciting excited gasps from the eager young teen. Sparks groaned as the broad cock nudged up against her cervix, but she knew that her body would spread itself open as far as he needed to go. She kissed him again and looked into his eyes. 
 
      
 
    "I want to feel all of you inside me," she gasped in a breathy moan. 
 
      
 
    John nodded and began to push steadily deeper, feeling her cervix dilate to welcome him inside, allowing him slow and measured progress into her tight young body. He eased his way forward until he had finally pushed into her womb and Sparks reached down to feel the bulge his massive cock was making in her tummy. She could feel his big heavy balls resting on the cheeks of her bottom, the weight reassuring and hugely arousing. 
 
      
 
    Sparks let out a contented sigh, feeling like her body was being used for its natural purpose at long last. She kissed John with growing desire, as he began to slowly and carefully pull back, before steadily pushing forward to fill her once again. 
 
      
 
    Her body responded to making love for the first time, hips rocking back and forth in time with John's thrusts, aiding his penetration and making it more satisfying for both of them. Their bodies moved in perfect sync together, urging each other on with gasps, sighs, and moans. Sparks moved her hands down to hold John’s waist, feeling the tightly controlled power behind his muscles as he moved gently but insistently inside her.  
 
      
 
    The lovers' movements became erratic, their breath more laboured as they quickly approached their climaxes. John cupped her head in his hands and gazed into her eyes, their faces only inches apart and their pupils dilating with ecstasy as they both came long and hard. 
 
      
 
    Sparks’ thighs trembled uncontrollably as she experienced her first orgasm with her man inside her. Her tight pussy sucked on John's jerking cock, hungrily encouraging him to fill her up. She felt the first surge of his cum into her womb and Sparks groaned as her climax lengthened, rewarding her young body for following its natural drives. She let go of John's waist and gently cupped her growing stomach, feeling each blast of his cum shoot deep inside her. John raised himself up on his arms to give her room to swell, while repeating his urgent thrusts as he filled her with his load.  
 
      
 
    Sparks could feel the enormous spheres of his balls trembling as they quivered against her bottom, flexing and pumping to make sure that every drop of spunk in his quad would end up inside her body. The redhead groaned euphorically as her belly expanded to home all of John's cum, his four balls filling her tight young body to the brim. When he was finally spent, he gently eased back, leaving her feeling sadly empty. However, the rapturous feeling of carrying such an enormous quantity of his cum in her densely packed womb proved to be ample compensation.  
 
      
 
    "That was wonderful," she sighed in bliss, her eyelids languid after the sensory overload.  
 
      
 
    "You are wonderful," John said, leaning in to give her a tender kiss. 
 
      
 
    Calara and Alyssa had watched the whole encounter enraptured. They adored John for the caring and gentle way he made love to their friend for the first time, ensuring Sparks had a beautiful memory of losing her virginity. When John and Sparks finished, the girls moved forward to embrace the redhead and whispered gentle endearments in her ears. Sparks lovingly caressed her hugely swollen belly, enjoying the different feeling when it was her womb filled with cum rather than her stomach. Calara and Alyssa joined her in stroking her abundant tummy with soft caresses of their elegant fingers. 
 
      
 
    Now that she carried John's cum inside her womb for the first time, the teenager finally felt the equal of Calara and Alyssa, unified in their purpose as John's mates. She sighed contentedly, the feelings of inadequacy and inferiority washing away. 
 
      
 
    John moved between the girls so that Calara was on his left, with Sparks on his right and Alyssa cuddled up protectively behind her. John looked the redhead in the eyes as he ran his strong hands over her hugely-expanded abdomen and the look he gave her confirmed that she was right; she was his woman now.  
 
      
 
    They all cuddled up together to enjoy the intimate moment and rested comfortably in each other’s arms. John lay back and relished being surrounded by the beautiful young women that he loved so much. He could hardly believe what they had been through and survived today, but he knew instinctively that this was just the beginning of their adventures together. The happy trio had become the happy foursome and he couldn't be more pleased as he smiled at the lovely girls wrapped in his arms. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three Square Meals Ch. 16 – A final reckoning 
 
      
 
    John stretched and glanced down at the three girls resting with him in bed. "I owe the three of you that celebratory dinner. You ladies have a rest, then come and join me in the Officers' Lounge in thirty minutes.”  
 
      
 
    Manoeuvring his way out of the bed, he was careful not to accidentally lean on Calara as he climbed over her. The girls snuggled up together, watching him get dressed before waving him goodbye with smiles on their beautiful faces.  
 
      
 
    John strolled down the corridor to the kitchen, whistling happily to himself. He remembered the blood soaked armour down in the hangar desperately needed a good clean, but with a nonchalant shrug he decided to leave it until later, eager to get started on the cooking.  
 
      
 
    He stopped suddenly, surprised by his own thoughts. For years he had been obsessed with cleanliness, scrubbing the Fool's Gold until it shined, a slave to his obsessive need to keep things clean and well ordered. The idea of leaving a messy chaotic jumble like that in his ship would have been like a nagging splinter in his mind, leaving him unable to focus on anything else until he restored order to his ship. He realised he was no longer troubled by those kinds of thoughts and thinking back on it, he hadn't been for at least a month or so. 
 
      
 
    Shrugging it off, he carried on walking to the kitchen, figuring that he had enough on his plate with keeping the girls entertained to be worrying about such trivialities. He entered the well-stocked kitchen and grabbed sheets of pasta, white sauce, herbs, and the ingredients for a tasty homemade Bolognese sauce that his grandmother had taught him decades ago. 
 
      
 
    Thirty minutes later, the girls walked into the Officers' Lounge chatting quietly amongst themselves and gathered around the table. John came out of the kitchen with a big dish of lasagne that he had just cooked up for them, the cheese on the top piping hot.  
 
      
 
    "Here you go girls, try this!" he said enthusiastically, gesturing for them to take their seats. "Have any of you had lasagne before?" 
 
      
 
    None of the girls had and it smelled so delicious they couldn't wait to try it. John walked around the table holding the chairs out for each girl in turn, waiting for them to sit down. Alyssa and Sparks wondered what he was doing for a moment, but Calara had seen this kind of old fashioned chivalry before and therefore knew how to respond. Alyssa just followed the Latina's lead, waiting to be seated. He reached Sparks last, expecting her to have a hugely swollen belly after their passionate love making earlier, but her stomach was slim and toned. He stood behind her as she waited to be seated and reached around, running his hand over the smooth toned skin of her midriff.  
 
      
 
    "Where did it all go?" he asked curiously, enjoying the feel of her supple young flesh beneath his fingers. 
 
      
 
    "We fancied a starter!" Alyssa grinned at him impishly, rubbing her own stomach contentedly. Calara smiled up at him coyly, placing her hand on her own slight curved tummy. 
 
      
 
    John laughed and turned Sparks around to greet her properly with a warm kiss. The sultry redhead put her arms around his neck and returned his lovely greeting with equal enthusiasm. They smiled at each other when they parted and he held out the chair for her, so she could sit down too. 
 
      
 
    Sparks watched John walk to the head of the bountiful table and take a seat. She gazed around at her friends, feeling loved and truly at peace for the first time she could remember. With a start, she realised that she’d never felt like this before and the redhead was suddenly overwhelmed with gratitude to these lovely people who’d taken her in and given her such a wonderful home. Alyssa sensed the surge in emotion and she reached out to hold her friend’s hand, giving it a gentle squeeze as she smiled at her. 
 
      
 
    The four of them tucked into dinner like they were starving, enjoying the food and a bottle of wine. They had a nice relaxing meal together, just what they all needed after all the mayhem and excitement that day. After clearing up, they returned to bed, eager to get a good night's sleep so that they would be well rested before they caught up with the pirates tomorrow. The three girls each took turns going down on John until he couldn't hold back any longer and Calara ended up being the one to provide a nice warm home in her belly for his load. 
 
      
 
    "It was wonderful to see you change, Sparks," she sighed contentedly to her redheaded bedmate, while rubbing her hugely rounded stomach. "But I can't tell you how good it feels to be swallowing down John's cum again!" 
 
      
 
    They drifted off into a deep restful sleep and awoke the next morning feeling completely refreshed. After a shower, they had breakfast and then went their separate ways. Calara headed up to the Command Deck to further familiarise herself with their target, the heavy cruiser Stalingrad, while the others went down to the Hangar Bay to sort out the mess.  
 
      
 
    John and Alyssa set to work cleaning their armour, while Sparks hosed out all the viscous green Kirrix blood from the dropship they had captured. She was intrigued by the alien technology and soon had a maintenance panel removed from the small yellow-brown craft to have a look at the dropship's innards. Glancing over at John and Alyssa, she noticed that they had finished cleaning up their gear and were now wondering what to do about the pile of Kirrix corpses stacked to the side of the hangar. Closing the maintenance panel behind her with a pressurised click, Sparks strode over to join her friends. 
 
      
 
    "What’s the plan with all these bodies?" she asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    John rubbed his chin as he studied the tangled pile of insectoid cadavers. "I was thinking we could just space them out the airlock.” 
 
      
 
    Sparks knelt down to take a closer look at their armoured carapaces and she lifted up one of the corpses to study its chitinous body plating. Looking up at him, she asked tentatively, "I'd like to study their armour, if that's alright?" 
 
      
 
    "Sure, but why?" John replied bemused. 
 
      
 
    "It seems strong and resilient, but it's much less bulky than your armour and very light weight," she explained, rapping a knuckle on the Kirrix body armour. "Once I have my workshop, I'd like to see if I could reproduce something similar with a synthetic polymer." 
 
      
 
    John smiled at her and nodded. "Be my guest." 
 
      
 
    She beamed a brilliant smile at him as she rose to her feet. "Thanks! I can’t wait to take a closer look at this stuff.” 
 
      
 
    The three of them left the hangar, with John and Alyssa carrying their armour and weapons to take up to their room. After neatly packing the gear away, they all headed up to the Bridge to prepare for the fight with the pirates. 
 
      
 
    "Hey Calara, everything okay up here?" John asked the brunette as he climbed the steps to the Command Podium and settled into his chair. 
 
      
 
    "I’ve made the final preparations for our attack,” she replied, sounding confident although he could see the tension in her eyes. "We've got just over an hour until we catch up with the Stalingrad. I’ve been studying the interdiction point; it's a binary star system called Irinis-Gemini." 
 
      
 
    Calara turned to her console and pressed a couple of buttons to bring up the Sector Map. The holographic image blinked into existence in the middle of the Bridge, casting a pale blue glow over the Command Deck. It was centred on their current location, the Invictus shown to be travelling around the outskirts of a system called Iota-Carinae. Under Calara's skilful guidance, the focus of the map glided across the sector, passing system after system until she highlighted the star tagged as Irinis-Gemini. 
 
      
 
    John leaned forward to look at the bright holographic map as Calara zoomed into the System Map. There were several planetary bodies, including a single gas giant, an asteroid belt that was being heavily mined and one other planetoid, a habitable world called Winnesh, all orbiting the primary star. 
 
      
 
    He gestured to the holographic representation of the system and asked politely, "Please show me the exact place we'll catch-” 
 
      
 
    "BWOOOP!" "BWOOOP!" "BWOOOP!" 
 
      
 
    An obnoxiously loud siren sounded through the Bridge and the Invictus began to shudder violently. 
 
      
 
    "What the fuck is that?!" John asked in alarm. 
 
      
 
    "We're being pulled out of Hyper-warp!" Alyssa yelled over the klaxon, staring at the Navigation overview on her console. 
 
      
 
    He leaned forward and ordered Calara, "Get our shields up and weapons ready, Lieutenant!" 
 
      
 
    The Latina was already springing into action, her hands a flurry of activity over the tactical console. On the weapons loadout hologram that was hovering above her Tactical Station, the armoured panels in the Invictus' hull peeled away to expose the assault cruiser’s weaponry. 
 
      
 
    "They're using an Interdictor against us!" Sparks called out in alarm. 
 
      
 
    Having no time for pleasantries, John asked her brusquely, "Show me our current star system!” 
 
      
 
    The redhead gave him a curt nod and the System Map snapped back to Iota-Carinae. They were on the outskirts of the system, with the huge A-type star bathing the system in a white glow. The holographic map revealed that they’d been pulled out of hyper-warp and dragged close to Iota-Carinae Alpha, the only planetary body in the system. It was a freezing world of sub-zero temperatures, surrounded by a wide band of frozen ice chunks in concentric rings. 
 
      
 
    The ship shuddered again dragging their attention from the System Map. The vibrations felt quite different this time as the Invictus was hit by weapons fire.  
 
      
 
    "We're being attacked by multiple enemies, Commander!" Calara shouted in warning. 
 
      
 
    Sparks glanced at the Command Podium over her shoulder and called out in alarm, "Shields at 62%!” 
 
      
 
    "Boost shields and engine power, divert all energy from weapons!” 
 
      
 
    The redhead swiped her hand over the power distribution hologram to obey John’s commands. The shields on the damage control overlay began to pulse in a light green, showing that they were recharging and the massive engines groaned as they trembled with power, the Invictus leaping forward eagerly. 
 
      
 
    "Alyssa, evasive manoeuvres! We've got to get out of their killing ground!"  
 
      
 
    "I’m on it!" the distracted blonde muttered in reply, rolling the Invictus and pulling the nose of the ship around to point at the Ice planet. 
 
      
 
    "Lieutenant, show me the Tactical Map!" 
 
      
 
    Calara obeyed him instantly, replacing the System Map in the middle of the bridge, and icons depicting spacecraft sprang into place as they were picked up by the sensors. Their dark-grey assault cruiser was centred in the map, surrounded by a destroyer, a frigate, four corvettes, and the heavy cruiser. It was the pirates from the Chendar system and the hacking Sparks had done on their transponders, allowed the crew to see the full order of battle arrayed against them. 
 
      
 
    "Those fleeing picket ships must have regrouped with the other pirate ships that jumped out!" Calara gasped, as she recognised the ship configurations. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa made a beeline for the belt of razor-sharp chunks of ice and the Invictus rocketed past the enemy destroyer, leaving it facing the wrong direction. The corvettes and the frigate gave chase, firing their laser cannons at the fleeing ship. The carefully controlled set of erratic dodges that Alyssa was employing allowed the slower ships to keep up, but made it extremely hard for them to hit the Invictus with any degree of accuracy. One of the corvettes did manage to blast them with a few lucky shots from its Laser Cannons but the rest of the pirates' shots went comfortably wide. 
 
      
 
    "Shields at 60%," Sparks called out, the shields regenerating almost as quickly as the pirates could knock them down with their inaccurate shooting. 
 
      
 
    "Incoming broadside from the Stalingrad!" Calara warned, as the bulky pirate command ship opened up with its starboard batteries.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa dipped the Invictus and was yawing to the right to avoid fire from the pursuing corvettes, which meant that the enormous shells from the Heavy cannons sailed wide. They detonated a few hundred metres away from their hull with colossal explosive force, the huge waves of energy caressing their shields. Unfortunately, the incoming fire from their Beam Laser battery was much more accurate, with four of the six lasers scything across the shields over the rear of the dodging assault cruiser. 
 
      
 
    "Shields down to 28%!" the redhead cried in alarm. 
 
      
 
    "Twenty seconds until we reach the ice field," Alyssa muttered. She focused all her attention on trying to anticipate where the pirates would aim and made wild evasive manoeuvres to make sure the Invictus wasn't near that spot.  
 
      
 
    Realising how hard it was to predict where the Invictus would be flying next, the pirates gave up trying to aim and just hoped a mass of firepower would let them hit by blind luck if not by skill. A relentless cascade of Laser Cannon fire sailed around the assault cruiser, as the pirates sprayed shots all over the place. It worked to a degree, with the Invictus taking a few more hits, but the shields comfortably absorbed and dissipated the energy. 
 
      
 
    Calara zoomed in the Tactical Map to show the looming formations of ice hanging motionless and trapped in orbit around the frozen planet. The Invictus dived into the ice belt, leaving a frosty trail behind them as their shields pushed aside the tiny ice crystals that shrouded the whole belt in a white mist.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa pulled the ship around in a smooth arc and put a colossal hunk of crystallised water between them and the heavy cruiser. Now they were no longer in direct line of sight to the pirates, she was able to put more distance between them and their pursuers, making use of the Invictus’ superior top speed. 
 
      
 
    Finally allowing herself to relax a little she glanced to her left. "What's the plan, John?"  
 
      
 
    He stared at the icy asteroid belt for a few seconds, then replied decisively, "We'll regenerate our shields under cover of the ice field, then hit the pirates if they come in after us." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa gave him an eager grin. “Yeah, sounds good to me!” 
 
      
 
    "Shields at 22%," Sparks said, breathing a sigh of relief. "That was a close one!"  
 
      
 
    "Fantastic job reacting so fast to that ambush, ladies," John said, never ceasing to be surprised at just how capable his crew was. 
 
      
 
    They beamed at him happily, loving hearing the pride in his voice. Behind them, the titanic lump of ice shuddered as it was hit by Beam Laser fire from the Stalingrad, the orange beams melting huge gouges out of the sheer ice surface. The stubborn ice block stayed together though, refusing to yield to the energy weapons. That stubbornness was abruptly overwhelmed when the Stalingrad opened up with its eight heavy cannons. The shells punched their way into the icy asteroid and caused great fractured splits, the shells detonating moments later. Razor-sharp ice fragments exploded in all directions, the huge frozen asteroid blasted into smithereens by the enormous blast. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately for the crew of the Invictus, that was only one massive hunk of ice amongst thousands. Alyssa simply followed the ice belt around the planet, putting more distance and more frozen obstacles between them and the marauding pirates. They sailed past huge formations of ice that reflected the bright glare from the sun, shining multi-hued prisms of light in front of them. 
 
      
 
    "You know this would actually be quite beautiful if we weren't running for our lives," Alyssa said, marvelling at the natural wonders the galaxy had to share. 
 
      
 
    The other girls nodded appreciatively and John gave her a fond smile. "I’ll have to take you sightseeing sometime," he said, before glancing back at the Tactical Map. "But for now, we better focus on the job at hand. Sparks, how are the shields?" 
 
      
 
    "We're back up to 47%," she replied, looking much happier. 
 
      
 
    "Calara, what about the pirates?" he asked the brunette. 
 
      
 
    "The destroyer is hanging back with the heavy cruiser. The four corvettes and the frigate are in pursuit," Calara informed him, highlighting the enemy ships on the holographic map. 
 
      
 
    "That's right, split your forces you dumb bastards," John said, with a predatory smile. "Sparks, let me know when we're above 90% shields and we’ll get some payback..." 
 
      
 
    "Will do!" she told him, grinning with anticipation. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa kept the ship on an even keel, but reduced their speed slightly so they wouldn't get too far ahead of the pursuing pirate ships. By the time the shields had regenerated, they had travelled around to the opposite side of the planet from the initial ambush site. 
 
      
 
    "88... 89... 90%!" Sparks called out, as their shields grew stronger in power. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa didn't need to be told what to do, as she pulled up the Invictus’ prow, executing an Immelmann turn and putting them on an intercept course with the pursuing corvettes and frigate. "Twenty seconds until we're in range!” 
 
      
 
    Sparks powered up the weapons, diverting away power from the engines, while keeping the shields regenerating. 
 
      
 
    Calara narrowed her eyes as she aimed at the reckless pirates and gently depressed the trigger on her weapon control, firing the assault cruiser's Beam Lasers. The six bright shafts of energy scorched the tiny ice crystals in their path before searing into the frigate. The pirate ship's shields were no match for the mighty power of the laser beams and winked out in an instant, allowing the beams to blast right through the ship, leaving it a hollowed out, ruined shell. 
 
      
 
    The Invictus trembled a second later as the rail guns fired, the hyper warp shells slamming into two of the corvettes. Normally ineffective against shielded targets, the shells still had sufficient momentum to send the tiny corvettes spiralling out of control, each one colliding with massive chunks of ice that were drifting nearby. The shells detonated seconds later and the explosions ripped apart the badly damaged ships. Finally closing to laser cannon range, the two remaining corvettes fired back with turreted lasers as they turned to try and escape from the vengeful wrath of the Invictus. Alyssa dodged their poorly aimed shots with deceptive ease and Calara eviscerated both small ships with broadsides from their own batteries of Laser Cannons. 
 
      
 
    "Shields up to 100% John," Sparks informed them. 
 
      
 
    "Now it's your turn," John said, staring at the representation of the heavy cruiser as it circled the planet, staying well clear of the Ice belt. “Full power to engines, we want to close with the Stalingrad as fast as we can to execute Alyssa's plan. We'll take out the destroyer as soon as it's in range and then it's just us and that cruiser!"  
 
      
 
    Nodding their understanding, the girls eagerly followed his commands. Alyssa swung the ship about, putting them on a direct intercept course with the pirate command ship. Calara tapped some icons on her targeting display and the image of the bulky heavy cruiser flickered for a moment, as the fire arcs and ranges for the Stalingrad’s guns were clearly displayed. 
 
      
 
    "Their gunners are likely to be poorly disciplined. Instead of waiting until we’re at the optimum firing distance, they'll probably fire the second we get in range," the astute brunette told Alyssa. "I'd get ready with evasive manoeuvres as soon as we reach their maximum field of fire." 
 
      
 
    The blonde nodded her head, grateful for Calara's tactical insight.  
 
      
 
    Sparks turned to look at the Latina. "I'm diverting all power to engines at the moment, but I'll bring the weapons back online just before we close on the destroyer."  
 
      
 
    All prepared, they watched the Tactical Map as the Invictus closed inexorably on their target. The Stalingrad was cruising along at a right angle to them, keeping the full might of its broadsides facing towards the approaching assault cruiser. The accompanying destroyer pivoted and ramped up power to its engines as it moved to engage. 
 
      
 
    Just as Calara had predicted, the Stalingrad opened up with everything it had the second the Invictus closed within Beam Laser and Heavy Cannon range. Forewarned, Alyssa executed a sharp dive with perfect split-second timing and the assault cruiser ducked below the blistering hail of energy beams and heavy shells. Explosions ripped through space behind them, but the shells had overshot and caused no damage. Sparks powered up the weapons, just as Alyssa brought up the front of the Invictus to face the incoming destroyer. 
 
      
 
    The Destroyer fired its own two Beam Lasers, both of them striking the Invictus as it flew directly at them. The assault cruiser’s shields glowed brightly as the arcing lances of laser energy slashed across the front of the charging vessel. Calara fired back and the Destroyer's shields flickered out, overwhelmed by the mighty power of the Beam Lasers, as five of the six beams carved glowing furrows into the thick armour on the blocky front of the ship. The beams had done their job however, knocking out the shields and leaving the target vulnerable to the Mass drivers.  
 
      
 
    The four enormous magnetic rails launched their shells at incredible velocity and all four struck the front of the pirate vessel at the same time. The tremendous impact knocked the ship upwards as though reeling from an uppercut and when the shells detonated a second later, the explosions vaporised the front of the doomed ship. 
 
      
 
    The Stalingrad opened up with its massed ranks of Laser Cannon turrets as the Invictus charged into medium range, lighting up the Tactical Map as they sent a curtain of red laser bolts in the assault cruiser's direction. Alyssa rolled the Invictus and yawed to port, heading towards the rear of the enemy cruiser and causing roughly half of the incoming salvo to sail wide. Calara returned fire with the twelve Laser Cannons on their starboard side, her shots causing rippling energy cascades as they struck the side of the much slower pirate ship. 
 
      
 
    "Shields at 72%," Sparks called out, the beams from the destroyer and the hits from the Stalingrad’s Laser Cannons taking their toll. 
 
      
 
    John nodded grimly and watched as the duel unfolded. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa brought the Invictus around in a sharp turn, putting them directly behind the heavy cruiser, just as the cooling icon disappeared from the weapon loadout display. Calara pulled the trigger and the beams slashed across the shields, which flickered desperately as they tried to withstand the concentrated energy. The front mounted Laser Cannon turrets took over the work from the starboard facing ones and fired relentless fusillades of laser bolts into the back of the Stalingrad. 
 
      
 
    The Stalingrad pilot desperately tried to shake their stubborn pursuer, but he had neither the skill nor the manoeuvrability to evade them. The heavy cruiser returned fire, but now the Invictus was directly behind them and no longer in the broadside arcs of the Beam Lasers or Heavy Cannons, leaving only Laser Cannons able to attack. Still, the Stalingrad massed considerable banks of turreted lasers in their rear arc and with not much room to dodge, a lot of laser bolts struck home. 
 
      
 
    "Shields at 46%!" Sparks replied, "They won't stay up much longer against that much firepower." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa dipped the nose of the Invictus so that the entire top deck could open up on the rear of the bigger ship. Sixteen laser cannons spat a steady stream of laser bolts into the back of the Heavy cruiser, causing the enemy shields to ripple with the repeated impacts. The Stalingrad opened up again and this time it was the front of the Invictus that was peppered with dozens of Laser Cannon blasts. 
 
      
 
    "Down to 15%!" Sparks cried out in alarm. 
 
      
 
    Calara kept her crosshairs squarely over the heavy cruiser as her relentless barrage of laser fire kept up the pressure on the heavy cruiser's shields. 
 
      
 
    "Nearly there..." she said softly, watching the tactical summary of the Stalingrad out of the corner of her eye and the predicted shield strength displayed next to the heavy cruiser.  
 
      
 
    Finally, it was time. 
 
      
 
    "Pull up Alyssa!" Calara demanded, her heart hammering in her chest.  
 
      
 
    Their blonde pilot brought the nose of the Invictus up sharply to face the rear of the Stalingrad, just as the Beam Lasers flashed green on the weapon loadout hologram. Calara narrowed her eyes in concentration and targeted an upraised tower on the back of the heavy cruiser. She pulled the trigger and six beams of coruscating energy lanced out from the Invictus and punched into the enemy shields, finally overloading them at long last. The orange beams seared onwards and slashed through the tower with a six-clawed swipe, shearing the entire structure off the back of the heavy cruiser.  
 
      
 
    Calara grinned with satisfaction. "Oh yeah..." 
 
      
 
     The heavy cruiser’s rear-facing Laser Cannon turrets powered down, the enemy fire control tower eviscerated by the brunette's precision shooting. The Stalingrad was now helpless and completely at their mercy. 
 
      
 
    "Incoming hail, John," Alyssa said, putting the communication on the vid-screen when he glanced her way and nodded. 
 
      
 
    A swarthy looking figure wearing a tricorn hat filled the viewscreen. With a sweeping flourish of his archaic looking hat, the man introduced himself. "Everett Hitch, Pirate Lord at your service." He paused for a moment as if waiting for a reply, before continuing cordially, "You seem to have me at somewhat of a disadvantage, may I ask for a parlay?" 
 
      
 
    "I don't deal with slavers!" John snarled. "Especially not someone who sells people to the Kirrix!" 
 
      
 
    "At least tell me your name, good sir!" the Pirate Lord requested, surprisingly calm despite the desperate situation he found himself in. 
 
      
 
    "Commander John Blake and I'm here to end you!" John snapped, pointing at the man. 
 
      
 
    "Well Mr. Blake, that's as may be, but I think you might want to hear what I have to say before you shoot any more bits off my fine ship," the Pirate said a sardonic smile. 
 
      
 
    John’s distaste for the Pirate Lord was growing by the moment. "OK, let's hear it." 
 
      
 
    "I didn't trade all our captives with the Kirrix...” Hitch elaborated, with an evil glint in his eye. “Let's just say I kept a few behind for insurance purposes, so to speak."  
 
      
 
    The pirate lord glanced at a control panel beside him and pushed a button with a flourish of his hand. The image of his face was replaced by vid-feed of dejected human prisoners locked in cells, until the image returned to the pirate’s smug face once again. 
 
      
 
    "Now, how about you turn your splendid ship around and let me be on my way, or who knows what terrible fate might befall them!" he said with mock lament.  
 
      
 
    "You’ll get what’s coming to you,” John said, narrowing his eyes.  
 
      
 
    "Bye-bye Mr. Blake, just accept that you've been outplayed and everything will be just dandy!" Pirate Lord Everett Hitch said, waving farewell with a taunting smile and ending the communication. 
 
      
 
    "What now, John?" Alyssa asked, while Calara and Sparks turned to watch him, waiting with bated breath. 
 
      
 
    "I want that man dead..." John growled, eyes narrowed in anger. "But we can't just carve up his ship with the Invictus. The vid-feed footage might be fake, but Hitch seemed far too cocky; I think it was genuine.” 
 
      
 
    "Boarding action?" Alyssa suggested. 
 
      
 
    John nodded, a grim expression on his face. "Yeah, I don’t think we have any choice." 
 
      
 
    "I'll soften the ship up for you," Calara volunteered. "They won't be going anywhere." 
 
      
 
    Sparks had finished performing an active scan of the Stalingrad and she turned to face the Command Podium.  
 
      
 
    "It looks like the prisoners are being kept in the ship’s brig," she said, tapping a button on her console to bring up the scan of the Stalingrad. The detailed overlay showed the floor layout of a Terran Federation heavy cruiser, with a group of fifteen life readings in an area highlighted as the brig.  
 
      
 
    "Can you upload that data to the computer in my armour please," John requested. 
 
      
 
    Sparks nodded eagerly and turned back to her console to make sure John had a detailed map to guide him in the pirate ship. 
 
      
 
    John rose to his feet and Alyssa joined him, as they left the Bridge to prepare themselves for an assault on the heavy cruiser. They took the elevator down to Deck Two, then hurried along the corridor into their quarters so that they could get suited up in body armour. Alyssa picked up her combat armour and raised an eyebrow as she looked at the ragged hole in the shoulderpad, a souvenir of their battle with the Kirrix. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I know..." John muttered, as he slammed in a magazine of hollow point caseless into his bullpup rifle. He frowned in irritation as he glanced at the battered state of her armour. "If I'd known we'd be doing this much combat, I would’ve bought a few dozen suits of armour, just in case!"   
 
      
 
    "The trials and tribulations of a trader?" Alyssa asked, giving him a wry smile.  
 
      
 
    "I've seen more combat in the last month, than my last three years in the military!" John said in exasperation. “I never would’ve predicted we’d be doing this much fighting...” 
 
      
 
    "If it's any consolation, I've been in more combat in the last month, than my last eighteen years as a street urchin," Alyssa said, giving him a playful grin. 
 
      
 
    "Okay, that has me beat," John conceded, returning her grin. He watched her deftly load her assault rifle and collect several magazines which she slotted into her utility belt. His voice had a note of grim finality to it as he added, “Let's go say hello to Mr. Everett Hitch." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa smiled as she asked, “Don't you mean goodbye?"  
 
      
 
    John nodded in agreement and they headed down to the Hangar Bay. They boarded their captured Kirrix dropship and once John had opened the outer hull doors, Alyssa powered up the engines and carefully exited the Hangar. From outside, the two space leviathans loomed above them, the Invictus and the Stalingrad locked in a one-sided melee. Calara was using her Laser Cannons to completely cripple the heavy cruiser, first melting down the relays that powered the Stalingrad's defence grid and now taking out the enemy ship's engines with her uncannily accurate shooting.  
 
      
 
    "Escape pods leaving the Stalingrad," Alyssa said, pointing to the small metallic spheres being jettisoned from the launch tubes along the heavy cruiser’s flanks. 
 
      
 
    "Rats deserting the sinking ship," John muttered darkly. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa brought the Kirrix dropship around to the hangar positioned in the underbelly of the heavy cruiser. She flew directly underneath the pirate vessel and aimed the neutron guns mounted in the dropship at the armoured doors. Pulling the trigger on the oddly-shaped flightstick, she began to pour green energy bolts into the doors, blasting big chunks out of the plating. It took a minute of constant firing, but she eventually cut through the armour and a big chunk of the door ripped clear. Now that their way in was clear, she used manoeuvring thrusters to lift their ugly looking dropship up through the ragged open mouth of the Stalingrad's hangar bay. 
 
      
 
    The atmospheric shield covering the ravaged doors shimmered a faint blue as the dropship entered the Stalingrad’s dimly lit hangar. The area was deserted, so Alyssa brought their dropship forward and landed it on one of the empty pads. John and Alyssa readied their rifles, opened the airlock so that they could disembark. The hangar was still devoid of life, but they covered the various entrances into the hangar in case of surprise attacks, as they sealed the door to the dropship behind them.   
 
      
 
    As soon as the ochre-coloured doors slid shut, Alyssa asked, "Which way?" 
 
      
 
    John pressed a button on the vambrace computer built into his armour and a holographic map of the interior of the heavy cruiser sprung into existence.  
 
      
 
    "The brig is here," John said, pointing to a location a few decks up from where they stood in the hangar. He pointed to a spot near the top decks of the Stalingrad and added grimly, “The Captain's quarters are here." 
 
      
 
    "Prisoners first, then we pay a visit to the Captain?" Alyssa asked with enthusiasm. 
 
      
 
    "That's the plan," John said and led her out of the hangar.  
 
      
 
    They headed along a corridor and saw an elevator on their right, the light on the panel above the door showing that it was travelling down to their level. John pressed the call button and the two of them raised their assault rifles in readiness. The elevator door swung open and three scruffy pirates looked at them in open-mouthed surprise. 
 
      
 
    "Going up?" John asked politely, before he and Alyssa filled the elevator with bursts of fire from their assault rifles, spraying the back wall with blood. 
 
      
 
    "Hmm, going a long way down I suspect," Alyssa replied with a smirk. 
 
      
 
    They got into the elevator and pressed the button for Deck Seven. On the way up, the elevator stopped at Deck Ten. The door chimed and then swished open to reveal two pirates in a hurry to evacuate the ship. They looked down in shock at the blood-soaked corpses of their shipmates, before looking up to see the assault rifles pointed in their direction. 
 
      
 
    "The lift's full I'm afraid," John apologised, before they opened fire, cutting the brigands down. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa's musical laughter filled the elevator as the door swung closed. "What's with the quips?" she asked, her blue eyes twinkling with amusement. 
 
      
 
    John smiled at her affectionately. "Perhaps you're a bad influence?" 
 
      
 
    The elevator chimed again and the door opened out on Deck Seven.  
 
      
 
    *They should be just up ahead,* John thought to Alyssa, falling into their silent combat routine. 
 
      
 
    They prowled ahead cautiously, covering each other as they moved forward in short bounds until they reached an intersection. It was clear to the left and right, but at the end of the corridor they could see a guard post and a ceiling mounted Gatling Laser.  
 
      
 
    "Damn!" John cursed under his breath, as he and Alyssa darted to the sides and out of line of sight of the powerful anti-personnel weapon.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa looked at him questioningly, wondering what they were going to do now. She could read John's frustration and realised they might be stuck. She jumped as she heard a familiar whir, which she recognised from the Mexican standoff back on Karron. A moment later, staccato pulses of laser fire opened up, strobing light flashing down the corridor.  
 
      
 
    She instinctively pulled right back into cover, remembering the horrific wounds those laser bolts could inflict, but was surprised when no laser fire came searing down the corridor. John looked her way and shrugged, his face and thoughts showing he was equally puzzled. He tentatively poked his head around the corner, but could see no sign of pirate activity and the Gatling Laser was now pointing the opposite direction. His watch communicator flashed to alert him of an incoming call, so he pulled back to press a button and receive it.  
 
      
 
    Sparks' smiling face filled the image. "You're welcome!" she said, with an impish grin. 
 
      
 
    John looked at her in confusion. "For what...?" 
 
      
 
    "I hacked the Stalingrad and took control of their defensive subsystems!” the redhead explained. “When I saw you two approaching the brig, I thought I'd lend a hand. Take a look above you, up to your left."  
 
      
 
    John looked followed her instructions and spotted a small security camera set into the ceiling. 
 
      
 
    "I'll call and let you know if I see any trouble coming your way, but it looks pretty chaotic from up here. The pirates aren’t sticking around, they’re all abandoning ship!" Sparks said with relish. 
 
      
 
    John blinked in surprise, wondering how she’d managed to hack military-grade security subsystems. "Very nice, Sparks, thank you!" 
 
      
 
    He ended the call and prepared to move onwards, Alyssa falling into step at his side. They walked up to the end of the corridor and saw that the Gatling Laser was now pointed at the guard station. The two pirate guards who’d been hiding in wait, had been shot to pieces by the point-blank laser fire, their corpses smouldering from the high energy laser impacts. Leaving the charred bodies behind them, John led Alyssa into the brig, which was lined with rows of cells on either side of the long corridor.  
 
      
 
    John walked ahead and looked into the cells, seeing the captives Sparks had picked up on her active scan. He unlocked the doors and the energy fields securing each cell disappeared, freeing the prisoners. The fearful men and women locked within came out hesitantly, unsure what to expect.  
 
      
 
    "My name's Commander John Blake, we're here to rescue you," John explained, giving them a reassuring smile. "Follow us and we’ll take you to safety.” 
 
      
 
    The relieved traders and ore haulers nodded eagerly and huddled in a group behind their rescuers. They were all about to head out of the brig and back to the elevator when John heard the distinctive sound of the Gatling Laser firing again. He darted forward to see what the problem was and he saw three figures slumped over in the corridor, smoke rising from their perforated corpses. He looked up and around for another camera and when he spotted one, he gave it a thumbs up. The Gatling laser bobbed up and down like it was nodding and John couldn’t help grinning at the camera. 
 
      
 
    Turning to look at the freed prisoners, John asked, "Can any of you use handguns?" When most of the people raised their hands, he gestured to the slain pirates. “Grab their guns, we might need the extra firepower."  
 
      
 
    Two traders picked up rifles from the guard pirates, three more taking pistols from the ones that Sparks had ambushed in the corridor. John and Alyssa led the group down the corridor and back to the elevator, which they called to take them back down to the hangar. When the elevator arrived, John got in with five of the prisoners, three of them picking up guns from the pirates that had been killed earlier. They headed down and waited in the corridor, sending the elevator back up. Alyssa sent five more armed prisoners back down to join John and the growing group on the hangar deck, before finally coming down with the last group. 
 
      
 
    When everyone was assembled in the lower corridor, they headed back to the dropship, leading the bedraggled group of ex-prisoners behind them. John led the way into the hangar and spotted a trio of pirates trying to figure out how to open the airlock door at the back of the Kirrix dropship. With a few well aimed bursts, John and Alyssa unceremoniously gunned them down, the bullets spraying bright red blood over the rear of the dropship. With the coast clear, they were able to lead the freed captives over to the dropship, where three of the ore haulers grabbed guns off the fallen pirates. 
 
      
 
    "We're going after the Pirate Captain," John said to the group as Alyssa opened up the airlock. "We won't be long." 
 
      
 
    The traders and haulers nodded and gratefully climbed into the safety of the dropship. It was a bit of a squeeze, but they managed to fit all fifteen prisoners into the ship. 
 
      
 
    "That's them free, now let's pay a visit to Mr. Hitch," John said with a grim smile. 
 
      
 
    They quickly jogged back to the elevator, before taking it all the way up to Deck Two. That level held a handful of officers’ quarters that led off their corridor, but they had all been hastily abandoned in the rush to evacuate the stricken ship. Light spilled from the room at the end of the corridor, which the embossed nameplate at the side identified as the Captain's Quarters. 
 
      
 
    John and Alyssa walked cautiously forward, eyes focused on the movement coming from the room ahead and listening to the sound of boxes being thumped about. They raised their assault rifles, ready to react in an instant, as the sound of someone's voice drifted down the hall to meet them. 
 
      
 
    "Commander Bloody Blake..." the figure in the room ranted. "Curse him all the way to Hades!"  
 
      
 
    A high-pitched voice asked politely, "Can this one assist?"  
 
      
 
    "Shut the fuck up!" the man snarled in irritation. 
 
      
 
    John and Alyssa finally got close enough to see a familiar figure stacking crates onto a tracked sled. He walked over to the left side of the room and bent over to pick up another crate. 
 
      
 
    "Mr. Everett Hitch..." John said, his voice dripping with menace as he stepped into the room, his weapon sighted on the Pirate Lord. 
 
      
 
    Hitch whirled to face them, the tails of his buccaneer's jacket whirling around him. "Now, now Mr. Blake!" the shocked pirate said, his right hand raised to placate him. "There's no need for this to get ugly!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes, there's definitely a need," John said, his voice dark and threatening. 
 
      
 
    "I surrender!" the Pirate Lord said abruptly. He backed away from them with his hands in the air. "You do-gooders like it when people surrender right?"  
 
      
 
    "I'm not that good..." John replied in an ominous growl. 
 
      
 
    *Yes! Just keep this fool distracted a moment longer!* Hitch thought to himself gleefully as he backed into a nearby table. His hand dropping down as if to steady himself, but instead furtively picking up a remote on the table behind him.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa froze in shock, her eyes wide as the pirate’s ghostly telepathic voice drifted through her mind. 
 
      
 
    *Just don't let him see the robot,* Hitch thought to himself, as his hand gripped the remote to activate his security droid. He felt a surge of elation as he pressed a button on the control.  
 
      
 
    "John, watch out!" Alyssa cried out in warning, shoving him forward with all her strength and dropping her assault rifle in the process. 
 
      
 
    The room lit up with shocking strobing brightness, as the unseen robot in the right hand corner powered up and fired an arm mounted Gatling Laser in their direction. Pulses of light zipped between John and Alyssa to score burning holes in the wall opposite. John rolled forward with the momentum of the shove and then found himself face to face with a stubby pistol levelled in his direction. 
 
      
 
    "Say goodbye, Mr. Blake!" The pirate Lord said with an evil grin, his finger tightening on the trigger. 
 
      
 
    The robot suddenly clanked loudly, its head jerking to the side as it lurched forward on unsteady feet. It pivoted at the waist and pointed the Gatling Laser at the Pirate Lord. 
 
      
 
    "Stupid robot, what's wrong with you!" Hitch cried out in fear, frantically pressing buttons on his remote to no avail. 
 
      
 
    "Goodbye," John said with finality, guessing who now controlled the robot. 
 
      
 
    The whirling Gatling Laser trembled as it fired, bolt after bolt of high powered energy pulses searing through the terrified Pirate and sending his perforated corpse flying into the stack of crates on the left of the room. The crates tumbled over and broke apart, leaving a fortune in precious gems scattered over the floor. John and Alyssa stood in stunned silence as they gazed at the fabulous wealth of gemstones that had suddenly appeared at their feet. 
 
      
 
    A claxon began to wail in the background, it’s shrill scream piercing the shocked silence in the room.  
 
      
 
    "What the fuck’s that?!” Alyssa asked, looking around in confusion for the source of the alarm. 
 
      
 
    John shrugged having no idea, then winced against the din, the noise deafeningly loud to his sensitive ears. His watch began to flash insistently, so he pressed the button to receive the call. 
 
      
 
    Sparks' panicked face filled the Holo image. "You have to get out of there!" she pleaded in desperation. 
 
      
 
    "Why, what's wrong?!" John asked, the look of fear on her face setting him on edge. 
 
      
 
    "He must have had a dead man's switch. The self-destruct's been activated!” Sparks yelled, her eyes wild. “The Stalingrad's going to blow in three minutes and I can't turn it off!"  
 
      
 
    "Okay we're leaving!" John said, activating a countdown timer on his watch and looking down at the fortune in gems with regret. Before he ended the call, he asked, “Can you shut that damn alarm off?” 
 
      
 
    “Will do!” Sparks agreed, her face disappearing as she closed the comm channel. Mercifully for John’s ears, the alarm shut down a few seconds later. 
 
      
 
    John turned to look at Alyssa, watching in confusion as she started walking across the room to a doorway opposite, her rifle lying forgotten in the doorway. "Come on! We haven't got long until the self-destruct blows!" 
 
      
 
    "Just a moment John, I want to check something," the distracted blonde murmured. She felt strangely drawn to a door at the back of Hitch's private quarters and she walked towards it purposefully. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa looked through the open door and as her eyes adjusted to the dim illumination, she discovered that it led into an opulent bedroom with a huge silk-sheeted bed at the back of the room. Sitting in the middle of the bed was a cartoonish figure that defied belief. The girl was wearing a school uniform, complete with plaid skirt, white stockings and a white shirt. However, what filled that shirt was an absolutely enormous set of gigantic breasts. Each was the size of a beachball and on the tiny girl's slim frame, looked positively ludicrous. Finally managing to tear away her eyes from the massive creamy-skinned orbs, Alyssa looked at the girl's face for the first time.  
 
      
 
    Framed by outrageously voluminous light pink hair, a face peeked out that looked like it belonged on some kind of manga character. The girl's eyes were huge, at least three times bigger than a normal girl’s and she had a tiny button nose above a small mouth. 
 
      
 
    "Are you this one's new master now?" the girl squeaked in a childlike high-pitched voice. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa shook her head and gave the girl a reassuring smile. "No, we're here to free you.” 
 
      
 
    "This one's old master is dead; this one needs a new master!" the figure insisted stubbornly. 
 
      
 
    "What's the holdup?" John asked insistently, as he strode into the room. His eyes widened in astonishment when he saw the living cartoon character. “What the fuck?!" 
 
      
 
    The girl looked at him in eager fascination. "Are you this one's new master?" 
 
      
 
    "We don't have time for this!" John said to Alyssa urgently. "We’ve got less than three minutes to get to the ship!" 
 
      
 
    She nodded and looked at the girl. "Yes, he's your new master. You need to come with us now!" 
 
      
 
    “Yay!” the girl exclaimed in delight, clapping excitedly. 
 
      
 
    She seemed to shimmer in a green haze before their startled eyes, her schoolgirl outfit falling to the bed. Her body grew taller, becoming slim and athletic, her massive gravity-defying breasts shrinking down to a much more manageable size and sitting pertly on her chest. The girl's hair shifted to a rich golden-blonde and her skin colour changed to a lovely tanned bronze. Finally, her face became stunningly beautiful, cerulean blue eyes drawing them in, while a warm smile lifted her luscious full lips.  
 
      
 
    The girl had transformed into an absolutely identical copy of Alyssa!  
 
      
 
    "Would you like to use this one now, Master?" the girl crooned, sounding exactly like John's teenage lover. 
 
      
 
    Understanding suddenly dawned on John. "She's a Nymph!" he exclaimed in surprise. 
 
      
 
    “A Nymph?!” Alyssa asked in amazement, throwing a fascinated glance at the nude version of herself. 
 
      
 
     John turned to address the clone of Alyssa. "Stop that," he ordered sternly. "Change back to your natural form and follow us." 
 
      
 
    The fake-Alyssa looked uncertain for a moment, then nodded obediently. "Yes, Master,” she replied and began to shimmer again. 
 
      
 
    "We have to move, now!" John shouted at Alyssa, snapping her out of her shocked daze. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry John, let's go!" she agreed, darting after him as he dashed out across the Pirate Lord's quarters. She paused only to scoop up her assault rifle as she passed it, then ran with him out of the room. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa glanced behind her to check that the Nymph was following and was relieved to see she was easily matching their pace. Although the girl hadn't changed much in height or body type, she no longer looked like a carbon copy of Alyssa and had a radically different colouration. The Nymph had dark green skin that seemed to catch the light and sparkle with a deep lustre, lighter-coloured curving lines subtly highlighted the girl’s breasts and muscles. Her nails were an ethereal looking light green that almost seemed to glow and her enchanting emerald eyes had vertical cat-like irises. Finally, her long hair was a rich dark green, verging almost on black and it billowed out behind her in a cloud as she sprinted by Alyssa's side. 
 
      
 
    They dashed into the elevator and hit the button for Deck Fifteen, the lift only beginning to descend when the doors closed slowly behind them. 
 
      
 
    "One minute fifty," John said, his expression worried. 
 
      
 
    The elevator seemed to take forever, although the whole trip only took ten seconds. The doors finally opened and they sprinted along the corridor to be met with the sounds of a fire-fight. Two pirates stood in the doorway, firing pistols wildly at the small group of armed captives who were ducked behind the dropship and shooting back. 
 
      
 
    *Take the one on the left,* John instructed Alyssa telepathically. Hollow point rounds from him and his blonde companion slammed into the pirates from behind, the two men sprawling to the deck in sprays of blood. 
 
      
 
    "Don't shoot, it's us!" John called out to the frightened captives, who cautiously lowered their weapons when they saw who was shouting at them. 
 
      
 
    John, Alyssa and the Nymph sprinted across the hangar and ran for the dropship. 
 
      
 
    "Get in, fast!" John urged the bewildered captives, who were staring at the beautiful and very naked green girl running across the hangar towards them. 
 
      
 
    The urgency in his voice snapped them out of their daze and they followed his instructions, climbing back through the airlock and into the packed dropship. Alyssa barged her way through the throng of people and dived into the Pilot's seat, powering up the dropship. John followed in her wake and slumped into the co-pilot’s chair in the cockpit. 
 
      
 
    "One minute..." John said, looking at his watch in worry. 
 
      
 
    The Nymph pushed her way past the traders, receiving very appreciative looks at her shapely nude figure as she squeezed by, before she glided into the cockpit to sit on John's lap. John sat and watched Alyssa activating the engines, too worried to object to the Nymph as she nuzzled at his neck affectionately. 
 
      
 
    The dropship lifted off the landing pad and then glided backwards, until it was over the jagged hole in the hangar bay door. Alyssa dipped the nose of the Kirrix vessel, before cranking up the engines and they dropped out of the doomed ship, quickly picking up speed. 
 
      
 
    "Ten seconds!" John exclaimed, as the dropship put more distance between them and the Stalingrad. 
 
      
 
    The Invictus pivoted away from the stricken Heavy Cruiser, following after the dropship and placing itself between the Kirrix vessel and the Stalingrad. 
 
      
 
    John stared at his watch and counted down the seconds. 
 
      
 
    "3." 
 
    "2." 
 
    "1." 
 
      
 
    An almighty explosion lit up space behind them as the Power Core on the Stalingrad went critical. A blast wave raced out from the ship, as the seven-hundred-metre long heavy cruiser was consumed by a stupendous detonation. Debris was flung out in a huge radius from the centre of the blast zone, but the shields on the Invictus safely absorbed or deflected anything hazardous that might have been thrown in the dropship’s direction. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa threw John a glance, her eyes shining with exhilaration. "You sure know how to show a girl a good time!" she joked, grinning at him with a sparkling white smile. 
 
      
 
    John grinned back at her, but was distracted by the Nymph who was planting loving kisses on his neck. "Stop that!" he scolded her. 
 
      
 
    Looking a little forlorn, the Nymph dropped her head. "Yes, Master," she said obediently. 
 
      
 
    Now safe from the blast of the exploding heavy cruiser, Alyssa turned the Kirrix dropship around and manoeuvred into position alongside the Invictus. John opened up the hull doors to the hangar and they moved smoothly inside the safe confines of their ship, under the beautiful blonde's skilful guidance.  
 
      
 
    Once they were inside, John called Calara on the watch communicator.  
 
      
 
    "I’m so glad you’re safe!” the Latina exclaimed. "You had us so worried! What kept you so long?"  
 
      
 
    "We have a new guest," John said with a wry smile, studying the lithe girl perched on his lap. "Don't worry, I'll explain everything later. Can you ask Sparks to power up Deck Four please; we need the crew quarters for the captives we rescued." 
 
      
 
    "Sure John, we'll get right on it," the gorgeous brunette replied. She looked greatly relieved and blew him a tender kiss. "It's wonderful to have you back."  
 
      
 
    John smiled in return and ended the call. He looked at the Nymph and asked politely, "Could you let me up please?”  
 
      
 
    She leapt to obey, moving from his knees with lithe grace, then stepping aside to give him room to stand. All her focus was on John in case he had any more instructions, but movement in her peripheral vision drew the Nymph’s attention to Alyssa, who had turned to look at her. The blonde gave the green-hued girl a warm and friendly smile, which was returned a moment later by the Nymph who smiled back at her happily. 
 
      
 
    John stood and then moved to the troop compartment that made up the bulk of the interior of the Kirrix dropship. "You're all safe now," he said reassuringly to the freed prisoners. "We'll set you up with some comfortable living quarters while we take you to Port Heracles." 
 
      
 
    The relieved traders and ore haulers broke into a chorus of cheers and the cries of "Thank you Commander!" echoed around the dropship, the captives jubilantly celebrating their salvation from the pirates clutches. 
 
      
 
    John smiled graciously at their heartfelt thanks. "You're all welcome. We should be at Port Heracles in..." He looked to Alyssa for advice. 
 
      
 
    "Approximately ten hours," she interjected helpfully. 
 
      
 
    "So relax and we'll get you back to civilisation soon," John finished, clapping the nearest trader on the shoulder. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa opened up the airlock at the back of the dropship and the traders and freighter crews began to disembark into the Hangar. John, Alyssa, and the Nymph followed them outside, and found Sparks waiting for them at the double doors that led to the interior of the Invictus. She waved to them with a huge grin on her face then stopped to look curiously at their green-skinned companion. 
 
      
 
    John strode up to the inquisitive redhead and wrapped her in a big hug. "Thanks for saving our butts!" 
 
      
 
    Sparks smiled back at him. "You're welcome!" she said, but she seemed distracted and looked back at the Nymph a second later. “Who's the green girl?" 
 
      
 
    "I'll explain later. Can you and Calara get these people settled on Deck Four, then come and meet us in the Briefing Room?" he requested, glancing at the disorientated group of civilians. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, will do," Sparks murmured, fascinated by the exotic alien woman. 
 
      
 
    John turned to face the people they had freed from captivity. "You won't need the guns now. Please leave them in a pile by the door when you go out," he asked politely. 
 
      
 
    The group of civilians placed their appropriated pirate weaponry in a pile by the door, then filed out to follow Sparks to their temporary accommodation. That left John, Alyssa, and the Nymph alone in the hangar. The three of them followed behind the throng of people, who all just about fit into the huge elevator and waited behind while the elevator doors rose to Deck Four. They watched the elevator rise up through the deck levels on the wall display and waited for it to empty before it returned back to them. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa turned to face the Nymph and said in a gentle voice, “I’m Alyssa. What's your name?" 
 
      
 
    "This one was called ‘bitch’ or ‘slut’ by her last master," the green-hued girl answered earnestly. 
 
      
 
    "You don't have your own name?" Alyssa asked. "Something you were called before you had a master?" 
 
      
 
    "This one does not know, it was long ago," the Nymph answered, giving the blonde a rueful smile. She turned to gaze reverently at John. “This one would be overjoyed if Master were to choose a new name." 
 
      
 
    "How about calling you ‘Jade’?" Alyssa suggested tentatively, darting a quick look at John. "You remind me of a beautiful Jade stone I saw once, that they'd found in a mine.” 
 
      
 
    The Nymph looked to John for confirmation. “Is that an acceptable name, Master?” 
 
      
 
    "If you like it, then sure," he said to the exotic young woman. 
 
      
 
    "Jade adores her new name, Master! Thank you so much!" she gushed, giddy with delight. 
 
      
 
    "You don't need a master now," John said quietly, taking her hand and giving it a gentle squeeze. "You can be free." 
 
      
 
    "Whatever you say, Master!" Jade replied, an indulgent smile lighting up her face. 
 
      
 
    John sighed, realising his bid to emancipate her was hopeless. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa studied her curiously for a moment, then asked, "Can I ask you something Jade?"  
 
      
 
    "Certainly, Alyssa. You may ask whatever you wish," Jade replied, an open expression of honesty on her enchanting face. 
 
      
 
    "Why did you turn into a copy of me when we first met you?" the blonde wondered. 
 
      
 
    "That is the form that Master considers to be female perfection," Jade replied guilelessly. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa's eyes welled up and she moved over to give John a tender kiss. "I love you," she said, her voice full of emotion. 
 
      
 
    "I love you too, honey," John said, smiling at her as he kissed her again. “My perfect woman...” 
 
      
 
    A few moments later, Alyssa turned to look at Jade once more. "You still have my physique though. It's too much of a coincidence that you have the exact same figure that I do." 
 
      
 
    The Nymph looked a little awkward. "This is not Jade's natural height or shape, but Jade no longer remembers what they were. It is most comfortable for this one to assume this form, now that Jade belongs to her new Master.” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded her understanding, until she frowned and asked perceptively, "Wait a moment, how did you know what John considers to be the perfect female form?" 
 
      
 
    "This one read Master's mind," Jade replied, gazing at John in adoration. 
 
      
 
    Before Alyssa could ask anything else, the elevator doors opened, so they all got in and went up to the Officer's Quarters. Jade padded along beside John, appearing quite content as he followed Alyssa into their walk-in-wardrobe. After stripping off their combat gear and putting away their weaponry, they walked out into the bathroom and got into the shower, keen to wash the sweat off their bodies after the intense action of the day. 
 
      
 
    Jade waited patiently for them outside, her eyes roaming all over John's body, a hungry gleam in her eyes as she saw him naked for the first time.  
 
      
 
    "Come and join us Jade," Alyssa said, smiling at the green girl and beckoning her into the shower. 
 
      
 
    "I'm sure I can't persuade either of you that this is a bad idea, can I?" John said, knowing what Nymphs were like and how relentlessly dogmatic Alyssa could be when she had her heart set on something. 
 
      
 
    "This one will do anything Master wishes," Jade responded, everything about her demeanour suggesting her absolute sincerity. 
 
      
 
    "XO in charge of recruitment," Alyssa reminded John, flashing him a lovely smile, her eyes twinkling mischievously. "Now come and help me get her clean." 
 
      
 
    John soaped up his hands and then began to run them over Jade's body. Her darkly coloured skin has the same texture as any of the other girls in his crew: soft, velvety smooth, and supple, but her body was slightly cooler to the touch than a normal Terran girl. 
 
      
 
    Jade sighed and moaned in appreciation at the feel of the four hands gliding over her body. Her skin was very responsive and goose bumps appeared in the wake of their caressing fingers. 
 
      
 
    "You're very beautiful," Alyssa said to Jade, as she traced the lighter viridian lines that highlighted the curves of Jade's big breasts. 
 
      
 
    "As are you Alyssa," Jade replied in a breathy murmur. 
 
      
 
    Jade's nipples responded to the stimulation and became hard and erect, pointing upwards and eager to be touched.  
 
      
 
    "Would it be okay to kiss you?" Alyssa asked the dark green girl with a flirtatious smile. 
 
      
 
    Jade's emerald eyes flashed with excitement, as she glanced at John. "This one would like that very much. Does Master permit it?" she asked with open longing.   
 
      
 
    "Be my guest," John replied, stroking her back.  
 
      
 
    He watched the two stunningly beautiful women hold each other in a gentle embrace, their breasts squashing together wetly. Jade had exactly copied Alyssa’s spectacular athletic figure in all ways except for colour. While the blonde’s nipples were a lovely pink, Jade’s were a dusky dark-green and they drew John’s attention as they peeked up around Alyssa’s bronzed breasts. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa leaned closer and Jade began to kiss her sensually, full lips brushing against each other as the women explored one another's bodies. John’s cock rose to full attention at the erotic display and he had to fight hard not to just reach for one of the girls and satisfy his growing lust. He knew either of them would be delighted to accommodate him, which made it even harder to resist, but he wanted to let them get comfortable with each other. Instead, he just let his hands cup their firm round buttocks and enjoyed feeling their pliant flesh as he gave them a gentle squeeze. 
 
      
 
    The sound of voices coming from the bedroom tore his attention away from Jade and Alyssa for a moment and he turned to see Calara and Sparks stroll into the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    "Oh wow!" Calara gasped in amazement, seeing the new arrival for the first time.  
 
      
 
    “I told you they’d be here!” Sparks said, nudging the Latina with an elbow. Her eyes sparkled with amusement as she watched Alyssa and Jade kissing, both girls absorbed with one another. She glanced at John and raised an eyebrow. "I thought we were meeting up on the Bridge?" 
 
      
 
    "We got a bit distracted, sorry," John apologised, gesturing to the girls beside him. 
 
      
 
    "I can see that... No need to apologise though, she’s absolutely gorgeous!" Sparks exclaimed as both girls grinned at each other and began to strip off their clothing in a flurry of cascading garments. 
 
      
 
    "Room for two more?" Calara asked seductively as she sauntered into the shower. 
 
      
 
    "The more the merrier," John grinned, feasting his eyes on the wide selection of pert flesh arrayed before him. 
 
      
 
    He stood aside to make room for the sultry redhead and the gorgeous brunette. Calara led the way and approached the kissing couple. 
 
      
 
    "May I?" she asked the girls tentatively. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa pulled away from her tender kisses with Jade and sighed happily. "Oh please do, she's an amazing kisser!" 
 
      
 
    Jade glanced John's way and he smiled at her, nodding his permission. The Nymph beamed back at him, her smile lighting up her face like a ray of sunshine in a forest. She turned towards the olive-skinned Latina and opened her arms invitingly. 
 
      
 
    Calara stepped forward into that welcoming embrace and then tilted her head slightly so that she could begin to kiss Jade with gentle, probing kisses. Alyssa moved behind the green hued girl and began to kiss her neck and shoulders, eliciting breathy moans from Jade as she was sandwiched between the sensuous teenagers. 
 
      
 
    John's attention was dragged away from the steamy encounter by Sparks, who moved smoothly into his arms. She kissed him passionately, her tongue diving into his mouth for him to duel with his own. She broke away for a moment and looked into his eyes, her own pupils dilated with lust. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you for finding us a new friend," she said heatedly, glancing over her shoulder at the dark skinned alien and grinning "She’s really sexy!"  
 
      
 
    The redhead pressed up against him, feeling his hugely swollen cock throbbing against her slim, youthful tummy. John brought his hands down to cup her perfectly rounded bottom, spreading her taut cheeks slightly which made her gasp. He moved his finger between them and gently began to rub her anus in a light circular motion. 
 
      
 
    "Very soon," he promised, looking into her eyes. 
 
      
 
    Sparks looked back at him, her eyes flaring with excitement. She leaned in to whisper in his ear. 
 
      
 
    "I want to really feel it! I want you to make me scream!" she gasped, her eyes flashing dangerously. 
 
      
 
    John leaned in to kiss her ear, before taking her lobe between his teeth, nibbling and tugging at it gently. Sparks hissed with excitement and she writhed against him. Before he got so turned on that he mounted her deliciously tight little virgin ass right there and then, John pulled away from her slightly. 
 
      
 
    "Go and say hi to your new shipmate," he said with an encouraging smile. 
 
      
 
    Sparks bit her lip and moaned in arousal, turning towards the entwined women behind her. Calara stepped to the side making room for the redhead, who moved in eagerly, overcharged with lust as she was. John was waiting for Jade to ask permission, so when she glanced his way, he nodded straight away. Her viridescent eyes flashed with excitement and she wrapped her arms around the nubile redhead.  
 
      
 
    Sparks looked down to see her beautiful bronzed breasts rub up against the dark green cleavage of the voluptuous alien girl and she panted excitedly. She still hadn't got completely used to her new body yet and her gravity-defying boobs slid deliciously over Jade's equally pliant flesh, causing her to gasp as her nipples hardened with arousal. 
 
      
 
    Calara and Alyssa left their young lover to get acquainted with Jade and moved to flank John, pushing their luscious breasts into his muscular chest. They stood on tiptoe and whispered naughty things in his ears. 
 
      
 
    "She's beautiful, thank you for bringing her home." 
 
      
 
    "She's going to look so good wrapped around you." 
 
      
 
    "I can't wait to find out what she tastes like." 
 
      
 
    "I want to see her with a belly full of your cum." 
 
      
 
    John panted with lust, barely able to control himself. He now had four beautiful women with him, any of which he could take in whatever way he felt like. The heady rush of power and surge to his ego was intoxicating. 
 
      
 
    He opened the door to the shower, words failing him for the moment. All four women looked at him and sensing his ardent desire, moved quickly out of the huge cubicle. John wasn't sure where to start for a moment and so the girls helped him make his decision. Calara and Sparks stood on either side of Jade and Alyssa hugged her from behind. All three caressed Jade's slim stomach suggestively looking at him with lust-filled eyes.  
 
      
 
    John was powerless to resist that look from so many beautiful women, so he sat on the edge of the bath and beckoned Jade over to him.  
 
      
 
    "Kneel please, Jade," he asked her gently. 
 
      
 
    Jade smiled at him adoringly and sank to her knees between his legs. "It will be an honour for this one to service you, Master," she purred, before reaching out to gently stroke his taut, tightly packed quad. She felt the hefty weight of his sack and panted with lust. "This one's Master is so virile!" 
 
      
 
    John couldn’t hold out any longer, so he gently grasped the beautiful alien girl's head in both hands. He had heard about the Nymphs’ legendary skills and he was eager to put one to the test. Jade opened her mouth wide and swallowed his entire length in one long, toe curling descent.  
 
      
 
    "Oh fuck, that's good!" John cried out, his body aching for relief at the hands, or should he say throat, of this exceedingly willing woman.  
 
      
 
    Jade moved up and down him in a fluid movement, the muscles in her neck wrapping tightly around his shaft and moulding to him like a second skin. Her throat began to ripple, gently massaging and teasing his cock as he plunged in and out of her body, causing him to moan as his body felt overloaded by hedonistic pleasure. 
 
      
 
    He ran his fingers through her silky soft dark-green hair, enjoying the amazing tactile sensation as the long strands brushed over his fingertips. He tore his gaze away from the Nymph who was sucking and stroking him so hungrily, to look at the other three girls. They were kneeling to the sides and behind Jade, all fingering their wet pussies and panting with excitement.  
 
      
 
    They all looked up at him and he stared into four sets of enchanting eyes; emerald, light blue, cerulean, and deep brown, all completely focused on him and his pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Faced with that kind of open adoration, he could only throw his head back and explode down Jade's throat, long spurts of his semen pumping into her darkly toned body. After missing his morning relief, he had built up a massive load and Jade greedily swallowed down her debauched feast.  
 
      
 
    The three watching teenagers rubbed their clits furiously and all came together, the sight of John emptying his balls into this exotic alien girl the trigger to push them over the edge.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa's consciousness seemed to light up like a Christmas tree, as she felt the lustful emotions from Calara's, Sparks' and John's presences in her mind. What really shocked her was the sudden instant appearance of a strange new manifestation, which was unmistakably alien and obviously belonged to Jade. The harmonious chorus of so much pleasure from everyone in her mind, caused her eyes to roll back in her head and she cried out her own release. 
 
      
 
    After John's orgasm stretched on for what seemed like an eternity, he could no longer take any more stimulation. Jade had been sucking on him non-stop with unceasing and unwavering suction and he had nothing left to give her. 
 
      
 
    "No more..." he croaked, his body at its sensual limit. "...feels too good."  
 
      
 
    She let him slide all the way out of her throat and mouth, her dark green tongue licking his length as he pulled out of her. He wavered for a moment, thinking he might fall, but he managed to retain his balance. Collecting himself, he managed to stand and offered his hands for Calara and Sparks. They rose gracefully, looking at him with contented smiles. Next, he helped Alyssa stand, the blonde appearing practically catatonic, before turning to Jade, who was stroking her hugely inflated abdomen. 
 
      
 
    "Master is so potent," she murmured with a deliriously happy sigh, standing with his help. 
 
      
 
    Jade’s tongue flickered out and tasted the cum his withdrawing cock had brushed over her lips and she savoured his semen with her discerning taste buds. Her eyes widened in astonishment and she licked her lips again, desperate to taste more of his cum. She looked down at her belly in wonder, stroking it in disbelief. She was about to speak to her master to tell him what she had discovered when he looked into her astonished eyes. 
 
      
 
    "Come on, you should rest," he said to her with a kind smile. “You must be tired.”  
 
      
 
    Jade suddenly felt overcome with the desire to sleep and she padded after him obediently to the bedroom. She curled up on the bed and fell asleep almost as soon as her head touched the pillow. 
 
      
 
    John lay down next to her and the teenage girls cuddled up with him. Alyssa took his right side with Sparks draped over her and Calara snuggled in behind Jade, tracing lazy circles over her verdant belly. John had just closed his eyes and was relaxing in the afterglow of his incredible climax when Calara suddenly gasped with surprise. 
 
      
 
    "Look!" she called out, her eyes transfixed on the alien girl's stomach. She carefully removed her hand so that the others could suddenly see what had so startled her. 
 
      
 
    Waves of viridian light were spreading out over the Nymph's body, like ripples in a lake after dropping in a stone. The focal point was the centre of her tummy and they swept out smoothly to follow the contours of the girl's torso, before running all the way up her arms and down her legs. 
 
      
 
    "What's happening to her?" Calara asked in amazement, but no-one knew the answer. 
 
      
 
    John sighed and gently stroked Jade’s cheek. "I should probably tell you what I do know about our beautiful new companion..."  
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    John sat with his back against the headboard while Alyssa, Sparks, and Calara sat on the bed in a semicircle in front of him, watching as he began his tale. Jade lay curled up comfortably on her side, her beautiful dark green body rippling with the ethereal bands of light that were radiating out from her swollen belly. 
 
      
 
    "Now gather around little girls and let me begin..." John said in a creaking voice, as though he was a wizened old storyteller. 
 
      
 
    The three teenagers giggled and the room echoed with the beautiful melodic cadence of female laughter. The wonderful sound made John feel happy to be alive. 
 
      
 
    "Jade here is what is known as a Nymph," he began, brushing his fingers along her dark-green arm. 
 
      
 
    Calara looked a little sceptical. "I thought they were just fictional creatures in fairy tales?"  
 
      
 
    "Yeah, they are. Nymph is just a nickname, like the Ashanath are nicknamed Greys.” 
 
      
 
    The girls all nodded their understanding. 
 
      
 
    "Do you remember I told you how humanity started taking previously claimed worlds from the Ashanath?" John asked, receiving further nods of confirmation from his lovers. 
 
      
 
    "Well one of the star systems that the Terran Federation acquired was orbited by a planet called Lenarra. This world was sparsely populated by Lenarrans, who were an exclusively female species and lived in a primitive hunter-gatherer society," he explained, glancing down at Jade with a look of regret on his face. 
 
      
 
    "Why do you keep using the past tense?" Alyssa asked quietly, sensing his feelings of sadness. 
 
      
 
    John paused, making sure he had their attention. "One of the quirks of Lenarrans is that they possess latent psychic powers. They’re naturally able to read the desires of males and then shapeshift to exactly resemble what that man finds most attractive."  
 
      
 
    "What did Jade turn into when she read your most heartfelt desires?" Sparks asked John, leaning forward and holding her breath in anticipation. 
 
      
 
    "Me," Alyssa answered for him, blushing in embarrassment. 
 
      
 
    "Aww, that's so sweet!" Sparks replied, giving the blonde an affectionate hug. 
 
      
 
    "You don't mind?" the beautiful blonde asked tentatively, worried about hurting her friend's feelings. 
 
      
 
    Calara grinned at Alyssa, perfectly at ease with the reality of their situation. "We know how much he cares for us, but it's obvious you two are made for each other."  
 
      
 
    This prompted lots of warm hugs and loving kisses between the three girls. Eventually they settled down again to let John continue his story. 
 
      
 
    Seeing he had their attention again, he said, "So when humanity first discovered Lenarra and the Nymphs started shifting into whatever form men most desired, you can imagine what happened next." 
 
      
 
    "A Nymph gold rush?" Sparks asked, darting a glance at the sleeping alien girl. 
 
      
 
    "Exactly. Pretty soon the entire populace had been wooed, or forcibly kidnapped from the planet. Now there's not a single Nymph left on Lenarra," he said sorrowfully. 
 
      
 
    "So what happened to the ones taken from the planet?" Calara asked, as she leaned in for a hug. 
 
      
 
    "Not many are left," John said, his voice tinged with sadness as he stroked the Latina’s lustrous brown hair. "Nymphs can't breed with humans and although they are incredibly long lived, most died off through accidents, murder and the like." His face filled with regret at humanity’s doleful behaviour towards this species. 
 
      
 
    "When did all this happen?" Alyssa asked. 
 
      
 
    "Around three-hundred years ago," John said, shocking the teenagers to the core. 
 
      
 
    Calara gaped at the Nymph in stunned amazement. "Jade is three-hundred years old?" 
 
      
 
    "At least that old, yes," John replied, stroking the exotic shapeshifter’s slender arm. 
 
      
 
    "You’d never guess, she doesn't look a day over two-hundred!" Alyssa joked, getting a smile from him in return. 
 
      
 
    Sparks looked at him in awe. "How do you know all this stuff? I’ve never even heard of Nymphs before!"  
 
      
 
    "Well you've probably guessed by now I'm not entirely human," he said, smiling at her gently. 
 
      
 
    Sparks laughed. "And I'm constantly thankful for it!" 
 
      
 
    "Well my mother was human, but I have no idea what species my father was. I spent a good fifteen years or so researching all I could about every known alien species, trying to find any kind of clue,” he explained, before letting out a defeated sigh. “But I couldn’t find anything useful..." 
 
      
 
    "But as a consequence of your research, you know a great deal about lots of different aliens?" Calara asked, giving him an admiring glance. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, basically," John nodded. “It actually helped a lot when I started working as a trader.” 
 
      
 
    "Handy fellow to have around then," Sparks said, grinning at him. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, I agree,” Alyssa said, sitting up imperiously. “Ladies, I think we should keep him..."  
 
      
 
    That led to a furious round of tickling by John, accompanied by Alyssa’s giggles of laughter. 
 
      
 
    Once John had released her and Alyssa was gasping for breath, Calara asked with concern, "So what's happening to Jade's tummy? Is she alright?”  
 
      
 
    Sparks crawled closer to the Nymph and followed one of the bands of light from Jade’s rounded tummy with her hand. "She's got to be reacting to your cum somehow. It’s too much of a coincidence that all these lines turned up after you stuffed her full of spunk!" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, but reacting how?" John asked, concerned for the green alien girl.  
 
      
 
    "We'll just have to ask her when she wakes up I suppose," Sparks replied with a shrug. "Maybe she can tell us more?" 
 
      
 
    "I guess we don't have much choice," John said, a resigned expression on his face. 
 
      
 
    "Hey, don't worry so much!" Sparks exclaimed, giving him an optimistic grin. "Look what it did for us three! I can't imagine it’ll do anything bad to her." 
 
      
 
    Calara nodded emphatically, remembering how quickly her terrible wounds had recovered under John's tender ministrations. She paused then and glanced at the Nymph with a curious expression on her face. "I wonder why she talks the way she does? Is all the 'master' talk some kind of fetish thing?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh no, that's completely sincere,” John replied, remembering all the tales he’d heard about the Lenarrans. “Nymphs are unquestioningly obedient to whoever they imprint themselves on. A desire to abuse that obedience was one of the things that led to their effective enslavement by humanity."  
 
      
 
    "Which is why you were so reluctant with her initially?" Alyssa asked, giving him a sympathetic smile as she understood his eagerness to try to free her. 
 
      
 
    John paused for a moment, a pained expression on his face. “Yes, that’s right. Jade is the first Nymph I've met, but I'd heard all the legends. She’s been a slave for more than three centuries and I was hoping to free her somehow, but it's obvious to me now that's just the way she is.” 
 
      
 
    "So she's unquestioningly loyal and obedient?" Calara asked. 
 
      
 
    "Sounds like us," Alyssa said with a grin. "I think she'll fit right in." 
 
      
 
    Sparks giggled and nodded her head. “I wondered why I liked her so much! It wasn’t just because she was so good at kissing...” 
 
      
 
    John laughed along with them, but something nagged in his mind suddenly. A kernel of truth in the girl's statements that seemed to resonate within him. Shaking his head at the odd sensation, he ignored it and it went away.  
 
      
 
    He stretched languidly, feeling great after the relaxing shower and the fun with Jade. He glanced over at the clock, having lost track of the time, and noticed it was now nearly two in the afternoon. His daily routine was constantly shot to pieces over the last few days; literally in this case. 
 
      
 
    "Are you girls ready for a late lunch?" he asked them enthusiastically. 
 
      
 
    "Ready to go already, John?" Calara purred suggestively, rubbing her toned stomach in anticipation. 
 
      
 
    "You're getting as bad as Alyssa!" John snorted and Calara laughed with him, her lovely brown eyes sparkling with amusement. "No, I meant I'll make us some lunch in the kitchen. Besides, I'm running on empty!"  
 
      
 
    "You better refuel then," Sparks told him, a hungry gleam in her eyes. "You have four girls to feed now..." 
 
      
 
    They all got dressed except for Alyssa, who stayed in bed, curling up behind the Nymph. When she saw their inquisitive glance, she explained, “I want to stay and keep an eye on Jade." 
 
      
 
    "I think I'll check on our guests and make sure they’ve settled in okay,” Sparks volunteered. 
 
      
 
    "I'll go up to the Bridge,” Calara said, her eyes narrowing. “I want to check if there's any more pirates on the long-range scans that might have slipped the net.” 
 
      
 
    John shook his head and gave her a warm smile. "Afraid not, Lieutenant. I need a helper in the kitchen."  
 
      
 
    "Happy to assist, Commander!" the gorgeous brunette said, snapping him a sharp salute and returning his smile. 
 
      
 
    They headed out of the bedroom, leaving Alyssa alone with Jade and her thoughts.  
 
      
 
    She curled up behind Jade and wrapped her in a hug. With the others now gone, along with their distracting, albeit entertaining conversation, she now felt free to investigate the new presence in her mind.  
 
      
 
    All of her lovers had their own little pockets reserved in her subconscious. John was centre stage of course, providing a constant comforting presence, with his stream of thoughts from his inner voice. The small bundles of emotion that represented Sparks and Calara were growing daily, and every so often, Alyssa had been getting fleeting glimpses of words, whenever the girls felt passionately enough about anything. 
 
      
 
    This new manifestation was something new and very different. Where Calara and Sparks felt like small bundles of nebulous emotion, Jade's presence was sharp and well defined. It had appeared with shocking abruptness, the very moment John had cum inside the alien girl.  
 
      
 
    The connection with Jade had manifested into a hard-edged, rectangular shape, filled with tiny fragments of what looked like coloured stones. The fragments had reformed into a mosaic, depicting John standing in a heroic pose, while Jade knelt at his feet looking up at him in reverence. Alyssa instinctively knew that the ecstatically happy image of Jade's beaming face, would reflect her new companion's current mood. How she knew this, Alyssa had no idea, but as with all the other weird stuff happening recently, she just shrugged and accepted it. 
 
      
 
    Feeling at peace with the new presence, she tucked it into its own little spot beside John in her mind, sensing it slotting into place with a satisfying ethereal click. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, you'll fit in just fine," she whispered, smiling at Jade. She gave the green skinned girl's cheek a loving kiss, before wrapping her arms around the luscious Nymph in a protective embrace.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    John and Calara walked hand in hand down the corridor towards the Officers’ Lounge, bidding Sparks farewell as she waited for the elevator. John led Calara into the lounge and then sat down on one of the sofas, pulling the surprised Latina into his arms. The gorgeous young brunette moved lithely to sit astride him and looked down with a coy smile. 
 
      
 
    "I thought you needed to refuel?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. 
 
      
 
    "I do," John replied, placing his hands on her hips and gently stroking her. 
 
      
 
    "So why the detour from the kitchen?" the Latina asked, before leaning into him to press her firm breasts against his chest. "Not that I'm complaining of course!"  
 
      
 
    John reached up to gently cup each side of her face in his hands, just admiring her breathtaking beauty for a moment. Calara’s flawless olive skin perfectly complemented her soulful brown eyes, while her lustrous brown hair swept over her shoulders and down her back in flowing waves. Her full lips had a graceful curve to them and he knew from experience just how soft and kissable they were. She flushed under his intense scrutiny, gazing back at him under her long eyelashes. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t mean to embarrass you,” John apologised, brushing his fingers against her cheek. “I just needed to take a moment to appreciate how astonishingly beautiful you are.”  
 
      
 
    Her eyes softened and she leaned down to give him a tender kiss, her lips proving just as deliciously sensuous as he’d remembered.  
 
      
 
    When they parted, she gave him a shy smile. “I like being your kitchen helper...” 
 
      
 
    He returned her smile, then said quietly, “I actually wanted to have a chat with you first." 
 
      
 
    "What about?" Calara asked, sitting back a little with perfect poise and looking at him with a curious expression on her lovely face. 
 
      
 
    "Everything that's happened with the pirates," John explained, watching her reaction. "I've been worried about you." 
 
      
 
    Calara slumped a little in his arms, losing her previous composure. "I've been a bit obsessed recently, haven't I?" she admitted, reluctant to meet his eyes. 
 
      
 
    John nodded his agreement, but his tone was reassuring as he said, "It's understandable, honey, especially after everything you went through." He lifted her chin so that she met his look of concern. "Revenge can become an obsession though and I was starting to worry about you." 
 
      
 
    "It wasn't revenge I was after, not exactly..." Calara said, struggling to find the words. "I just wanted to stop the same thing happening to anyone else." 
 
      
 
    "And you did," John said, his voice filled with pride. "The rest of us all played our part, but the entire attack on the pirate base only happened because you managed to figure out its location." 
 
      
 
    Calara smiled happily, glowing with his praise. 
 
      
 
    "Do you feel you can move on now?" John asked with genuine concern. "I've been worried that this has been haunting you." 
 
      
 
    Calara nodded slowly. "It feels... done," she replied, her voice earnest. "When you healed my wounds, you got rid of the physical scars, but now I feel like my emotional scars have been healed too." 
 
      
 
    "I’m so happy to hear that,” John said, giving her a broad smile. “That's everything I wanted for you." 
 
      
 
    "Wait a minute..." Calara said, her mind rapidly turning over the events of the past few days. "The attack on the pirate base, hunting down that pirate lord..." She looked at him sharply, her eyes widening in sudden realisation. "You did all this just for my benefit!" 
 
      
 
    "Well, they did have to be stopped..." John replied, trying to deflect her. 
 
      
 
    "The Terran Federation could have sent a fleet led by a battleship that would have wiped them out with ease," she said, waving her hand dismissively, her mind still racing. 
 
      
 
    John nodded. “True, but that would’ve taken a bit of time. We decided that-” 
 
      
 
    "Sparks and Alyssa were in on it too, weren't they!" Calara gasped in shock, interrupting him. "You all put your lives in danger, just to make me feel better!" 
 
      
 
    "I sometimes forget just how smart you all are," John said fondly, caressing the brunette's cheek as she sat there in stunned silence. "We...  I care about you, honey. Nothing is more important to me than making sure you're okay." 
 
      
 
    "Oh John... " Calara sighed, melting into his welcoming arms. "You're just too perfect. What did I ever do to deserve being part of your life?" 
 
      
 
    "You're pretty much perfect yourself!" John said with a warm smile, stroking her soft thick hair as she laid her head on his shoulder. "Beautiful, caring, loyal, intelligent, perceptive, the best Tactical Officer I've ever seen...” 
 
      
 
    Calara's body suddenly stiffened and she sat up in his lap, looking at him askance. "I'm not though!" she said insistently. 
 
      
 
    "Sure you are, you're absolutely amazing!" John said, his voice full of admiration. 
 
      
 
    "No, I'm actually not," the Latina said, her eyes narrowing as she looked at him. 
 
      
 
    John looked at her in confusion, not really sure what she was trying to tell him. 
 
      
 
    "When I left the Academy, I was doing really well, definitely top 10% of my year, but nothing truly exceptional," she said modestly.  
 
      
 
    "You've just got better with experience," John suggested with a dismissive shrug. “You’re only young, it makes sense you’d grow into your potential. You really are incredible though, I’m not just saying that because of the way I feel about you.” 
 
      
 
    "Until you pointed it out a moment ago, I hadn't even noticed," Calara murmured, sounding distracted. Her eyes went wide with wonder, as her remarkable mind closely examined the events over the last few weeks. She suddenly sat up straight and blurted out, "John, I practically never miss!” 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, like I said, you were incredible!" John enthused, grinning at her in appreciation. 
 
      
 
    "No-one shoots like that... not ever!" she protested, stunned by this revelation. "I've reviewed countless hours of naval battles during my time at the Academy and I'm telling you, my hit record blows any Terran in our archives out of the water!"  
 
      
 
    John frowned and looked at her curiously. “So you’re saying you’re the best shot in Terran history?” 
 
      
 
    She hesitated for a second. “No, it’s even bigger than that! The tactical analysis, breaking down the pirate’s attack routes, finding the base... The Terran Federation has entire teams who do that kind of analysis and I put it together by myself in just a few days!" 
 
      
 
    Calara laughed and leaned back, spreading her arms wide, "Then there's this conversation! How am I having this epiphany? I've never been this perceptive or smart before!" 
 
      
 
    "Okay, so what are you saying?" John asked slowly. "That you've suddenly got much better at everything?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes! That’s it exactly!" Calara grinned at him. "We've all been so distracted by the physical changes that these..." She wriggled back and gently cupped his quad with her hand. "...have had on us. We've been missing that there have been some amazing mental changes too!" 
 
      
 
    John's eyes widened to match Calara's own, shocked at how clear it was to him now. "It's not just you!" he exclaimed, feeling like a curtain had been drawn back in his mind, revealing secrets within. "Did you hear Sparks say how she hacked the security subsystems on the Stalingrad?" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah I know!" Calara exclaimed. "At the time, I was busy and just shrugged it off, but there's no way she should have been able to do that. We're talking about military grade encryption!" 
 
      
 
    "She's naturally gifted with machinery, but yeah, I think she's been 'enhanced' just like you have," John agreed, staring into her eyes with the same sense of wonder. 
 
      
 
    They sat for a moment just trying to process the news. 
 
      
 
    "Don't mention it to the other girls yet," John eventually requested. "Once we've dropped off the civilians, let's get together as a group and talk about it then." 
 
      
 
    Calara nodded her agreement and said sincerely, "I don’t know how I can ever thank you enough for what you’ve done for me.” 
 
      
 
    "I can't really claim the credit, it was my four friends that did most of the work," John said with a modest smile. 
 
      
 
    Calara laughed. "No, I don't mean that, but thanks to them too. What I meant was, thank you for this conversation and for making sure I was okay." 
 
      
 
    John opened his arms and Calara hugged him tightly, as he stroked her back and held her close to his chest. They both breathed a contented sigh at the same time and then laughed at being so in sync. 
 
      
 
    "Come on, let's go and make some lunch," John said, sitting up and helping Calara off his lap.  
 
      
 
    She nodded eagerly and they walked hand-in-hand to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sparks took the elevator down to Deck Four, feeling in a particularly happy mood since discovering that Jade had joined the crew. As she watched the deck numbers rolling by on the panel, she realised how little of the Invictus they actually used at the moment. 
 
      
 
    John and Alyssa had taken her on a tour around the entire ship, but they had skipped Deck Four, because it was shut down at the time. That deck contained the crew quarters and the ship's mess, but with the Invictus having such a small crew, there was no need to even have any of the subsystems on this level powered up. 
 
      
 
    The redhead laughed to herself when she realised that in the week since being shown around the ship, she hadn't even bothered setting foot in her own quarters again. She had spent almost her entire time either on the Bridge, or the Officers' Lounge, and had slept every night in the Commander's Quarters cuddled up with her lovers. 
 
      
 
    The elevator chimed softly and the door swished open, rousing Sparks from her reverie. 
 
      
 
    "Time to check on the houseguests." she thought to herself, then walked out into the corridor with a spring in her step. 
 
      
 
    She strode purposefully down the corridor until she came to the first of the occupied rooms. They currently had fifteen people staying with them; a ragtag bunch of traders and ore haulers that had been captured by the pirates to be used as hostages. 
 
      
 
    A bulky man in a tired-looking, many pocketed set of overalls was lying on the bed with his hands folded behind his head, staring at the ceiling.  
 
      
 
    "Hi there! Everything okay?" Sparks asked, greeting the man in a friendly manner. 
 
      
 
    The man looked down from the ceiling and when he saw her, he sprang up from the bed looking embarrassed. "Err, sure... I'm fine, thanks Miss." he stuttered and seemed to be having trouble looking at her. 
 
      
 
    "What's your name?" the redhead asked the blushing man, startled by his awkwardness. 
 
      
 
    He darted a furtive look her way and muttered quietly, "Geoff McIntyre, Engineer Second Class on the Dolphin."  
 
      
 
    Excited to meet another gearhead, she grinned at him in delight. "That’s great! My name’s Sparks, I'm the Chief Engineer on the Invictus!"  
 
      
 
    Geoff looked at her dubiously, overcoming his anxiety for a moment. "You're the Chief Engineer?"  
 
      
 
    "Yes, is that a problem?" Sparks asked, feeling a little defensive all of a sudden. 
 
      
 
    He blushed bright red and stammered, “Err no! You just look like..."  
 
      
 
    "Go on..." she said in a low voice, her eyes narrowing dangerously. 
 
      
 
    "Like a model!" Geoff blurted out. "I've never seen anyone so beautiful!" He clamped his mouth closed, surprising himself with his outburst. 
 
      
 
    Disarmed by his simple honesty, Sparks gave him a warm smile. "Oh! Thanks Geoff, that’s very sweet of you to say..." Horrifically scarred for most of her life, she was quite unused to compliments of any kind about her appearance. She took a deep breath and added, "I really am the Chief Engineer, honestly." 
 
      
 
    Geoff relaxed a little and studied her for a moment, before asking sceptically, "And your name is really, ‘Sparks’?"  
 
      
 
    Sparks laughed and rolled her eyes. "You don't like my name now?!"  
 
      
 
    "No, no, it's just a funny name for someone who looks the way you do!" Geoff replied, blushing again and smiling. He suddenly looked worried, and desperate not to offend this gorgeous young woman, he continued in a rush, “Sorry, I didn't mean anything by it!" 
 
      
 
    "Don’t worry, it’s fine," The redhead replied and gave him a disarming smile. 
 
      
 
    They chatted for a little while, talking shop about power couplings and energy relays. When Geoff realised that Sparks really did know what she was talking about, he relaxed around her and they had a detailed technical discussion about the output of the Invictus’ Power Core. She would have liked to continue the conversation, but she remembered she was supposed to be checking on the rest of their guests too. She waved him goodbye, having thoroughly enjoyed chatting with a fellow engineer. 
 
      
 
    Knowing she didn’t have much time left before lunch with John, she reminded herself not to get so caught up in conversations with rest of the guests. The other people in the crew quarters turned out to be just as cagey around her, so she said a brief hello and left them in peace. Before leaving, she powered up the dining area in the ship's mess, double-checking that it was thoroughly stocked with supplies. She invited everyone to use the place to make their own lunch, then left the deck and travelled up in the elevator to meet with her friends.  
 
      
 
    Sparks was lost in thought as she rode up in the elevator, surprised at how her new beauty seemed to make all those people, both men and women, so uncomfortable. She had always been incredibly envious of the beautiful models she had seen on the Holonet, so it came as a real shock to realise that being stunningly attractive came with its own set of complications. Still, it had been an interesting visit and the conversation with Geoff had given her some things to think about.  
 
      
 
    The doors to the elevator opened and Alyssa was waiting to meet her. 
 
      
 
    "That was good timing!" Sparks said, greeting her with a grin. 
 
      
 
    "Very nice coincidence," Alyssa said, smiling back at her warmly. 
 
      
 
    They chatted animatedly as they walked to the Officers' Lounge for lunch. Tantalising smells wafted out of the kitchen and John appeared carrying a big tray of Tacos. Feeling famished, they all tucked in, and thoroughly enjoyed the spicy Tex-Mex food.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa finished off her last Taco and sighed happily. "That was amazing!" 
 
      
 
    "I've never tasted anything so spicy before!" Sparks grinned. "Top marks for the chef!" 
 
      
 
    "I had a good assistant" John said, smiling at Calara who beamed back at him happily, her bright white teeth sparkling in the light. "Now can I leave you ladies to tidy up? I'd like to catch up with Charles." 
 
      
 
    "Charles?" Sparks asked, in surprise. "Who's that?" 
 
      
 
    "Vice Admiral Charles Harris," Alyssa interjected. "He's the nice guy who sold John this ship. He also upgraded our bedroom with the huge bathroom and walk-in-wardrobe." 
 
      
 
    The redhead laughed and gave John a broad grin. "I like him already!"  
 
      
 
    John left the girls to clean up and headed to the Bridge. Sitting in his Command Chair, he contacted his old friend on the powerful communications relay built into the Invictus. After a few minutes wait, the stern-faced man appeared on the view screen, his expression immediately relaxing when he saw who was calling him. 
 
      
 
    "John! It's great to see you!" he exclaimed. "Everything going okay?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes, thanks to you," John replied with an appreciative smile. "Thanks for sending the Indomitable, they arrived just in the nick of time!" 
 
      
 
    "I got the report from Captain Flintlock a few hours ago," Charles replied, looking sombre. His eyes narrowed as he continued vehemently, “I can’t believe you ran into the damn Kirrix! I didn't think we'd be seeing them any time soon, not after the last purge!” 
 
      
 
    "Maybe the Terran Federation needs to think about another?" John suggested, his expression bleak. 
 
      
 
    Charles smiled and shook his head. "Unfortunately, we're a bit tied up with the Kintark at the moment. Speaking of which, everyone could do with a bit of good news. Would you be up for doing a fluff piece for the media about your fight with the pirates and the Kirrix? I'd really appreciate it." 
 
      
 
    "Sure, I'd be happy to help out," John agreed. "I was mainly calling about Commander Rupert Grant though. Have you executed him for treason yet?" 
 
      
 
    "I'm afraid not, John,” Charles said, gritting his teeth in annoyance. “I ordered his arrest immediately after you sent me the information, but he’d already fled Port Heracles. I've had data teams analysing all his private communications; did you know he was selling civilian flight paths and military patrol routes to the pirates?" The Vice Admiral still looked shocked at the vile depths of Grant's betrayal. 
 
      
 
    John shook his head in disgust. "No wonder the pirates were able to remain undetected for so long."  
 
      
 
    "You must have a hell of a team to have sniffed out that base!" Charles exclaimed, his expression brightening. 
 
      
 
    "The best I've ever served with," John answered honestly. 
 
      
 
    Charles raised an eyebrow. 
 
      
 
    "Except for my time under your command, Vice Admiral!” John said, with a wry grin. “That goes without saying of course."  
 
      
 
    Charles laughed good naturedly and rolled his eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Before I forget, I'm hauling more Tyrenium," John said, trying to act nonchalant. 
 
      
 
    "Oh really?" Charles asked, his eyes suddenly sharp. "How much this time?" 
 
      
 
    John arched an eyebrow. "Twenty tons..." 
 
      
 
    Charles' face spread into a big lopsided grin. "Drop by Olympus as soon as you can John, I'll throw you a warm welcome!” 
 
      
 
    John smiled at his old friend. "We'll be there in approximately four days."  
 
      
 
    "Excellent! I'll look forward to seeing you then,” Charles replied. Instead of ending the conversation, the Vice Admiral continued expectantly, “If you can stay on the call, I'll put you through to the TFNN reporter." 
 
      
 
    "Sure. Any spin you want on the story, or anything you want me to keep quiet?" John inquired, happy to play his part. 
 
      
 
    "They’re friendly media, John. You can say whatever you like, they’ll report anything you say in a positive light," Charles said, with a wave goodbye. 
 
      
 
    John waited for a short while until the image of an attractive young woman appeared on the holo-screen. She looked familiar and he was sure he’d seen her on a TFNN Holonet broadcast before. 
 
      
 
    "Hello Commander!” the reporter gushed, greeting him with a bright smile. “I've heard a lot about you..." 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Calara, Sparks, and Alyssa finished cleaning up after lunch, working well as a team to get everything spotless in short order. They poured themselves some coffee and sat on the comfortable sofas together to have a chat. It was a nice novelty for them to have a bit of girl time without John around, or one of them dashing off for an important errand, or training, or any of the things that had kept them constantly busy these last few weeks. They just sat and chatted comfortably, enjoying each other's company and being able to spend some time really getting to know one another. 
 
      
 
    Calara was still in an introspective mood after her conversation with John and admitted self-consciously, "I don't normally get on this well with girls.". 
 
      
 
    "Really? Why's that?" Sparks asked in surprise. “I thought you were nice from the start, even though you were so gorgeous I felt a bit intimidated.” 
 
      
 
    The Latina sighed. "That’s always been part of the problem. I was always considered to be a 'pretty' girl and I guess some women get jealous even when I tried to be really friendly. I also grew up around three brothers, so I suppose I just got used to male company." 
 
      
 
    The redhead looked thoughtful for a moment, then said, "It was weird earlier. I went to see our passengers and I think I freaked them out a bit." 
 
      
 
    "Freaked them out? What do you mean?" Alyssa asked, tucking her legs up on the sofa. 
 
      
 
    "Well now I look like this," Sparks said, waving her hand at her exquisitely beautiful face. "I think I started making them feel uncomfortable.” She sighed and looked a bit forlorn as she continued, “When I was horribly scarred, my face was so fucked up that people would ignore me, because looking at me made them uncomfortable. Now I'm the other end of the spectrum and nothing’s changed! I spent most of my life wishing I looked beautiful, but now I do, people act practically the same way... it's kind of ironic I guess.” 
 
      
 
    "We have each other now, which is far more important," Alyssa said, giving them both a warm smile. “Aside from you two and John, I don’t care what anyone else thinks.” 
 
      
 
    "That's true!" Sparks said, smiling at her friends affectionately. “I love being with you girls.” 
 
      
 
    "Growing up with three brothers, I always wondered what it would be like to have some sisters," Calara confessed, then smiled at the two of them fondly. “Now I know and I really love it." 
 
      
 
    Sparks’ and Alyssa's eyes welled up with tears. For a couple of orphans who had wished for family their entire lives, Calara couldn't have said anything kinder. 
 
      
 
    "You're the best!" Alyssa said, wrapping the brunette in a tight hug, tears rolling down her cheeks. 
 
      
 
    "I love you so much... sister!" Sparks said with a sob, as she rushed over to hug the Latina too. 
 
      
 
    Calara sighed happily, loving the incredible, rock solid bond that had grown between the three of them. She knew that people developed strong friendships when fighting as comrades and the three of them had certainly done a lot of that in the last few weeks! 
 
      
 
    When the tears had dried up, the girls separated, Alyssa and Sparks blushing a bit at the strength of their reaction to Calara's heartfelt words. 
 
      
 
    "I wonder what it’s going to be like with Jade here now?" Sparks asked, looking at the other two with a hint of nervousness. 
 
      
 
    "I don’t think she’ll be a problem. She actually seems really nice," Alyssa said, remembering the warm innocent smile the alien girl had given her back on the Kirrix dropship. "I don't think it's in her nature to be deceptive, jealous, vindictive or anything like that. She's just naturally friendly and open." 
 
      
 
    Calara shook her head in amazement. "I still can’t believe Jade is over three-hundred years old! I wonder how old she actually is?" 
 
      
 
    "We could ask her, but I'm pretty sure she doesn't know," Alyssa said, recalling her conversation with the green-hued girl earlier that afternoon. 
 
      
 
    "How long do you think she'll be asleep for?" Calara wondered. 
 
      
 
    "Well the first time any of us had dinner with John..." Alyssa said, causing the other two girls to smile in amusement. "...we slept for fourteen hours." 
 
      
 
    "She isn't Terran like us though, so she might not be affected the same way. Remember all the glowing lights?" Sparks pointed out. "Perhaps her body will react faster or slower?" 
 
      
 
    "Well we'll just keep an eye on her and make sure she's comfortable," Calara said and the other girls nodded their agreement. 
 
      
 
    John strode back into the Officers' Lounge looking pleased with himself. “Hey girls.” 
 
      
 
    The girls turned to greet him with affectionate smiles and Alyssa patted the sofa beside her as she asked, "How did the chat with Charles go?"  
 
      
 
    "Really well actually! He seems pretty keen to buy our cargo," John said with a wolfish grin as he sat down beside the blonde. "I think the trip to Olympus should be fun." 
 
      
 
    "I'm more looking forward to going shopping with the girls on Gravitus," Alyssa confessed as she leaned over to give him a kiss. She arched an eyebrow and added, "I wonder how Rachel's getting on...” 
 
      
 
    "Who's Rachel?" Calara asked, having not heard the blonde mention her before. 
 
      
 
    "She’s a lovely girl we met at the boutique I bought my clothes from," Alyssa explained, her fingers idly stroking John’s neck as she grinned at him. "She could probably retire after all the commission she made that day!" 
 
      
 
    John smiled at her fondly. "That's the main reason why I need to sell this ore. How else am I going to fund your shopping trips?"  
 
      
 
    They settled down and chatted happily, enjoying the quiet after all the action over the last few days. Before they knew it, they had talked their way through the rest of the afternoon and most of the evening. A soft beeping on John's watch interrupted the current conversation. 
 
      
 
    "We're nearly back at Port Heracles," John said, turning off the alarm. 
 
      
 
    He noticed a worried look flash across Calara's face and he beckoned her over to sit on his lap. “I’m really sorry, honey. I should have mentioned it straight away... Rupert Grant fled. He's wanted for treason now and is fleeing a death sentence. You won't have to worry about running across him there.” 
 
      
 
    Calara sighed with relief, the tension visibly leaving her. She hesitated for a moment, then asked tentatively, "I'd still like to leave as soon as we can, if that's ok? I have a lot of bad memories from that place." 
 
      
 
    John stroked her back to comfort her and gave her a reassuring smile. "Sure, that’s fine by me. We'll drop our guests off and leave as soon as they've been taken care of." 
 
      
 
    "Thanks John, I appreciate it," Calara replied, giving him a tender kiss filled with gratitude. 
 
      
 
    They headed up to the Bridge and sat in their familiar places as they exited hyper warp. Port Heracles was just as John had remembered it, the huge Terran Federation space station looking tall and imposing, but the local system teemed with traffic, the place looking even busier than the last time he’d visited. Alyssa brought the Invictus around to approach the immense space station, contacting Port Heracles Flight Control to request docking clearance.  
 
      
 
    John tried to reach the new Station Commander, but he was out of his office at the time. His assistant answered instead and John was relieved to see that the pinch-faced adjutant had been replaced, the new officer proving to be far more helpful. The Lieutenant promised that he’d inform Commander Steeran of their imminent arrival, as well as arrange for support teams to meet them and take care of the civilians. 
 
      
 
    Sparks was seeing Port Heracles for the first time and she marvelled at the sheer size of the impressive Terran facility. The space station reminded her of a stack of plates, with a big round disc in the middle that held the docking bays. The smaller discs above and below twinkled with lights from the hundreds of viewports sprinkled around their circumference. Her view of the station slowly disappeared as the Invictus glided into the docking bay. 
 
      
 
    "I'll let our guests know we've arrived," John announced as he rose from his seat. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa darted a warm smile at the Latina who appeared lost in thought. "Calara and I will wait up on the bridge.” 
 
      
 
    Sparks leapt to her feet and eagerly volunteered, "I'll come!” 
 
      
 
    John strolled down the steps and waited at the elevator, smiling at the redhead affectionately as she bounded up the ramp to join him. They descended to Deck Four and rallied the civilians, who were all eager to disembark, gathering in the elevator as one big group. When they reached Deck Nine, John strode forward to open the airlock into the docking bay and discovered two medical teams escorted by Terran Federation troopers waiting there to meet them. A balding middle-aged man strode up to John when he stepped out of the airlock 
 
      
 
    "Commander Clive Steeran," the officer said, greeting John with a respectful salute. 
 
      
 
    John returned the salute. "Commander John Blake, but you can call me John."  
 
      
 
    "It's nice to meet the man who was instrumental in removing my predecessor!" the new station Commander said enthusiastically. "Oh, and call me Clive, by all means!" 
 
      
 
    “It’s good to meet you, Clive,” John replied, accepting the Station Commander’s offered handshake. 
 
      
 
    Clive shook his hand warmly and grinned at him. "You've become a bit of a hero around here, John!" 
 
      
 
    John smiled graciously and glanced over at the medical teams who were speaking to the civilians, most of whom were waving away any medical attention. 
 
      
 
    "Don't worry about them, my men will take good care of them!" Clive said eagerly. "Are you staying at Port Heracles for long?" 
 
      
 
    "I'm afraid not Clive, we're on our way to Olympus Shipyard. We only came here to drop the civilians off at the closest safe port," John replied with a frown of apology. 
 
      
 
    "That's a shame," Clive said, clearly disappointed. "Let me know when you're coming back this way and we'll roll out the welcome mat."  
 
      
 
    John smiled and nodded. “Will do.” 
 
      
 
    Sparks saw Geoff gazing back at her with a wistful expression on his face. When he realised she was looking at him, he blushed and shyly waved goodbye. The redhead beamed a big friendly smile at him and waved goodbye in return. 
 
      
 
    "Safe travels, Commander!" Clive said, as John and Sparks turned to board the Invictus.  
 
      
 
    The Terran Federation personnel and the civilians broke into a spontaneous round of applause, cheering loudly as they returned to their ship. 
 
      
 
    "Well I like him!" Sparks said brightly, as she looked up at John. 
 
      
 
    "He's a massive improvement on the last guy, believe me!" John said, nodding his agreement. He gave her a rueful smile and continued, “I'm sorry we couldn't stay for a little while. There are lots of aliens who trade at Port Heracles and it would have been interesting for you to see them. I promised Calara we wouldn’t hang around though."  
 
      
 
    “Thank you for thinking of me," Sparks replied, genuinely touched. "That would have been fascinating, but it’s totally fine, I don’t want Calara to get upset either. We can check out aliens another time.” 
 
      
 
    "No problem," John said, smiling at her affectionately. He leaned forward and added in a conspiratorial whisper, "Don't say anything to Alyssa, but when she first came here, I thought her eyes were going to fall out of her head when she saw some of those aliens!" 
 
      
 
    Sparks giggled as she imagined her friend gawping at bizarre looking creatures. 
 
      
 
    *It was pretty funny, beautiful,* John thought for Alyssa's benefit. 
 
      
 
    He held out his hand for Sparks and said, "Come on, let's go and see the girls, then we can check on Jade.” 
 
      
 
    They travelled back up to the bridge to see that they had already left Port Heracles and Alyssa had plotted their course to the Olympus shipyard. The green line travelled through sector after sector and a readout helpfully informed them that the journey would take them just under four days to complete. When the Invictus reached the Nav Beacon at the edge of the system, Alyssa activated their FTL drive and the Invictus leapt forward into hyper-warp. 
 
      
 
    "Just the final stretch now," John said, relaxing in his Command Chair and smiling at the girls. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa turned in her chair and grinned at him. "Then we can go shopping!" 
 
      
 
    John glanced across the Bridge at the redhead sitting at her Engineering Station. "I think Sparks might well outspend you this time."  
 
      
 
    "Really?" Sparks asked, looking confused. "I don't think I'm into dresses as much as Alyssa." 
 
      
 
    "You've already forgotten my promise to outfit a new Engineering Bay for you?” John teased her playfully. “Perhaps you aren’t interested in your own custom workshop any more...” 
 
      
 
    Sparks gasped and quickly shook her head. "No, I think it’s awesome! I totally want it!” She blushed then and gave him a guilty look. “With all the recent excitement, it slipped my mind. I’m really sorry!”  
 
      
 
    "Well you have four days to pick what you want," he said with an indulgent smile. "Remember, money is no object. I want you to get everything and anything you think could be useful." 
 
      
 
    Sparks looked a bit uncertain. "Are you sure? Some of the equipment is very expensive." 
 
      
 
    "Trust me," John said nodding emphatically.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa rose from her chair as an exciting thought came to her. She beamed a sparkling smile as she said, "Let's go and check on Jade. Then I've just had a great idea of a way to show you why buying dresses can be fun..."  
 
      
 
    They all followed Alyssa as the exuberant young woman led them down to their quarters. Jade was still fast asleep, but her stomach had returned to its normal slender shape. The viridian pulses were still spreading out around her body, but now they were slow and measured. 
 
      
 
    "She's been out thirteen hours," John said, gently brushing Jade’s dark green hair away from her face. "I'm guessing she’ll probably wake up after another hour.” 
 
      
 
    "Okay you stay here and keep an eye on her," Alyssa requested, before turning to grin at Sparks and Calara. "You girls follow me!" 
 
      
 
    The two girls followed her with some trepidation as they disappeared into the bathroom. John sat beside the Nymph on the bed and watched her sleeping peacefully while he waited for the trio of teenagers to return. They were gone for a good while, eventually re-emerging delightfully nude. John was only able to briefly admire them, before Alyssa ushered Calara and Sparks into the walk-in-wardrobe.  
 
      
 
    "You might want to get a nice shower too," she suggested, glancing at him coyly over her shoulder as she followed her friends out of sight. 
 
      
 
    John shared a smile with her before she left, then got up and showered himself, enjoying the hot water as it washed away his troubles. He dried himself, but didn't bother getting dressed, choosing to stay naked as he went to lie on the bed next to the sleeping Nymph. 
 
      
 
    After a little while, Alyssa appeared at the door, wearing the backless dress that John had bought her on Gravitus. She walked out gracefully like a model on a catwalk and posed for him by the side of the bed, her hand holding one of the bed posts. 
 
      
 
    "You look stunning," John said appreciatively, admiring her spectacular figure which was flaunted so well by her outfit. 
 
      
 
     His cock already started to thicken when Alyssa first appeared, but he got a lot more steel in his rod when the beautiful teenager pirouetted elegantly. With the way the dress was cut, he could see the toned muscles in her back all the way down to the dimples of Venus just above her bottom. She smiled at him alluringly while listening to his thoughts as he checked her out. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa glanced towards the wardrobe door and called out, "Calara, if you please."  
 
      
 
    The gorgeous Latina appeared at the door wearing the same outfit, but this time in red. The colour accentuated her lovely olive-coloured skin and she gave him a smouldering look as she glided into the room. John sat up so he could stare at her more clearly. The dress fit her absolutely perfectly, with the Latina sharing the exact same body type as Alyssa. She pivoted for him, so that he could see the backless cut to the dress and John couldn't take his eyes off her rounded buttocks, as he saw how the sheer material of the dress clung to her like a second skin. Calara walked over to stand at the other bedpost. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa watched his eyes locked on the Latina's pert ass and nodded to herself, smiling with satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    "You look magnificent, Calara!" John said, whistling appreciatively.  
 
      
 
    She smiled and blew him a kiss. “Alyssa has wonderful taste in clothes. I’d never normally dream of getting anything this revealing!” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa shared a loving smile with the brunette, then glanced behind her. "Sparks, it’s your turn now...” 
 
      
 
    Finally, the redhead entered, looking angelic wearing a white version of the same dress. She smiled seductively at John and sashayed into the room, walking gracefully towards him and then pivoting so that he could see her beautiful tanned skin in the backless part of the dress. John moved forward to sit on the end of the bed, desperate to get a closer look as his eyes slid lower and focused on the perfect spheres of her bottom.  
 
      
 
    The redhead watched him over her shoulder with a gleam in her sky-blue eyes, thrilled by the way her body held his undivided attention. She shifted her weight from one high-heeled foot to another, the extra four-inches making her ass look even more delicious, as the taut cheeks rolled under the dress. 
 
      
 
    John gawped at her in amazement, and his eyes darted to the blonde and brunette, as they went to join the redhead in front of him. They faced away and looked over their shoulders, so he could see the backs of all three girls as they looked at him coyly. He blatantly undressed them with his eyes, and he felt his heart race with excitement as he stared at them, each showcasing their spectacular figures. 
 
      
 
    "We all want to get fucked in the ass tonight," Alyssa said provocatively. "What you have to decide... is who you take first." 
 
      
 
    John could barely believe his ears, or his luck. Rendered mute, he pointed at the redhead’s glorious ass with a trembling hand, his body overloaded with adrenalin. 
 
      
 
    "Ah, you want to break in the new girl?" Alyssa said appreciatively, running her hands over the redhead’s bottom and squeezing it gently. "Excellent choice..." 
 
      
 
    Sparks held her breath as she lifted the strap off her shoulder, watching him intently as it slipped off her smooth tanned skin. She turned slowly and looked at him over the other shoulder, then glanced down as she removed the other strap. She watched his reaction as the dress slipped all the way down her body to pool at her feet, leaving her completely nude. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck me..." John whispered in awe, enthralled by her very provocative display. 
 
      
 
    All three girls nodded as they smiled at him, the looks on their faces filled with promise. "We intend to," Alyssa said. "Just let us know when you want to be inside each of us." 
 
      
 
    They turned and walked towards him, with Calara and Alyssa sitting demurely on either side of the bed. Sparks walked right up to him so that her toned stomach was inches away from his face. He looked up over her pert, upturned breasts, making eye contact with the redhead and seeing the raw lust in her hooded eyes. She turned around and suddenly he was presented with her glorious ass, the firm round cheeks just touching in the middle and hiding his goal from his eyes. He raised his shaking hands and then gripping each cheek firmly, gently easing them apart and drawing a gasp of excitement from Sparks. He could see the tight little knot of her asshole, the light reflecting off the glistening lube they had used to make her ready. 
 
      
 
    "We're all prepared for you John," Alyssa purred in his ear. "Tonight isn't about us. We all want you to just focus on yourself." 
 
      
 
    John groaned with lust. 
 
      
 
    Calara leaned in and braced his arm with her breasts. "We all want to be used by you John and used hard!" she said breathily. 
 
      
 
    Unable to wait any longer, John stood and pulled Sparks into his arms. She looked up at him, her eyes flashing with excitement. They kissed and duelled tongues passionately, before breaking apart. 
 
      
 
    "Lie on the bed," John ordered the sultry redhead. 
 
      
 
    Sparks stepped out of her high-heeled shoes, dropping four inches and needing to look up at him to make eye contact. She nodded obediently, then made a show of climbing on the bed, taking her time before she finally lay down on her stomach. Turning, she looked over her right shoulder to watch him, biting her lower lip between her teeth as she quivered with anticipation. 
 
      
 
    "Take off your dresses and then guide me into her," John told the other girls, but not taking his eyes off Sparks who was posed enticingly before him. 
 
      
 
    Calara and Alyssa moved swiftly to obey, removing their long dresses and shoes before climbing up onto the bed next to the redhead. When they were in position, they looked back, waiting to help him push his way into the girl sandwiched between them. 
 
      
 
    The sight of the blonde, brunette and redhead lying there was intoxicating and John struggled to control himself. He slowly climbed onto the bed and moved over the redhead's body, covering her smaller frame with his much larger physique. He nuzzled his cock between those pert cheeks of her bottom, until Calara's olive skinned hand held his shaft and guided the head into position. She leaned in to kiss his arm, to let him know he was ready and John began to push forward.  
 
      
 
    "Fuckkkk!" Sparks hissed loudly, grasping the sheets in clenched fists. 
 
      
 
    Her incredibly tight anus was forced wide open by the blunt end of his cock and her body trembled as she was stretched around him. When his broad head had disappeared inside her ass, the tight ring snapped closed around his substantial girth, offering her a moment's respite.  
 
      
 
    John paused a moment to let her get used to the bulky intruder in her hot, tight little hole. “Relax for me, it’ll make it much easier to slide in deeper,” he said firmly, locking eyes with the quivering girl. 
 
      
 
    Sparks relaxed her grip on the sheets and let the tension drain from her body, slowly nodded to let him know she was ready for me. John waited until she had adjusted to the huge intruder, before pushing forward again. 
 
      
 
    "Oh my fucking god!" The redhead wailed as John crammed inch after long inch up her impossibly tight ass. She groaned as she felt him thrust deep inside her, her young body having to make room to fit his burgeoning cock. 
 
      
 
    John looked down at her trembling bottom, the redhead’s entire body shaking with barely controlled lust. He withdrew halfway and then drove in up to the hilt again, causing Sparks to grunt as the drive of his hips made her buttocks ripple with the impact. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, that's good," Alyssa crooned. "Make her feel what it's like to be fucked by a powerful man." 
 
      
 
    "Concentrate on yourself," Calara urged him. "We'll make it good for her." 
 
      
 
    Sparks looked back at him over her shoulder. "You made me look like this, now enjoy me!" she gasped, relishing the thrilling feelings of submission warring with the overwhelming sensation of being stuffed so full. 
 
      
 
    John pulled back most of his length, leaving only his head still encased by her snug little chute. Then he drove forward driving all the way inside her and slapping up against her taut rounded ass. 
 
      
 
    "Unnhhh!" Sparks grunted loudly. 
 
      
 
    John pulled back and then rammed forward again, beginning to pick up the pace with a steady rhythm as he pounded her perfect little ass cheeks.  
 
      
 
    "Oh... My.... God...!" Sparks moaned between heaving breaths as John jack hammered into her, his hips a blur.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa slipped her hand under her friend's belly to stroke her clit, while Calara reached under Sparks’ chest to squeeze and pinch those painfully erect nipples. 
 
      
 
    Sparks wails turned into a long piercing scream as her ass clenched around John's cock in a death grip. Her ass pulsated around him, clenching and unclenching as Sparks rode out a mind-shattering orgasm. She collapsed on to the bed unconscious, her sprawled out body twitching reflexively. 
 
      
 
    "Who next?" Alyssa purred, her cerulean eyes blazing with excitement. 
 
      
 
    John glanced at Calara, who shuddered with anticipation.  
 
      
 
    "Mmm, you really wants it too, don't you beautiful?" Alyssa asked the Latina.  
 
      
 
    Calara nodded slowly but determinedly, as she stared at John with her lusty brown eyes. He pulled out of Sparks, leaving her comatose on the bed and then moved up behind Calara. He nudged up between her tightly clenched olive-toned ass cheeks, forcing the resisting muscles apart.  
 
      
 
    "Naughty girl," Alyssa chastised the brunette. "Making him work for it". 
 
      
 
    John pushed forward, his strong muscles driving his hips and Calara groaned as he sank all the way inside her tight, hot body. She began to rock her hips back and forth ever so slightly, her ass wrapped tight around his shaft. 
 
      
 
    "I want the same as her," Calara hissed at him. "Fuck me until I can't take any more!" 
 
      
 
    John took hold of Calara's wrists, pinning her down on the bed under his weight. He loved how his lighter-coloured hands looked where they were wrapped around her olive-skinned arms. He began to slowly stroke in and out of her, matching the tempo of the Latina's own hips, as Alyssa's furtive hand slipped under Calara's belly.  
 
      
 
    "Oh my god..." Calara moaned as Alyssa matched their languid rhythm. 
 
      
 
    John began to thrust harder, breaking the synchronisation of their hips as he thrust into her with more powerful strokes. The young Latina's smoking hot body was wrapped tightly around him and the sensations on his cock felt amazing as he plunged into her depths over and over again.  
 
      
 
    Calara writhed around, desperate to move, but finding it impossible, pinned as she was under his heavy weight. All she could do was lie there and take it, providing a warm cocoon for his pistoning shaft as he fucked her with abandon. The feelings of total powerlessness combined with Alyssa's eager, slick fingers drove her over the edge. She began to wail as John pounded her through her orgasm, her incredibly tight ass gripping him rhythmically as though desperate to urge him to unload in her slim belly. 
 
      
 
    John was relentless and kept up the pressure, not knowing where these reserves of stamina were coming from. Between him and Alyssa they made Calara come twice more, before she climaxed a final time with a piercing shriek. She collapsed, utterly spent and barely twitching, reeling from the sensory overload they had forced her body to endure as she drifted into unconsciousness. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa looked at John slyly and pulled her fingers out of Calara's sopping pussy. She rolled on to her stomach and arched her back to present her rounded bottom for him. John eased his way out of the exhausted Latina and then moved over to cover Alyssa with his body. 
 
      
 
    She spread her cheeks apart, revealing her anus and John pushed up against it insistently. The tight hole yielded for him willingly and he sank his entire length into her body in one go, forcing her to make room for him in her slender belly. 
 
      
 
    "Did you like your fashion show?" Alyssa purred to him, revelling in the feelings of lust pouring across their empathic bond. 
 
      
 
    John grunted his acknowledgement as he hilted himself inside her. 
 
      
 
    "Did I wrap your presents nicely for you?" she asked seductively, letting out a deep groan when he pulled back and drove into her again. 
 
      
 
    "You all looked fucking hot!" John growled. 
 
      
 
    "Mmm, I know what my man wants," she crooned happily as he increased his pace. She leaned back to kiss him passionately, before gently biting his lower lip for a few seconds before releasing him. 
 
      
 
    "You can use me however you like, but I want you to promise me one thing," Alyssa said, holding his gaze with her deep blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    "Anything," John said, pausing for a moment to meet her piercing gaze. 
 
      
 
    "I want you to cum in Sparks! She doesn't count as being properly broken in unless you fill her ass with your spunk," Alyssa demanded, clenching her ass around his shaft. 
 
      
 
    "Done," John grunted in ready agreement. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa bowed her head and then moved her hands to cover his fists where they gripped the bed. John loosened his grasp slightly so that she could interlace her fingers between his as he began to move again. 
 
      
 
    "Do you remember when you first fucked me like this?" Alyssa murmured, closing her eyes in bliss and offering her body up for his pleasure. 
 
      
 
    "Back on the Fool's Gold," he said, corkscrewing his hips to widen her out in preparation. 
 
      
 
    Her full lips lifted into a lazy smile as she enjoyed being stretched. "My reward for getting my navigator's license..."  
 
      
 
    "You earned it," John said, pulling back almost completely out of her body before driving forward and knocking the wind out of her. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa could only gasp and moan as John picked up the pace, riding her young flesh with gusto. They heard a breathy moan from in front of them and saw a pair of sparkling emerald eyes watching them intently. 
 
      
 
    "Jade!" John said in surprise. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa tried to speak, but could only groan as John thrust into her over and over again. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Master?" she purred at him excitedly, watching their heated coupling with hunger in her eyes.  
 
      
 
    "I want to make Alyssa cum so hard she passes out, just like I did to the others." he said. "Do you want to help me?" 
 
      
 
    "More than anything, Master!" she exclaimed, moving lithely to his side.  
 
      
 
    John rolled so that he was lying on the bed, with Alyssa spread eagled over him, his cock a blur as he drove it in and out of her tightly gripping ass. Jade moved between their spread legs and lapped at Alyssa's clit, making her cry out with pleasure. The cries got louder as Jade brushed her hand against Alyssa's pussy, her fingers pointing together as she began to gently push them inside.  
 
      
 
    "Holy fuck!" Alyssa screeched as Jade elongated her arm and sinuously pushed deeper into Alyssa's pussy, her fingertips eventually brushing the blonde's cervix. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa’s hips jerked helplessly as John grabbed her breasts, squeezing the taut flesh and roughly pinching her nipples. A long wailing orgasm overtook the poor overstimulated girl, but John and Jade were merciless, making her come over and over again as she experienced full double-penetration for the first time. Eventually she collapsed backwards, her head lolling limply against his chest as she was rendered unconscious. Jade eased her arm out of Alyssa's pussy, kissing her one last time before moving out from between her legs. 
 
      
 
    John carefully rolled Alyssa on to her side and turned to see that Sparks and Calara had recovered and were watching him wide eyed. 
 
      
 
    "I need to come now." John said simply, moving up behind the redhead. 
 
      
 
    Calara spread the girls rounded cheeks apart and Sparks looked up at him lustily as he prepared to enter her again. John leaned down and kissed her gently, surprising Sparks who was expecting another rough session. She kissed him back sensually as John slid back inside her again, his quad resting on her thighs. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you for letting me be your first," John said, gazing into her eyes. 
 
      
 
    "First everything," Sparks said, smiling at him over her shoulder. 
 
      
 
    John began a nice steady, smooth rhythm, not designed for domination, this was just about bringing himself to climax. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, that feels so good," Sparks whispered with a happy sigh. "I want to feel you shooting inside me."  
 
      
 
    John used her phenomenal young body to work himself closer to the point of no return. He couldn't last long in her body’s snug grip and he buried his face in her soft auburn hair, groaning with relief as he began to cum. His hips rocked back and forward in a smooth motion as he used the girl's tight ass to milk his balls. 
 
      
 
    “I can feel you shooting inside me!" Sparks gasped, as long ropes of cum were fired into her depths.  
 
      
 
    Her belly grew bigger as John continued to empty his quad, which was filled with massive reserves built up after the incredible stimulation over the last hour. The redhead's hips tilted up as her stomach filled out beneath her, cushioning their weight on its rounded surface. Finally done, John eased himself out of the girl and then rolled to the side, where he laboured for breath. Sparks repositioned her knees to brace her enormously swollen tummy, supporting herself in a comfortable position as she lay face down on the bed. 
 
      
 
    Jade moved down to John's ear and whispered quietly to him, "This one is hungry for more of Master's cum. May this one drink from the girl?" 
 
      
 
    John had no idea what she meant, but nodded his agreement, knowing that a Nymph would never do anything to hurt any of the girls. He watched as Jade moved around the bed, lithe and cat-like in her graceful movements. She knelt behind Sparks where she was raised up on her knees and placed her dark-green hands on the redhead’s firm rump. 
 
      
 
    "What the fuck?" Sparks gasped in shock, her head jerking upwards. 
 
      
 
    John could see that Jade was holding the redhead's cheeks apart with her strong green hands, as she leaned down to put her tongue to the girl’s ass.  
 
      
 
    "Oh God!" Sparks groaned as Jade slipped her tongue inside her and then began to suck insistently, her tongue hollowing out like a straw. The redhead turned to look at John, her eyes flashing with excitement. "She's sucking it out of me!"  
 
      
 
    Jade feasted hungrily, drawing out every last drop of spunk from the redhead's body. Sparks collapsed forwards and rolled to her side when the Nymph was done, so she could look at the green skinned girl in astonishment. Jade's tummy was hugely rounded once more, as she had swallowed down John's entire load. She licked her lips contentedly and then lay down, her stomach sending curved glowing rings to pulse out over her body.  
 
      
 
    John leaned down to look closely at Jade, who was getting drowsy again as her body began to eagerly absorb his prodigious volume of spunk. "How do you feel, Jade?" he asked with concern. 
 
      
 
    "Amazzzing Masssterrr," she drawled, her eyelids heavy and a lazy smile on her beautiful dark green face. Her eyelids finally closed and she dropped off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    "Four for four," Calara said to him, with a well-fucked smile on her face.  
 
      
 
    They cuddled up together and all were soon fast asleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three Square Meals Ch. 18 – Secrets shared and new mysteries revealed 
 
      
 
    The impenetrable blackness of John's sleep began to brighten, as his unconscious mind realised with some trepidation that he was experiencing another dream. The swirling ethereal eddies of the dreamworld began to coalesce into a distinctive form and then they abruptly snapped into sharp focus. 
 
      
 
    John was standing bestride a world like a colossus, vast numbers of subjugated women kneeling at his feet in worship. Scattered around him were a field of emaciated husks; all that remained of the minions he had used up and cast aside, casually discarded when they were no longer useful for his schemes. He became aware of a sinister lurking presence that gloated in the ether, applauding him as he seized his birthright.  
 
      
 
    The stygian abomination suddenly paused, its smug demeanour dissipating as it stared at him, unseen eyes boring into his consciousness and causing John to writhe in terror. The malignant presence seemed to closely scrutinise the scene around him and John could sense its revulsion. He looked down and saw that instead of the vast legions of women, there were just four. Rather than withered husks, the women were simply sleeping, serene contentment on their faces. 
 
      
 
    Dark tendrils formed out of the unending darkness, coiling and undulating with sickening and twisted purpose. John stared through fearful eyes and saw a multitude of barbed hooks topping each writhing cord of blackness as they approached him. Just as he thought all hope was lost, a faint nimbus of light began to pool at his feet, slowly enveloping him in its comforting effervescence.  
 
      
 
    The abyssal tendrils struck and John flinched against their terrible intent, the gleaming ebony hooks slashing at him with a hungry desire to feast upon his flesh. They were suddenly brought up short, clawing in vain against the soft glow that swathed him. The shadowy presence roared with impotent fury and in an instant John was snapped back into wakefulness. 
 
      
 
    "Ahhh! Fuck me!" he cried out, his heart racing and his breathing laboured as he sat bolt upright. 
 
      
 
    Desperate to regain a sense of order against the chaos of the dream, he rushed to adopt a meditative pose and took a long deep breath into his hammering chest. He gradually released it, gathering his focus and centring himself. Repeating this twice more, he felt he was back in control, the terrors of the dream world now seeming insubstantial and no longer a concern. 
 
      
 
    John opened his eyes and looked about him, seeing the four girls snuggled up on the bed. He smiled contentedly when he recalled the events of the previous evening, proud that he had been able to satisfy each of the lovely young women. He looked over at Jade, her dark green skin rippling with rings of soft verdant light, as they spread out over her body. Jade had adopted an almost identical body shape to Alyssa, youthful, lithe, and athletic. The Nymph was beautiful in her own way though; her dainty features seemed both cute and innocent, rather than elegant and seductive. Although she was certainly well over three centuries old, John couldn't help but think of her as a young woman, like the other teenagers surrounding him. 
 
      
 
    He settled back on the bed and tucked his arms under the girls, his warm presence causing them to burrow in closer to him with blissful sighs. Feeling at peace and no longer worried about the otherworldly interruption to his night's rest, he drifted off to sleep once again. 
 
      
 
    The next morning everyone began to gradually awaken, until all five of them were happily snuggled up together under the covers. John looked down to see four beautiful sets of eyes looking up at him and once again he felt lucky to be alive.  
 
      
 
    "Good morning, ladies!" he said cheerfully, to a chorus of good mornings in return. He paused for a moment, looking at them thoughtfully. "Calara and I had a really interesting discussion yesterday. Now I have you all here, I thought it would be a good chance to discuss things." 
 
      
 
    The girls all looked intrigued, throwing off the covers so they could sit in a semicircle in front of him. 
 
      
 
    John looked at the Nymph first, her skin catching the light in places, sparkling with a dull lustre. He gave her a warm smile and asked kindly, "How are you feeling this morning, Jade?" 
 
      
 
    "This one feels wonderful, Master!" she replied, beaming at him with a radiant smile. 
 
      
 
    "Do you remember what happened with your stomach yesterday?" he asked glancing down at her toned midriff. Jade’s tummy had returned to its previous svelte form and except for the viridian swirls that highlighted her luscious curves, the strange pulsing circles had disappeared. 
 
      
 
    She placed both hands on her slender belly and let out a dreamy sigh. "Yes Master, Jade remembers swallowing your delicious seed.” 
 
      
 
    "How about anything else” John asked her. “Do you remember rippling circles of light appearing on your body?" 
 
      
 
    "No Master,” Jade said with quiet certainty. “This one would have remembered something like that."  
 
      
 
    "Would you mind swallowing my cum again this morning please?" he asked her politely. "I'd like to try a little experiment...” 
 
      
 
    "Of course, Master!" she exclaimed, clapping her hands together with glee. 
 
      
 
    Jade's eyes sparkled with delight and she moved to kneel in front of him. She curled one of her hands under his length and then brought his growing erection to her lips, kissing his head lovingly before she sank down, enveloping him in her mouth. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa laughed and shook her head."That's the most roundabout way of asking for a blowjob I've ever heard!"  
 
      
 
    The other girls joined her good-natured laughter and then leaned forward to stroke Jade's exotic body. She started to purr in delight as she responded to their touch, the sound muffled by John's cock sinking into her throat. John relaxed, enjoying the wonderful sensations rippling up and down his length. 
 
      
 
    "So what's this experiment, John?" Sparks asked, as she caressed the Nymph. 
 
      
 
    John ran his hand's through Jade's hair, enjoying the silky softness and letting the black strands slip through his fingers. The light picking up the hint of green in her lustrous locks, making her seem wonderfully exotic. He made eye contact with Jade, gazing into her adoring emerald orbs and sighing with contentment. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa smiled at him and leaned over to kiss his cheek. “Sparks just asked you about your experiment, handsome...” 
 
      
 
    John tore his eyes from Jade and gave the redhead a smile of apology. "Sorry honey, I got a bit distracted. Do you remember how you used to drift into a daze the first few times you went down on me?" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I remember," Sparks replied with a smirk. "When I was blowing you that third time, I finally managed to shrug it off, then realised I had your monster cock shoved down my throat!" 
 
      
 
    John looked towards Calara.  
 
      
 
    "It was about the third one, I can't really recall," she said, her head tilted to the side as she tried to remember. A smile slowly spread across her beautiful olive-skinned face. "I did spend a lot of time on my knees those first few weeks!" 
 
      
 
    "It was during my fourth time" Alyssa said, smiling at him fondly.  
 
      
 
    "Oh I see!" Sparks said, suddenly understanding. "This will be third time you've filled up Jade and you're wondering if she’ll snap out of it the same way?"  
 
      
 
    He nodded and smiled at her. "Yes, exactly. Jade seems to be a bit more resilient to the side-effects of my cum; she didn't go into a daze for one thing, but we'll see what happens soon enough." 
 
      
 
    John looked down at the beautiful green hued Alien, who was lovingly stroking his cock in and out of her mouth and throat, her tongue doing extraordinary things as it danced along his length. He moved her curtain of hair to the side so that he could look into her sparkling emerald eyes. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry for talking above you like this, Jade," John said, stroking her head.  
 
      
 
    Jade's eyes twinkled up at him, the corners of her widely-stretched mouth turning up into a smile letting him knew he was forgiven. The look in her eyes turned hungry and she stared up at him without blinking, as she increased the pace with the tight grip of her throat. John stared right back, his hips moving gently as he felt the urge to come rising in his balls. Finally, he couldn't hold back any longer and his quad clenched as they began to shoot their load into the Nymph’s waiting stomach. Jade's eyes still remained unblinking, but the vertical irises in her cat-like eyes flared as she felt him pumping his cum into her and her eyelids lowered, growing heavy with lust. John finished riding the rush of his protracted climax and felt light-headed after such extreme sensations. 
 
      
 
    Jade relented the suction and let him slip from her mouth. "Master is so good to Jade," she said, looking blissfully happy. Concentric rings of light began pulsing outwards from her hugely swollen belly, drawing her attention. She sat up in shock and gasped, “Oh! This has never happened to Jade before, Master!" 
 
      
 
    She seemed fascinated by the ethereal viridian lines that glowed mysteriously as they travelled over her body. She held out her arm and watched one of the ripples of light travel down the full length and up to her fingertips, shivering as it completed its journey. 
 
      
 
    John leaned forward to cup her face with his hands as he looked at her with concern. "Are you okay, Jade?" 
 
      
 
    The Nymph’s eyes flashed back to gaze at him in utter astonishment. "This one knew Master was potent, but this is beyond Jade's wildest dreams!" 
 
      
 
    Calara moved in close and stroked the green skinned girl's stomach to comfort her. "Do you know what's happening to you, Jade?" 
 
      
 
    "This one feels Master's power," the Nymph said, struggling for words as a shiver ran down her spine. “Jade feels... stronger...” 
 
      
 
    John darted a glance at Alyssa, who just shrugged helplessly not having any answers for him. 
 
      
 
    Jade ran her tongue over her flushed lips, tasting the cum that John had brushed on them when he pulled back from her earlier. The green girl gasped as she remembered what she had discovered the previous night. 
 
      
 
    "Master!" she blurted out, looking thrilled. "Jade has wonderful news!"  
 
      
 
    John was fascinated to find out more about this mysterious girl and asked, "Go ahead Jade, what's up?" 
 
      
 
    "Master and Jade are genetically compatible! Master may breed with this one if he desires!" she exclaimed, swooning into his arms. 
 
      
 
    "But I thought..." John mumbled, holding the delighted girl in his shock. He shook his head to clear his confusion. "I thought Nymphs weren't compatible with humans?!" 
 
      
 
    "Master is definitely not human," Jade said with absolute conviction.  
 
      
 
    "Do you know what I am then?" John asked, hope suddenly burning brightly in his chest. He could scarcely believe that the Nymph might somehow hold the answer that had eluded him for decades. 
 
      
 
    Jade hesitated, gazing into his eyes as she traced her fingertips around the edge of his pointed ear. "No, but Master feels... familiar."  
 
      
 
    The other three girls remained spellbound throughout this entire interaction between John and the strange alien girl.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa suddenly thought of something and asked tentatively, "Jade, are there many species that Nymphs are able to have children with? 
 
      
 
    "No Alyssa, there are none," Jade replied, a hint of sadness in her voice. 
 
      
 
    A puzzled look crossed the beautiful blonde's face. "You're entire species is female though right? How do Nymphs normally have children?" 
 
      
 
    Jade looked solemn as she replied, "Nymphs are not able to breed."  
 
      
 
    "Wait, what?" Sparks cut in. "If your species can't breed, how did all the Nymphs appear on..." she faltered, struggling to remember the name of the planet.  
 
      
 
    "Lenarra," Calara supplied helpfully.  
 
      
 
    "That's it, thanks!" the redhead said, with a grateful smile at Calara. Turning to look at Jade again, she asked in confusion, "How did all the Nymphs appear on Lenarra if you can't even breed with each other?"  
 
      
 
    "This one is sorry, but Jade does not know. It happened too long ago for Jade to remember," the Nymph replied, spreading her hands helplessly. 
 
      
 
    Calara stroked her arm and asked gently, "Do you know how old you are exactly?" 
 
      
 
    Jade shook her head and gave the Latina a look of sincere apology. "This one does not know."  
 
      
 
    “That’s okay,” Calara replied, giving her a sympathetic smile. 
 
      
 
    The Nymph turned back to face John and looked at him with deep longing in her eyes. Her voice trembled and was filled with hope as she asked, "Would Master wish to breed with this one?" 
 
      
 
    John looked startled at the blunt question. His eyes darted to Calara and Alyssa who were both gazing at him with doe-eyed looks on their faces and he recalled the promise he had made to them weeks before. He glanced at Sparks and was shocked to see the same expression on her face too. 
 
      
 
    He turned his focus back to Jade who waited patiently for his answer. He instinctively knew that if he refused, it would crush the guileless young alien woman, but he had only met her yesterday!  
 
      
 
    Reading the conundrum burning in his mind, Alyssa decided to intercede. "John's already said that he'd like to have a baby with me and Calara, but we’re going to wait until he's ready to be a father.” She smiled at the Nymph and gently suggested, “Perhaps when that time comes, you could ask him again?" 
 
      
 
    "Please accept this one's apologies, Alyssa. Jade was so excited at the news, this one forgot that Master already had beautiful mates," she bowed her head deferentially to the blonde.  
 
      
 
    "There's nothing to apologise for, Jade," Alyssa said with a friendly smile as she wrapped the Nymph in a tender embrace.  
 
      
 
    Calara moved forward to hug the green-skinned girl too and Jade relaxed when she saw the Latina's reassuring smile. 
 
      
 
    "Wait a minute!" Sparks blurted out, eyes wide as she gaped at Alyssa and Calara. "John agreed to knock both of you up?! When did that happen?"  
 
      
 
    John flashed Alyssa an annoyed look and she shrugged at him helplessly. He suddenly realised that Alyssa had only been trying to help him out of an awkward situation with the Nymph and had come up with the best idea she could to avoid hurting Jade’s feelings. He really did like the warm and loving alien girl, but he barely knew her! 
 
      
 
    *Sorry honey, you handled that well,* he apologised to Alyssa telepathically. 
 
      
 
    The blonde darted him a fond smile. 
 
      
 
    "It happened before you joined us, Sparks," Calara explained to the redhead. 
 
      
 
    "I was going to speak to you about it, but John asked me not to," Alyssa said to her friend. "He was worried that you had enough to deal with at the time." 
 
      
 
    Sparks looked at each of them in turn, realising that they were only acting with her best interests at heart. She relaxed and nodded. “It’s okay, I understand.”  
 
      
 
    "Let's discuss this later," John said, throwing a pointed glance in Jade's direction. 
 
      
 
    The girls all nodded their agreement, watching the Nymph as she curled up on the bed, cradling her belly full of John's cum. Glowing bands of light pulsed around her body and she rested her head on his thigh, looking up at him in adoration. He brushed his fingers through Jade’s long hair and she began to purr again as he gently stroked her head. 
 
      
 
    "Okay, let me get back to what I wanted to talk to you all about in the first place," John said, smiling as he realised just how much they’d been sidetracked. He glanced at the Latina and continued, "Calara and I had a long chat yesterday and we realised something interesting. Do you want to explain, honey?" 
 
      
 
    Calara nodded eagerly and then turned to face Alyssa and Sparks. "Before we discuss that, I just want to say thank you so much for putting your lives in danger for me. I can’t believe you fought against the pirates, just to give me a sense of closure!" the brunette said, still reeling from how much her lovers had been willing to sacrifice for her emotional well-being. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa and Sparks moved to embrace the overwhelmed Latina.  
 
      
 
    "We'd do anything for you," Alyssa said giving her a loving kiss. 
 
      
 
    Sparks hugged Calara tight and said vehemently, "Sisters look out for each other!" 
 
      
 
    Calara gulped down the lump in her throat, her eyes welling with emotion as the three teenagers hugged each other.  
 
      
 
    John waited for them to pull apart, then realised that the lovely brunette was lost for words for the moment, so continued the discussion for her. "Calara noticed something that we've all pretty much missed.” He was cautious as he tentatively continued, “We've been so focused on all the wonderful physical changes you've been going through, we'd missed that you've been going through mental changes too.” 
 
      
 
    "What do you mean?" Sparks asked looking at him with interest. 
 
      
 
    "Calara noticed that she's become much brighter and more perceptive than ever before. You also can't have failed to notice her uncannily accurate shooting against the pirates and the Kirrix?" 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, she's a hell of a good shot." Alyssa conceded. "I think I only saw her miss a handful of times in hours of combat!" 
 
      
 
    "No-one's that good," Calara stated firmly. 
 
      
 
    "So what are you saying exactly?” Sparks asked, her eyebrows furrowing at how far-fetched it sounded. “You've been turned into some kind of super accurate, tactical genius?"  
 
      
 
    "Well I wouldn't go that far, but I've never heard of anyone maintaining this kind of hit percentage," Calara explained. "At the very least, my spatial awareness and reflexes have been greatly enhanced. Also, the way I was able to track down the pirate base would take a team of analysts weeks to discover." 
 
      
 
    "And you did it on your own in about a week..." Sparks’ eyes widened as she began to appreciate just how dramatic the changes had been.  
 
      
 
      
 
    “Yes, exactly,” Calara said, nodding slowly. 
 
      
 
    "Oh! I just thought of something else!” the redhead exclaimed. “What about Alyssa turning into a ship's Navigator practically overnight?"  
 
      
 
    "Or how about the way you hacked your way through the pirates’ encryption?" John gently reminded her. 
 
      
 
    The redhead looked at him and her eyes suddenly widened with shock. "You're right!" she gasped, looking amazed. "I was mainly interested in mechanical engineering back on Karron, but I played around with computers for a while, just to work on the software for targeting scopes that kind of thing. With all the computer systems I'm dealing with now, I decided to start looking into it again over the last few days.”  
 
      
 
    “Did you find it really easy to study?” Alyssa asked quietly, remembering her preparation for the Navigator’s exam. “Like you were able to just memorise shitloads of information without even getting tired or bored?” 
 
      
 
    "Now that you mention it, I've felt clearer, less distracted..." Sparks murmured, with a look of wonder on her beautiful face. She suddenly realised just how much she had studied and absorbed since she'd arrived on the Invictus. 
 
      
 
    "There's one more thing," John said, looking at Calara and Sparks intently. He glanced at Alyssa and added, "Honey, do you want to tell them?" 
 
      
 
    The beautiful blonde nodded, sharing a smile with him. She took a deep breath and she had an earnest expression on her face as she said to the two girls, "You know how much I love you both right?" 
 
      
 
    They both looked at her and nodded, smiling at her warmly. 
 
      
 
    "Well I can feel how much you love me back," Alyssa explained, watching the girls to see how they would react. 
 
      
 
    Sparks grinned at the blonde and gave her old friend a hug. "Ah Alyssa, you're so sweet!"  
 
      
 
    "No I really mean it!" Alyssa insisted. Then admitted softly, "I can sense your emotions."  
 
      
 
    Calara looked amazed, but considering her own mental enhancements she had discussed with John, this wasn't too big a jump for her to take. 
 
      
 
    "You're kidding, right?" Sparks scoffed, falling at the first hurdle. 
 
      
 
    After taking a moment to think about it, Calara said, "It's not that crazy, Sparks. There's a few alien species with Psychic abilities."  
 
      
 
    "And she can read my mind like a book," John interjected with a wry smile.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa smiled at her friend indulgently. "Why don't you test me?" 
 
      
 
    "Okay then, I will!" Sparks said, accepting the challenge. "Go in the bathroom and shut the door. I'll tell John a series of numbers and then just come back in and repeat them." 
 
      
 
    "No problem," Alyssa said, leaning in to give the redhead a kiss before getting up to go into the bathroom.  
 
      
 
    Calara got up and went with her, the pair of them gliding gracefully into the bathroom. "I'll check there's no peeking!" she said to Sparks, with a reassuring smile. 
 
      
 
    As soon as Alyssa had shut the door, Sparks knelt beside John and began to whisper a series of numbers into his ear. As soon as she was done, Calara opened the door without being prompted. 
 
      
 
    "She told me you’d finished," Calara said, looking at Alyssa warily, her previous composure shaken when confronted with the reality of psychic powers. 
 
      
 
    The beautiful blonde swept back into the room, her long athletic legs leading the way. 
 
      
 
    "17, 93, 84, 127, 16, 300..." Alyssa said, reeling off the numbers without faltering. She frowned at the redhead as she finished, “And... 1,265,389!" 
 
      
 
    "Wow!" Sparks gasped in amazement. "That was fucking awesome!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa grinned back and breathed a sigh of relief, overjoyed that her friend was now accepting her new gift so readily. 
 
      
 
    "Do you think we'll become Psychic too?" Sparks asked excitedly, fascinated to know what it would be liked to read John's mind. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa threw a glance towards John, who recalled their earlier conversation. He shrugged having no new answers. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa hesitated then replied, "I don't know for sure Sparks, but I don’t think so." 
 
      
 
    "Oh, that's a shame," the redhead said in disappointment. 
 
      
 
    "What makes you so sure?" Calara asked the blonde curiously. 
 
      
 
    "Everything that's happened to all of us so far hasn't happened at random,” Alyssa replied, quietly explaining her reasoning. “It's as though there's a hidden set of rules that are guiding everything that’s been happening to us.” 
 
      
 
    John let the beautiful young woman continue, but her words echoed in his mind, resonating with what felt like an undeniable truth. 
 
      
 
    Calara looked intrigued. "What do you mean by ‘a set of rules’?"  
 
      
 
    Alyssa started counting them off with her fingers. "To start with, the fourteen hours we each took to wake up after John filled us up with cum for the first time..."  
 
      
 
    "Shrugging off the memory loss after absorbing enough of his cum... " Another finger counted off. 
 
      
 
    "The physical changes when he keeps feeding us..."  A third finger. 
 
      
 
    "Our bodies being healed of all scars and injuries..." A fourth. 
 
      
 
    "Being unaware of the changes until they're pointed out to us..." Her hand lay unfurled before them. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa smiled at the group as she summarised, "The transformation we've each gone through has all followed exactly the same pattern." 
 
      
 
    "Except you have psychic powers!" Sparks objected. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, and we don't," Calara agreed, smiling at the redhead. “Well at least I definitely don't!” 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I haven’t been keeping anything quiet either," Sparks said dejectedly, confirming what they already guessed. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa looking at the Nymph, who was still snuggled up against John. "Jade has psychic ability, but I think it’s limited to her sensing what form a new master wishes her to take." She stroked the exotic girl’s green arm. “Am I right Jade?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes Alyssa. Sadly, Master's thoughts are a mystery to Jade," the Nymph replied with a wistful sigh of longing. "To be able to hear Master's thoughts must be wonderful!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa smiled fondly at John, unable to deny just how much she enjoyed his constant presence in her mind. 
 
      
 
    "So why you then?" Calara asked the blonde. "As far as I'm aware, there's no record of Terrans having Psychic powers before." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa shrugged helplessly. "I've no idea why, sorry." 
 
      
 
    They all sat quietly for a few moments, processing what they had just discussed.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa’s eyes narrowed and she glanced at John, as she said perceptively, “You've changed as well, handsome.” 
 
      
 
    "What? Me? No, I'm just the same as I've always been," John said, shaking his head and giving her a confident smile. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa shook her head, batting aside his denial. "Some of the changes have been subtle, but they’re definitely there. When I first met you, you were obsessed with cleanliness and I spent days with you scrubbing the Fool's Gold. Now things like the mess in the Hangar bay don't trouble you at all." 
 
      
 
    "We have the cleaning robots..." he said defensively. 
 
      
 
    "It's not the same, John," the beautiful blonde girl replied, tapping the side of her head to remind him that she could hear his thoughts. "I know the difference...” 
 
      
 
    "Okay, so I'm not as obsessed with cleaning as I used to be," John admitted. "But that's not a big deal." 
 
      
 
    "The cyborg Pirate Captain," Alyssa reminded him, in a tone that challenged him to counter that argument.   
 
      
 
    John was about to object but his words faltered as he recalled the events on the Calypso. 
 
      
 
    "What happened?" Sparks asked, burning with curiosity. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa glanced at the redhead. "Do you remember when we came back from the Calypso and John was covered with bruises?" 
 
      
 
    Sparks nodded, recalling the punishment to John's body. She gave him a look of sympathy and said, “You looked really fucked up.” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded her expression grim. "That beast was fucking huge, with a massive metal arm and cybernetic chest. He must have weighed over 400 pounds!” 
 
      
 
    Calara gasped in shock. "That was the cyborg that whipped me on that freighter!" she exclaimed, remembering the demented pirate captain that had flogged her within an inch of her life. 
 
      
 
    "If it's any consolation, he died a really horrible death," Alyssa said, with a macabre smile. Her smile faded as she glanced at John in awe, still amazed by the events she’d witnessed. "John literally ripped him apart with his bare hands! He tore through steel like it was tissue paper..." 
 
      
 
    John flushed with embarrassment at the looks the girls were giving him. There was no fear in their eyes, just appreciation, reverence and wonder. 
 
      
 
    He shrugged and waved it away with a dismissive hand. "It must have just been some kind of crazy adrenalin rush or something." He glanced at Alyssa and gave her a warm smile. “I was trying to save your life at the time, so I had a lot of motivation."  
 
      
 
    "Well whatever happened, you did save my life. So thanks again," Alyssa said coming over to him and kissing him tenderly. 
 
      
 
    John returned her loving kisses, holding her warm body in his arms as she showed him her gratitude with her full soft lips, brushing gently against his own. Finally breaking apart, they sighed happily and turned back to the others. 
 
      
 
    "So that's it. I think we're all caught up unless anyone else has any startling revelations?" John said, smiling at each of his girls in turn. 
 
      
 
    They shook their heads, with happy smiles on their faces as they looked back at him. He finally turned to Alyssa who breathed a big sigh of relief. 
 
      
 
    "I feel..." she began, searching for the right words. "Unburdened, is probably the best way to describe it. Can we please share anything new with the group as soon as anything like this crops up?” 
 
      
 
    Everyone nodded in agreement, even Jade, who had struggled to follow most of the conversation. She had still had a wonderful time regardless, happy to just be basking in John's presence. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, there is one other thing," Sparks said quietly. "I'm thinking about changing my name." 
 
      
 
    "Really? Why's that?" Alyssa asked curiously, having known her friend as 'Sparks' for years. 
 
      
 
    "The name 'Sparks' suited a geeky, pale-skinned, spiky-haired waif of a girl," Sparks elaborated, then spread her arms as if showing herself to them in her delectable entirety. She gave them a rueful smile as she added, “I don't think it suits me any more.” 
 
      
 
    "Just let us know what you’d prefer to be called instead," John said with an affectionate smile. "We'll love you just the same!" 
 
      
 
    Sparks grinned back at them as Alyssa and Calara nodded their heads in agreement. "Okay, I'll think it over and let you know." 
 
      
 
    "Alright then, let's go and grab some breakfast," John suggested enthusiastically. "I don't know about you girls, but I'm famished!" 
 
      
 
    The girls nodded their agreement and they all dressed quickly, before heading to the Officers’ Lounge to begin their day. After breakfast was done, they went their separate ways, with promises to gather again for lunch. Sparks went up to the Bridge, to use the Holonet to browse the Engineer's Almanac and prepare her shopping list for her new workshop. She still found it difficult to believe that she was being given carte blanche to spend whatever she liked, but she knew John would never lie to her about something like that. As she flipped through the catalogue, she grew more and more excited as she planned out all her purchases. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa persuaded Calara to come with her to the firing range, so that the brunette could polish up her skills with firearms. Calara had received basic firearms familiarity training while at the Terran Federation Academy, but having been groomed for a role as bridge crew, handguns were never something she had expressed much interest in. 
 
      
 
    Finally, John went to the gym to swim some lengths in the swimming pool. After all the long days of action and excitement recently, he was looking forward to just being able to relax and enjoy himself. Jade tentatively asked if she could accompany him and he readily agreed, happy to have some company. 
 
      
 
    The green-hued girl showed no fear as she sat by the edge of the pool, watching John glide back and forth, his body moving rapidly through the water with powerful strokes of his arms. Jade admired his physical form and felt giddy with happiness at the unexpected turn for the better her life had taken. She glanced down at her rounded stomach, seeing the ethereal green lines radiating outwards and spreading over her body, leaving her quivering with excitement. 
 
      
 
    John spent a few hours really trying to push his body to the limit, surging his way through the water. Finally getting tired, he reached the shallow end and looked up at Jade who was watching him attentively. He noticed that her stomach had returned to its normal slim shape and she sat on the edge of the pool looking lithe and slender. 
 
      
 
    "Can you swim, Jade?" he asked, admiring her lovely athletic figure. 
 
      
 
    The Nymph hesitated for a moment then tentatively replied, "This one is not sure, Master. Jade seems to have spent most of her time in various bedrooms." 
 
      
 
    John felt sad for the young woman, or not so young when he remembered how old she actually was. Despite knowing she was over three centuries old, he just couldn't think of the naive girl that way, not with her youthful, beautiful features and bright sunny personality. 
 
      
 
    "Come and join me and we'll soon find out!" he said, beckoning her to join him. 
 
      
 
    A broad grin spread across the Nymph's face, her white teeth sparkling in contrast to the mysterious lustre of her dark green lips. She slipped into the shallow water with confidence and glided over towards him, smiling happily. John opened his arms and she wrapped herself around him, sighing with contentment. 
 
      
 
    "Hello," he said, enjoying the feel of her body as she brushed against him, before leaning in to give her a kiss. 
 
      
 
    Jade returned his kiss with wanton eagerness, delighted to be held in his arms. Reluctantly John pulled away from the enthusiastic Nymph, much to the protestations of his cock, which had sprung to attention. 
 
      
 
    John gave her a playful smile. "You aren't going to be able to do much swimming if we keep this up."  
 
      
 
    "This one doesn't mind! Jade would love to be joined with Master..." the green girl purred, planting a series of gentle kisses on his lips. 
 
      
 
    John paused a moment and looked into her adoring eyes. "You said earlier that I could get you pregnant if I wanted to?" 
 
      
 
    Jade nodded her head, her emerald eyes flashing with excitement. 
 
      
 
    "Do we need to use some kind of precautions until then?" he asked warily. 
 
      
 
    "No Master," Jade admitted with some reluctance. "This one will only conceive when Master gives her permission to do so.” 
 
      
 
    John looked down at her and gave her a reassuring smile, then ran his fingers over her toned stomach feeling a sudden rush of possessiveness towards the loving Nymph. The thought of this devoted young woman carrying his baby in her verdant tummy was growing more and more appealing. He leaned down and gave her a gentle kiss on the lips, which caused Jade to swoon, melting into his arms. 
 
      
 
    With a reluctance that surprised him, he pulled away from her a small distance. "Let's see about the swimming first, then we can have some fun later, I promise." 
 
      
 
    Jade nodded, her attractive face lighting up at the prospect. 
 
      
 
    John studied her for a moment, then said, "Do you want to just try to swim first? I know you said you aren't sure, but if you do know how, then we'll find out pretty quickly." 
 
      
 
    Jade smiled and then eased forward in the water, comfortably keeping herself afloat with a relaxed breaststroke.  
 
      
 
    "I guess that answers that question!" John said, grinning at her in delight. He watched her swim to the other end of the pool and back again. "Do you know any other swimming styles, Jade?"  
 
      
 
    She stood beside him in the shallow end, delighted to see his happy reaction to her swimming. Placing a gentle hand on his arm, she asked, "Would Master mind demonstrating some different techniques? This one will attempt to copy." 
 
      
 
    "Of course not, honey," John said, enjoying seeing her enthusiasm. 
 
      
 
    He started off with a deliberately slow freestyle stroke, which he'd used during his swimming session that morning. Jade watched him closely, her cat-like eyes watching every movement of his body. When he returned to the shallow end, she launched herself into the water, copying his stroke with clean athletic finesse. John applauded her, impressed by how quickly she had picked it up. Jade returned to his end of the pool and beamed at him in joy, basking in his obvious approval. 
 
      
 
    "Can you go a bit faster though?" he asked with a hint of challenge in his voice, throwing down the gauntlet with a playful grin. 
 
      
 
    Jade returned the grin and nodded eagerly. They started out at the same time, with John getting faster and Jade keeping pace. He performed a racing turn and she copied it fluidly, matching him stroke for stroke.  
 
      
 
    "Let's see if she can keep up with this!" he thought to himself excitedly, enjoying the physical exertion. 
 
      
 
    John pushed himself faster, going as fast as he was able to and was astounded that Jade was able to keep up with him. Suddenly, delicate aquamarine coloured fins rippled into place on her arms and legs and she shot ahead of him, cutting through the water like a knife. Jade reached the end of the length, flipped to kick off the end of the pool and then submerged completely, her body undulating as she scythed through the water like some kind of lithe, green fish. John stopped open mouthed in shock as the girl flashed back and forth under the water in a verdant blur. She eventually surged out of the water, flipping in the air before diving back down, the surface of the pool barely making a ripple when she descended beneath its surface. 
 
      
 
    Jade swam up to him and appeared at his side, her firm breasts heaving on her chest with her excitement. 
 
      
 
    "I guess that's a yes then," John said, gaping at her in amazement. 
 
      
 
    Jade’s laugh was enchanting, sounding completely free and unrestrained. It made John's heart lift just to hear the pure delight in the woman's voice. 
 
      
 
    He looked at the delicate fins on her arms in astonishment and asked, "How were you able to do that?" 
 
      
 
    Jade looked down at her body, her eyes widening in shock. "This one has no idea, Master!" she exclaimed, lifting her arms to peer at the fins with wonder in her eyes.  
 
      
 
    John waited until the Nymph’s curiosity was sated and he had her attention again. "I know you can change physical shape for a new master, but have you ever made changes to your body other than that?" 
 
      
 
    "No Master, never..." Jade replied, before pausing as she remembered the previous evening. "Actually yes, this one's hand and tongue changed shape last night when assisting Master with his mates." 
 
      
 
    Glancing at her fins, he asked, "Can you make any changes to yourself at the moment?"  
 
      
 
    Jade concentrated on her arm, her eyebrows furrowing cutely. She looked delighted as the slender turquoise fin slowly merged back into her body. John nodded at her encouragingly and the Nymph focusing hard on the same spot again, her eyes narrowing with the effort. The tip of the turquoise fin steadily reappeared, pushing out from her body until it matched its original size. 
 
      
 
    "Very impressive!" John praised her, giving her a warm smile. 
 
      
 
    Jade was panting from the exertion and she grinned at him, delighted to have found a new way to please her master. John offered her his hand and they climbed out of the pool, the swimming lesson over.  
 
      
 
    "Thank you for a fun morning," John said gratefully. "I really enjoyed spending time with you." 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Master!" Jade said, looking up at him adoringly. "This one had a wonderful time too." 
 
      
 
    They were about to head out of the gym when John noticed that the girl still had the elegant turquoise fins protruding from her forearms and legs. Jade noticed where he was looking and then smiled at him in thanks. The Nymph took a deep breath and then closed her eyes as she relaxed her breathing. Her chest slowly rose and fell as she calmed herself and John noticed the fins on her arms and legs receding, enveloped back into her body. 
 
      
 
    "May I have a look?" he asked, holding out his hand for her arm. 
 
      
 
    "Of course, Master!" Jade replied and presented her arm for his inspection. 
 
      
 
    John held her cool arm in his hand and carefully examined her dark green skin. Up close he could see lighter flecks on the surface that reflected the light and gave her skin its gentle sheen. He gently rotated her arm, but could see no marks on her body that would show where the fin had been. He took his hand and gently ran it along her flesh, feeling for any join but finding only perfect smoothness, her body trembling in the wake of his fingertips. 
 
      
 
    "Master's touch feels so good," she murmured with a breathy sigh. Remembering his promise, she bit her lip then looked at him with yearning. "Would Master like to have some fun now?"  
 
      
 
    John smiled at the beautiful girl and nodded, feeling just as eager as she clearly was. He took the Nymph’s hand and let her up to his room, Jade following at his side, giddy with excitement. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Alyssa stood beside Calara in the firing range as the Latina let off rounds at the distant targets. Pleased with the brunette's progress so far, Alyssa nodded her approval as Calara landed three bullets on target. The teenager had gone from being wary of the assault rifle to comfortably firing three-round bursts down the lane. Listening in on John's thoughts as Alyssa usually did, she smiled affectionately as she eavesdropped on his conversation with Jade.  
 
      
 
    Truth be told, Alyssa was still scared of the pool and although she was trying really hard to conquer that fear, she worried that she would never be confident enough to really challenge John in the water. Knowing how much he enjoyed swimming, she was delighted when Jade took to it, almost literally like a fish to water. She couldn't help but feel a little bit smug about her latest bit of recruitment in her role as Executive Officer.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa looked at the image of Jade in her mind and was surprised to see that the mosaic had changed slightly. The green-skinned young woman was still depicted as kneeling at John's feet, looking up at him enraptured, but now her arms and legs had sprouted delicate looking aquamarine fins. Alyssa focused on the image of Jade's face and saw that her expression had changed to one of pure unadulterated delight. Happy for the girl, Alyssa turned back to Calara to give her a few more pointers. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    John lay beside Jade on his bed, with the Nymph on her back looking up at him adoringly. He couldn’t help feeling a little daunted when faced with such unquestioning obedience and reverence. While he had rescued the girl from captivity at the hands of the pirate lord and helped save her from the exploding heavy cruiser, the other girls all shared in the responsibility for that rescue; so it felt unfair that the alien girl should devote herself so completely at him. He sighed, realising that it was just the way that Nymphs were and he resolved to do his very best to make sure she had a wonderful time here with them on the ship. 
 
      
 
    He began to trace the lightly glowing curves that highlighted the girl's breasts, making her breath catch as her nipples hardened with arousal. John kissed Jade briefly on the lips, then moved away quickly, trailing kisses down her slender neck. He moved further down, nibbling, licking, and kissing her skin, drawing excited little gasps from the Nymph. Taking an erect nipple in his mouth, he suckled it lovingly and watched the vertical slits of her irises expand as she grew more excited. John switched to the other nipple, leaving the first hard and pointed. He covered that breast with his hand, massaging her gently and feeling the erect little pebble brush against his palm. 
 
      
 
    Moving lower, he kissed her stomach with light grazes of his lips and watched her skin turn to goose bumps as her sensitive flesh reacted to his playful teasing. He repositioned himself on the bed so that he was hovering over her legs and Jade spread them for him without hesitation. John kissed and licked the velvety soft skin on the inside of her thighs, before moving directly between her legs to begin paying attention to her completely hairless pussy.  
 
      
 
    His tongue darted out to each side of her lips, running the tip along the deliciously smooth skin as she writhed underneath him. He placed his strong hands on her thighs, holding her squirming body tightly in place as he began to lightly lap at the top of her pussy. He smiled to himself at the taste of her, it reminded him of mint, fresh and delicious to his palate. 
 
      
 
    "Oh Master, that feels marvellous!" Jade moaned appreciatively and he felt her hands move down to run through his hair, her fingertips gently stroking his head.  
 
      
 
    Determined to make this one for the history books, John focused entirely on pleasuring the selfless young woman, concentrating entirely on making her feel good. For the next hour, he lavished attention on the Nymph’s body, licking and stroking her responsive flesh, building her towards a crescendo of orgasms, each one more powerful than the last. Finally, she begged for mercy and pleaded to him with outstretched arms to come up to join her. 
 
      
 
    "Master, Jade has never felt this much pleasure... ever," she whispered passionately between breaths, her chest heaving for breath. 
 
      
 
    "You're mine now." John said, smiling at her expression as she looked up at him with wonder. "I only want you to be happy and to experience pleasure." 
 
      
 
    The girl looked up at him in awe and a tear fell from her eyes, then rolled gently down her cheek. "Oh Master..." she sighed in rapture. 
 
      
 
    John eased himself between her legs and carefully positioned the head of his cock at the entrance to her wet pussy. Jade's legs came up to either side of him, the toned muscles in her calves crossed over the small of his back as she raised her hips and enveloped his length inside her. 
 
      
 
    "Master fits inside this one so well," she moaned in delight, as she effortlessly took his entire length inside her body in one long motion.  
 
      
 
    John felt her body ripple along his length as he pushed into her, marvelling at the different feel of fucking his first alien girl. Even though he was able to slide back and forth inside her slick pussy with ease, she was still incredibly tight and her body seemed to grip him and massage his length in strange and unusual ways he had not experienced before. Although Jade's skin was cooler to the touch than his other women, her pussy was slightly warmer and he enjoyed the contrast immensely. 
 
      
 
    Jade looked up at him with her emerald eyes, seeing his enjoyment as he thrust back and forth inside her for the first time. She smiled up at him in delight and John saw that her cat-like irises had expanded so widely that they seemed to almost completely touch the edges of her shimmering emerald eyes.  He leaned down, resting his body against hers, her big breasts providing a delightful yielding pillow for his chest. 
 
      
 
    Now only inches above her face, he moved to kiss her and she returned it passionately, her lips moving eagerly against his own. John stared into her eyes and she stared back at him unblinking, as he began to thrust harder and more deliberately inside her exotic body.  
 
      
 
    Jade moaned with mounting excitement as she felt him grow closer to orgasm, his powerful thrusts filling her body over and over again. She yearned for him to cum inside her, to feel his potent sperm inside her womb, even if it was just a teasing prelude to what she really hoped she could offer her master. 
 
      
 
    John's muscles tensed and his taut quad tensed as he could hold off no longer and he began to send long shooting blasts of his cum inside the trembling girl beneath him. Jade's back arched powerfully, supporting his body above her as he rode her responsive flesh and drove every last ounce of his cum into her sucking pussy. The Nymph’s dark green belly began to expand to house his mighty load and she groaned as she joined him in a crashing climax, waves of pleasure cascading over her.  
 
      
 
    They collapsed on the bed when John had finished filling her, Jade whimpering with ecstasy to feel her womb packed so full with his virile sperm. John carefully kept his weight off her, so that he wouldn't squash the enormous sphere of her stomach. He eased his length out of her pussy, her body feeling like it was kissing him goodbye as he slid gently out of her. Jade rolled to her side, her hands cupping her spunk-bloated belly protectively. John moved behind her, sliding one arm under her head for her to use as a pillow, while his second hand rested on her swollen abdomen, feeling proud of having yet another conquest lying happily in his arms. 
 
      
 
    "This one has no words to describe how Jade feels about you, Master," the Nymph finally admitted, turning to look at him over her shoulder. 
 
      
 
    John kissed her tenderly and wrapped her in a warm hug. “You’re wonderful, Jade. I’m so glad we found you,” he said, meaning every word. 
 
      
 
    Sighing with blissful contentment, Jade settled into those caring arms and feel fast asleep.  
 
      
 
    He lay there with her, basking in the afterglow and enjoying the feel of her phenomenal body against him. John lay a hand carefully against Jade's taut belly and stroked it possessively. His mind wandered and he imagined being surrounded by his girls, each of them with their stomach's hugely swollen with his offspring. He delighted in knowing he could caress each of them in the intimate way he was stroking Jade and he realised he wanted it as much as they did. He reminded himself that they were too young at the moment, but it was something he definitely wanted for the future. Feeling contented and enjoying the feel of the lovely girl in his arms, he felt into a restful doze. 
 
      
 
    When he awoke a few hours later and opened his eyes, he saw Jade lying beside him, staring intently at his face, her expression a curious mixture of delight and confusion.  
 
      
 
    He smiled at her and said, “What a lovely way to wake up; next to a beautiful girl.” 
 
      
 
    Jade’s expression turned to one of pure joy and she kissed him enthusiastically. “This one had such a wonderful time with you, Master.” Her voice dropped a few octaves as she added, “Can Jade please you in any way?” 
 
      
 
    John glanced down at her rounded tummy, bands of light still spreading out over her verdant body. He caressed her gently, earning a low moan for his efforts, before he said, “I could do with something to eat first, but later would be fun.” 
 
      
 
    She gave him a warm smile as she nodded as they got out of bed. After enjoying a quick shower, they got dressed, and walked hand-in-hand as John led Jade to the Officers’ Lounge. Everyone had gathered for lunch and the girls immediately noticed the pulsing green lights travelling around Jade's body, centred on the tight roundness of her swollen belly. Alyssa, Calara, and Sparks each greeted the Nymph with a kiss, pleased to see how delighted she looked as they stroked and caressed her affectionately. 
 
      
 
    They went their separate ways again after lunch, continuing from where they left off that morning. John decided to cook a big roast dinner for his crew that evening and had fun in the kitchen preparing everything. Jade stayed at his side, eager to help him in any way and he was pleased that they made a good team. The alien girl was a quick study and with her dexterous hands she made an ideal sous chef, deftly preparing the ingredients for the meal. Jade had a fabulous time, enjoying the simple pleasures of cooking and preparing food, whilst being able to stay in lovely close proximity to her master. 
 
      
 
    In no time, the evening rolled around and Calara, Sparks, and Alyssa assembled around the dining table, excited to see what John and his lovely assistant had whipped up in the kitchen. Sunday roasts, even though it wasn't actually a Sunday, were a novelty for all the girls. However, experience with John's cooking made them eager to try anything he prepared and in no time the delicious feast had disappeared.  
 
      
 
    John left the girls to the cleanup and he moved to the sofas with a whiskey in hand, watching his women work swiftly and efficiently to make everything presentable again. Then they assembled at the bar, with Calara playing bartender and pouring out drinks for everyone. He smiled at them affectionately as they all glided over to join him, moving with a sinuous grace that bedevilled the eye. The girls all paused when they arrived at the sofa, not sure how to arrange themselves, then looked at each other and laughed.  
 
      
 
    "Let's do this chronologically," Sparks suggested selflessly. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa sat to John's right, with Calara snuggling in on his left. Sparks curled up next to Alyssa, tucking her legs up on the sofa, so that she was leaning against her old friend. Jade moved to join Calara on the opposite side, but Alyssa caught the Nymph’s hand as she passed by, halting her just as she walked in front of John. 
 
      
 
    "I'd like to try something fun," Alyssa suggested with a playful smile. The Nymph’s dark-green stomach was slender once again and the blonde was sure she already knew the answer to her question before she asked it. "Jade, would you like to have John fill your tummy up again?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes Alyssa! If Master's mates allow it, Jade would love that very much!" 
 
      
 
    "What do you think, ladies?" Alyssa asked Calara and Sparks, who both nodded their approval with smiles on their faces. 
 
      
 
    "What do you think, handsome?" Alyssa asked John in a seductive purr. "Would you like to make the newest addition to the Invictus a happy girl?” 
 
      
 
    John grinned and unbuckled his belt.  
 
      
 
    Jade took her cue and in no time, she was humming happily as her head bobbed between his legs. Relaxed and content, John made no effort to hold back, knowing that Jade wanted his release as much as he did. He came hard and filled her awaiting stomach, rounding her waistline out nicely with several pints of cum.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa stood up and offered Jade her seat next to John, before heading over to the door with a slinky walk to flick off the lights. She walked back to them in the darkness and cuddled up beside Calara on the sofa.  
 
      
 
    Jade's stomach began to ripple with an ethereal radiance, the concentric rings travelling around her body and sending spirals of light across the darkened officers' lounge. The five of them relaxed together as they watched the stars, illuminated softly by the viridian glow rippling outwards from the dark green girl. 
 
      
 
    "This is so beautiful," Calara murmured, entranced by the enchanting light show. 
 
      
 
    Sparks gently ran her hand over Jade's effervescent belly, momentarily disrupting the rings spiralling across the ceiling. "Well worth skipping dessert for..." 
 
      
 
    "Nice idea honey, thank you," John said to Alyssa, smiling at her fondly. 
 
      
 
    Jade let out a long deep sigh, marvelling that she had such good fortune to have met such amazing people.  
 
      
 
    They eventually headed back to John's quarters, Jade’s gentle illumination guiding their way. They retired to bed and then drifted into dreamless, restful sleep. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next day followed a similar pattern: taking it in turns to provide relief for John, mealtimes together, and the girls separating to pursue their current tasks. At dinner time that evening Sparks presented John with a tentative list for equipment she thought would be necessary, chewing her fingernail as she waited for his verdict. 
 
      
 
    "Fourteen million credits..." he said, whistling appreciatively.  
 
      
 
    "You did say to pick everything I could think of!" the redhead said, sounding defensive. 
 
      
 
    He handed the list back to her with a nonchalant shrug. "Sure, that's fine." 
 
      
 
    Sparks stared at him wide-eyed, as he calmly agreed to an absolute fortune in top of the range equipment. It made her feel pretty bad about how she'd treated him back on Karron. Replacing her entire workshop there could have been done on a shoestring budget, costing no more than fifteen thousand credits. Even then, that was only if you bought everything brand new, rather the reconditioned collection she had built up over ten years. 
 
      
 
    "Why don't you place the order after dinner, then all the manufacturers can have everything in place when we arrive at Olympus," John suggested after a moment’s pause. "I'll come with you and order the retrofit for the loading ramp for your workshop too." 
 
      
 
    Sparks grinned back at him, hardly believing her luck. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa applauded her, smiling as she said, "Not bad Sparks, you have me beat as a big spender." She glanced at John. “I don't think any of us are going to beat your record though, are we handsome?" 
 
      
 
    "That was an expensive trip to Olympus," he conceded with a wink. 
 
      
 
    "Was that when you bought the Invictus?" Calara asked curiously and John nodded in reply. 
 
      
 
    "It was a hell of a deal, right John?” Alyssa asked with an impish grin. “150 million credits!" 
 
      
 
    Sparks gaped at him in shock, reeling at the astronomical sum of money. 
 
      
 
    "Worth every cent though," John said, his expression turning serious. "I got a hot redhead and a gorgeous Nymph into the bargain!" 
 
      
 
    The girls all laughed along with him, then Sparks frowned and asked, “What about Calara?” 
 
      
 
    The Latina hugged John and said, “I was his before he got the Invictus, he just left me behind on Port Heracles for medical treatment.” She gave him a loving kiss as she added, “You did a better job of healing me than any of those doctors...” 
 
      
 
    “It was a terrible mistake,” John said with a smile. “I’ll make sure it never happens again!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Sparks was at a bit of a loose end, having now placed her order for all the new equipment for her workshop. Then she remembered the Kirrix dropship and their chitinous carapace armour, so she decided to spend the last few days before they arrived at the shipyard researching the bizarre insectoid technology.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa took a now enthusiastic Calara back to the firing range for more training, waving goodbye as they walked away hand-in-hand. The blonde teenager sashayed impressively with the added counterweight John had pumped into her toned young belly only minutes before. 
 
      
 
    John and Jade went back to the gym again, where John enjoyed a great morning swimming lengths, while Jade cavorted around him scything through the water in her aquatic form. She seemed to be able to stay under the water for lengthy periods at a time and when she hadn't surfaced for a while, he began to grow worried. He stood up in the shallow end and looked about for her, feeling relieved when she streaked through the water up to him and surfaced with a big grin on her face.  
 
      
 
    He wrapped his arms around her and asked, "How are you staying under water for so long?" 
 
      
 
    "This one isn't sure, Master," the green skinned alien replied, looking puzzled. "Jade doesn't feel like she has been holding her breath for a long time." 
 
      
 
    John noticed slight movements on her neck and leaned in to have a closer look. Jade tilted her head back and to the side trustingly to give him a clearer view. 
 
      
 
    "Oh wow!" John exclaimed in amazement. "You've grown gills!" 
 
      
 
    Jade brought her hand up to the base of her neck and gently felt the horizontal slits that had been allowing her to breathe comfortably under water. She gave him an alluring smile, a glint of arousal in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    "The other girls mentioned a hot tub to this one. Would Master be so kind as to show it to Jade?" she asked sweetly. 
 
      
 
    "Of course, honey. That sounds like a great idea!"  
 
      
 
    They got out of the pool and walked over to the back of the gym. John turned on the hot tub and the burbling water sounded quite enticing to the dark-green girl. John climbed in first and then offered his hand to Jade, watching as she gracefully sank into the water beside him. Rather than sitting on one of the benches beside him, she moved into the middle of the tub and gently parted his legs with her hands. 
 
      
 
    John saw the hungry look she gave him with her sparkling emerald eyes, before the Nymph disappeared below the bubbling surface of the water. Seconds later he felt the hot warmth of her mouth covering him and he groaned as she began to fellate him. Instead of the typical way she went down on him, as if on a mission to stimulate him as much as possible, her technique was very different. Jade massaged him with her throat, like a gentle relaxing caress, brushing against the entire length of his cock. Combined with the warm streams of air bubbling over his body in the hot tub, he found himself getting incredibly relaxed, practically melting into the tub. 
 
      
 
    After Jade had been under water for what seemed like forever, he brushed the bubbles on the surface aside to check to see if she was alright. Her eyes looked back at him from under the water and he could feel her mouth moving into a smile, her lips spread tightly around his girth. Marvelling at how useful her gills were, John sighed contentedly and let Jade bring him to a long, drawn out climax. He held her head tightly to his lap as he came, feeling her sucking on him lovingly as he emptied his quad into her stomach. 
 
      
 
    When he was done, the Nymph emerged slowly from the water, her rounded stomach throwing circles of green light around the interior of the hot tub. “Thank you, Master,” she purred in delight. 
 
      
 
    He laughed in amazement and gathered her in his arms. “Honey, I should be thanking you for that! You were incredible!” 
 
      
 
    They shared a long intimate kiss, before enjoying an affectionate cuddle in the tub. 
 
      
 
    John wanted to see how Sparks was getting on in the Hangar bay, so they got out of the tub and he got dressed while Jade was content to stay alluringly nude. Taking the elevator down to Deck Nine, they eventually found the redhead with her head inside a maintenance panel on the Kirrix dropship. John knocked gently on the side of the ship, letting her know they had arrived. 
 
      
 
    "Oh! Hey, how's it going?" Sparks said happily as she carefully extracted herself from the ship.  
 
      
 
    She had her long hair tied back in a ponytail, to avoid it getting snagged on the innards of the Kirrix vessel. Sparks blew an errant strand of dark auburn hair out of her eyes, as she turned to look at them. 
 
      
 
    "You've been having a good time I see!" Sparks said good naturedly to Jade, noticing the viridian lines radiating out from her rounded belly. 
 
      
 
    Jade grinned at the redhead, her teeth gleaming in a wide smile as she nodded in reply. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, it's been a pretty awesome morning," John said, with a broad grin. "How about you, Chief Engineer? Learnt anything interesting so far?"  
 
      
 
    "Yeah, this ship is fascinating!" Sparks exclaimed, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "I've never seen technology like it. I think they actually grow these panels before fitting the ship together!" 
 
      
 
    She turned and pointed to where the Kirrix corpses had been and John saw that the bodies had been removed and there was a neat pile of body armour in their place. 
 
      
 
    "Those armoured carapaces are actually body armour suits. They aren't part of the Kirrix troopers," Sparks explained. "It's a really clever design; the carapace armour splits down the side and tiny hooks latch it into place when you activate the right control." 
 
      
 
    Always keen to look for any kind of edge in a fight, John asked, "Is there anything you can adapt from them for our gear?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes, definitely," Sparks agreed. "I'll need my workshop before I can start prototyping though." 
 
      
 
    "Excellent work, Chief Engineer!" John said, clapping her on the shoulder.  
 
      
 
    Sparks threw him a cheeky salute. "Thank you, Commander!"  
 
      
 
    John leaned down to kiss her affectionately. "I'll see you tonight!" he told the adorable redhead with a twinkle in his eye. 
 
      
 
    Sparks grinned at him, knowing she’d be counting every minute until then. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The last couple of days flew past and before they knew it, they had jumped into the Alpha Centauri system and were at their final destination; the Olympus Shipyard, bastion of the Terran Federation. The entire crew gathered on the Bridge to watch Alyssa bring the Invictus back to its birthplace. Everyone took their places and Jade sat at a free chair in a dimmed station near the back left of the room. 
 
      
 
    As they got closer to the titanic spaceport, a light flashed on Alyssa's console, indicating an incoming hail. She pushed a button to receive the communication. 
 
      
 
    "Incoming assault cruiser, please identify yourself and your business at Olympus," a military communications officer requested politely. 
 
      
 
    "Commander John Blake on the Invictus, requesting docking clearance at the shipyard for retrofitting," John replied, his voice clear and confident. 
 
      
 
    There followed a brief pause as the ship’s transponder codes and John’s voice patterns were checked, before the officer replied. "Please approach Docking Bay Eleven, Commander." 
 
      
 
    Already anticipating docking clearance, Alyssa had approached Olympus from the drydock side, so they were able to fly directly towards the station rather than circling it like last time. 
 
      
 
    Sparks watched the approaching shipyard with open mouthed amazement. The colossal example of innovative Terran construction, sprawled out ahead of them for kilometres into the distance. There was a huge central hub, which was surrounded by long sections comprised of docking bays, spreading out like spokes of a wheel. Enormous turreted weapons adorned the top deck and underbelly of the shipyard, the fearsome batteries powerful enough to threaten ships many times larger than their assault cruiser. 
 
      
 
    The Invictus prowled closer, staying under port speed at Alyssa's careful behest. They moved into the drydock and marvelled at the enormous craft assembled there. To their starboard side, a huge behemoth of a ship was under construction and as they passed along its three-thousand-metre long hull, they read the words "Thor's Hammer" in twenty-metre-high lettering near the bow of the ship. 
 
      
 
    "That's a dreadnought," John said quietly, not wanting to break the hushed silence of the bridge. He pointed at a pair of vast weapons on the topdeck of the dreadnought that promised unspeakable devastation. "They probably used the Tyrenium we brought last time to build those..."  
 
      
 
    Sparks whispered in awe, "What are they?"  
 
      
 
    "Singularity Drivers," Calara said in a reverent voice. 
 
      
 
    Sparks stared at them in fascination, her heart filled with longing at the thought of getting her hands on the blueprints for those terrifying weapons. 
 
      
 
    The Invictus moved on, passing by the area of the drydock used to repair damaged vessels. The destroyer that John and Alyssa had passed last time was gone, but in its place devastated ships told their own tale of how the war with the Kintark Empire was progressing. One heavy cruiser they passed had been scoured by plasma burns, the terrible destructive power of the weapons charring huge welts across the flank of the ship. Another light carrier had been left a mangled wreck, the rear of the ship almost completely obliterated. Sparks wondered how they had even managed to bring it back to Olympus. 
 
      
 
    There were at least a dozen warships showing varying degrees of damage in the busy drydock. All were covered in maintenance gantries, with shipwrights and engineers working to get them spaceworthy once again. At this distance the work crews in the repair bays were just tiny figures, shadowed by the bulk of their enormous wounded charges. 
 
      
 
    Finally, Docking Bay Eleven yawned open in front of the Invictus, more than big enough to house the five-hundred-metre length of the assault cruiser with ease. Alyssa brought the Invictus in for a smooth landing, following the guide path provided by the docking computer, as the Olympus Shipyard welcomed home her wayward daughter. 
 
      
 
    "Let's go and see if we can find Vice Admiral Harris," John said to the girls as he stood from his chair. 
 
      
 
    The young women of his crew rose to join him, gathering at the elevator.  
 
      
 
    John glanced at Jade's delightfully nude form and raised an eyebrow as he smiled at her. "I think you could probably do with wearing something a little less revealing...” 
 
      
 
    "I'm sure we can find you something nice!" Alyssa said happily as they descended to Deck Two. She held Jade's hand and led the Nymph off to her quarters to pick out something a little more demure for her friend to wear. 
 
      
 
    John, Calara, and Sparks waited patiently for the two girls by the elevator. The Latina suddenly laughed out loud, causing the others to look at her in surprise. 
 
      
 
    "What?" John asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    "This’ll be the first time I've set foot outside the ship since I joined your crew!" Calara said in amusement. 
 
      
 
    John laughed along with her. "If you weren’t so deadly with the Invictus, I'd let you out more!" he said, putting his arms around her waist. 
 
      
 
    Calara linked her arms around his neck and gave him an affectionate kiss. 
 
      
 
    After a relatively short wait, Alyssa and Jade strode back to join them. Alyssa was wearing her charcoal pencil skirt suit, while Jade was wearing black knee length boots, a form fitting black jumpsuit and a finely tailored red jacket. 
 
      
 
    "Wow! Very nice ladies!" John said, whistling appreciatively.  
 
      
 
    The girls' eyes sparkled at his open admiration of their efforts, then the group descended to Deck Nine and walked to the airlock. 
 
      
 
    "Be my guest," John said, smiling at Calara, as he remembered she hadn't left the ship yet. 
 
      
 
    The gorgeous young Latina walked up to the door and placed her hand on the DNA reader, grinning back at him. The green light flickered as it travelled across the panel and then flashed red when it scanned her hand. 
 
      
 
    "Unauthorised access," the computer informed them in a dispassionate voice. 
 
      
 
    Looking puzzled, Calara placed her other hand on the DNA reader. The green light swept across the panel, flashing red once again. 
 
      
 
    "Unauthorised access," the computer repeated stubbornly. 
 
      
 
    John looked at Alyssa with surprise. "I thought you added Calara to the list of personnel with security clearance for the airlock?"  
 
      
 
    "I definitely did, as soon as she joined the crew!" Alyssa protested, staring at the DNA reader in confusion. "I did the same for Sparks and Jade as well!" 
 
      
 
    Calara stepped back and made room for Sparks to place her hand on the DNA reader. 
 
      
 
    "Unauthorised access," the computer repeated infuriatingly. 
 
      
 
    "Jade, please can you try as well," John requested, gesturing towards the panel. 
 
      
 
    "Of course, Master!" Jade agreed, giving him an indulgent smile. 
 
      
 
    The Nymph strode up to the panel by the side of the airlock as Sparks stepped aside to give her plenty of room. Jade placed her hand on the DNA reader like the other girls had before her. 
 
      
 
    "Unauthorised access," the computer declared, sounding almost smug this time. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa and John shot each other a worried look. 
 
      
 
    "Is the ship malfunctioning?" Alyssa asked, darting a nervous glance at the DNA reader. 
 
      
 
    John shrugged, feeling equally concerned. "I'm not sure, but this doesn't look good." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa walked up to the airlock and tentatively placed her hand on the panel. The green light flickered over the panel reading her DNA and then beeped softly as it recognised her. The airlock door spiralled open without a hitch. 
 
      
 
    "What's going on?" Alyssa asked, frowning in confusion. 
 
      
 
    "We'll have to take a look at it later," John said, looking behind her at the figures gathered in the docking bay waiting for them. "It looks like we have a welcoming committee!" 
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    The crew of the Invictus left the ship and strode out to meet the two uniformed men awaiting their arrival. As they left the confines of the airlock, John noticed the men were standing next to a brutal looking piece of Terran Federation engineering. It was some kind of dropship, lean and ferocious, the jutting weapon barrels telling their own tale of its lethal potential. He reluctantly pulled his gaze from the savage looking craft and focused on the two men standing to its side. 
 
      
 
    John recognised his old friend Charles Harris of course, the middle-aged man's stern face showing surprise at the new additions to John's team. His bushy grey moustache twitched in amusement as his eyes drifted from one stunningly beautiful young woman to another. 
 
      
 
    John didn't recognise the older man. Distinguished, with salt and pepper hair and a closely cropped grey beard, the man was wearing full dress uniform with the epaulets of an admiral. 
 
      
 
    "John! It's good to see you," Charles said in greeting. Turning to the older military man, he continued, "Please let me introduce Admiral Cartwright." 
 
      
 
    "Commander Blake, I've been hearing great things about you," the admiral said in a quiet voice.  
 
      
 
    "It's good to meet you, Admiral," John said, snapping a sharp salute. "I'm sure any tales you’ve heard have been greatly exaggerated." 
 
      
 
    The older man looked at John with shrewd, penetrating eyes. "I don't think they have...” 
 
      
 
    "So what can I do for you, Admiral?" John asked, curious as to why such a high ranking Terran Federation officer would come to meet him. 
 
      
 
    "It's more what I can do for you, Commander," the senior officer declared. "Terran Federation High Command greatly appreciated your efforts against the Kirrix. The PR value of that battle alone is invaluable to us at the moment." 
 
      
 
    "Just happy to do our part," John said, his expression turning grim. "Those Kirrix had to be stopped!" 
 
      
 
    "Yes, indeed," Admiral Cartwright said, in his cold unemotional voice. Glancing at the terrifying piece of hardware to his side, he gestured towards it. "In any case, I'm pleased to be able to present you with a Raptor class gunship to show our appreciation for your efforts."  
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Admiral!" John exclaimed, a big grin spreading across his face as he looked up at the brutal-looking gunship. 
 
      
 
    The distinguished older man threw him a salute before turning to leave. "Keep up the good work Commander." 
 
      
 
    Before he had completed the turn however, he suddenly looked back. "According to Charles, you've brought us another shipment of Tyrenium?" he said with hunger in his voice, the first real emotion that the man had displayed since their arrival. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Sir," John replied succinctly. "Twenty tons of it." 
 
      
 
    Admiral Cartwright's eyes gleamed. "Outstanding work, Commander. Quite outstanding..." He nodded to Charles then walked away briskly. 
 
      
 
    John turned to look at his old friend with a raised eyebrow.  
 
      
 
    "We'll talk in my office, John," Charles said with a wry smile. "For now, I can't wait for you to introduce me to your companions...” 
 
      
 
    John shook his head in amusement and then turned to face the girls. "You already know my Executive Officer of course," he said, smiling affectionately at the beautiful blonde. 
 
      
 
    "It's lovely to see you, my dear," Charles said, before stopping in surprise as Alyssa strode up to him and planted a big kiss on his cheek. 
 
      
 
    "That's for all your work on our quarters!" she gushed, giving him a warm appreciative smile.  
 
      
 
    "It was my pleasure, Alyssa," Charles said looking a little flustered, before turning his attention back to John. 
 
      
 
    "This is my Tactical Officer, Second Lieutenant Calara Fernandez," John said proudly, introducing the gorgeous Latina. 
 
      
 
    Calara snapped to attention and saluted the man respectfully. "Vice Admiral Harris, it's an honour to meet you."  
 
      
 
    "Ah yes, the exceptional young officer who found the location of the pirate base. I've heard intriguing things about your exploits, Lieutenant," Charles said, nodding his approval. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, sir!" Calara said blushing, unsure how to respond to such flattery. 
 
      
 
    To save Calara further embarrassment, John moved on. "This is my Chief Engineer, Sparks," John said affectionately, introducing the redhead. 
 
      
 
    Sparks winced a little, hearing her name in this kind of formal setting. Since her conversation with the rescued engineer several days ago, she had suddenly become quite self-conscious about her old nickname. 
 
      
 
    "Pleased to meet you, young lady." Charles said, in a friendly voice. 
 
      
 
    "You too, Charles," Sparks replied with a smile. "Oh! It's okay for me to call you that, right? Not Vice Admiral or whatever?" 
 
      
 
    "Charles is fine," he replied with some amusement. 
 
      
 
    "Finally, this is Jade, our most recent addition to the crew of the Invictus," John said, turning towards the green skinned Nymph. 
 
      
 
    "This one is pleased to meet any friend of Master's!" Jade said, darting John a look of pure adoration. 
 
      
 
    Charles turned to John with a startled expression on his face. "Isn't she a..."  
 
      
 
    John nodded and gave him a wry smile. "Yes, she is.” 
 
      
 
    Charles laughed loudly. "Ah, John... maybe I should have retired while I was still a young man!" he said grinning ruefully. He gestured towards the big set of doors leading from the docking bay and said in a friendly voice, “Let me take you all up to my office. We can relax while we talk business." 
 
      
 
    "Lead on, Charles," John said and they turned to follow the older man as he strode away.  
 
      
 
    Sparks managed to tear her eyes away from the fascinating looking gunship and joined the others as they headed for the doors. She finally noticed the huge numbers of crates stacked in the docking bay and knowing what they were, started bounding towards them with a joyful spring in her step. 
 
      
 
    Charles spotted her making a beeline for the mountain of boxed equipmen. "We started receiving all these deliveries a couple of days ago. The deck officer was having a fit until I calmed him down." 
 
      
 
    "Come on," John said, grinning at her. "You can look later. They can't start loading anything until the retrofit is done on the cargo bay anyway." 
 
      
 
    Sparks gave the large shipping crates one last longing look and reluctantly fell into step with the rest of the group. 
 
      
 
    "I prioritised that work order for you,” Charles said, smiling at his friend. “The crews will start work on that for you immediately."  
 
      
 
    "Much appreciated, Charles, thank you!"  
 
      
 
    They followed the vice admiral to an elevator and headed up to a different office from the one they had met the shipyard commander in last time.  
 
      
 
    "New office?" John asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    "My old one is being refurbished and extended," Charles said, barely containing his broad grin. "A reward for my 'outstanding initiative' in selling you the Invictus." 
 
      
 
    The new office was approximately the same size as the last one, with a similar reception area outside. Charles’ assistant, Lieutenant Victor Adams, was sitting behind the desk in the reception area. The young naval officer saluted John respectfully and then looked on with wide eyes at the luscious array of beauties following after him into the vice admiral's office.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa grinned impishly and waved at him. “Hey Victor, good to see you!” 
 
      
 
    The young lieutenant tried to reply, but was struck mute and ended up blushing bright red with embarrassment. 
 
      
 
    John held the door open for the girls and they went to sit on the sofas set around the big window. Unfortunately, there was no panoramic view of the shipyard from this office and instead it overlooked the docking bay where they had landed the Invictus. Sparks looked out the window and sighed at the shipping crates full of machinery, waiting to be installed in her workshop. John smiled affectionately at the wistful redhead. She reminded him of a small child waiting impatiently to unwrap her presents on Christmas Day. Lieutenant Adams came into the room with a tray of coffee and began to hand out steaming cups of the hot drink. 
 
      
 
    Jade stood next to her auburn-haired friend at the window and looked out over the docking bay. This was the first time she had seen the Invictus properly and as she looked at the massive assault cruiser, its distinctive shape triggered a memory from her past.  
 
      
 
    Decades before, she had belonged to an eccentric old fellow who had nicknamed himself the 'Collector'. The extremely wealthy man had been a benign master and being too old to require her more sensual services, meant for a calm if rather dull few years under his care. The man had been obsessed with collecting exotic creatures and as one of the few surviving Nymphs, Jade had been the pride of his collection. She recalled his assorted variety of animals and remembered a many-toothed aquatic predator, which the Collector had told her was called a shark, a huge fish that hailed from Terra itself.  
 
      
 
    Grey, sleek and angular, the Invictus had the same lean look as the Shark, the command deck and the fire control tower behind it even reminded her of the dorsal fin atop the ancient aquatic killer. The caudal fin was there too, but on the Invictus it housed the shield generator, flanked by the four mighty engines that allowed the assault cruiser to surge through space with such ferocious speed. 
 
      
 
    John had begun to talk again and as always, she focused her attention back on him, so that she could listen to his lovely strong voice. 
 
      
 
    "Tell me more about Cartwright?" John asked, sipping his coffee. 
 
      
 
    Charles leaned against his desk. "He's here overseeing the construction of the Echelon class dreadnought you probably saw on your arrival. High Command are ordering a massive shipbuilding program and he wants to make sure construction stays on schedule." Giving his honest opinion of the man, Charles added, “He's a bit detached, but he's very driven. He holds a lot of sway with High Command.”  
 
      
 
    "Very interesting," John said, intrigued. “And what do you know about the Raptor gunship? I haven't seen or heard of anything like that before." 
 
      
 
    "It's state of the art John, fresh off the production lines," Charles said with a hint of envy. "You must have really made High Command happy, for them to give you one of those." 
 
      
 
    "It doesn't look much like a normal Marine transport," John said, recalling the blocky ships from which he had launched dozens of boarding actions during his career as a Marine. 
 
      
 
    "It's part of the new push towards carrier forces and dropship assaults,” Charles explained. “The Raptor gunship is exclusive to Federation special forces. It's fast, manoeuvrable and packs a lot more firepower at the cost of a much-reduced troop carrying capacity." 
 
      
 
    "How many?" John asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    "Thirty men in heavy gear, but that should be more than adequate for your needs," Charles replied, looking pleased for his friend. He cast his eye over the rapidly expanding crew of the Invictus in amusement and added, “Or perhaps not...”  
 
      
 
    John laughed and put his empty cup of coffee on the table. 
 
      
 
    "So shall we talk business and get that out the way?" Charles suggested, obviously eager to complete the transaction. "I believe you have twenty tons of Tyrenium for sale?" 
 
      
 
    "I do," John replied with a predatory smile. 
 
      
 
    "Same price as last time?" Charles asked looking hopeful. 
 
      
 
    "Well we ran into a few mishaps along the way," John said, his expression turning rueful. "Unfortunately, I'll have to factor that into the price." 
 
      
 
    Suddenly wary, Charles asked, “And just how much is that going to be?"  
 
      
 
    "Thirty mil per ton ought to cover it.” 
 
      
 
    "Six-hundred-million credits!" Charles blurted out in shock, his hands clenching his desk. 
 
      
 
    Calara and Alyssa gasped in amazement at the outrageous sum of credits. Jade had no interest in money so she didn't react at all, while Sparks was too distracted by the sights below and wasn't paying attention. 
 
      
 
    John turned to face the redhead who was pining out the window. "You've finished looking over the Kirrix dropship now, right Sparks?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh yeah, I've learned all I can from that," she murmured, quite distracted by thoughts of all the wonderful new toys sitting there in the docking bay. 
 
      
 
    John faced Charles again and said magnanimously, "I'll throw in the Kirrix dropship we captured as a goodwill gesture. That's got to have some value for Terran Federation R&D." 
 
      
 
    Charles narrowed his eyes and churned through the numbers in his mind. "Would you consider waiving the salvage rights on the corvette Griffon and the bounty warrants on the pirates?” 
 
      
 
    John gave him an amiable smile. “Sure, I could do without all the red tape.”  
 
      
 
    A few moments later, Charles said with grudging admiration. “Alright, you have a deal." 
 
      
 
    “A pleasure doing business with you, Charles,” John said with a broad grin. 
 
      
 
    The Vice Admiral shook his head, a rueful smile on his face. "I'm not sure if I should be awed or appalled at your blatant price gouging. When did you become such a sharp trader?" 
 
      
 
    "I've got a bigger crew now, more mouths to feed," John said with a wink at Alyssa and Calara.  
 
      
 
    They were still too shocked by the vast amount of money changing hands to react, but Charles laughed out loud. 
 
      
 
    "Okay, I'll get the credits transferred immediately," the Vice Admiral said, as he went over to his desk and pressed a button on the intercom. "You can begin unloading the Tyrenium now Sergeant," he added to the waiting munitions team. 
 
      
 
    Sparks saw a group of men in grey overalls approach the Invictus, bringing anti-grav sleds with them to assist with the unloading. 
 
      
 
    "So what are your plans, John?" Charles asked his old friend. "You're an extremely wealthy man now." 
 
      
 
    "Well I promised the girls a vacation on Gravitus while we wait for the retrofit," John said, smiling at his crew. "After that, I'm planning to go on an extended shopping trip and pick up some upgrades for the Invictus." 
 
      
 
    "Oh really?" Charles asked, his curiosity piqued. "Where are you thinking of going?" 
 
      
 
    "The Ashanath, Maliri, Trankarans, and the Brimorians, in that order," John replied, listing off the four major empires surrounding the Terran Federation.  
 
      
 
    "Good luck trading with the Maliri!" Charles snorted, rolling his eyes. "They don't have a lot of time for the Terran Federation." 
 
      
 
    "Ah yes, but I'm an independent trader," John said archly, which made Charles laugh. "All joking aside, I did a couple of small trades with them a few years back and they were pleasant enough."  
 
      
 
    "Well like I said... Good luck, I think you'll need it!" Charles said with a smile. "By the way, did you decide what you wanted to do with that old freighter?"  
 
      
 
    "Actually, yes I did. I was going to take the Fool’s Gold for a last flight down to the planet," John said, a fond smile creeping onto his face as he thought about his old ship. “After that, could you refit her with upgraded engines, life support, and FTL drive, then have her delivered to a Jonah Bennings. I'll send you the address."  
 
      
 
    "Sure, that's no problem. Who's this Jonah fellow?" Charles asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    "I owe him a big debt. Hopefully he'll appreciate my old ship," John said, remembering how much Jonah loved his long jaunts into deep space. 
 
      
 
    "I'll make sure the freighter gets to him," Charles promised. "Do you want to leave him a message?" 
 
      
 
    "Just say: Thanks for the tip about the worm girls," John said, sharing a warm smile with Alyssa. He glanced at the mystified vice admiral and grinned. "Don't worry, he'll understand...” 
 
      
 
    John and the girls bid Charles goodbye, the girls waving at Victor on their way out and leaving him just as flustered as before.  
 
      
 
    The Fool's Gold was currently docked on the other side of the shipyard, so they took an elevator to the nearest shuttlebay to save themselves a twenty kilometre hike. As they walked along the long wide corridors of the shipyard, marines and naval personnel did double takes at the group of beautiful young women, causing the girls to smile self-consciously. 
 
      
 
    Calara sidled up to John and said, in a hushed whisper, "Six-hundred-million! I thought I was going to have a heart attack when you asked for that much money and he agreed!"  
 
      
 
    "I think I'll need every credit," John said, putting his arm around the shocked Latina’s shoulders. "I plan to live a nice long retirement and it looks like I'm going to be raising a big family." 
 
      
 
    That drew a happy sigh from Calara, who hooked her arm around his waist and squeezed him tightly. They boarded a shuttle and soon reached the docking bay where the freighter had been mothballed, landing next to the Fool’s Gold. As they disembarked, John stopped to gaze up at his old ship. He’d lived on the Fool's Gold for eleven years, ever since retiring from the military and despite the wonders the Invictus held, John still couldn't help but think of this old freighter as home. The girls waited for him patiently as he stood and stared at the ship for a long moment, before they headed over to the airlock door at the side and went in. 
 
      
 
    "So this is where it all began?" Sparks asked, looking around the freighter with interest. 
 
      
 
    "That's right," Alyssa replied, smiling at her oldest friend. "If you hadn't suggested I stow away on this ship to escape from the Diablos, then things would have turned out very differently for all of us." 
 
      
 
    She walked up to John and held his hand, suddenly reminding him of the scared young girl that he’d discovered on his freighter only two months earlier. Calara unhooked herself from his other arm and let the two of them walk together, realising that they were taking a trip down memory lane. The incredibly close bond John and his blonde lover had always left her a little overawed. 
 
      
 
    They all headed up to the cockpit, where John and Alyssa settled into the pilot and co-pilot seats. They glanced at each other exchanging coy smiles, remembering all the erotic adventures they'd had during that first journey back from Karron to the Olympus Shipyard. 
 
      
 
    "A whole month with just the two of you," Sparks said enviously, brushing her elegant fingers over her toned stomach. She grinned at the blonde. "I'm surprised you were even able to move out of the cabin!" 
 
      
 
    "That does sound wonderful, Master," Jade said, gazing at him with a blissful expression on her face.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa opened her arms for Calara who came to sit in her lap. "It was fun, but there's also a lot of perks to sharing..." 
 
      
 
    "That's true," Calara said with a coy smile. "I'm glad we got to be each other's firsts." 
 
      
 
    The lovely olive-skinned brunette leaned down to rub noses with the ravishing blonde and they smiled lovingly at each other.  
 
      
 
    John was always fascinated to see any of the girls together and their casual intimacy was quite arousing. "Let's get moving, Alyssa,” he said with no small degree of reluctance. "If you two keep that up, neither of you will be in good shape for a dress fitting." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa paused, torn with indecision. Her desire to satisfy John and the idea of recreating their initial encounters on the freighter warred with her plan to get everyone new outfits in a shopping bonanza. 
 
      
 
    "We'll have lots of time to have some fun in the hotel over the next few days,” John said, seeing her quandary. “When we finish on Gravitus, we'll say goodbye to the Fool's Gold with style. I promise!" 
 
      
 
    "Okay, let's go!" Alyssa exclaimed and rapidly plotted them a course from Olympus down to the Gravitus Spaceport. 
 
      
 
    The engines of the old freighter rumbled in protest and they lifted off gently from the floor of the docking bay. Under Alyssa's skilful control they began their journey down to the planet below. As soon as they were underway, Alyssa pressed a control on her console and brought up the vid-screen. She produced a card from a pocket in her suit jacket and then entered the contact number. John looked at her curiously, wondering who she was calling. A very pretty brunette filled the vid-screen a few moments later, and John recognised her as Rachel, the shop assistant who had helped them on the last trip to Gravitus. 
 
      
 
    "Hey, beautiful!” Alyssa said happily, when the brunette answered the call. "We're back on Gravitus and wondered if you wanted to join us for dinner?" 
 
      
 
    "Alyssa!" Rachel exclaimed in surprise. She was wearing a pair of glasses and she removed them to rub her tired eyes. The attractive brunette looked dejected and said with real regret, "The timing is terrible unfortunately. I'd really love to, but I ship out to the Dragon March tomorrow."  
 
      
 
    "Ship out?" John asked with surprise. "I didn't realise you were with the military." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, it's my first posting," the sleepy looking brunette replied, then stifled a yawn. She gave them a proud smile as she added, "I've been taking my finals this week and I finally qualified as a medic." 
 
      
 
    "Congratulations!" Alyssa said, clapping excitedly for the exhausted young woman. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks, Alyssa," Rachel said with a warm smile. 
 
      
 
    "If you're training to be a medic, why were you working as a shop assistant?" John asked in confusion. 
 
      
 
    "I needed the money for living expenses," the lovely young brunette replied, stifling another yawn. "I had a grant to cover the tuition fees, but I had to pay my own way for the rest." 
 
      
 
    "We'll let you go, Rachel. I can see you've been burning the candle at both ends." John said with a warm smile. "Congratulations on qualifying, Doctor!" 
 
      
 
    "Thanks, John," she said, giving him a sleepy smile in return. "Between all the last-minute revision and the exams, I'm worn out!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa waved the brunette goodbye. "Get some sleep, I'll stay in touch!" 
 
      
 
    "I'll look forward to hearing from you," Rachel said, blowing her a kiss as she ended the call. 
 
      
 
    "That's a shame," Alyssa said, looking forlorn. "I was really looking forward to going down on her." 
 
      
 
    "Alyssa!" Calara and Sparks chorused in surprise. 
 
      
 
    "She was lovely," Alyssa said with a wistful sigh. "It was her running her hands over me during the fitting session that made me first realise I liked girls too." 
 
      
 
    "It sounds like I have a lot to thank her for," Calara said, hugging the blonde to perk her up. 
 
      
 
    “She was really beautiful,” Sparks agreed. “I can see why you were tempted...” 
 
      
 
    "They did look pretty amazing together," John said, remembering Rachel on her knees, smoothing a form fitting dress over Alyssa's delicious curves. 
 
      
 
    "Ah well, it wasn't meant to be I suppose," Alyssa said, sharing a playful smile with John. 
 
      
 
    Sparks leaned forward over John’s shoulder, crossing her wrists over his chest. "What did she mean when she said about being posted to the 'Dragon March'?"  
 
      
 
    John leaned back to look up at her. "There's a strip of worlds on the Terran Federation side of the border with the Kintark Empire. They’re known as the Dragon March." 
 
      
 
    "Aren't we at war with the Kintark?" Alyssa asked, suddenly worried for her friend. "Isn't that going to be a pretty dangerous place to be right now?"  
 
      
 
    "With Rachel trained as a medic, they'll probably want her where the injuries are going to be," John said looking grim. He paused to think about it for a moment, then sounded more optimistic as he continued, “The Terran Federation and the Kintark haven't declared war on each other yet though; it's just border clashes at the moment. Rachel should be pretty safe wherever they set up the major triage site for the Dragon March forces.” 
 
      
 
    "Why is it called the Dragon March though?" Sparks asked, intrigued to know more about the Kintark Empire.  
 
      
 
    "The Kintark are seven-foot-tall reptiles and apparently, some of their elders can be even bigger," John explained. He chuckled and rolled his eyes. "You know what people are like. Some smartass came up with the name and it stuck." 
 
      
 
    "Has Master ever met a dragon?" Jade asked, wide-eyed with wonder.  
 
      
 
    "I've actually done several deals with the Kintark, but it was years ago, before all the present hostilities. I liked them and they were easy enough to trade with,” John replied, a sad smile on his face. “I personally think it's tragic that things have escalated between them and the Terran Federation. The last time the two empires were at war was centuries ago, but both sides had put all that behind them. We were on friendly terms until quite recently."  
 
      
 
    "Well I hope Rachel will be okay," Alyssa said, with a worried frown. 
 
      
 
    "Don't worry, the Terran Federation takes good care of its medics," John said, reaching across to hold her hand and give it a reassuring squeeze. "They'll have her tucked away in some nice safe and secure base. She'll probably be complaining about how bored she is!" 
 
      
 
    She smiled and nodded. “I’ll keep in touch and check how she gets on.” 
 
      
 
    John glanced around the cockpit, smiling at the familiar sights. "I'm going to have a quick look around the ship before we land and soak in the memories! Anyone want to join me?" 
 
      
 
    "I'll stay up here and wait for landing clearance," Alyssa offered, giving him an indulgent smile. 
 
      
 
    Jade surprised everyone by saying, "This one would like to stay with Alyssa, if that's okay Master?" 
 
      
 
    "Sure Jade, you don't have to ask my permission," John said, patting her on the arm as he walked past. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Master," the Nymph replied, beaming a radiant smile at him as he left the cockpit with Calara and Sparks. 
 
      
 
    When they’d left, Alyssa gave the green-hued girl a curious but friendly look. "Are you okay, Jade? Is there something you wanted to talk to me about?"  
 
      
 
    "Yes Alyssa. You, Calara, and Sparks all have jobs onboard Master's ship, as well as being his beautiful mates. This one would like to be more useful to Master,” the Nymph said earnestly. “Is there anything Jade could do to help?"  
 
      
 
    Alyssa looked at her in surprise then said gave her a reassuring smile. "I'll have a think, Jade. I'm sure we can find you a useful role on the Invictus.”  
 
      
 
    The Nymph beamed at the blonde girl in gratitude.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    John led the way into the Fool's Gold, with Calara and Sparks following close behind. They had a quick look in the passenger cabin, then moved over to his personal cabin where he let the girls snoop around to satisfy their curiosity. 
 
      
 
    "I bet this room has a few tales to tell," Calara said, darting a flirtatious smile at John. 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, Alyssa and I had a lot of fun in here," John said, glancing at the bed and grinning. 
 
      
 
    Sparks patted the covers and asked, "So this is where it all began then?"  
 
      
 
    "Well our first time doing anything together was in the rec room," John said, glancing back towards the corridor. "I asked Alyssa to kneel and blow me."  
 
      
 
    "Did she seduce you then?" Sparks said, sidling up to him and looking at him out of the corner of her eye, a coy smile on her full lips. 
 
      
 
    "Well, you could say that. I found her a few days after she snuck on board and then threatened to take her back to Karron,” John admitted ruefully. "She basically pleaded with me not to take her back and offered sex in exchange for a trip to the core worlds.” 
 
      
 
    “That little hussy,” Calara teased him affectionately. 
 
      
 
    John flushed with embarrassment. “It makes me sound like a bit of an asshole telling it like that, but in my defence I'd been picking up her pheromones once she got on board and I was going a bit lust crazy. When this pretty but skinny little blonde girl offered to let me use her for a few weeks, I was powerless to say no," he said still feeling guilty. "I wasn't being completely selfish though, I did want to get some good meals inside her." 
 
      
 
    Sparks giggled and said, "Yeah I'm sure you did!"  
 
      
 
    John laughed heartily at that. 
 
      
 
    "Well I'm glad the little head won out," Sparks said, reaching down to stroke his cock through his trousers. 
 
      
 
    Calara sauntered up to him and joined the redhead with her light caresses. "You have no complaints from me either." 
 
      
 
    John closed his eyes and just luxuriated in the feel of their soft, eager young hands.  
 
      
 
    "If you girls keep teasing me like this, I feel sorry for whoever ends up on the receiving end of this load," John said, feeling how full his taut sets of balls were becoming. “You’ll be able to try on lots of maternity wear, but that’s about it!” 
 
      
 
    Reluctantly the girls had mercy on him and withdrew their hands. John blew out a big breath and tried to bring himself under control again. He laughed and put his arms around them both to usher them from the cabin. "Come on, let's have a quick look at the rest of the ship. It might help me take my mind off you two little temptresses." 
 
      
 
    They walked back out into the corridor and then entered the rec room. He smiled fondly at the small kitchen and the comfy old sofa. 
 
      
 
    "So that's where you filled up Alyssa's belly for the first time?" Sparks purred lustily. 
 
      
 
    John groaned. So much for taking his mind off sex! 
 
      
 
    Sparks leaned over to Calara and whispered something in the gorgeous brunette's ear. Calara giggled and nodded, before Sparks sauntered over to the sofa and plonked herself down in a very ungraceful manner. 
 
      
 
    "Hey baby, come over here and suck my cock!" she said gruffly, with a fake-masculine voice. 
 
      
 
    Calara feigned shock. "But John, you're so big! How will it ever fit?" she exclaimed as she walked over to kneel between Sparks legs. 
 
      
 
    "Don't worry baby, I'll make it fit!" Sparks said enthusiastically in her false baritone. 
 
      
 
    She pulled Calara's face down into her lap and humped away at her, before the two of them fell about, giggling with laughter. 
 
      
 
    John chuckled at their antics then swiftly darted in to pounce on the girls and give them a sound tickling. It didn’t take long for them to beg for mercy, eyes sparkling as they laughed and panted for breath.  
 
      
 
    He stood and offered them each a hand and the two feisty teenagers rose to stand gracefully at his side. He poked his head into the storage room next, showing the two girls where Alyssa had been hiding when he found her.  
 
      
 
    That concluded the tour and John shook his head in surprise. “I seem to remember the ship being a lot bigger...”  
 
      
 
    "Happy with your new home?" Calara asked, slipping her arm through his and looking up at him. 
 
      
 
    "I'm not going to lie, the Invictus is pretty awesome," John admitted. "But to be honest, I'd be happy wherever I was, as long as I had you girls with me." 
 
      
 
    "Oh John, that's lovely!" Calara said, kissing him tenderly. 
 
      
 
    Sparks pressed herself into his chest, her pert boobs squashing against him, feeling warm and soft. "I love being with you, John! You say the nicest things!" the redhead said with a happy smile. She watched him kissing Calara, planting her own loving kisses on John's neck while she waited her turn. 
 
      
 
    John finished his lingering kiss with Calara and then leaned down to kiss Sparks. Their lips brushed together, before she glided her tongue over them, licking as though encouraging him to follow her tongue back into her mouth with his own. He took up the lovely invitation and kissed the redhead passionately. 
 
      
 
    "John, we're going to land in a few minutes!" Alyssa called back to them, her voice carrying down the corridor. 
 
      
 
    Reluctantly, John pulled away and let the two girls walk ahead as they rejoined the others in the cockpit. He couldn't help but look at their rounded asses move enticingly as they strutted ahead. The two teenagers flashed a lusty look at each other as they deliberately swayed their hips for full effect. 
 
      
 
    John slumped into the pilot's chair and Alyssa grinned at the two mischievous girls, having listened in on his thoughts as they teased him to distraction.  
 
      
 
    "Don't worry, handsome, we'll be very good girls for you later," she purred, her voice soothing,  
 
      
 
    Her comforting words had the opposite effect and John groaned at the thought, his quad aching for release. 
 
      
 
    They landed at the terraced spaceport on Gravitus, Alyssa following the guide path down to their designated landing pad. All manner of spacecraft were dotted around the port, though most of them were military shuttles for transport to and from the Olympus Shipyard. There were traders too of course, but surprisingly almost every ship was of Terran construction. 
 
      
 
    "I don't see many alien ships around," Sparks said with disappointment, as she looked out at the wide variety of vessels. 
 
      
 
    "There aren't many who come here," John said, confirming her observation. "Olympus and Gravitus are military centres really, there isn't a huge demand for alien trade here. Most of those traders will be arms dealers, or munitions suppliers."  
 
      
 
    They headed down to the airlock in the cargo bay and then out into the spaceport. John called the girls a hover-limo to take them shopping, while he called himself a hover-taxi to the arms emporium, as he had his own shopping to do. He booked a suite at the same hotel they had enjoyed last time and they all agreed to meet up there when they had finished their shopping bonanza. The girls all gave him a lengthy kiss goodbye and he felt as though he was in a daze by the time they finally parted ways. 
 
      
 
    The hover-taxi driver was a friendly old fellow with a jolly smile and a twinkle in his eye. As John settled into the back of the luxury hovercar, the driver started up the anti-grav cyclics that would keep the vehicle afloat. 
 
      
 
    "What brings you to Gravitus then, young fella?" the cabbie asked, clearly in a cheerful mood. 
 
      
 
    "Stocking up on weapons and armour," John replied. "My gear got a bit battered on the last trip." 
 
      
 
    "Ah, there's a lot of that going about," The cabbie said, sounding sympathetic. "Hope it wasn't problems with them dragons?" 
 
      
 
    "No, some Kirrix this time," John said with a smile. 
 
      
 
    "Ugh, those bastards reared their ugly mugs again?" the cabbie asked while grimacing with distaste. 
 
      
 
    John nodded. “Afraid so. A lone hive ship.” 
 
      
 
    “I remember the purge of '43,” the cabbie said, glancing in the mirror and patted his chest proudly. “174th regulars.” 
 
      
 
    “I heard about that one. The Kirrix captured planets just before the purge didn't they?” John said, remembering tales of the horrors found by the Terran Federation forces when they reclaimed the worlds. 
 
      
 
    The cabby suddenly looking haunted. “Yeah, still have nightmares about that sometimes.”  
 
      
 
    John placed his hand on the old man's shoulder. “Because of people like you, millions of others didn't have to share the same fate,” he said gratefully. “Thank you for your service.” 
 
      
 
    The cabby looked back at John for a moment and nodded in thanks, pride shining in his eyes before turning back to the road. They rode the rest of the way in silence, the cabbie lost in his thoughts, until they finally arrived at their destination. John waved goodbye to the man, giving him a hefty tip in credits as he left.  
 
      
 
    The doors to the Arms Emporium slid open and John strode through into the plush reception area. The emporium was spotlessly clean and showy booths were dotted around the trade facility, sinister weapons gleaming in black and chrome. 
 
      
 
    "Hello, Sir!" a pretty blonde woman in a smart pencil-skirt suit said in greeting, approaching him as he walked into the foyer. "Is there anything you're looking at in particular today?" 
 
      
 
    "I'm after McCarran Arms and the Steinbeck Armoury," John requested politely. 
 
      
 
    "My name's Lauren and I'd be happy to be your guide," she volunteered, smiling pleasantly. "Which would you like to visit first, Mr...?" 
 
      
 
    "Mr. Blake, but you can call me John,” he replied, returning her smile. "Could you take me to McCarran arms please, Lauren." 
 
      
 
    "Certainly, John, if you'd care to follow me please," the young woman said.  
 
      
 
    John followed the girl and couldn't help glancing at her long shapely legs as she led him through the crowds. Lauren arrived at a booth and John recognised the distinctive crossed thunderbolts logo of McCarran arms. She went up to a sombre looking man who was stooped over a computer and spoke to him briefly. 
 
      
 
    "Ah, Mr. Blake, what can I do for you today?" the man said respectfully, as he approached his well-dressed potential customer. 
 
      
 
    "I'm looking to purchase some more XR73 Rifles." John replied. "I've recently expanded my team and I might need more firepower." 
 
      
 
    "Well Mr. Blake, let me suggest the XR75 instead!" the man said enthusiastically. "McCarran arms is proud to showcase its latest model." 
 
      
 
    The weapons dealer waved him over to a nearby stand that held a display model of the deadly looking rifle. It had the same bullpup design as the previous version that John was used to, but had a slightly more compact looking barrel. 
 
      
 
    "We used a titanium alloy to replace the previous gunframe," the man said in a furtive whisper. "It allowed us to drop the weight by ten percent, but still keep the same strength!"  
 
      
 
    "May I?" John asked, admiring the weapon. 
 
      
 
    "Of course, Sir!" the salesman eagerly agreed, picking up a sample rifle from a weapon case at the back of the booth. 
 
      
 
    John brought the rifle to his shoulder, feeling the weight. It was noticeably lighter, which was always an excellent trait in a weapon. He powered up the scope and noticed a new HUD in a pleasant light green, that felt easy on the eyes.  
 
      
 
    "We updated the targeting scope,” the salesman interjected, eager to pounce on a selling point. “There’s more detailed range-finding information on the target, but it still comes with mag-search and infrared as standard of course." 
 
      
 
    "Very nice," John said, looking impressed. "I'd like ten please." 
 
      
 
    The salesman's face lit up with a huge grin. "Of course, Sir!" he said in delight, making his week’s quota in five minutes with an effortless sale. He had a hint of worry in his voice as he continued, "These are restricted weapons though, Mr. Blake. I hate to ask, but I'll need to see your Military grade weapons permit before I can authorise the transaction." 
 
      
 
    "That's no problem," John said, reaching for his ID. "I'd like them shipped to Docking Bay Eleven at the Olympus Shipyard please. To be loaded on the Invictus." 
 
      
 
    The salesman nodded in agreement and eagerly took the ID. He scanned it with the ID reader at his console and breathed a sigh of relief when he saw John's security clearance. John handed him a credit chit and the transaction went through immediately. 
 
      
 
    "A pleasure doing business with you, Commander Blake. Please let me know if you're ever in need of any other weaponry!" The salesman said, thrusting a business card emblazoned with the McCarran arms logo into John's hand.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks for the help,” John said to the salesman, then turned to look at his guide.  
 
      
 
    "Steinbeck Armoury, Commander Blake?" the pretty blonde immediately asked with a gleam in her eye. 
 
      
 
    Enjoying the girl's obvious interest, John said politely, "If you’d be so kind as to lead the way please, Lauren."  
 
      
 
    She sashayed away with an alluring swing to her hips this time, glancing over her shoulder at him to make sure he was watching her and following behind. Their eyes met and she gave him a hint of a seductive smile, before walking on through the emporium. Eventually they arrived at the Steinbeck armoury and Lauren glided up to the owner. A middle-aged woman in grey military fatigues spoke with his guide for a moment, before turning to face John. 
 
      
 
    "Lauren tells me you're a big spender, Commander Blake," The woman said bluntly. Lauren had the decency to blush prettily when John glanced at her. 
 
      
 
    "I believe in buying the best for my team, if that's what you mean. Nothing's more important to me than their personal safety," John said firmly. 
 
      
 
    "A man after my own heart," the woman said with a smile. "Anything in particular you're after?" 
 
      
 
    "I'm looking for mobility and protection," John said without pause, having thought about his requirements earlier. "Money is no object." 
 
      
 
    The woman looked at him speculatively. "We have contracts to supply special forces troops with armour. That kind of gear would be ideal for your needs." She studied him for a moment, then added, "I'll need to see a Military ID with high enough clearance level to be able to authorise a sale of that kind of body armour though." 
 
      
 
    John shrugged and produced his ID. The woman swiped it in a hand-held machine and her wariness evaporated in an instant. 
 
      
 
    "It looks like we might be in business then, Commander. Now come and take a look at our Phalanx range," she said, leading him around the corner of the booth to another section that housed several examples of full body armour suits. 
 
      
 
    "I assume you'll need some for yourself too?" the woman asked, looking at him appraisingly. "You have the look of a marine about you." 
 
      
 
    John smiled at her and nodded at the perceptive woman. 
 
      
 
    "Well, let me show you the Phalanx Alpha," she suggested, leading him to a high tech and futuristic set of body armour. Unlike his current set of battered armour, this suit was fully sealed, the arms and legs completely covered, rather than leaving weak points at the joints.  
 
      
 
    "You'll notice the angular styling; that's designed to help deflect incoming rounds. The surface is also a mirrored composite to reduce the impact of laser weaponry, but without sacrificing protection against conventional small arms," the woman said, as she launched into her sales pitch. "Would you like to try a suit on? I have one that should fit you well enough to get a feel for it." 
 
      
 
    "I’d love to, thanks," John said with a grin. 
 
      
 
    The saleswoman led him to the room at the back of the booth to get geared up. It took him longer to equip this armour than his old gear, but he could immediately see the excellent craftsmanship at work in how easily it moved with him. He strode out in the armour, leaving off the helmet so the saleswoman could check the fit. 
 
      
 
    "Not bad," she said thoughtfully. "A few size alterations and we should have a suit that will fit you like a glove."  
 
      
 
    "Excellent, I'm definitely interested," John said, smiling in satisfaction. "Two sets sized for me please and another eight designed for women.” 
 
      
 
    The saleswoman raised an eyebrow, looking at him with particular interest now. "Do you know the dimensions of the women you want the suits for?" 
 
      
 
    John turned to Lauren who was listening attentively to their conversation. "If Lauren would be so kind as to let you have her measurements, she looks to be a similar build." The blonde nodded her eager agreement, so John felt more at liberty to study his guide’s figure. "Yes, they’re very similarly proportioned, but the girls are five-foot-nine with a 32D chest." 
 
      
 
    That took the wind out of Lauren's sails a little, being slightly shorter and less busty than the women he had described. Lauren still nodded to the saleswoman when the older woman produced a tape measure so that she could take the attractive guide’s measurements. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Lauren, I really appreciate it," John said, with a grateful smile. 
 
      
 
    He went back to the changing room and removed the suit of body armour, while the saleswoman noted down the dimensions she needed for the other eight sets, using Lauren as a handy model. She had just finished when John returned to the booth and she looked up at him and smiled. The saleswoman ran the transaction through against his credit chit and nodded in satisfaction when the sale completed.  
 
      
 
    "A pleasure doing business with you, Commander Blake," she said, offering her hand to shake in the ancient custom for sealing a deal. 
 
      
 
    "Likewise," John replied with a smile, shaking her hand. 
 
      
 
    He made sure the saleswoman had the correct delivery details and she promised him all ten suits of body armour would be waiting for him at Olympus by the following day. John bid her farewell and then followed Lauren who led him back to the entrance of the emporium. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you very much for your assistance today, Lauren. You were very helpful," John thanked the young woman appreciatively. 
 
      
 
    She smiled at him flirtatiously. "I must admit I'm intrigued to see what your crew looks like John, but I'm happy I was able to help." The attractive blonde leaned forward, giving him an excellent view of her cleavage and discreetly handed him a business card. "Give me a call if there's ever anything else I can do for you...” 
 
      
 
    John smiled back, before heading out of the Arms Emporium. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A couple of hours later, John was sitting in the lounge of his luxury suite at the Magnus hotel, the same hotel he had stayed in with Alyssa on their last visit to Gravitus. He had been watching the news for any new developments on the Kintark conflict, but there was nothing of any particular interest. He was about to check the stock trading prices when four giggling young women burst into the suite, followed closely behind by a legion of porters. John turned to face them with a smile on his face. The porters carefully placed bag after bag in the suite, the spoils of victory from the girls' determined assault on the shopping districts of Gravitus. 
 
      
 
    John walked over and tipped the porters, who closed the doors to the suite on their way out, stealing lingering glances at the luscious young women who crowded around John. 
 
      
 
    "We had the best time ever!" Alyssa gasped enthusiastically, hugging John with glee. 
 
      
 
    Calara gave him a lovely smile. "Thanks John, I had no idea clothes shopping could be that entertaining."  
 
      
 
    She kissed him gently on the cheek, before moving aside to let the other two girls show their appreciation. Sparks and Jade followed on her heels and moved to either side of him, taking it in turns to give him a big kiss on the mouth instead. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Master! This one loved spending time with your mates,” the Nymph said, looking up at him appreciatively. 
 
      
 
    “We did a lot of damage to your bank account,” Sparks admitted, looking bashful. “But I had a really amazing time, thanks so much!” 
 
      
 
    “You're all welcome,” John said, greatly enjoying their warm greeting. "I'm just glad you had fun!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa sighed with delight. “We all loved it!” 
 
      
 
    "Now would you like to go out for some dinner and then I thought we could go clubbing?" John suggested amiably.  
 
      
 
    The three teenage girls jumped up and down excitedly, chattering amongst themselves. Jade had a big grin on her face and looked just as excited as the others. 
 
      
 
    "That sounds awesome, John!" Alyssa gushed enthusiastically, grinning at her friends. She glanced back at him, then gave him a coy smile. "But I think we'll have dinner here first..." She took his hand and led him into the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    The girls all disrobed remarkably quickly and soon he was surrounded by four enchantingly nude young women. They moved quickly and efficiently to remove him of his own clothes and then all moved in to gently brush against him. 
 
      
 
    "We had lots of time for girlie chats," Alyssa whispered, gazing at him through hooded eyes. "Jade suggested something she'd really like to try, which we think you should enjoy very much."  
 
      
 
    The girls led him over to a soft rug in front of the glowing fireplace in the room and then began to kneel in front of him. Alyssa was directly ahead, with Calara to his left and Sparks to his right. Jade stood directly behind him and gently kissed his neck and shoulders, her hands massaging him and helping him relax. 
 
      
 
    "Would you like just one girl to take your cum, or are you happy for us to share... Master?" Alyssa asked seductively, copying Jade's way of addressing him. 
 
      
 
    "Share, definitely," John said, as he looked down with wide eyes at the teenagers arrayed in front of him. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Master," Calara and Sparks replied, gazing up at him lovingly. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa leaned forward and opened her mouth into a welcoming oval, his rampantly throbbing cock hard as steel as John reacted to the girls' submissive behaviour. She covered his head with her plush lips and then began to lap away at the underside of his shaft, her hot wet mouth feeling exquisite around him. 
 
      
 
    Sparks and Calara moved in closer so that their warm breasts were brushing against his thighs, letting out excited little gasps as their erect nipples grazing against him. They ducked lower and began to lap at his balls, but they still stared up at him, so he was faced by three enchanting sets of eyes. He sighed contentedly as the three girls gave him their full sensual focus and he reached down to take the head of the brunette and the redhead in each of his hands. Their hair felt soft and silky in his fingers and the girls looked up at him with lust as he cupped the back of their heads dominantly.  
 
      
 
    Calara and Sparks turned slightly to the side so that they were facing each other, then they leaned forward as though to kiss, but instead encircled his girth in the cushiony embrace of their lovely mouths. Their tongues flickered out to lick up and down his length and the riot of sensations on his cock felt incredible. That was when Jade leaned against him, pressing her full breasts into his back.  
 
      
 
    "This one wishes to pleasure her Master," she whispered in his ear, her soft breath tickling him and sending shivers up his spine. With heartfelt longing in her voice, she continued, "Jade believes she can make Master cum very hard indeed. Does Master trust this one?"  
 
      
 
    "I trust you, Jade," John said, before turning to his side for a passionate kiss. 
 
      
 
    She broke, brushing his lips with hers one final time before she said mysteriously, "This one will be very gentle." 
 
      
 
    John gave her a distracted nod as Alyssa, Calara and Sparks licked, stroked and caressed his cock, their tongues rippling up and down him and strongly testing his willpower. 
 
      
 
    Jade began to kiss his shoulders tenderly, before working downwards, her big breasts brushing against his back. She sank slowly to her knees, planting kisses down his spine until she reached the base. It was hard for John to concentrate, his body was receiving so much stimulation, but he certainly took notice when he felt the Nymph's hands on his buttocks. She gently eased them apart and he could feel her warm breath against his most intimate of places. 
 
      
 
    "What are you..." he started to say, before he gasped in shock, as Jade slid her wet tongue across his asshole. 
 
      
 
    The teenagers kneeling in front of him renewed their frenzied, lustful activity and he was momentarily distracted again.  
 
      
 
    "Oh fuck!" he suddenly blurted out. 
 
      
 
    Jade's moist tongue began to gently, but insistently, push at the tight knot of muscle between his cheeks. He felt her elongate the organ and ever so carefully, begin to ease it inside him. He could only groan at the sensations and hold on tight to Calara and Sparks to hold himself upright. 
 
      
 
    The Nymph's searching tongue pushed deeper inside him, until she found what she was looking for. Her tongue began to thicken slightly and then she began to gently massage his throbbing prostate with long, sensuous licks. 
 
      
 
    "Unnnhhh!" John groaned as Jade lapped away at him, encouraging his body towards its climax with an intense sensory overload. 
 
      
 
    John couldn't last long experiencing this much pleasure, especially not after being teased so much before, his quad packed full of so much spunk. He could only stand there and grunt in wordless ecstasy as Jade milked his prostate for him, coaxing his body to blast out long ropes of his cum. Fortunately the teens in front of him were ready.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa was the first to accept the powerful explosions of cum in her mouth. She couldn't remember John ever coming this forcefully before and she eagerly gulped down huge mouthfuls of his spunk. After the first half dozen, she leaned in towards Calara and skilfully passed her John's cock, letting him find a new home between the Latina's hungry lips. Calara sucked on him with gusto, swallowing lengthy ropes of his cum and delighting in the comforting warmth as he filled her stomach. Sparks took over last, getting a spurt on her cheek as they lovingly passed John's heavy cock between them. Alyssa leaned in to savour that rogue bit of cum, before wriggling back to give the redhead plenty of room to work. 
 
      
 
    Sparks pushed her head forward so that she was nestled in his lap and suckled on him eagerly. John took her head between his hands and just thrust his cock into her mouth. The redhead made debauched slurping sounds as he face-fucked her, enthusiastically satiating the raging lust that had built up within him. 
 
      
 
    Finally drained completely dry, John staggered back half a step with a groan. Sparks carefully unsheathed his length from her throat and Jade gently withdrew her tongue, while Calara and Alyssa stood up so that they could help steady him. With their assistance, John collapsed onto the bed, lying sprawled in a heap as he panted to regain his breath. 
 
      
 
    The girls looked down at him affectionately, putting their arms around each other as they felt a surge of pride at their handiwork. Calara's and Alyssa's tummies were slightly rounded with the tasty load that they had wantonly gulped down into their stomachs. Sparks' waistline was curved into a nice compact little sphere, where she had sucked down every last drop of cum from his four balls. 
 
      
 
    "Greedy..." Alyssa said with an affectionate smile at the redhead, gently caressing the girl's cum-packed belly. 
 
      
 
    Sparks didn't reply and Alyssa noticed that her lips were tightly closed and her cheeks puffed out. The redhead turned to face Jade and kissed her full on the mouth, the Nymph's eyes widening a moment later as Sparks fed her the cum she had saved for her friend. Jade's cat-like irises widened with her excitement as she eagerly swallowed down John's cream. When they had completed the debauched transfer, Sparks backed up a little and Jade breathed out a deep sigh of contentment. 
 
      
 
    The Nymph stroked the redhead’s face, leaning forward to give her another kiss, but this one tender and full of gratitude. "This one greatly appreciates your lovely gift..." 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t want you to miss out,” Sparks replied, hugging the green girl with a bright smile on her face. 
 
      
 
    The girls all cuddled up with John and he stared up at the ceiling, panting in amazement as he struggled to calm his pounding heartbeat. He looked down and saw all four girls looking up at him happily, pride on their faces at how much he had clearly enjoyed their attention. He smiled at them and just enjoyed the feel of their soft hands as they gently caressed and stroked him. 
 
      
 
    They relaxed together for a little while, enjoying the intimacy, until John’s stomach began to rumble in protest. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa gave him a brief kiss, then sat up and said, "You should order yourself something from room service, you must be starving!" She grinned at her three companions next. “Come on ladies, let's get ready to go out!” 
 
      
 
    John sensibly ducked out of the room and escaped the flurry of activity from four young women preparing for a night out. He ordered a steak from the room service menu, his mouth watering in anticipation of the excellent food that he knew this hotel had to offer. By the time he had finished a nice relaxing shower, he heard room service at the door, so quickly wrapped a towel around his waist to go and collect his dinner.  
 
      
 
    As he strode out of the bathroom, he saw Sparks closing the door to the suite and noticed a grav-cart waiting for him. The clear heating dome showcased the tantalising cut of meat and he couldn't wait to get stuck in. Sparks had a big fluffy white towel wrapped around herself, having just got out of the shower shortly beforehand. 
 
      
 
    "Dinner is served!" the redhead said with a smile and a flourish. 
 
      
 
    John walked up to her and gave her a kiss. "Thanks for getting the door honey," he said appreciatively. He slipped a hand between the folds of the towel to stroke her rounded little tummy, enjoying the feel of her slender body and the thought that she was carrying his cum. "Did you enjoy your dinner?"  
 
      
 
    "Very much!" she enthused, placing her hand over his and smiling up at him with a satisfied look on her face. Raising herself up on tiptoe, she planted a sweet kiss on his mouth before giving him a broad grin. "I better finish getting ready... I'll be in trouble with Alyssa if I keep us waiting!" She walked back into the bedroom and waved at him mischievously with just her fingertips. 
 
      
 
    John collected up his dinner and headed into the lounge. The room was illuminated by a red and orange glow, the light coming from the lava and magma flows in the dramatic setting outside the hotel. Their suite overlooked the colossal semi-dormant volcano, the last reminder that Gravitus had once been a violent volcanic world until it was heavily terraformed by the Terran Federation. 
 
      
 
    He sat back with his feet up and took big bites of the delicious steak as he admired the spectacular views. John grinned happily and just revelled in his current predicament; four young women at his beck and call, a luxurious ship to tour the galaxy, more money than he knew what to do with and to top it all off, this steak that tasted like heaven itself. He closed his eyes and took a big succulent bite and chewed it slowly. Damn, it was good to be alive!  
 
      
 
    Knowing the girls would be a while, he took his time over dinner, before rallying himself to get ready for the night out. Like Sparks, he knew better than to risk incurring Alyssa's wrath by keeping them all waiting. His timing was perfect as he had not long put on his jacket and returned to the lounge, when a polite feminine cough grabbed his attention. He turned around to see Alyssa waiting at the doorway and she walked towards him with a sensuous sway to her hips. She looked incredibly sexy, wearing a shimmering gold, backless halter-neck dress that came down to just below her ass and showcased her lithe athletic legs.  
 
      
 
    The beautiful blond looked up at him with a huge beaming smile on her tastefully made up face and leaned in to kiss him lightly on his cheek. Her glossy lipstick glistened in the light, making her lips look pouty and inviting. When she kissed him, his cheek tingled where her lips brushed against his skin. The sensation sent John's mind racing and Alyssa smiled at him coyly as she read his thoughts. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa called the other girls and they each came out of the bedroom in turn, amazing him with their sexy little outfits. He marvelled that by just covering up a bit, they managed to make his imagination run riot, the view even more tantalising than if they had simply come out nude. 
 
      
 
    Calara was wearing a little black dress, which had various slashes down the side that revealed alluring glimpses of her olive-coloured skin.  Sparks was wearing a coral-blue halter-neck dress, that showed off an almost indecent amount of her lovely unblemished flesh. Finally Jade glided out, wearing four-inch heels like she was born into them. Her dress was short and violet with a large cut away oval in the middle, exposing her toned midriff.  
 
      
 
    John grinned appreciatively at all the girls as they posed for him. “You all look incredible!" he said earnestly to the ravishing young beauties. 
 
      
 
    The girls smiled back at him, pleased at his reaction. 
 
      
 
    "Ready to go?" he asked with a smile and they nodded eagerly. 
 
      
 
    They took an elevator down to the reception area, which immediately quieted with hushed awe as they strode through the plush hotel. More and more people turned to see what the fuss was and soon the whole lobby was watching their exit. The limo driver held the door open and the girls climbed inside, followed by John bringing up the rear. 
 
      
 
    John told the driver where he planned to go and he nodded appreciatively, recognising the name of the exclusive club. The girls chattered away animatedly as the anti-grav cyclics powered up with a soft hum and the hover-limo rose into the air. John looked out the window, admiring the incredible panoramic views of the molten lavascape in the distance as the limo joined the busy sky-lane. 
 
      
 
    The journey to the nightclub didn't take long and within ten minutes, they had pulled up right outside the big venue. One of the bouncers came down to open the door, recognising the entrance of someone rich or powerful and John stepped out onto the sidewalk, nodding his thanks to the man. John looked up and saw the name of club "Infinity" emblazoned in tall lighting above the canopied entrance. The people queuing up to get in watched intrigued as he held out his hand for the girls and, one-by-one they elegantly exited the limo, gathering around him to awed gasps from the bystanders. 
 
      
 
    When everyone was ready they walked up to the club, accompanied by the bouncer, and one of his colleagues on the door unclipped the velvet rope that barred entrance. John walked inside with Alyssa and Calara on his arms, nodding his thanks to the security staff. A beautiful brunette in a long black sparkling dress glided over to meet them, a brilliant smile lighting up her very attractive feature.  
 
      
 
    "Hello, Sir! Welcome to Infinity!" she said, focusing her attention on John, the obvious lead of the group. "Would you and your guests require the use of one of our VIP areas?" 
 
      
 
    "That would be wonderful, thank you miss," John said, appreciatively. 
 
      
 
    "Call me Stephanie, please," she said with a perfect smile, the kind that only large sums of credits could buy. "Would you like to follow me please?" 
 
      
 
    John and the girls followed their hostess as she led them from the foyer into the club itself. There was a huge dancefloor, filled with the wealthy, and attractive, this being one of the most exclusive clubs on Gravitus. Alyssa walked at John's side and he noticed her admiring the fine figure of their hostess as they followed in her wake.  
 
      
 
    Stephanie guided them up a sweeping spiral staircase, passing another set of bouncers before entering the VIP area which overlooked the dancefloor. Their booth was big, with cushioned seating curving around the area and in the centre was a raised platform about three metres in diameter. John placed a drinks order with Stephanie and she smiled appreciatively as he gave her a nice tip. The brunette turned to the girls and wished them a great time, before moving over to the panel by the balcony and pressing a button. The sound dampening field evaporated and their booth was flooded with the thumping bass of the dance music.  
 
      
 
    The teenagers bounced up and down in excitement, enjoying the throbbing pulse of the music as it seemed to surge through them. They went over to the balcony and looked out over the dance floor, watching the crowds of people and soaking in the ambience of the place. John walked up to them and grinned, happy to see their overjoyed reactions. 
 
      
 
    Nightclubs were a novelty for Alyssa and Sparks, having never set foot inside such a place before. Karron had its share of seedy bars but nothing even in the same league as this club; plush, luxurious, and exclusive as it was. The girls chattered excitedly with Calara and they watched the people on the illuminated podiums below, who were dancing along with the music. Calara was a little more worldly-wise than the other two, but she had spent the last few years training almost full time at the Academy and had previously had little interest in dancing. The girls began to sway in time with the music, feeling a little self-conscious. 
 
      
 
    John noticed that Jade was curiously absent from the balcony and turned to see where she was. The sight before him took his breath away. The Nymph was standing on the podium in the centre of the booth, swaying sensuously in time with the music. She had her eyes closed and her body moved and curved in a sensual display that drew his eyes like magnets. He watched her entranced as she seemed to be at one with the rhythm, her beautiful body moving with a grace and agility that almost defied belief. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa turned as well, intrigued to see what had sent John's thoughts into such a spin and she watched the alien girl dance with open-mouthed amazement. Spotting Alyssa's awestruck expression, Sparks and Calara turned too and soon they were all watching Jade in wonder. The bewitching spell was broken by two girls bringing them trays of drinks, but even they stopped to enjoy the show.  
 
      
 
    Jade opened her eyes and saw all the onlookers. Her friends applauded, so she smiled and nodded in thanks before stepping down to join them for a drink. The waitresses left, leaving the drinks trays to hover in the air for them. 
 
      
 
    "How did you learn to move like that?" Alyssa asked Jade in awe. 
 
      
 
    The Nymph sipped her drink, enjoying the fruity alcoholic cocktail. "This one learnt to dance many years ago. Jade found that most of her masters appreciated her dancing for them.” 
 
      
 
    "I've never seen anyone move like that before!" Calara said in amazement. "You looked so effortlessly sexy, I couldn’t take my eyes off you!" 
 
      
 
    "Did this one please her master?" Jade asked John with a hopeful smile. 
 
      
 
    "You were breathtaking honey," he admitted, having been just as spellbound as the girls. 
 
      
 
    Sparks clung to Jade’s green arm and pleaded, "You have to teach me how to move like that!” 
 
      
 
    "It will be Jade's pleasure," the Nymph replied with a gentle smile. She stroked the redhead's arm affectionately, trailing her fingers down to Sparks' hand then leading her back to the raised platform. 
 
      
 
    Sparks stood awkwardly in the centre of the podium, feeling very self-conscious when she saw her friends watching her. Jade glided up to her and placed her hands lightly on the redhead’s hips before moving closer to kiss her. Sparks sighed happily and returned the kiss, melting into the verdant Nymph’s arms. Jade moulded herself against Sparks then began to sway her hips, using her hands and body to guide her friend, so that she would copy the sinuous movements. Distracted by the sensuous kisses, Sparks forgot about everyone else and just swayed with her friend in time to the music, her lithe young body quickly learning how to move in a most alluring way. 
 
      
 
    Jade was an excellent teacher and she praised her student with kind encouraging words, building her confidence. After just a few minutes under her skilled tutelage, Sparks had begun to move like a professional dancer, her whole body writhing teasingly in time with the music. Calara and Alyssa grinned at one another, then darted up to the platform to beg Jade for their own lessons.  
 
      
 
    Jade whispered something in Sparks’ ear and the teenager smiled and nodded. The sultry redhead stepped down off the podium and walked over to John, leaving Jade to teach her next eager students. 
 
      
 
    "Would you like to be my first dance partner?" Sparks asked John shyly. 
 
      
 
    John smiled at her affectionately and nodded, before sweeping her into his arms for a kiss. Sparks laughed gaily before he set her down and then they began to dance together, enjoying the booming tunes of the club. Sparks used her body to its full devastating effect, brushing her pert breasts against him as they danced close together, or trailing her fingertips along his arm when they were further apart. John could see how thrilled she was by this new experience and he had a great time too.  
 
      
 
    The rest of the evening flew by in a blur of drinking, dancing, and laughter. The girls loved every minute of it, enjoying John's company as well as each other’s. It was unusual for Jade to be centre stage amongst the girls, as she was usually happy to take a back seat and just bask in John's presence. However, Calara, Alyssa, and Sparks would have none of that, repeatedly begging the exotic alien beauty to teach them new and intricate dance moves.  
 
      
 
    John stood and watched the girls dancing and laughing happily and wondered at the odd twists of fate that had brought them all together. Jade left the teenagers for a moment, gliding over to join him by the balcony. 
 
      
 
    "This one had a wonderful time tonight, Master, thank you!" she gushed, with a huge grin on her face.  
 
      
 
    "We should be thanking you," John said, pulling her into his arms for a soul searing kiss. "Seeing you dance has been the highlight of the night!" 
 
      
 
    Jade melted into his arms and returned his kiss with ardent desire. "This one never thought she could be so happy, Master!" she murmured ecstatically, with a breathy sigh of contentment. 
 
      
 
    Calara and Sparks came bounding over, urging the Nymph to teach them some more dance moves. Jade gave John an apologetic smile, before letting the excited girls lead her back to the podium. Alyssa watched them depart and stayed to keep John company.  
 
      
 
    She walked over to the balcony and leaned against it, feeling the pounding bass vibrating through her, while listening to John's thoughts as he admired her spectacular body. The beautiful blonde looked over her shoulder, inviting him to join her with a sparkling twinkle in her eyes. John walked up behind Alyssa, then carefully brushed aside her mane of golden-blonde hair so that he could gently kiss the sensitive skin on her slender neck.  
 
      
 
    "It's been an amazing night," she purred, shifting back against him. "Thanks for bringing us here." 
 
      
 
    "I loved it too," John murmured between kisses. "Seeing Jade relax and open up with you three was wonderful to see." 
 
      
 
    "She's an incredible woman," Alyssa said earnestly. "I'm so glad we saved her from the pirates." 
 
      
 
    "You’re all remarkable,” John whispered in her ear. "You most of all..."  
 
      
 
    "That's one of the reasons I love being with you," the beautiful blonde said with a blissful smile. "You say the nicest things..." 
 
      
 
    John slipped his arm around her body and placed a hand on her toned stomach, then leaned into her from behind and rested his swollen cock between the perfect spheres of her taut asscheeks. 
 
      
 
    "Mmm," Alyssa purred. "I need it too." She arched her back so she could grind her ass against his cock and leaned her toned tummy into his hand suggestively. 
 
      
 
    John just held her tightly in his arms, thinking about all the depraved things he'd like to do to the girl, knowing she could hear his every thought. 
 
      
 
    "You're such a bad boy," Alyssa hissed in a breathy whisper, barely audible over the music. 
 
      
 
    She looked out over the crowded dance floor at the gyrating mass of dancers who were flirting outrageously with one another. Suddenly, the holo-silhouette of three beautiful young women appeared above the dance floor, dancing and moving in perfect harmony with the pulsing music. Alyssa instantly recognised Jade's entrancing dance moves and the crowd below went wild, cheering at the holo-projection of the three anonymous women. 
 
      
 
    "You know between the four of us girls, we could help you have practically any girl you wanted in this club," Alyssa murmured, her eyes roaming over the crowd and lingering on the real beauties. Her eyes flared with arousal and she glanced at him over her shoulder. “Would you like that? Picking out a sexy girl and then having us seduce her for you?" 
 
      
 
    John felt a powerful thrill surge through his body, as he imagined Alyssa approaching one of the scores of beautiful girls in the club, befriending then ultimately seducing her into bed with them. That thought seemed to satisfy some kind of instinctive need deep within himself and even flirting with that idea proved to be extremely exciting. 
 
      
 
    “Why stop at just one?” Alyssa moaned, his racing thoughts sending her wild. “We could have hundreds of beautiful girls...” 
 
      
 
    Shaking off the incredible allure of her suggestion, John took a deep breath and focused on the stunning blonde in his arms. “You're more than enough woman for me," John said gallantly.  
 
      
 
    Alyssa laughed, rousing herself from her lustful thoughts. "Liar..." she whispered with a knowing smile. She turned around and crossed her wrists behind his neck, giving him a kiss that was full of longing. 
 
      
 
    John held her close, gazing into her enchanting blue eyes. "Let's head home, beautiful.” 
 
      
 
    They gathered up the rest of the girls and headed out of the VIP area and back to the foyer. John settled up his tab and Stephanie, the beautiful brunette who met them earlier, waved them goodbye.  
 
      
 
    The night was warm, with a balmy breeze coming in from the nearby lake. Calara glanced over at the picturesque location and grinned at John in delight. "Come on, let's go take a look at the lake!” 
 
      
 
    John noticed that the two moons of Gravitus were up, one of them waxing but the other full. They bathed the lake in a soothing blue glow and set a lovely romantic scene. The girls paired off together, walking on either side of John, with Alyssa holding hands with Sparks, while Calara was hand-in-hand with Jade. The two girls from Karron started looking apprehensive about being near such a huge body of water, but John sensed their discomfort and moved between the two of them so that they could lean into him for courage. 
 
      
 
    They strolled around the lake, enjoying the tranquillity and calm after the pounding excitement of the club, simply soaking in the romantic setting. Unfortunately, their peaceful solitude was rudely interrupted by a large group of drunk men, who were sprawled on a couple of benches. They were being rowdy and obnoxious, and started making catcalls to the girls as John and his women walked past. John rolled his eyes to the girls and they walked past at a brisk pace, only for the group to get up and follow them. A couple of the men ran past, calling to them playfully, before turning and darting across to block their path. 
 
      
 
    The playfulness evaporated shockingly fast and the encounter suddenly had a much more threatening edge to it. 
 
      
 
    "Hey, why are you running away?" One of the men in front said, a swarthy fellow with a scar on his right cheek. 
 
      
 
    "We don't want any trouble, gentlemen," John said, holding his hands apart and adopting a reasonable tone. "We just came out for a fun night, let's not spoil it." 
 
      
 
    "We'd like some fun too!" the swarthy man joked, his eyes roving over the girls, who suddenly felt very exposed in their clubbing outfits. 
 
      
 
    "What do you say boys, would all of you like some fun?" his friend shouted to the rest of his group who were catching them up from behind.  
 
      
 
    The replies were far less polite, as the men made it quite clear what they considered to be fun. 
 
      
 
    John unhooked his arms from Alyssa and Sparks and stepped forward a pace. "I'd advise you to back away, gentlemen," he said in a quiet voice. "I hadn't planned on breaking anyone today, but if any of you touch my women, I'll make an exception." 
 
      
 
    The swarthy man was too drunk or stupid to realise the potential danger he was in and he definitely didn't appreciate being told what to do. "How about I fuck you up!" he snarled, drawing a knife. "Then me and my boys take turns on your women!" 
 
      
 
    The flash of moonlight on steel caught the corner of John's eye and he half turned, seeing that another one of the men from the bigger group behind had drawn a knife too. Knowing that he was the only one with melee combat training, John was very worried. Fighting eight to one, while trying to protect four vulnerable girls was not good odds. 
 
      
 
    The man with the knife held in front of him walked forward a pace, tossing the large knife between his hands in a showy move that was designed to intimidate. His friend darted forward with a leer and tried to grab Sparks, who shrank back against Alyssa. The man chuckled evilly and stuck his tongue out, licking the air suggestively. 
 
      
 
    Knifeman was now in striking range and he brandished the weapon at John so that the moonlight caught the blade. "I'm going to bleed you," he said with a sinister smile, before suddenly lunging forward, intent on stabbing John with the knife.  
 
      
 
    John sidestepped to his right to avoid the strike, letting the knifeman overextend himself. Using his left hand, he grabbed the attacker's arm below the wrist, then pinned the man's forearm in place by grabbing the man's elbow with his right. His assailant didn’t have a chance to react as a split-second later, John yanked the forearm down, while driving up his right knee with explosive force. The knifeman's forearm bent in half with a sickening crunch, tearing bone and ligaments in a spray of blood, the knife dropping to the floor with a clang. 
 
      
 
    Screaming in pain the knifeman fell back, as tongue-waggler charged at John and threw a wild haymaker at his head. John sidestepped the reckless punch, and drove his fist into the man's back. The pounding blow struck the man in the kidneys, making him howl in agony as he collapsed on the floor. 
 
      
 
    There was a shocked scream from behind him and John whirled around to see one of the other men had darted forward to grab Calara. He had his hand clamped around her wrist and started pulling her backwards, away from Jade. A cold shiver of fear shot through John as he realised he was too far away to immediately help the brunette. 
 
      
 
    "RAWR!" A throaty growl pierced the air making everyone freeze. 
 
      
 
    "What the fuck?!" one of the men yelped in fright. 
 
      
 
    John watched in astonishment as Jade pounced, swiping out with her outstretched hand at the man who was trying to drag Calara away. Her lunging attack slashed across the man's forearm, spraying blood all over his chest and leaving a savage gash in his arm. The man staggered backwards, clutching his mauled arm and shrieking in terror. Eyes wide with fear, the rest of the group skittered backwards, the second knifeman swiping at the air as he tried to keep Jade at bay, before they all turned tail and ran. 
 
      
 
    John jogged up to Jade and Calara, his face fraught with worry. "Are you both okay?!" 
 
      
 
    Calara was badly shaken, but managed to nod as Alyssa and Sparks rushed to the girl's side, wrapping her in a comforting hug. John turned to check on Jade then gaped at her in shock. The Nymph now sported long, sharp-looking fangs and when he glanced down at her hands, he saw that her nails had elongated into claws and now gleamed with an ethereal viridian glow. 
 
      
 
    "Jade, are you alright?" he asked her with concern.  
 
      
 
    The Nymph closed her eyes and took a deep breath, her claws retracting and the long upper canines returning to their normal size. 
 
      
 
    When she opened her emerald eyes again, she darted a look of concern at the Latina. "This one was so worried for Calara's safety! Is she alright, Master?" 
 
      
 
    "She's fine, thanks to you!" John said, giving her a grateful hug. Turning to the other girls, he added in a firm voice, “Let's go ladies. We need to get out of here in case that group decides to get brave.” 
 
      
 
    The girls nodded stoically and they set off at a brisk pace, walking back to the street where they’d left the hover-limo and their chauffeur. They piled into the limo, the driver sensing their urgency and taking off the moment they were all inside. Feeling safe at last, they slumped in their chairs as the nervous tension faded away. 
 
      
 
    Calara began to softly cry as her body reacted to the shock of the encounter, so Alyssa and Sparks cuddled her and murmured soothing words to comfort her. John held his arms out for Jade and she snuggled up against him with a contented sigh.  
 
      
 
    "I'm very proud of you," he whispered into her ear. "You protected Calara just like I would have protected any of you." 
 
      
 
    Jade stared into his eyes and saw the sincere gratitude he felt towards her. She slowly brushed her fingertips along his jawline, tracing the shape of his face in what felt like a very intimate gesture of affection. "This one will always protect you and your mates, Master," she said vehemently. 
 
      
 
    John copied her hand movements, trailing his fingers along the soft skin of her jawline. The Nymph froze as he touched her like that, her emerald eyes widening in amazement. 
 
      
 
    "I love you, Jade," he said to her softly. 
 
      
 
    She let out a dreamy sigh. "Oh, I love you too, Master..." 
 
      
 
    John hugged her close as she nuzzled into him, a deep purr echoing in her throat. He felt saddened that what had been such an amazing evening had been cut short by such an ugly incident, but he felt even closer to Jade now, so something good had come of it in the end.  
 
      
 
    They returned to the Magnus hotel, feeling drained now that the adrenaline had worn off. They had a quick shower and then curled up in bed, hugging each other and just glad to be unscathed after the shocking encounter by the lake. Everyone drifted off to sleep immediately and didn't wake until morning, when the three suns of Alpha Centauri promised a bright new day. 
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    John woke the next morning, feeling refreshed after the night's rest. He stretched contentedly and then looked down at his girls, expecting to see them all curled up fast asleep. Three of them were still slumbering peacefully, but a beautiful pair of rich brown eyes was watching him from under a mass of dark hair.  
 
      
 
    He pulled Calara close and whispered, "Let's go have a chat," softly in her ear. 
 
      
 
    The gorgeous brunette nodded and they both rose silently, being careful not to wake any of the slumbering girls. John offered his hand and she interlaced her slender fingers between his, feeling warm and soft in his gentle grasp. He led her into the lounge and sat on one of the sofas, then smiled and gestured to one of the seats. Calara sat astride him instead, pressing her big firm breasts against his chest, causing her nipples to harden into little erect points. Seeing her pert young body reacting with arousal made John's cock throb in excitement, but he did his best to try not to initiate anything.  
 
      
 
    "I know you want to talk," Calara said quietly, as she looked down into his eyes. She rested her olive-coloured tummy against the thickening length of his shaft. "But let's do it with you inside me."  
 
      
 
    He held her hips, helping to support the Latina as she raised herself up and positioned the blunt head of his cock at the entrance to her wet little pussy. Calara rocked her hips with tiny movements, letting herself slide down his wide-girthed length. She shivered as her cervix readily yielded for him, welcoming him into her womb.  
 
      
 
    "Mmm, that's much better," she said with a contented sigh, as she took his entire length, her pussy lips spread tightly around the base of his cock. The rounded cheeks of her ass brushed his balls as she settled into position. 
 
      
 
    John pulled the olive-skinned girl tight against his chest as she cuddled up in the comforting embrace of his strong arms. "I was worried about you after last night, but you seem absolutely fine this morning," John said as Calara lovingly squeezed his shaft with her pussy. 
 
      
 
    "It was just the shock last night," she said, tilting her head to the side where she rested on his shoulder, her eyes only inches from his. "I do feel fine this morning; better than fine in fact!"  
 
      
 
    John stroked her back and held her close. “I’m really glad to hear it.” 
 
      
 
    Calara leaned back so she was looking down at him, a fierce gleam in her eyes. "I want you to teach me to fight like you do!" she said with firm conviction in her voice. "I'm tired of being the damsel in distress."  
 
      
 
    John saw her steely determination and was impressed by her resolve. "We'll start training as soon as we're back on board the ship," he agreed without a moment’s hesitation. 
 
      
 
    Calara's eyes mellowed as she gave him a grateful smile. She placed her hands on his shoulders to steady herself and began to gently glide up and down in his lap, riding him with sensual movements of her hips. 
 
      
 
    "Remind me to thank Jade," John said with a contented sigh. 
 
      
 
    Calara remembered the touching scene in the hover-limo."I thought you did last night?"  
 
      
 
    "Yes, but I haven't thanked her for teaching you to move like this!" John said, groaning in delight. 
 
      
 
    "We aim to please... Master." Calara said, with a playful smile. 
 
      
 
    They stared into each other's eyes as she worshipped him with her body, her pussy gently encouraging him to give her the reward her womb craved. John saw the fiery passion in her smouldering eyes as the Latina slowly rode him, her gorgeous figure moving with a sensual allure he'd never seen from her before. The only sound in the room was their breathy sighs, as they luxuriated in the feel of each other's bodies. 
 
      
 
    Calara arched her back, jutting out her proud breasts for John to suck on her mouth-watering nipples. She gazed into his eyes as he sucked on her aroused flesh, bringing up a hand to caress his head, her fingers tousling his hair. 
 
      
 
    The sound of excited female squeals reached them from their bedroom and Sparks came bounding out of the room, bubbling with enthusiasm. "Oh my God!" she gasped. "You’ve got to come and see this!" 
 
      
 
    "What is it, Sparks?" the brunette asked curiously, as she continued to writhe sensually on John's lap. 
 
      
 
    Sparks was so excited, she only realised what Calara and John were up to when she rushed over to the sofa. "Oh!" she exclaimed in surprise. "I'm really sorry to interrupt!" 
 
      
 
    Calara smiled at the redhead affectionately, arching her eyebrow as she waited for more details. John was busy and had his mouth full of her luscious breast, so he didn’t respond either. 
 
      
 
    "John's on the Holonet!" Sparks squealed with glee, bouncing up and down with her excitement. 
 
      
 
    Calara's eyes lit up too and she looked down at John with eager anticipation. “Can we go and watch? I’d love to see you!” 
 
      
 
    He let her velvety soft nipple slip from his mouth and grumbled, "Okay, naughty girl..." Truthfully, he'd been looking forward to this himself, but Calara felt so amazing he was reluctant to let her go. 
 
      
 
    "I'll make it up to you, I promise..." Calara breathed, gazing into his eyes with a thrilling intensity. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, you’re forgiven,” he said with a warm smile. 
 
      
 
    Sparks offered the smoking hot brunette her hand and Calara slowly lifted herself up, reversing her impalement on John's shaft. He eventually pulled out of her completely, his cock left throbbing angrily in the air, annoyed at no longer being wrapped in a hot, wet, and very willing girl.  
 
      
 
    Calara leaned down to kiss the head lovingly. "I'm really sorry for not taking proper care of you," she apologised to his cock. "I'll be so good to you later though...” 
 
      
 
    She glanced up at John and smiled mischievously, getting a good chuckle from him. Standing straight again, she offered him a hand, giving him a quick kiss and a hug when he rose to his feet. The Latina then hooked arms with Sparks, chattering animatedly with her as they strode ahead into the bedroom. 
 
      
 
     John followed the two young women and saw that the big holo-screen at the foot of the bed was turned on, with a news programme currently paused. The screen was frozen on a smartly-dressed man, the banner underneath identifying him as Bill Armstrong, Lead Anchor for Terran Federation Network News. 
 
      
 
     The four girls were sitting on the bed and they beckoned John over excitedly, leaving a spot in the middle for him. He climbed on the bed and glanced at Alyssa as he moved into place. The beautiful blonde gave him a loving smile, a tender expression on her face. 
 
      
 
    *There's no surprising you with anything, is there?* he thought to her with amusement. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa shook her head slightly and blew him a kiss. John settled down on the bed and the girls crowded around him. Their sense of excitement and anticipation was almost palpable, as Alyssa picked up the remote and hit play. 
 
      
 
    "...And now we move on to a special report from Jehanna Elani, an exclusive for Terran Federation Network News!" the sharply-dressed lead anchor said enthusiastically, as the cameras cut away from him to focus on a beautiful dusky-skinned woman. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Bill," the young reporter said, her demeanour poised and professional. "Just last week we reported on the increase in piracy around Port Heracles... A band of pirates were ravaging the surrounding sectors in a reign of terror, capturing or killing civilians and military personnel alike!" she exclaimed, her eyes going wide. “It turned out that they were linked to a horrifying alien incursion into Terran Federation space! Any people captured by those pirates were being sold as slaves to the Kirrix!" 
 
      
 
    The camera briefly cut to Bill, who shook his head sadly. "There's some truly evil folks out there, Jehanna." 
 
      
 
    "That there are, Bill," Jehanna agreed, her expression equally sombre as she was the focus of the camera once again. Her face brightened an instant later, as only a news reporter’s can, and she continued passionately, “Fortunately, the Terran Federation is lucky to have heroes ready to stand up to these degenerates! I’ve managed to get an exclusive interview with John Blake, Commander of the Invictus!” 
 
      
 
    The screen opened up to show a holo image of John's face, which was greeted by whoops and cheers from the four girls in the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    "Commander John Blake, this is Jehanna Elani from TFNN," the young reporter said. "Thank you for agreeing to this interview." 
 
      
 
    "I'm happy to oblige," the image of John said, with a pleasant smile. 
 
      
 
    "I’ve read the official reports about your recent activities and the details were quite astonishing,” she began, returning his smile. “If you’ll permit me to summarise: You personally intervened and rescued 427 people from the ravages of a vile Kirrix warband. Not satisfied with that act of heroism, you mounted another rescue, saving fifteen more prisoners from the pirate flagship! Would you care to comment?" 
 
      
 
    "As a loyal Terran Federation citizen, it was my duty and honour to rescue those captured people and stop the attacks," John's image said firmly. 
 
      
 
    "The reports show you were outnumbered over twenty to one, yet you managed to eliminate the entire pirate fleet, as well as rescue every single prisoner!" she marvelled, looking at him in awe. "How did you manage to succeed against such impossible odds?"  
 
      
 
    "I attribute the victory to my gifted Tactical Officer, Second Lieutenant Calara Fernandez," John's image said, his eyes shining with pride. 
 
      
 
    Calara's shocked gasp pierced the electric atmosphere of the room. 
 
      
 
    John's image continued undaunted, "Lieutenant Fernandez analysed the pirate attacks and discovered their base. She also formulated our plan of attack then utilised the Invictus’ firepower to devastating effect."  
 
      
 
    "She sounds like an amazing woman," Jehanna said, a look of admiration on her face. 
 
      
 
    "The finest officer it's ever been my privilege to serve with," John's image agreed, his voice ringing with sincerity. 
 
      
 
    "As a grateful Terran Federation citizen, let me take this opportunity to thank you and your heroic crew, Commander!" Jehanna enthused, her earnest expression reflecting her gratitude.  
 
      
 
    "It was our pleasure," John's holo-image replied with a warm smile. 
 
      
 
    His picture faded away and the cameras cut back to Jehanna who had moved over to sit at a desk next to Bill Armstrong.  
 
      
 
    Bill shook his head in amazement. "I almost feel sorry for the enemies of the Terran Federation!"  
 
      
 
    Jehanna Elani beamed a huge smile at her fellow presenter. "I can’t agree with you more, Bill! What a hero!" 
 
      
 
    "Thank you for that inspiring Special Report, Jehanna. Now, in other news..." Bill began, leading into the next story. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa turned off the holo-screen and a hushed quiet descended on the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    "Vice Admiral Charles Harris asked me to give you something," John said, smiling at the stunned Latina sitting at his side. 
 
      
 
    He got up and walked over to his suit jacket that was folded over a chair and retrieved a hard-backed case from a pocket. Returning to the bed, John sat down and presented it to the brunette. Calara held out a shaking hand and flipped open the lid of the case, revealing a golden hawk insignia and a small metallic representation of a supernova with a single pointed flare. 
 
      
 
    "Congratulations, Calara. You've been commended with a Novaburst and promoted to First Lieutenant." John said proudly. 
 
      
 
    Calara's trembling fingertips brushed over the medal and rank insignia that were displayed on the pristine velvet cloth inside the case. 
 
      
 
    "You earned it, honey," John said softly, giving her an affectionate smile. 
 
      
 
    "But you gave me all the credit..." Calara whispered in a shocked voice. "Everyone else did so much!" 
 
      
 
    "It was you that found the pirate base, you deserved the recognition," Alyssa said, putting her arms around the brunette and giving her a warm hug. 
 
      
 
    "You were awesome!" Sparks exclaimed. "We never would have been able to stop them if it wasn't for your shooting!" She joined Alyssa in hugging the Latina, surrounding Calara in their loving embrace. 
 
      
 
    "This one would not be here now, if not for you, Calara," Jade said, gently stroking her back. 
 
      
 
    "I love you all so much!" Calara gasped, suddenly feeling quite overwhelmed, her eyes welling up with tears. 
 
      
 
    They all moved in to hug her tightly and share in the moment. After a few minutes, Alyssa took Sparks' and Jade's hands and led them out of the bedroom, leaving Calara and John on the bed. He held Calara in his arms and laid her gently down on the bed, propping himself up on one elbow as he looked down at her. 
 
      
 
    Calara looked up at him in wonder and whispered, "Thank you so much!" 
 
      
 
    "Everything I said in the interview was true," John said honestly. “I’ve never served with such a remarkable officer before. You continue to astound me with your brilliance on almost a daily basis.” 
 
      
 
    The Latina inhaled a deep breath, her firm breasts brushing against his chest, before letting it out slowly. "I keep feeling like I'm in a dream," Calara finally murmured in a hushed voice.  
 
      
 
    "It's one I definitely don't want to wake up from," John said, leaning down to give her a tender kiss. 
 
      
 
    Calara's eyes flared with passion and she kissed him back ardently. Hooking her leg over his hips, the toned muscles in her olive-skinned thigh flexed as she pulled him closer. She then pushed John on his back and rolled smoothly with him, so that she was sitting astride his body.  
 
      
 
    "We need to finish what we started earlier," she purred seductively, pressing down on the heat of his rapidly growing length. 
 
      
 
    The gorgeous brunette stared into his eyes and arched her back, so that she could position the head of his rampant cock at the entrance to her pussy. John watched her sink down on his length, her mouth held open as her lovely young body yielded for his shaft and welcomed him back into her depths.  
 
      
 
    Calara then slowly sat upright and began to rock her hips back and forth in the smooth, sensual motion she had used earlier. She placed her hands lightly on John's chest and began to ride him with a languid erotic rhythm, watching his face and revelling in the growing lust she could see in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    John’s hands brushed along her tanned thighs, feeling the strong muscles flexing and moving under his fingertips. He moved his hands upwards to rest on Calara's smoothly rocking hips, feeling her gliding up and down his cock and savouring the amazing view he had of her firm young figure. He let her ride him, just enjoying the girl's eagerness as she worked her luscious body with breathtaking skill. 
 
      
 
    John slid a hand up her back and then pulled her down towards him, so that her warm breasts were pressed against his chest. He used his hand on her hips to make her grind up against him, squashing her clit against his body, so that each rocking motion stimulated her as well. Calara's eyes opened wide and she gasped at the sudden rush of sensation that shot through her body. He held her close to his chest and began matching her movements with his own, so that his cock was plunging in and out of her tight pussy in long, deep thrusts.  
 
      
 
    The Latina stared into his eyes and moaned with pleasure as he worked her body to fever pitch, the combination of his driving cock and the stimulation of her clit pushing her over the edge. He watched her eyes flare, the pupils dilating widely with arousal as he brought her to an intense climax. Her eager young pussy rippled along his length, urging him to unload and he happily obliged, holding her tightly to him as his four balls trembled with relief, sending long spurts of cum inside her. They held that unblinking stare for a long moment as they both rode out the incredible orgasms, until John's balls eventually relaxed and he was finally spent. He eased his grip on the Latina and she collapsed on his chest, her swollen tummy feeling warm and taut where she lay on top of him. 
 
      
 
    Calara gently separated from him with a well-satiated sigh and rolled over onto her back. "I thought the sex was already perfect, but it keeps getting better and better!" she marvelled, turning to gaze at him in wonder. 
 
      
 
    John leaned up on one elbow, looking down at her and lovingly caressing her cum-packed belly. 
 
      
 
    "I thought you were already perfect, but you keep getting better and better!" he said, with a playful smile. 
 
      
 
    Calara looked up at him adoringly and placed her hand lightly over his, where he was stroking her engorged abdomen. They stared into each other's eyes, neither needing to say what both were thinking. A few minutes later, the door to the bedroom opened and the girls all walked in, joining them on the bed.  
 
      
 
    "That was beautiful," Alyssa said with a contented sigh. 
 
      
 
    Sparks smiled at John and Calara affectionately. "It really was!" 
 
      
 
    Calara looked at the redhead in surprise. 
 
      
 
    "No, I'm not psychic," Sparks said with a rueful grin. "We begged Alyssa to tell us what was happening.” 
 
      
 
    "I hope you don't mind?" Alyssa asked the brunette with some trepidation. 
 
      
 
    Calara smiled at them all. "Of course not. Sisters share..." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa and Sparks smiled fondly at her, while Jade and John shared a puzzled look. 
 
      
 
    "This one did not realise you were related?" the Nymph asked Calara, with a confused expression on her pretty face. 
 
      
 
    Calara sat up and opened her arms to the green skinned girl and Jade happily embraced the brunette. Calara brushed her fingers through the Nymph’s lustrous hair as she said, "We feel so close to each other, we imagined this is what sisters must be like together."  
 
      
 
    "This one thinks that is a lovely sentiment," Jade said, smiling at the girls wistfully. 
 
      
 
    Calara hugged the Nymph closer, pressing her lips against her verdant cheek. "I think of you the same way..."  
 
      
 
    Jade's emerald eyes filled up with emotion and Calara, Alyssa and Sparks all held the overwhelmed Nymph between them. 
 
      
 
    "We love you too," Alyssa said as Sparks nodded enthusiastically in agreement. 
 
      
 
    "I love all of you as well!" Jade said, a beautiful smile lighting up her face. 
 
      
 
    Sparks' eyes opened wide with surprise, but when she looked at Alyssa and was about to say something, the beautiful blonde quickly shook her head. The redhead shrugged and just enjoyed cuddling the Nymph instead. 
 
      
 
    After a few moments Calara lay back on the bed and smiled at the ecstatic alien girl. "Jade, I never properly thanked you for saving me earlier."  
 
      
 
    "Oh, think nothing of it Calara!" Jade said, with a modest shrug of her slender shoulders. 
 
      
 
    "But I've saved you a nice present..." Calara said with a suggestive smile, looking down at her hugely swollen belly. 
 
      
 
    Jade followed the Latina's gaze and her eyes widened as she gazed at Calara’s toned tummy, heavily rounded where the girl was stuffed full of John’s sperm. 
 
      
 
    "That is a wonderful gift, thank you Calara!" Jade purred happily and moved down the bed, as the brunette spread her thighs in preparation. 
 
      
 
    They all watched the eager Nymph lap away at Calara's pussy, Jade's long tongue sliding deep into the supine girl and drinking John's cum from her tightly-packed womb. Calara groaned with pleasure as she fed her friend that delicious creamy filling, thighs trembling as Jade skilfully brought her to climax. When Jade was finally done, soft rings of ethereal light began to glow from her full stomach as her body absorbed John's cum.  
 
      
 
    John relaxed in the middle of the bed and the girls cuddled up around him to watch the rippling lights dance across the ceiling. After relaxing together for an hour or so, John stretched and glanced around at his bedmates.  
 
      
 
    "I think I've had enough of Gravitus for now," he said emphatically. "Do you girls want to do anything else here, or shall we head back up to the ship?" 
 
      
 
    The girls were all eager to get back to the Invictus too, each of them anxious to get started with their various projects. They all got out of bed and the girls rapidly packed up the vast array of new clothing they had acquired on their shopping trip. John called for a hover-limo and settled their bill with the hotel, so they were soon back at the Spaceport, boarding the Fool's Gold. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa set the flight path that would take them back up to Olympus and everyone watched her lift the freighter smoothly off the landing pad, the engines rumbling with the effort. The Fool's Gold began to climb into orbit under the blonde girl's skilled hand, as she headed up to the colossal shipyard where they had left the Invictus. 
 
      
 
    "I don't know about the rest of you, but I don't really feel like getting up to anything now," John said to his companions. He glanced around the small cockpit a wistful expression on his face. "The Fool's Gold just doesn't feel like home any more." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I know what you mean," Alyssa agreed, reaching across the gap between their chairs to give his hand a supportive squeeze. "Let's just wait until we get back to the Invictus." 
 
      
 
    The rest of the flight back was uneventful, but anticipation among the crew was building as they awaited their arrival at the Invictus. Alyssa brought them around to Docking Bay Eleven and as she brought them in to land at the side of the docking bay, the first thing they noticed was that the huge collection of shipping crates had been removed. John looked at Sparks and her eyes sparkled with gleeful anticipation, the redhead desperate to see her new workshop. 
 
      
 
    The Fool’s Gold touched down and the crew left the cockpit to gather their belongings. John held Alyssa back a moment before they left the freighter for the last time and pulled her into his arms. She looked up at him with her piercing cerulean eyes and just as John was about to speak, she stood on tiptoe and gave him a heartfelt kiss. 
 
      
 
    "I know" she whispered. "I feel the same way." The beautiful young blonde smiled at him happily and they walked out of the Fool’s gold for the last time. 
 
      
 
    Sparks had brought over a grav-sled and the girls piled it high with their loot from Gravitus. They were now free to turn their attention to the Raptor gunship, which waited for them like a brooding bird of prey. 
 
      
 
    John and the girls walked around the intimidating vessel, taking in its fearsome design; all sharp lines and jutting weapons. The gunship was big for a ship of its class, measuring forty metres in length, which made it almost the same size as the aging freighter they had just left behind. Where the two ships radically differed, was in appearance and design. The Fool's Gold had more height and was squat and blocky, whereas the Raptor was lean, angular, and sleek. It was only due to the lower profile of the Raptor that they would be able to fit the gunship into the hangar bay of the Invictus, but it would still be a close fit. 
 
      
 
    The cockpit was at the front of the craft, with a turret set just under the chin, the many rotary barrels identifying the twin-mounted weaponry as Gatling Lasers. Two more Gatling Laser turrets were set underneath the backswept wings, with another two turrets on the central spine of the topdeck, one positioned at the front, the other set higher, at the back.  
 
      
 
    "Very nice!" Calara said appreciatively as she studied the configuration. "With the positioning of these turrets, you could use all six guns to provide forward-facing fire support." 
 
      
 
    They completed their circuit around the gunship, noticing a large loading ramp at the back, a small ramp at the front and airlocks set into either side of the craft. Oversized engines at the back of the gunship suggested the vessel was capable of impressive top speeds and the numerous vectored retro-thrusters hinted at significant manoeuvrability.  
 
      
 
    Sparks pointed to a pair of large-barrelled weapons set into the shoulders of the ship. "Calara, what are those guns?" 
 
      
 
    "Forward mounted Laser Cannons. They're the same as the turreted mounted versions we have on the Invictus," the Latina replied, narrowing her eyes as she studied them. She gestured towards the heat dissipation devices spaced evenly along the 10-metre-long cannons. "You can see the heatsink venting on the sides and top over there." 
 
      
 
    Alyssa grinned as she admired the ferocious profile of the gunship. "I like this a whole lot more than that Kirrix dropship!"  
 
      
 
    "Alyssa and Calara, could you check over the systems on the Raptor and then load it into the Hangar Bay please," John requested. "I'd like to take a look at the new workshop with Sparks." 
 
      
 
    The blonde and the brunette grinned at each other, eager to take a look inside the gunship. As they started to walk towards the craft, Alyssa stopped and turned back to the rest of the group.  
 
      
 
    "Jade, do you want to come with us?" Alyssa asked the Nymph, beckoning her to follow. 
 
      
 
    The green-haired girl glanced at John, then smiled and nodded to Alyssa. She bounded over in a loping jog to catch up to them. 
 
      
 
    John and Sparks walked with the grav-sled over to the Invictus, where John operated the remote that would open up the huge doors in the side of the hull. The massive reinforced doors to the Cargo Bay and the Hangar Bay began to lift up into the ceiling, allowing access to the belly of the assault cruiser. They walked up the loading ramp and Sparks drove the grav-sled into the ship, positioning it near the heavy set of double doors that led to the elevator; that way they’d be able to easily unload their new purchases and take them up to their quarters.  
 
      
 
    The Tyrenium was now gone from the Cargo Bay, the vast room looking strange without their familiar presence. In their place were a number of carefully placed containers, emblazoned with the logos of McCarran Arms and the Steinbeck Armoury. John walked up to a nearby weapons crate and lifted the lid, revealing the dark grey shapes of the XR75 rifles stacked within.  
 
      
 
    "New guns?" Sparks asked, sounding intrigued as she peeked over his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    "I figured with the growing crew and the number of scrapes we run into, it might be time to expand our arsenal a bit," John explained with a smile, lifting the lid higher so she could get a better look. 
 
      
 
    Sparks reached into the crate and pulled out one of the rifles, feeling the weight of the sleek, high-tech rifle. She held either end and rotated the rifle in her hands, studying it with the appraising eye of a master gunsmith. 
 
      
 
    "Very nice," she said, nodding her approval. "The frame is strong and should be easy to enhance. Give me a little time with these and I think you'll like the results." She glanced at John and gave him a confident grin. 
 
      
 
    "I can't wait to see what you come up with," John said, smiling at her confidence. 
 
      
 
    Sparks replaced the assault rifle back in the container, then walked with him over to the larger rectangular boxes that sported the anvil logo of the Steinbeck Armoury. John pressed a button on the side of the container, opening them with a click and a hydraulic hiss. The front panel slid aside, revealing the suits of Phalanx Alpha armour stored on racks within.  
 
      
 
    "Now these look badass!" Sparks exclaimed, her eyes lingering over their futuristic styling. She walked up to the fully-sealed armoured bodysuit to get a closer look. "Mirrored composite, sloped armour..." she muttered, studying the design. "Decent energy absorption and kinetic penetrator deflection..." 
 
      
 
    The redhead casually removed the Phalanx helmet, placed it on the floor and then stood on top of it, balancing gracefully as she used the extra height to peer down into the suit of body armour. She dropped down and darted to the side, looking at the clasps and interlocking panels with a frown on her face. 
 
      
 
    "These look like a bitch to put on though!" she said, shaking her head in disapproval. 
 
      
 
    "It took twice as long to equip compared to my old set of armour," John said, impressed that Sparks had been able to identify the problem with a mere glance, when he’d only noticed it after personally equipping the suit. 
 
      
 
    "Don't you worry, I'll fix these too," Sparks said, strolling over to give him a kiss. 
 
      
 
    John kissed her back enthusiastically, finding her self-assurance very attractive. 
 
      
 
    "You like me working on your equipment, hmm?" Sparks smirked, enjoying the passionate embrace. 
 
      
 
    John chuckled at the feisty redhead and her happy laughter joined his in echoing around the huge Cargo Bay. They walked over to the newly-fitted loading lift, just installed by the Olympus refitting crews. There was a DNA reader on the wall and John placed his hand on it, the green light flickering across and then beeping quietly as it recognised him.  
 
      
 
    Yellow chevrons glowed in a large rectangle on the floor of the cargo bay, highlighting the area and rotating lights set into the wall began to spin up, warning of potential danger. Overhead a large section of the ceiling slowly slid apart and a loading lift descended from the new workshop, supported by four big anti-grav cyclics. John glanced at Sparks to make sure she was well clear and the excited teenager looked up at him with sparkling eyes, her growing anticipation filling her with nervous energy. He waited patiently for the loading lift to descend, Sparks bouncing up and down with considerably less patience. As soon as the lift reached the deck, they both gingerly stepped on to it.  
 
      
 
    John walked over to a raised panel he had spotted at the back of the lift and read the instructions, then laughed at their trepidation. "The lift can support up to fifty tons..." 
 
      
 
    He pushed the up arrow, able to take a pretty good guess as to its purpose. Sure enough, the lift began to smoothly ascend towards the gaping hole in the ceiling. 
 
      
 
    "Excited?" he asked Sparks, knowing the answer already, but enjoying seeing the look of joy on her face. 
 
      
 
    The redhead took his hand and placed it on her chest above her left breast. Under her smooth warm skin, he could feel her heart pounding with all the adrenalin coursing through her system. Her eyes flashed brightly as she gazed up at him and he loved seeing how passionate and full of life she looked. They were mesmerised as they stared at each other and almost failed to notice when the lift locked into place, with a clunk that had a comforting sound of finality to it. 
 
      
 
    John glanced around and was astonished at the transformation this room had undergone since he’d last visited. The long empty racks that once stored the weapons and armour for three hundred marines had all been removed, clearing the huge room of clutter. In their place, the room now contained an enormous variety of intricate and expensive looking mechanical equipment, which spread outwards from the open area in which they now stood.  
 
      
 
    “They set it all up perfectly...  just like I imagined...” Sparks murmured, running her hands reverently over an imposing piece of dormant machinery.  
 
      
 
    To the side of the chevron marked loading lift, was a big clear space for the Chief Engineer to work on her latest projects. In the centre of the room was a multi-consoled podium, with a short flight of illuminated steps leading up to the currently dormant computer systems. 
 
      
 
    Sparks walked slowly over to the podium, powerless to resist its siren call. John accompanied her with a wry smile and thought that If he found this place impressive, his young companion must be in seventh heaven. Sparks climbed the three steps to the raised platform and pressed a number of buttons on each console, powering them up. Panels lit up one after the other, some accompanied by holographic projections displaying power levels and fluctuating energy efficiency graphs. 
 
      
 
    The redhead pressed more buttons and machinery began to light up around the huge workshop, brightly illuminating the room and making the Engineering Bay feel like it was coming to life. Sparks turned to him, shaking her head in wonder. 
 
      
 
    "When I was a kid, I used to dream of just being able to touch some of this hardware," she said, spreading her arms wide to encompass the whole room. "And now I'm in charge of one of the best equipped Engineering Bays in the Terran Federation!"  
 
      
 
    “Nothing but the best equipment for my favourite engineer,” John said, gathering her in his arms. "I can't wait to see what you come up with." 
 
      
 
    "I promise, you won't be disappointed," Sparks replied, crossing her wrists behind his neck as she stared into his eyes. "With your new gear, or with me this evening..." 
 
      
 
    John was sorely tempted to just bend the horny teen over one of the nearby consoles and fuck her senseless, but she obviously had something fun in mind. Going by past experience, the girls never failed to disappoint him. Deciding to leave before he put the instant gratification plan into effect, John gave her a kiss and told her to have fun. Sparks grinned with excitement and when he turned to leave, she darted up the steps to begin playing with her new toys. 
 
      
 
    Stepping through the door into the corridor beyond, he left Sparks having fun in the ship’s armoury, reminding himself that it was the Engineering Bay a moment later.  Walking towards the elevator, he had to sidestep a couple of the dutiful cleaning robots, who were going about their business with their usual enthusiasm. John wanted to see how the rest of the girls were getting on, so he took the elevator down to Deck Nine.  
 
      
 
    When the elevator doors opened, he saw that the double doors leading into the Hangar Bay were now open and the Raptor gunship was safely secured in the middle of the large room. Seeing the hangar housing a Terran dropship again, reminded him of the many times he had rallied at this exact spot before boarding a troop transport with the rest of his cohort of marines. His memories of the past were interrupted by the sound of a female voice. 
 
      
 
    "Hey, John!" Calara exclaimed. Her long dark locks billowed out behind her as she jogged over to him, looking exhilarated as she rushed into his arms. 
 
      
 
    Caught up with her enthusiasm, John caught her in his arms and twirled her around before setting her on the floor. “Hey yourself,” he said as she laughed in delight. “You look like you’ve been having fun?” 
 
      
 
    "The Raptor is amazing!" she enthused, her eyes flashing with excitement as she looked up at him. "It has all the latest optical recognition targeting arrays and HUD subsystems. A single gunner can independently lock on all six Gatling Lasers, just by glancing at each target!" 
 
      
 
    "Bored of being Tactical Officer on the Invictus already?" John asked, teasing her playfully. 
 
      
 
    "Oh no, I wouldn't give that up for the world!" she said in a rush, before giving him a mysterious smile. "Besides, I think Alyssa has someone else in mind to ferry you two around..."  
 
      
 
    "What's that little minx up to now?"  
 
      
 
    "Oh, she'll tease you a bit," Calara said, knowing the blonde's antics all too well. "But she's actually a very good judge of people's abilities." 
 
      
 
    John squeezed the brunette in an affectionate hug. "She certainly is!” 
 
      
 
    Calara smiled and gave him a lovely kiss, before leaving to pack away her new clothes. He turned back to the gunship and walked up the forward loading ramp, boarding the newly-acquired vessel for the first time. He could smell the aroma of well-oiled hydraulics and he paused for a moment, recognising the distinctive new-ship-smell that he remembered from his years spent in the military. 
 
      
 
    At the top of the ramp were two reinforced buttresses that flanked each side of the entrance. John realised they could be used for cover when landing at a hostile drop site and nodded at the attention to detail. He'd seen too many of his colleagues hit by stray rounds before even having a chance to disembark a troop transport and was very grateful he wouldn't have to witness that now. 
 
      
 
    He went to the back of the room and opened the robust, heavily reinforced door that led further into the ship. The door opened into a corridor with doors on either side and at the end. The door on the left opened into an armoury, which was currently empty, weapon and armour racks looking desolate without any of the tools of war stored there. He shut the door and realising that the door opposite was an elevator, he walked down the corridor to see what else the gunship had on the ground level.  
 
      
 
    The reinforced double doors at the other end of the corridor led into a big empty space at the rear of the gunship, which had been designed for troop-carrying capacity. The far wall of the room was actually a big loading ramp that was currently locked into place. Having this kind of storage space could prove very useful, John thought, especially with the large-scale rescues they'd been performing recently. Returning to the corridor, the solid double doors closed behind him with a satisfying clunk and he took the elevator up to the top deck.  
 
      
 
    The elevator opened out into another corridor, with a small but functional crew living space at the rear of the upper deck and the cockpit at the front of the Raptor. John walked into the roomy cockpit and found Jade sitting in the pilot's seat with Alyssa standing behind the green-skinned Nymph, looking over her shoulder. John stealthily approached the blonde then wrapped his arms around her and gave her a kiss. 
 
      
 
    "Hello, John," Alyssa said with a warm smile, as she snuggled into his arms. 
 
      
 
    "Hi, honey. What are you two up to here?" he asked, already guessing the answer. 
 
      
 
    "Calara spoiled my surprise," Alyssa said with mock disappointment, having heard his entire conversation with the brunette through her telepathic link to John's mind. 
 
      
 
    "Greetings master!" Jade exclaimed before he could reply, greeting him with a dazzling smile. "Alyssa is teaching this one how to fly the Raptor!"  
 
      
 
    John raised an eyebrow at the blonde in his arms. "Is she now..." 
 
      
 
    "Oh, she's perfect for it," Alyssa told him with a smug grin, the hint of a challenge to her voice. 
 
      
 
    "Okay honey, I trust you," John told her blithely. "I'm sure Jade will make an awesome pilot!" 
 
      
 
    The Nymph looked deliriously happy to hear his effusive praise. "Jade will be the best pilot Master could ever wish for!" 
 
      
 
    Alyssa's beautiful face frowned and her full bottom lip forming a cute pout. "You're taking all the fun out of this! You were supposed to object, but I'd go ahead and do it anyway. Then you'd be all surprised when Jade turned out to be great!" 
 
      
 
    "Maybe I can still surprise you after all!" John said, his eyes twinkling mischievously. 
 
      
 
    "Hmpf! If Calara hadn't warned you, it would’ve worked out to plan!" Alyssa grumbled, her eyes narrowing.  "That girl's getting far too feisty... Perhaps she needs a good spanking!" 
 
      
 
    John pictured Calara bent over Alyssa's knee, the blonde soundly spanking the gorgeous Latina's pert little ass cheeks. He found himself getting very aroused, very quickly. 
 
      
 
    "Would you like to see me taking a firmer hand with the crew?" Alyssa asked him coyly, arching her eyebrow. "The ship's XO is in charge of discipline after all..." 
 
      
 
    "This one will do her best to make sure she does not need to be reprimanded," Jade said, sounding very sincere. 
 
      
 
    "We're only playing honey," John said, placing a reassuring hand on her shoulder.  
 
      
 
    "Oh! This one understands now. Being submissive can be very exciting!" Jade said, her emerald eyes glinting as they caught the light. "Would master like to take a firmer hand with Jade too?" 
 
      
 
    The exotic Nymph rose from her seat and brushed up against Alyssa, squashing her breasts against the blonde's. "Perhaps Master would like Jade's assistance with asserting his dominance over his Executive Officer?" she purred in a sultry voice. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa look thrilled, not having experienced Jade's playful side yet.  
 
      
 
    "That sounds intriguing Jade," John said finding the whole conversation very arousing. "I already have plans with Sparks in a few hours though, so we'll have to maintain discipline with my XO another time." 
 
      
 
    "Master knows best, of course," Jade said with a flirtatious smile. She took a firm grasp of Alyssa’s hips to hold her in place, then leaned over her shoulder to give John a passionate kiss. 
 
      
 
    Sandwiched between them both, Alyssa turned to watch John and Jade kiss, moaning with excitement. The thought of being double teamed by them again left her breathless with anticipation. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry to interrupt your lessons," John finally said, as he and Jade parted. 
 
      
 
    "It's no problem, Master!" Jade reassured him, darting a wicked smile at Alyssa. "This has been a fascinating conversation!" 
 
      
 
    "It certainly has, but I think we should get underway, I'm eager to go and meet with the Ashanath.” He glanced at the blonde who was pinned between him and the Nymph. “Would you like to plot us a course, XO?"  
 
      
 
    "Lead on, Commander!" she replied with a grin. 
 
      
 
     They headed out of the gunship and left the Hangar Bay, ensuring that the massive hull doors were securely closed behind them. Calara was in the corridor, carrying a couple of bags with her from the Cargo Bay. As they approached, they could see that she had moved all their shopping into the elevator and was getting ready to take it up to Deck Two, to be put away in the officer's quarters.  
 
      
 
    "I'll grab Sparks as well, then we can get everything cleared in one go," John said, eyeing the enormous pile of shopping bags. 
 
      
 
    "We'll make a start without you," Alyssa murmured, picking out her own items amongst all the clothing and already reorganising her wardrobe in her head. 
 
      
 
    They stopped on Deck Seven and John jogged down the corridor, the elevator doors closing behind him as he approached the Engineering Bay.  He opened the door and strode in, looking around the huge workshop for the adorable redhead.  
 
      
 
    He found her in the open workspace in the centre of the big room, leaning over an intricate set of hovering workbenches. To her side, John saw one of the weapon containers had been opened and an XR75 rifle was now broken down into component parts and methodically placed on the tilted workbench. The various hovering platforms of the levitating workbench meant that Sparks was able to see an exploded view of the weapon, with various disassembled components placed directly above the core frame of the assault rifle. 
 
      
 
    "Wow! You didn't waste any time!" John exclaimed, impressed by the workbench’s useful functionality. 
 
      
 
    "I'll be finished with the prototype by tomorrow morning," Sparks said distractedly, as she examined the rifle’s barrel. 
 
      
 
    Feeling a little foolish at distracting Sparks from such useful work, John said, "We're just tidying up at the moment. The girls are putting away their clothes.”  
 
      
 
    Sparks stepped back from the workbench and stretched with a contented sigh.  
 
      
 
    He stroked her back and gave her an apologetic smile. "You look like you're enjoying yourself though. I don’t want to drag you away if you’re in the middle of something important."  
 
      
 
    "No, it's a good time to take a break," Sparks reassured him. "I have the mass fabricators working on some replacement components and I can't proceed until they've been completed." 
 
      
 
    "Oh great!" John said with relief. 
 
      
 
    "This workshop is incredible..." Sparks said with a dreamy sigh. "You're going to get tired of hearing me say it, but thanks again for letting me have all this equipment! No matter what crazy ideas I come up with, this engineering bay has the facilities to put it into practice."  
 
      
 
    He pulled her into a tender hug. "I want nothing but the best for you, honey."  
 
      
 
    "I know, you're awesome!" Sparks said, wrapping her arms around him and squeezing him tight. 
 
      
 
    John led the buoyant young woman back to the elevator and she gently squeezed his hand, with a happy smile on her face. John pushed the button for Deck Two and a few seconds later, the door chimed softly and swished open as they reached their destination.  
 
      
 
    He picked up a few of the redhead's bags and the two of them walked down the hallway to her room. The opposite door was open and he could see Jade inside, humming happily to herself as she put away her clothes in the roomy wardrobe. Sparks had already gone into her room and had dumped her bags in front of the wardrobe before coming back to collect the last of her purchases from John. She gave him a grateful kiss before turning back to her unpacking. 
 
      
 
    John turned and stood in the doorway to the Nymph's room, watching the green-skinned alien girl as she methodically tidied away her clothes. She spotted him out of the corner of her eye and her radiant smile was glorious to behold. 
 
      
 
    "Alyssa said I could have my very own room!" she gasped, looking overjoyed. "I don't remember ever having my own room before, Master!"  
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry Jade. I should have remembered to give you a room when you joined the crew, but you seemed so happy sleeping with us that it slipped my mind completely.” 
 
      
 
    "Oh no, Master, you have nothing to be sorry for!” Jade exclaimed, darting over and moulding herself against him. She gave him a look of adoration. "Jade would very much like to continue sleeping with Master and his mates."  
 
      
 
    John kissed the appreciative girl, brushing his hand down the smooth skin of her supple back. She felt cooler to the touch than the other girls, but her mouth was warm and inviting as her tongue flickered out playfully to duel his own. They eventually broke apart, both of them breathing out a happy sigh. Jade looked up at him in surprise when he mirrored her own reaction, then beamed at him in delight. 
 
      
 
    "I'll let you get back to settling into your new room," John said with a smile, releasing her from his arms. Jade waved goodbye, then skipped back to the wardrobe, humming to herself. 
 
      
 
    He walked down the corridor towards his own quarters, pausing briefly to greet Calara as he passed her room. They exchanged pleasantries, then he strode into the Commander's quarters and found Alyssa waiting for him patiently, lying on the bed. 
 
      
 
    "Everything alright, honey?" he asked, lying down on the bed next to her.  
 
      
 
    She nodded, greeting him with a quick kiss. "Of course, everything's great!" Her bright blue eyes darted towards the door. "Is now a good time to talk about Jade?"  
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry your plans to wind me up didn't work out," John said, his fingers finding a few ticklish spots. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa's musical laughter filled the room. "No, I didn’t mean that,” she said with a smile. Her eyes flashed with arousal. "Besides, I have something much more fun to look forward to now!"  
 
      
 
    John looked down at the exquisitely beautiful blonde lying beside him and gently slid his hand under her top to run his fingers over the smooth expanse of her toned stomach. Her skin felt so soft and pliant under his firm touch and he marvelled at having the right to be able to touch her so intimately. Jade had been right earlier, he did consider Alyssa to be perfect and sometimes he just couldn't believe that she was his. 
 
      
 
    "You're very sweet, but let's get back to talking about Jade, before I leave you too exhausted for Sparks," Alyssa said, a soft smile teasing her lips as she heard his loving thoughts. “You've noticed the way Jade’s speech has changed over the last few days?"  
 
      
 
    "Yes, it's happened a few times now," John agreed, thinking back on the few occasions the lovely girl had referred to herself as ‘I’. He met the blonde’s curious gaze. "I've never heard of Nymphs behaving like this before. She seems to be developing more of a sense of her own identity...” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded, looking thoughtful. "I think the more we nurture Jade and make her feel at home, the more this new side of her develops.”  
 
      
 
    John smiled in agreement. "Yes, that's just what I was thinking. It’s wonderful to see her growing like this."  
 
      
 
    Alyssa stroked the side of his face with a loving hand, copying the way Jade caressed his jawline. "You love fixing your wounded little birds..."  
 
      
 
    John leaned down to kiss her and they lost track of time, their lips communicating their strength of feeling for each other. A light chime from the ship's communicator sounded through the room, interrupting the couple on the bed. Alyssa sat up and glanced at the holographic display at the foot of the bed, checking the glowing green readout that showed the caller details. 
 
      
 
    "Calara!" she yelled down the corridor. "Maria Fernandez is contacting the ship!" 
 
      
 
    A few moments later, the Latina dashed into their room, her beautiful face reflecting her shock. 
 
      
 
    "We missed seven calls from her this morning," Alyssa explained, studying the communications log. "It must be something important." 
 
      
 
    John gestured towards the comm-interface. "You can take the call in here, honey. We'll give you some privacy." 
 
      
 
    "No, you don't have to leave!" Calara said quickly, a blush to her tanned cheeks. "Just stay quiet and out of view of the holo-cam please?"  
 
      
 
    John and Alyssa got up from the bed and went to stand by the doorway, soon joined by Sparks and Jade who had heard Alyssa's raised voice.  
 
      
 
    This would be the first time Calara had spoken to her family for the last few weeks, the last time being back at Port Heracles when she told her mother about the transfer to the Invictus. Calara had been putting off this call, still not entirely sure what to say about the startling metamorphosis she had undergone recently. The anxious young woman took a deep breath, then answered the call on the communicator. The holo-screen came to life, the image of her mother projected into the room. 
 
      
 
    "Calara!" the attractive middle-aged woman gasped, her olive-skinned face lighting up with relief. 
 
      
 
    "Hello, Mom," Calara said, giving her a warm smile. "Is everything alright?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes, of course, dear! Everything's wonderful!" Maria Fernandez exclaimed, her pretty face lit up with joy. "We've all seen the interview on the Holonet!" 
 
      
 
    Calara blushed bright red with embarrassment, lost for words. 
 
      
 
    "Did you really do everything Commander Blake said? He gave you credit for the entire operation!" her mother said, glowing with pride. 
 
      
 
    Calara slowly nodded, feeling incredibly self-conscious. "I've been promoted to First Lieutenant and awarded a Novaburst." 
 
      
 
    "I'm so proud of you Calara, that's amazing!" her mother exclaimed, looking thrilled. 
 
      
 
    "It wasn't all my doing mother," Calara protested. "I'm with an incredible crew and the Commander is wonderful..." Her eyes softened for a moment, her nervousness temporarily forgotten. 
 
      
 
    Maria’s observant eyes noted the telling expression on her daughter's face, but chose not to comment. "Your father and brothers are on shore leave in a couple of weeks. We’ve all really missed you and it’d be lovely to have the whole family together... are you able to make it too?" Maria asked longingly, giving her daughter a hopeful smile. 
 
      
 
    Calara glanced to the side at John, who gave her a firm nod. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, I'll make sure I'm there," Calara replied, returning her mother’s smile. 
 
      
 
    "Your father and brothers all send their love. They'll be delighted to hear you're going to join us!" She gave Calara a knowing look and added playfully, "Perhaps you could bring Commander Blake with you as well?" 
 
      
 
    "I'll see mother," Calara replied, rolling her eyes but grinning all the same. 
 
      
 
    Maria Fernandez was delighted to see her daughter looking so deliriously happy. It was a massive change compared to the haunted girl she had been so worried about a few weeks before. With her worries banished and the exciting news about Calara's exploits out the way, Maria finally noticed the subtle and not so subtle changes her daughter had undergone. 
 
      
 
    "Oh my goodness, Calara!" her mother gasped in surprise. "You look absolutely beautiful!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes, about that..." Calara stammered awkwardly, the statuesque Latina glancing down at her impressive bust. "I've been through a bit of a growth spurt recently..." 
 
      
 
    Her mother's startled expression softened as she studied her daughter's exquisite face in the holo-image. "You look so wonderful, Calara," Maria said sincerely. “You’ve grown into such a beautiful woman.” 
 
      
 
    "Thanks, Mom," Calara said in embarrassment, the blush returning to her cheeks. 
 
      
 
    Maria reached out as though to cup the holo-image of her daughter's face in her hand. "My beautiful baby girl," she murmured with a wistful sigh. "I'm so proud of you Callie, I love you so much..." Her voice caught as she trailed off, too overcome with emotion to continue. 
 
      
 
    "I love you too," Calara said, touched by her mother’s heartfelt words. Realising the cat was out of the bag, she added, "I'll see you in a few weeks and I'll bring John!" 
 
      
 
    "I can't wait to see you, sweetheart, and I'm very interested to meet him!" her mother said, smiling happily.  
 
      
 
    They waved goodbye and ended the call. 
 
      
 
    Calara turned to look at her friends and lovers, feeling very self-conscious as her two worlds – her home life and her life here on the Invictus – intermingled so suddenly. 
 
      
 
    "She's so lovely..." Alyssa said with a deep mournful sigh, desperately wishing her own mother was still alive. She hugged Sparks, who had tears rolling down her face. 
 
      
 
    Calara darted from the bed and rushed over to them both, joining Jade and John in giving the girls from the Karron mining colony a hug. "What's wrong?" she asked, looking at each girl with concern. 
 
      
 
    "I always wondered what it would be like to have a mother who loved me like that," Sparks sniffled. "Your mother is so much nicer than I even dreamed!" 
 
      
 
    "I'm really sorry, Sparks," Calara said filled with sympathy for the orphan girl. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks Calara." The redhead said with a sad smile, wiping the tears from her cheeks. "It's no wonder you turned out the way you are, growing up with family like that." 
 
      
 
    They consoled Alyssa and Sparks until they both felt a bit better and then everyone rushed to finish tidying up. John sat on the end of the bed, lost in his own thoughts as he waited for the girls. The call with Calara's family had been a stark reminder of his own losses. 
 
      
 
    Alyssa reappeared from the wardrobe and sat beside him on the bed to give him a big hug. "I'm sorry, John. I was so wrapped up in myself, I forgot that you'd been orphaned too." 
 
      
 
    "It's okay, honey. I had loving grandparents that looked after me.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled at him and tapped the side of her head, reminding him that she knew what he'd been thinking. "It's ok to feel sad about not knowing your parents," she said gently. "If there are answers to be found, I promise we'll do whatever we can to help you find them." 
 
      
 
    John gave her a grateful smile, her positivity cheering him immeasurably. "Come on, let's head up to the Bridge and you can plot a course for Ashana. Then you can keep me company while I make us some dinner!"  
 
      
 
    They told the girls to meet them in the Officers' Lounge in an hour then headed up to the Bridge to lay in the course for the Grey's homeworld. Alyssa darted up the steps two at a time, then sat in her chair, spinning it around to face her Navigation console. With a few button clicks, a hologram of the Galactic Map sprang into existence in the centre of the Bridge, spread out before them like an old map from ancient Terra. 
 
      
 
    The Terran Federation was displayed in a soothing green colour, curving in a long broad sweep that encompassed hundreds of stars. Their present location in the Core Worlds was highlighted by a glowing arrow hovering over the Alpha Centauri system. Also marked on the map was their recent journey to Karron, which was shown by a glowing gold line that arced out from Alpha Centauri and travelled in a long path to the extreme right or "eastern" edge of Terran space. 
 
      
 
    John joined Alyssa at her console and tapped a few more icons, causing more galactic civilisations to be shown on the map. First to be displayed was the Ashanath Collective, which appeared highlighted in a neutral grey tone. This grouping of stars was much smaller, perhaps only including around a hundred stars at most, all clustered to the "southern" edge of Terran Federation territory which curved around it. 
 
      
 
    "The Ashanath used to own all of this," John said with a broad sweep of his hand over Terran space. 
 
      
 
    "It's amazing they just gave it all up," Alyssa said, shaking her head in wonder. 
 
      
 
    John shrugged, not understanding why either and tapping another icon. A large red expanse of stars, comparable in size to the Terran Federation, was highlighted to the "western" edge of Terran space.  
 
      
 
    "This is the Kintark Empire," John explained, his expression turning grim. "I'm still not sure why tensions escalated so quickly. Both sides are pretty evenly matched, so it's going to be a long bloody battle if this turns into a full-scale war." 
 
      
 
    "Can you show me the Dragon March stars?" Alyssa asked, wondering where Rachel was going to be based. 
 
      
 
    John brushed his fingers over the small holo-image of the galactic map that hovered over her console and a stretch of stars were highlighted in the bigger map. The few dozen star systems were spread along the Terran side of the border edge that separated the green and red territories. He tapped again and a thin blue swathe of stars were highlighted directly above the Terran Federation. 
 
      
 
    “This is the Maliri Regency-” John explained, his voice trailing off for a moment as he stared at the map with newfound fascination. 
 
      
 
    "They don't hold a lot of territory," Alyssa said with surprise.  
 
      
 
    John shook off the odd sensation. "Actually, no-one knows how much territory the Maliri have." 
 
      
 
    "How come?" Alyssa asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    "All those stars in blue are orbited by trading stations that permit alien traders to visit. If you attempt to travel further into Maliri space, you get one warning; if you don't turn back, you’ll be destroyed..." he said ominously. 
 
      
 
    "Will we be okay travelling there? They sound like they shouldn’t be messed with..." Alyssa said with concern.   
 
      
 
    "I've traded with the Maliri in the past and they were friendly enough. Their laser weaponry is much more powerful than anything the Terran Federation has available, so High Command has avoided antagonising them at all costs," he explained with a wry smile. "The Maliri don't seem to want to attack us either, so there's been a pretty stable peace for over three hundred years since humanity made first contact."  
 
      
 
    His eyes narrowed as he stared at the map. "They have been known to allow trades for their laser weapons on rare occasions, so I figured we could give it a try."  
 
      
 
    "What do they look like?" Alyssa asked, intrigued by this mysterious alien species. 
 
      
 
    "They wear ornate armoured suits, so no-one really knows," John explained, remembering the ostentatious body armour they wore. “I’ve been friends with one of them, a trader called Ceraden, for years. In all that time, I’ve never seen what he looks like without his armour.” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa sat forward, listening to him attentively. “Has he ever told you why they wear it?” 
 
      
 
    John shook his head. "There's a lot of theories about why they never take off the armour, from the Maliri having some horrific infectious plague, to them being so hideously ugly that they're ashamed to remove the suits." He rolled his eyes, letting her know what he thought of that. 
 
      
 
    "They sound fascinating, I can’t wait to meet them!" Alyssa exclaimed, before pausing for a moment, looking thoughtful. "You mentioned two other species you wanted to trade with when you were talking to Charles. The Trankarans and Brimorians wasn't it?"  
 
      
 
    "Yes, that's right. Good memory!" John said, impressed. He tapped more icons on the console, displaying both civilisations in orange and brown respectively. "The Trankaran Republic is located underneath Terran space and the Brimorian Enclave is to our 'North'.” 
 
      
 
    "The Terran Federation is kind of hemmed in, isn’t it," Alyssa noted, looking at the riot of colours on the galactic map. "What's that way? Past Karron?" she asked, seeing a dark mass of unclaimed stars. 
 
      
 
    John frowned in distaste."Kirrix Space..."  
 
      
 
    "I see why no-one wants to settle that way," Alyssa said, nodding her understanding. Feeling a shiver of fear, she asked, "Have they conquered all those planets?" 
 
      
 
    "They were all Kirrix worlds, until the Terran Federation pushed them back about thirty years ago," John said. "We haven't seen any Kirrix forces in our territory for a few decades, so running across them with the pirates was a nasty surprise." 
 
      
 
    "They were horrible," Alyssa said with a shudder of revulsion. "I hope we don't run into them again!" 
 
      
 
    "Well I have no intention of going anywhere near their territory, so we should be fine," John replied, giving her a reassuring smile. 
 
      
 
    "So what about all the other species I saw at Port Heracles? Do they have big territories too?" Alyssa asked, remembering the Bolon they had run into at the trade emporium. 
 
      
 
    "No, they’re all from minor empires with just a handful of systems under their control," John explained, turning to look at the map and expanding it outwards to show the vast spiral of the Milky Way. The known empires took up a tiny segment of that map, clustered together in the lower-right corner. “There's over 100 billion stars in our galaxy alone and humanity has only surveyed a few hundred thousand so far. Who knows what could be lurking out there?" he said in an eerie voice, making Alyssa laugh. 
 
      
 
    She glanced at the riot of colours and asked, “Are all these species in the ‘Galactic League’? I’ve heard you mention it a few times...” 
 
      
 
    “Most of them,” John replied, returning to the Empire Map and gesturing to the right-hand side. “The Kirrix are the major exception, who are basically at a state of war with all known species.” 
 
      
 
    “Is the Galactic League like a club or something?” she asked, looking intrigued. 
 
      
 
    “More like a council that was set up centuries ago by the Terran Federation, when we first started making contact with all these different aliens. We’re in the middle of all these various empires, so it made sense to try and get everyone talking together. Ambassadors from those empires used to speak regularly to discuss various trade deals and treaties that affected everybody,” he explained, leaning back in his chair. “Having active transponders on all vessels was one of the rules, making it easier to track pirates and rescue vessels in trouble.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like a good idea,” Alyssa agreed. “Do those rules apply to everyone?”  
 
      
 
    John shook his head, gesturing at the territory coloured brown on the map. “Relations with the Brimorians went sour about a century ago, so they opted out of most of it.” Pointing towards the blue next, he continued, “The Maliri have always been aloof from this kind of thing. They made trade deals with most species, letting merchants operate at their border stations, but they’ve avoided anything more involved than that. The Trankarans, Ashanath, and the Kintark were all active members though, allowing free movement through each other’s territory for example.” 
 
      
 
    Alyssa nodded, looking thoughtful. “After all the problems in the Dragon March, I suppose that’ll change things with the Kintark?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I expect so,” he agreed, glancing at the Kintark Empire on the map with a look of regret. “Relations haven’t deteriorated into declarations of war yet, so perhaps it’s not too late to turn things around.”  
 
      
 
    "Thanks for explaining all that," Alyssa said gratefully. "It was interesting learning a little bit more about the galaxy." 
 
      
 
    "You're welcome," John replied, having enjoyed explaining it to her. "Now why don't you work your navigation magic and let's get on our way to Ashana!" 
 
      
 
    "Will do!" Alyssa said with an eager grin, bringing up the sector maps that lay between Alpha Centauri and the Grey's homeworld. Her fingers danced across the console plotting a snaking flight path that wove past system after system before plunging into Ashanath territory. When the route was complete, she checked the ETA. "We should be there in just under five days.”  
 
      
 
    "Nice work, honey," John thanked her, then grinned with anticipation. "If the Grey's are willing to upgrade the ship, our journey home should be much faster!"  
 
      
 
    "How much quicker are their FTL drives?" Alyssa asked, as she powered up the engines on the Invictus and guided the assault cruiser out of the Olympus Shipyard docking bay. 
 
      
 
    "At least twice as fast, but they cost a small fortune," John replied with a grimace. "It's only the very wealthy who can afford them, so they aren't in widespread use in Terran space." 
 
      
 
    "Isn't it lucky you're one of those privileged few then?" Alyssa teased him with a playful smile. 
 
      
 
    "It certainly is!" John replied, matching her grin.  
 
      
 
    He watched his young lover effortlessly pivot the massive ship then follow a course towards the Nav beacon, which designated the safe jump distance from the nearest gravity well. After a few torturous minutes cruising along at port speed, Alyssa was able to power up the FTL drive and they leapt into hyper-warp, saying farewell to Alpha Centauri. 
 
      
 
    "Let's see about making some dinner," John said, rising from his feet and offering his blonde companion a hand.   
 
      
 
    Alyssa interlaced her fingers with his, then glided down the steps at his side, a radiantly happy smile lighting up her beautiful face. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A foreboding figure brooded on his gothic throne. He had just finished watching a Terran Federation Network News report on an overhanging monitor and he snorted with contempt. An air-headed reporter had been fawning over some half-baked "hero", in what was obviously just some Public Relations exercise to keep the dull-witted masses placated. 
 
      
 
    "The T-Feds must be getting hammered by the Kintark if they're resorting to this dross," the man muttered with a sneer of disdain. 
 
      
 
    A digital readout flashed on the machine next to him, the complex decryption algorithms going to work on the incoming message. The man looked at it with interest, hoping that perhaps this might alleviate his boredom. He read through the message and a sinister smile spread across his face. 
 
      
 
    "Oh dear, Mr Blake. It looks like you've made someone very angry," he gloated, with a malevolent grin. 
 
      
 
    The man rose smoothly from the throne and stalked purposefully through dimly-lit corridors, the feeble red glow of the lights doing little to illuminate the brooding stone walls. He finally arrived at the storage vault he had dubbed 'the mausoleum' in a more whimsical moment and he approached a tall black metal sarcophagus that loomed over him. 
 
      
 
    Wiping dust from the archaic control panel, he entered the activation sequence, stepping back and watching in silence. The sarcophagus gave a tortured groan as it cracked down the centre, the heavy metal doors slowly peeling back. The man caught the hint of movement from inside the darkened tomb as the occupant began to rouse from their slumber. 
 
      
 
    "Yes... you’re the perfect choice," he said with a wicked smile, his cold eyes glinting in the darkness. 
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