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        Personal Log SM: 656 EF 01-03. Happy New Year, I guess. Hopefully ‘56 turns out better than ‘55.

        We’re currently on the outer edge of the Kiriel Sector, scanning deep into the zone of the galaxy colloquially known as Haunted Space. Unclaimed star systems. Unmapped by anybody as far as I know, with ancient legends of stories that still hold the older nations and species at bay from claiming it.

        Going to go exploring later, but nobody is around, and I have a few hours off. Time to play.

      

      

      

      Commander Stephanie Machesky. First Explorer and Science Officer aboard the Rovell Electorate Heavy Cruiser Boston.

      Haunted Space was out there, calling the explorers of this crew to science and adventure. All well and good. Many of the other species that made up the Electorate still held to the old wives’ tales about Haunted Space and told stories, but Stephanie didn’t buy it.

      Besides, she was off duty right now. And horny.

      Not terribly so. Not uncontrollably. At the same time, she had needs and just turning off her comm and digging out her various toys wasn’t going to scratch that itch.

      Which was how she found herself down a few decks, stripping in the locker room for showers normally used by folks coming and going from Engineering. Around her, half a dozen crew members of both sexes watched with obvious appreciation as she got naked and closed her locker, pausing to smile at one guy who had been licking his lips when he didn’t think she was paying attention.

      She’d be back to give him a personal inspection some other time, but his equipment looked average or a little bigger, and today, Stephanie had needs.

      She walked across the warm diamond-grate flooring into the common showers and located her target.

      Prey? Maybe.

      Senior Specialist Shibi Tomi. Human, but honestly the man had a cock like the humanoid species known as Eleston. Dressed, you’d never know what he had packing. Nine inches long and thicker than her two middle fingers when he was hard.

      Today, he had just come off duty. Stephanie had checked and nothing terrible had happened in Engineering in the last few hours, so he shouldn’t be all that stressed. Might even be interested in some company.

      Or something.

      She tucked her towel into the cubby and closed the hatch before she stepped to the next shower over from Tomi. He looked tall, but when you’re five foot one, everybody seems giant by comparison. Shibi was only five foot seven. Broad shoulders, though. Lots of muscles from working extra hard on the machines regularly.

      He had nut-brown thatch on his head, which was why he normally kept it buzzed tight. Almost no body hair. Naturally, though, instead of taking it off with a razor or a gel. Soft, but she’d seen it hard. Felt it plumbing her depths when she had needs like today.

      He looked over and one eyebrow arched inquisitively.

      “Needed to get clean,” Stephanie lied with a lascivious grin at the man that he shared a moment later.

      She was allowed to flirt. Encouraged even. As First Explorer and Second-in-Command on the Boston, crew morale was part of her job. One she took seriously.

      And when you were all naked, there were no ranks. Those were also the rules.

      Stephanie dialed in the temperature of the water just right, taking her time as men and women around her paused to enjoy the show.

      Short, she might be. Big, teardrop breasts hung down with pale, pink areolae the size of her palm. She kept everything down below carefully trimmed into a brown landing strip barely two inches wide, with her little butterfly tattoo on the right hip bone.

      She had a long, aquiline face that was just accentuated by the dark brown rockabilly cut she stuck under the water now and let soak before snapping it back to throw a rooster tail everywhere.

      Because why not?

      “Did you feel like scrubbing my back?” she asked Shibi now, glancing over.

      He was starting to get hard as she watched, growing lower and wider as he studied her. It was good. She was already wet, so the shower head was just adding to it.

      Shibi smiled, so Stephanie turned as he pushed the button for more soap.

      The man was practically a unicorn. He’d fuck her when she needed it. Cuddle when that was all that was on her mind. Right now, he lathered her up and dug the bones of his fingertips into her back in a way that had Stephanie purring.

      She flexed her shoulders forward and let him really work.

      After a moment, one hand came up around her stomach to properly brace her in place as he scrubbed and scratched.

      A girl could get used to this.

      His cock was also starting to poke her in the bottom now, like a snake hunting.

      Stephanie turned around when he paused.

      “That’s the back half,” she said with a grin, presenting the girls for inspection.

      And soap.

      He was much more gentle here, caresses like kisses as her nipples got harder. More soap to add a slickery feeling.

      Shibi turned her sideways so he could work her stomach and carefully scrub her pubic hair without getting down there where the soap might irritate things. Then he switched hands and lathered her bum just as carefully, maybe taking his time to massage the muscles.

      One of her hands found his cock and started stroking it, reveling in the girth that she could barely wrap her fingers around.

      You could fuck in the showers. No rules against it except safety warnings, because nothing kills libido like a concussion. Usually, things were limited to oral sex with the showers off for that reason. Usually, folks getting worked up would retire to one of the nearby nap rooms.

      Stephanie had already reserved one for the next hour, since she didn’t have to be on duty any time soon.

      Shibi was hard. Good hard. Wet and slippery as she worked the flesh forward and back. He was playing with her bottom with one hand and going back and forth between her breasts with the other, lips and teeth closing lightly on her neck and shoulder as he did.

      She was going to need a solid fucking soon. The drilling for oil kind, where he sent his equipment as deep as it would go, looking for more wetness.

      Stephanie could promise that he would find it today, no divining rod needed.

      Others were getting turned on by the show, but that was tangential to her needs. Though watching one woman already on her knees sucking the man next to her turned up the faucet between Stephanie’s legs an extra notch. On the other side, one of the other engineers coming off duty was just stroking his cock in a lazy way as he watched.

      Too far away, or she might have taken him in hand, but Shibi was doing things to her ability to concentrate.

      “Okay, I need you inside me now,” she said, turning inside his grip and letting his hard erection poke her in the belly button.

      “Thought you’d never ask,” he replied. “Where?”

      “I have a room,” Stephanie said.

      “Oh, so this wasn’t off the cuff?” he laughed.

      “Neither of us have cuffs,” she reminded him, still stroking.

      “Commander Machesky to the bridge,” the intercom suddenly rang out, drowning all other noise in here. “Commander Machesky, you are needed on the bridge.”

      “Well, fuck,” Stephanie grunted.

      And she’d gotten so wet. Her toys were going to need a solid recharge when she was done with them later.

      “Sorry,” she said, letting go of that polestar and heading to grab her towel so she could get dry.

      Captain Kelenov knew where she was if they’d called her here. At the same time, he hadn’t brought the ship up from the casual yellow alert they’d maintained for several days.

      Still, duty called. Even if Stephanie was going to be squirming uncomfortably for a while.

      The life of an explorer.
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        * * *

      

      Stephanie entered Boston’s bridge at a soft jog. The call from Captain Kelenov hadn’t indicated any trouble, and they were maintaining the standard yellow alert he had ordered two days ago when Boston first crossed the theoretical line separating Kiriel Sector from the place called Haunted Space. The ship and crew were calm, but attentive and ready for anything that might come about.

      It was autopilot for her to enter from the starboard center of the round bridge and turn left. Two paces put her at her station. Power it on and quickly scan nearby space.

      In addition to First Explorer, she was also Boston’s Science Officer. Up until now, Lauma had been handling things from her Communications Officer station, a quarter of the way around the outer ring.

      “Reporting for duty,” she called as she moved to her station, bending over to bring her screens live in a way that just happened to stick her bottom out at anyone who happened to want to look. It was a good crew, and she’d slept with many of them at one time or another, just to help develop that personal contact. “What are we looking for?”

      “Lauma?” Captain Kelenov asked.

      He held court at the center of the circular bridge, behind Lieutenant Theo Hawk on Navigation and Senior Lieutenant Haley Alken as Space Defense Officer. Throw in Commander PaceyAliyev, the android Quartermaster who was Boston’s Second Explorer, and Kelenov had the first team with him today.

      “Prior astronomical observations have indicated a star with planets in the life-bearing zone, approximately one light-year off our starboard bow, down about a quarter light-year from our current travel plane,” Lauma said.

      Boston’s Communications Officer was barely 5’ 1” tall, so Stephanie’s same height, but much skinnier with darker skin, an ochre brown deeper than bronze. She generally had a moody feel about her, and the size of her personality gave you the impression of her being much taller, until you walked right up to stand next to the woman. Stern, gray eyes and closely-cropped peach fuzz in strawberry blond just accentuated that look.

      Stephanie watched her various screens as she listened to the woman.

      “Go on,” she prompted, glancing back to where Lauma was smiling at her. Watching her bottom, as it were, since Stephanie was bent over to study her screen with that ass pointed out at the rest of the bridge.

      “We’re picking up strange radio-frequency emissions. Nothing coherent,” the woman continued. “Artificial, but we’re too far away to really identify. No Rovell vessel has ever gotten even this close, but long-range passive scans have not shown any life forms on the planet.”

      “Understood,” Stephanie said.

      Lauma would listen for signs of intelligent, tool-using life. That was what a Comm Officer did. Stephanie started dialing in things a different way. Oxygen levels visible as spectrographs. Water vapor and temperature readings. All of it pointed to an inhabitable planet, but as Lauma had said, nobody seemed to be transmitting anything coherent.

      Didn’t mean anything, as they might be too primitive. Or there might be an exceptional set of radiation belts around the planet, swallowing up all the normal radio frequencies, or shifting them to odd bands.

      Stephanie found Lauma’s signal. Nicely squared off, as Lauma had said. Artificial, beyond all reasonable doubt.

      “Captain, the planet itself appears inhabitable from here,” Stephanie called back over her shoulder. “Recommend we approach and explore.”

      “Mr. Hawk, plot us a course and engage Warp Displacer,” Kelenov ordered.

      “Aye-aye, sir,” Hawk replied.

      Stephanie stayed bent over in such a way that her full breasts just rested on the console, holding them up. Her main screen was a small holographic viewer that emerged from the console like a shoebox on the long end, slightly wider at the base than the top, but allowing her to look down into it and see things better in three dimensions.

      Quickly, they crossed that final light year, the details growing more crisp and visible on her screens as they did. Finally, they approached.

      The planet had a pair of moons, both roughly medium-sized, with the smaller one farthest out by a considerable distance. The planet itself looked homey enough, with her readouts suggesting that it would be more blue than green when they got close enough to see it with optical devices.

      Stephanie assigned half of all sensor power to study the planet below as they closed, while the other half was set to passively observe and scan nearby space as the ship moved forward. Better safe than sorry.

      Nothing jumped out and went boo as they approached, and Theo Hawk professionally inserted the ship into a standard orbit over the planet’s equator.

      “Hey, that’s interesting,” Stephanie said out loud, mostly to get the captain’s attention.

      “What do you have, Machesky?” he asked, rising from his station to walk next to her.

      “The outer moon is artificial,” she said. “Main screen?”

      “Go ahead.”

      She keyed a few switches and turned to watch as the main projector shifted to echo hers.

      “See the readouts on the left side?” she said loud enough for everyone to hear.

      “Hollow?” Kelenov asked.

      “It reads that way to me, given the low gravity deflections we are picking up on our scanners,” she replied. “About what I would expect from a ship that size. The exterior appears real enough but might be worth scanning from close in while a team goes down to the surface of the planet itself. I’m also picking up what look like surface ruins in both places from here. Extremely old and almost fallen in on themselves, but it looks like there are extensive tunnels underneath.”

      “Atmosphere around the moon?” he asked.

      “None.” Stephanie double-checked. “Dead as a rock.”

      “Very good,” he said, moving back to his command station throne. “You’ll take a team to the planetary surface. Commander Aliyev will remain here as Second Explorer, just in case we subsequently find something on the moon worth pursuing while you’re going down.”

      “Permission to take Hege down with me?” she asked, referring to Lead Marine Hege bint Mee’ha al-d’Aramitz, Boston’s fencing chief.

      “No life forms detected?” he confirmed, probably wondering why she wanted that marine with her.

      As if Stephanie wouldn’t want an expert in primitive close combat, including poniard, rapier, longsword, long-axe, longbow, crossbow, and bolo.

      “None currently,” Stephanie said. “We can only scan so deep, so it might be possible that there are people in the catacombs, hidden beneath the static I’m getting.”

      “Do we know what’s causing that signal?” he asked.

      “Not yet.” Stephanie stood tall.

      As tall as 5’1 could be, looking up his 6’1 when he was standing square. The man like to describe himself a Cossack, with his wavy, dark hair and trim build. And a really nice cock.

      “Approved,” he said. “And you’ll need a planetologist or geologist, as well.”

      “I’ll ask the curator who is best out of his department, but I already assumed he’ll want to go himself,” Stephanie said.

      Kagiso Schultheiß, Boston’s Curator. The Head of the Sciences Department. Stephanie’s old job until she had been promoted to First Explorer by Davis Kelenov.

      Had it already been two years now? Felt both longer and shorter. Like a vision she might wake up from at some point.

      Stephanie occasionally dreamed of a version of herself that was well over six feet tall. Muscular like a weightlifter, with her brown hair buzzed short and a body most men would kill to have. But she always woke to find herself petite. Curvier than Haley Alken, seated across the bridge right now with her finger on the shield array controls and ready at a moment’s notice.

      “Just be safe, First Explorer,” Kelenov nodded as she started to move.

      “Always, Captain,” Stephanie grinned back.

      After all, how dangerous could an old, abandoned planet be?
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