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Conrad

[image: C:\Users\Suzzana\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\IE\X9IUD7M8\phoenix[1].jpg]

Conrad Anderson Tucker sat at the helm of his ship, the Blue Phoenix. He gazed into the dark depths before him. The emptiness of space drove some people insane, made them lethargic and depressed. He loved it. It was his home. He loved it when they entered another galaxy, and its stars shone brightly, opening up a new avenue and adventure for him. He was a born explorer, a warrior, and so was the crew of the Blue Phoenix. 

How he wished Rosa had felt the same way. She was gone. His mind drifted from the blackness to his beloved Rosa, now a memory and soon-to-be ex-wife. Human and not cut out for space exploration, she’d had enough and wanted to go home to Earth. Con tried but couldn’t stop her. She claimed she was homesick and needed to step on solid earth once again. Even though he loved her, he let her go home. He hoped the visit would be enough that she’d miss him and their love. He was wrong. Space was nowhere for a delicate human-like Rosa. 

The time she spent away from him only made her realize even more how much she hated space exploration. Con found that hard to comprehend. After all, she’d spent most of her childhood on alien soil. However, many people needed stability. Many came back to the uncivilized world of deep space after a while away from the unknown. Once it was in your blood, it was hard to filter out. 

Letting her leave him and the Alliance was the right thing to do. That was until she’d told him she was filing for a divorce now that she was back on Earth. 

“I’m not letting you go, Rosa. This talk of divorce is ridiculous. You’re homesick and space-lagged. It happens to the best of us. You’re talking nonsense. We love each other, baby. You can’t mean that.”

Her tears always undid him. Now, she was holding them back, but he could see the pain on her face. “Con, I can’t do this anymore. I’m not sure of anything, especially of my feelings for you. Please understand that I need to do this. I’m also resigning from the Alliance. I’ve had my share of space exploration. I want to go home. Do you realize that I have never been to Earth? I’m human, and it’s my mother planet, and I have no idea what it’s like to live there.”

Her words crushed him and broke his heart, but it was for the best. However, he could sympathize with her; He’d never been to his home planet of Ventura, either. 

He nodded. “Rosa, then leave. I made a commitment when I joined the Alliance to keep all who want peace safe. I despise slavery, and that’s a huge part of our mission out here. I’m a warrior. It’s in my blood. I can’t stop you, and I won’t. I love you and always will. Perhaps letting you go and giving you time might help you see what you want out of life. I want it all, baby, you and space. I thought we wanted the same. I guess I was wrong.”

“Con, I thought I wanted all of this. But I love children. I want a family; raising them out here is not what I want in no man’s land. I want a home on Earth. I’d never make you leave what you love, the Blue Phoenix. This is your home; however, it never was mine. I thought you were enough. I was wrong. I need more, and leaving you is the hardest thing I will ever do in my life. I pray I don’t live to regret it. But, I, too, must follow my heart, and that heart beckons me to Earth.”

And little did he know that she’d made all the arrangements, packed everything she owned, and had a transport coming for her within the next twenty-four hours. Her belongings were already in the docking bay, and she’d moved to the crew’s quarters. She wouldn’t even be spending her last hours in his bed. 

He had to departmentalize his anger and bottle it up for future use. Rosa made her decision clear. She was leaving him for good and ending what he thought was the love affair of a lifetime. He was wrong. Con knew he’d never give his heart to another. Rosa Little took away what little human emotions he had left.

Dealing with his human side and the emotions that came with it wasn't easy. Rosa was his first love, and he was sure she’d be his last. But she was right. Living on a space cruiser was no place to raise a family. That he wasn’t willing to give it up and go with her to Earth had become a problem. 

As she stood in the docking bay, ready to board the transporter, he realized that part of his life was over.

“Rosa, I hope you find happiness. I am committed. Leaving the Blue Phoenix isn’t an option for me. Please stay with me tonight so we can say our goodbyes,” he asked.

“I thought about staying here with you, loving you, but I can’t. I just can’t.” Now, the tears began to roll down her lovely cheeks. “Can you understand that I can’t be with you one last time? I can’t let our physical love get in the way of what I know is best for you and me. I won’t let you make a decision you’ll regret for the rest of your life. Please, please, understand, Con.”

Unfortunately, he did. “Go, Rosa. Just go.” He held out his hand for her to shake. Her eyes searched his, and then she took his hand. Abruptly, robotically, she turned and left him standing alone in what was once their home on the Blue Phoenix.

As he sat there and thought back, he realized that she’d only been gone for a little over two months. Hell, he missed her. Every time he entered his quarters, he could smell her. When he slept, he dreamt of her, and when he jerked off, it was always with her on his mind. 

Recently, he'd had a slight distraction when a Corrilian whore boarded. She wanted nothing to do with any of his crew but made a move on him. He’d been reluctant to take her up on her offer, but then he received his divorce decree. It was then that he chose a new cabin and gave in to her advances. He rubbed his crotch at the thought when a voice sounded over his communicator.

“Captain.” It was the deep, sexy female voice of his communications officer, Jenna. 

“Yes,” he answered. 

“I’m heading toward the bridge, and I’ve checked our location. We’re almost at Beta 55. We’ll be able to drop off their supplies and head toward Ravel 90. That mining colony needs the explosives we’re carrying. When we complete that mission, I have a number of the crewmembers whining their alien asses off. Some R and R, Sir?” she asked. “Some fun time would make my job a lot easier, Captain. We’re all a little itchy.”

He knew her meaning well. “Jenna, tell them I’ll decide when we’ll be taking a break. I have a fucking job to do.”

“Yes, Sir,” she answered. “Maybe you can give this a little more thought. You know how well they perform when they let off a little steam.”

She made him smile because he knew what she was driving at, because, at the moment, his cock was itching. “You’re very persuasive, Jenna. I’ll give your request careful consideration. And Jenna, is that Corrilian whore still on board, or did we drop her off at the last stop?”

“Let me check with the DNA tracer. With the size of the crew, that little tracer makes my job easy,” she drawled. “Let me see. There’s her blip. She’s still here. You need her services?”

“Yeah, tell her to meet me at my quarters, my new cabin, in about an hour.”

“Aye, aye, Sir. And Con, I’m sorry about Rosa. I miss her too.”

“Thanks, Jenna. I think most of the crew misses her, too, especially the few kids on board. She had a small classroom, and those kids enjoyed having her as their teacher.”

“I know this is a battleship,” Jenna added, “But we always have families on board. It’s part of our job to help get the new settlements established. One of the Gottspires took over the classrooms. So far, I hear it’s doing a great job.”

“Excellent. Thanks for the update.”

“Yes, Sir. I’ve given the Corrilian your request. She’s agreed to meet you in one hour. “

“Thanks again, Jenna.”

“My job, Captain.”

When the intercom went silent, Conrad sat and watched the dark void of space through the enormous portal. His cock was now beginning to ache. 

He turned to his second in command. “Take over, Mack. I’m going back to my quarters. I need a good blow job to clear my head.”

Mack, a human, chuckled. “I agree with you there, Captain. It clears more than the mind.”

When Conrad stood up, his six-foot-eight-inch frame was impressive. He was all muscle but wasn’t as tall as a purebred Wharthon because his mother had been human.

Most Wharthons were over seven feet tall; Conrad lacked a few inches. However, his features were more alien than human. His eyes were as black as coal, and he had pale, clear skin and no noticeable body hair except for the thick dark hair on his head. He didn’t wear his hair like most Wharthons, in a shoulder-length style. Instead, because his human mate desired it, he chose a short, spiky cut. However, Rosa was gone, and his days of resembling the human half were over. His hair had already begun to grow, and he wore it in a short ponytail and now looked more Wharthon than human.

Finally, he felt at ease with who he was.

Anatomically, he’d inherited his father’s muscular physique and Wharthon cock. It was a large cock, with a muscle down the back, making it a fucking machine. Like all Wharthons, he had command of his ejaculation and the ability to stop the flow of fertile sperm.

Sexually compatible with humans and Wharthon females, he’s able to impregnate both. Conrad was a perfect half-breed specimen.

The one discerning feature he also inherited from his father was something he could have done without, namely, his fangs. Intricate mechanisms, sharp, slender, hollow eyeteeth, made to pierce an artery or a delicate vein. 

His species required ingesting a few ounces of blood at least once a month to survive. They could kill their victims, like traditional vampires of lore. Yet,  Wharthons never took a life when feeding. Referred to as a space vampire, Wharthons were a feared species.  

The whole experience of taking blood was a swift and necessary one. Along with the lore is a sexual myth that sex with a vamp is unbelievably satisfying. For a Wharthon, it was no myth but a reality.

However, by nature, they’re not killers, and their saliva contains healing properties. Once bitten, a simple swipe of a tongue heals the wound. However, they can kill just as quickly with their strong jaws.

Wharthons, overall, are a civilized and peaceful species. Not until they discovered space exploration did they gain the unsavory reputation of space vampires. 

Conrad’s bite wasn’t as vicious or as needy as it sounded. Because of his DNA and many human traits, he didn’t need blood monthly to stay healthy. His bite, usually coupled with a sexual encounter, was incredibly erotic. 

Conrad had one relative left, his mother’s brother, Nathan. His uncle, a human, had tried to stop Rosa from returning to Earth, but he couldn't get through to her.

His last conversation with him gave him little comfort.

“Con, let her go. I’ve tried to talk to her. Rosa despises the dark, cold void of space. We’re warriors, and you can’t take that out of our blood. Human or Wharthon, we crave the darkness, the uncertainty, and the adventure of space exploration.”

“Sure, Uncle, but I love her. Isn’t that supposed to mean something? How can she just up and leave me if she says she loves me?”

“She’s not like Jersey or Patrice, and certainly not Chantelle. She is a teacher and wants out of the Alliance. Rosa wants to go back to Earth. You need to know when it’s time to let go, Con.”

“I envy you. Chantelle is a beautiful female and Wharthon. Uncle, you have it all.”

“You know my relationship with Chantelle wasn’t an easy one. It was a fucking bumpy road. She’s strong-willed, thick-headed, and fucking domineering. I had to make concessions, and because I love her, I did. However, we want the same thing: to explore deep space and embark on adventures.

You have one of the newest ships in the Alliance, the Blue Phoenix. When you took that command, you knew the consequences. Humans are a strange species. We can either be ruthless or over compassionate and, frankly, assholes. Earth still has its conflicts, but it has learned that waging war on its own species is ridiculous and dangerous. It is a haven. Rosa wants more. Honestly, Con, I can never go back to Earth. This black void of nothingness has captured my heart, and I know Chantelle’s. It has yours also. Need I tell you more?”

Conrad knew his uncle was right. It still didn’t ease the pain in his heart or the anger. Rosa's leaving didn’t help his self-esteem either. His mind was always at war. Half human and half Wharthon, there was still a part of him that felt like an outcast.

Over the last two years, he commanded one of the Alliance’s newest battle starships, the Blue Phoenix. He was the youngest commander and the first half-breed to rise so quickly through the Alliance's ranks.

It was almost two years ago that he’d rescued Rosa and a few others from death. Now, it seemed like an eternity. 

He had no place to call home but his ship. He was born on a distant planet where his parents had met and mated. Earth wasn’t his home, and neither was Ventura, the Wharthon home planet. At times, Conrad felt like he was floating in space and wondered if he wanted more than just to command a starship. 

The beautiful Corrilian whore was at his cabin door. Her lavender skin was sleek and blemish-free, and her long, white, silky hair set off her large green eyes. She was a cavalcade of exotic hues, with large breasts, wide, curvy hips, and very human features. His cock was already hard.

“Oh, captain,” her soft voice echoed.

He gave her a big grin. “You know what I want and need. Are you up to it?” he teased, knowing Corrilian whores could suck and fuck, twenty-four-seven.

“Open your door and find out.”

He swiped the viewer screen and let her in. She sashayed over to him and untied the straps to her silver shift, letting it fall to the ground, revealing her luscious, naked body. 

“What do you desire first? Sucking or fucking?”

He unzipped the tight black trousers of his uniform and released his hard cock. “You take it from here,” he groaned as his hand played with his erection.

She fell to her knees and licked the tip. “Mm, you taste divine,” she moaned.

He slipped down in his chair, giving her more access to his aching member. Her long, enticing tongue wrapped around him and pulled him hard. Repeatedly, her hands ran up and down his shaft, playing with his balls until he began to moan. 

She then looked up at him and slid her mouth from him. “Mm, give me your seed, Wharthon. Fill my mouth.”

He entangled his hands in her hair and shoved his aching cock deep down her throat. Back and forth, in and out, he fucked her mouth and then let his orgasm ripped through him. His ejaculation was fierce and lasted longer than most human males. His seed spilled all over her lips, down her neck. The Corrilian took every bit of what he had to give her. However, one ejaculation was just the beginning. Con would come again, maybe even a third time, before he was satisfied. So, he needed to fuck her and hard. 

She quickly stood, turned her back to him, bent slightly, and offered him her ass. He grabbed her, bowed his head, and licked her wet, warm entrance. 

“Oh yes, my Captain,” she muttered.

He then pulled her body onto his still rigid member and began fucking her plump derrière. All he could think of was Rosa and how he missed her. But she was history, and he had to move on. Pushing Rosa from his mind, Con rammed his cock into Fern and found a rhythm that would soon make him explode. Finally, he came again, and it was bittersweet.
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The beautiful Corrilian could fuck for hours, and he needed to do just that. After over an hour, with his cock still engorged and still pumping away inside of her, she begged him to bite her, and he did, tasting her sweet Corrilian blood. 

“Oh, yesssssss!” she screamed.

As he sucked on her vital vein and savored her blood, her orgasm rumbled through her, and her entire body convulsed. Slowly and methodically, he licked at the two small puncture wounds, healed them, and then his orgasm ripped through him. Again, the pleasure didn’t outweigh what he truly craved, his wife. 

The Corrilian whore moved from him and quickly dressed. There were no soft words or caring between them. Both remained quiet, and before she left, she thanked him.

“Captain, thank you, but as you know, my services come at quite a high price.”

He handed her his credit pack. “Take what you need. And make yourself available to me while you’re on board my ship.”

She entered her code into his credit pack and handed it back to him. “I was wondering when I’d get your call. From the moment I saw you, Captain, I was curious. You do have a reputation as a fierce leader, and being half-human, you piqued my curiosity. Humans are extremely sexual but have limitations; however,  Wharthons don’t. The combination is invigorating and exhausting. You’re more than just a lauded warrior; you far exceeded any of my expectations. I am always at your disposal, Captain,” she said. 

“If you’re here when I need you again, I’ll call you.”

“I hope so,” she said quietly, then added. “She broke your heart, but as they say, time heals all wounds. You will love again, Captain.” He was aware that the Corrilian could sense his emotions and attributes of her species.

“I don’t need anyone’s advice. What I’ll need is your sex, nothing more.”

“As you wish,” she said, bowed, and then left.

Conrad was spent and somewhat satisfied with the Corrilian. His cock no longer ached. However, his heart did. Rosa had left him a bitter man. 

Love would never again be an emotion that he’d allow himself to feel. The coldhearted Wharthon took control. Even the beautiful Corrilian couldn’t move him. 

He checked out his star maps and wondered how his Uncle Nathan was faring. He swiped his viewer and called up The Red Spider, Chantelle’s ship. Her stunning face appeared on the screen.

“Hey, Con, how are you?”

“Great, Chantelle. A little lonely sometimes, but I’ll get over it.”

Another face appeared next to Chantelle’s. It was his uncle’s. “Hey, there, Con, how are they hangin'?”

“Hey Nathan, I just had my pipes cleaned by a gorgeous Corrilian whore. They’re hanging fine.”

Chantelle gave him a frown. “Brokenhearted, my ass,” she scolded. “Wharthon males aren’t very different from human males, or any male.”

Nathan kissed her on the cheek. “Baby, it’s fucking and nothing more. Making love, that’s a whole other experience.”

She nudged Nathan on the shoulder, and their playfulness with one another made Conrad smile. How he wanted what they had,  and he’d thought he had until Rosa broke his heart. “We’re on our way for some R &R to Clara 555. My crew needs a break, and so do I.”

“Well, enjoy. It’s been quiet out here, aside from the damn slavery shit, rather serene.”

“Honestly,” Chantelle added, “It’s boring. We think we may stop and see Criton and Jersey. I hear the baby is growing like a weed. Perry and Patrice are visiting them. They’re all so domesticated. What has happened? But they’re happy, and that’s all that matters.”

He gave her a huge smile. Chantelle was a true warrior, and her presence in the Alliance led to more Wharthon females joining the cause.

“Not everyone can be like you two,” Conrad said.

Nathan tapped the screen. “You’re like your father. He was always looking for adventure, but when he met my sister, he fell hard. Together, they joined a colonization group and decided to become explorers. Your father loved my sister. The accident that took them devastated my parents and his. Con, running in your veins is the best of both worlds. 

Letting Rosa go was the right thing to do. Let’s face it, you could have gone with her, but that would have been a disaster for you both. You did the right thing. Our offspring will grow up in the vast world of space exploration. Male or female, we’ll create a new generation of born explorers.”

Conrad ran his fingers through his hair. “Maybe I should have gone with her. Maybe I made a mistake. What you say sounds great, but I need the right partner, like you, with Chantelle. ”

“There are no maybes, Con.”

Conrad knew his uncle was right. He’d made a choice, and so had she. He had to move on.

Chantelle touched the screen. “Baby, you will meet that one female who will suit you to a tee.” Then she giggled. “Your uncle’s idioms have rubbed off on me. What I mean, Con, is that you will find love again. Until then, you mustn’t change for anyone.”

“Thanks, Chantelle. What I need is a woman like you, an adventurer. Eh, until then, I’ll sample what there is out there.” He gave her a seductive grin. “Talk soon. Have a great time with Criton and Jersey. Tell them I said hello.”

Chantelle threw him a kiss, and Nathan gave him a thumbs-up. His screen went blank. He sighed. An hour ago, he had two massive orgasms, yet his cock still ached. He hit the viewer screen and called up the Carillion whore.

Her lovely face appeared, and her soft, sexy voice answered, “Yes, Captain.”

“I have credits to burn, and I need to ease the tension. Can you come to my quarters again?”

“Of course, Captain. I can use the credits; however, after our last session, you know I’d fuck you for free.”

“Thanks, but I pay my way, even in fucking. You have a name?”

“Yes, of course, it’s Blymanta, and I’m at your service. When do you require me to come to your quarters?’

“Now, Blymanta.”

“Yes, my Captain, I’ll be right there.”

He pushed the viewer away from him and rubbed his cock. Damn, he was hard again and wasn’t sure how long it would take his ardor to subside. It didn’t matter that the whore could keep up with him. That was all that mattered.
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Fern
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Fern Lafayette’s body erupted with her first orgasm. Her juices flowed, and the alien trader licked at her cream. 

“Mm, so good, so delicious. I love human women and the way they respond to me.”

She caught her breath. She’d come before, sexual gratification wasn’t new to her, but this creature’s tongue was a damn dynamo.

“Oh God,’ she said breathlessly. “ Bintock, that tongue can get any woman off.”

“Fern, let me eat your ass too. I swear I’ll rock your world.”

She leaned on an elbow and faced the green alien. “That will cost you more. I don’t come cheap.”

“I’ll pay. Tell me how much?”

“Um, one thousand credits, I think that’s a fair amount.”

“Oh, thank you. Please lie down and let me finish tasting you.”

She did as he asked and spread her thighs wide as the lizard-like alien, a Brozark, licked her pussy clean.

He then rubbed his long fingers along the creases and crevices of her hairless inner core. “So pink, so wet, my tongue aches to lick you some more.”

The Brozark did what he said and bent his enormous head down between her legs as his snake-like tongue licked at her folds. Again, she orgasmed, giving him more of her juices as he greedily lapped them up. Next, he licked her ass, his tongue groping her tight butt hole until it found the entrance. 

“That tongue, it’s a thing of beauty,” she moaned as it played inside of her. 

The Brozark had a small, extra stiff little appendage at the edge of its long tongue. It was a handy little additive, which was able to play at her clit, arousing it even more.

Repeatedly, the Brozark’s tongue licked her ass, playing with her clit, and brought her to another climax. Once again, her body gushed in pleasure and filled the creature’s mouth full of her juices. 

Fern was exhausted and pushed the Brozark’s head from her.

“Well, Bintock, I’m done. Maybe Maria, next door, will be able to give you more, but me, I’m all fucked out.”

“Tomorrow?” he asked.

“Maybe, I’m not sure what ships will be stopping in for some R & R. Look me up. That’s all that I can promise.”

The Brozark, because it was a massive alien, scared the shit out of many, but they were harmless and cowards. They also had a weakness for human females. Brozark males were drawn to the way they smelled, tasted, and were content to lick the skin of a human female. It had a cock, but it was small and only used to rid its body of fluids. Their tongue was their sex organ. When they achieved an orgasm, their tongues vibrated and caused a landslide effect throughout their large bodies. During oral sex, their increased saliva acted much like a human male’s ejaculation, and the stiff little tip was much like a human penis when erect. 

Fern never complained; the orgasms the Brozark delivered were over the top, but she could only withstand six or seven of them in a few hours. 

Bintock took out his communicator. “May I call you tomorrow? Maria said she could accommodate me now. So, my beauty, I’m off for some more pussy.”

She shook her head and laughed. Bintok closed the door to her quarters and left. 

Fern slid her legs over the silk sheets and to the side, then stood and stretched. Soon, the caretakers would change the bedding and refresh her wardrobe. She had to be ready for some of her regular customers. After her interlude with Bintock, she needed a hot shower. Tomorrow, there would be an onslaught of ships coming in for some needed rest and relaxation. There was money to make.
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