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Out Toward the Stars 

 
Capt. Theremin has little experience with self-
doubt. At 55-years old, he has flown most every 
type of modern space vessel, and visited twelve 
star-systems.  His current job, as senior 
commander of the long-haul freighter, Starship 
Rimshot, has proven his mastery of both 
navigation and confident even-handed 
management of his crew.  After all this, as he 
looks out his cabin window, seeing the large Red 
Eye of Jupiter in partial eclipse behind the gray 
surface of Ganymede, our Capt. has doubts. 
Laying on his bed, with her smooth thighs wide 
open, Delonia, Queen of the Vega Star-system, 
smiles and plays with her erect nipples.  Our 
Capt. knows his aging body is up for any 
pleasant playtime with human females, but his 
love for Delonia overwhelms his reason.  
He is obsessed with her beauty and her laughter.
No words enter his mind.  Only joy.  Only intense 
sexual desire.



The Capt. decides his tongue is not useful as a 
primary form of communication.  He prefers
music, or carefully chosen words on paper.  At 
times, spontaneous speech strikes to the core of 
the matter, urgent ideas bypassing all censoring 
filters, and a person says exactly what they mean. 
More often intricate thoughts get lost in 
translation, the verbal ability not up to the task 
of detailed and specific communication.  
This is especially true when attempting to voice
intangibles:  tenderness, love, sexual desire, 
spiritual experiences, and more.   A simple idea: 
“I wanna fuck you in the ass,” is beautifully 
concise, detailing a specific plan of action.  But, it 
does not include tenderness, love and the good
sense of humor present at the moment those 
words are spoken. 

A passing stranger, a person reading those 
words in a book, a person watching a video, may 
not fully appreciate the whole story.  When the 
pretty, young and lovely Queen of a Star System,
holds a shiny butt-plug up  to her lover and says:
“Put it in my ass.” 



A casual reader might easily miss all the 
anticipation and pent-up joy both humans felt, 
perhaps for days, leading up   to that one 
moment in time.  Only if we have had personal 
experience with such things would we 
understand the pure physical pleasure for both 
the man and the woman, and realize the action 
is a sacred ritual, an expression of honest, mutual 
and joyful love.

In this manner, Capt. Theremin of the Starship
Rimshot inserted a shimmery titanium celestial 
object into the  anatomy of Delonia, Queen of 
the Vega Star-system.



Capt. Theremin Up On Green-Crack Sativa

The tongue is essential, and blissfully busy whilst 
licking the vaginal folds of cheerful, friendly, 
well-scrubbed and entirely willing young women. 
Whilst licking  gives a polite and slightly British 
connotation to the event.  No reason to be 
vulgar or rude when thinking about, speaking of, 
nor participating in  such lovely events.  In such 
situations, Capt. Theremin relies almost entirely 
upon his rogue Irish tongue to communicate 
every detail of ardent emotions.  Often, outside 
the atmosphere of Earth, beyond the transitory
inclinations of social norms, words truly have no 
value.  And even the best music would be a 
distraction.  Sighs, moans and inarticulate
whispers say far more than words or music.  

Capt. Theremin's highly visible aching erection 
says far more than this writer can craft into 
words.  Far more moving than our best 
rock'n'roll.   And, Queen Delonia is greatly 
moved.  



Between planets, between star-systems, Starship 
Rimshot carries joyful lovers, and numerous 
young women cheerfully leave their Earthly lives 
to smoke sativa and indica in well-ventilated 
cabins, and keep Capt. Theremin in tip-top 
shape, his body taut and satisfied, his mind 
creative and alert. Often the Queen of Vega joins 
in, threesomes, foursomes, etc.

As commander of a commercial trading vessel, 
our Capt. has far more freedom of action, and 
freedom of thought than his fellow officers in 
government service.  The 280-year-old 
MacFarland-Berry Intergalactic Transport 
Corporation allows senior officers as much 
longitude and latitude as they require.
As long as cargo and scouting ships fulfill the
company objectives, the captains and the crews, 
chose their own lifestyles and methods of
operation, with no corporate meddling.  For this 
reason, the secondary holding area of Starship 
Rimshot, often contains about 320,000 square 
feet of primo  Pacific Northwest indica and 
sativa. (About 1000 standard 21st Century 
shipping 40-foot containers.)



The weed cargo is not an official company 
product, just a lucrative side gig for Starship
Rimshot crew.

The Martian and Ganymede colonies, and three 
hundred-twelve mining stations in the asteroid 
belt welcome the annual arrival of Rimshot 
weed, often closing down most businesses, to 
enjoy a two or three day weed-fest.  Capt. 
Theremin remains the most popular celebrity 
between Mars and Saturn.  The bars and 
brothels of Ganymede also look forward to visits 
of the Rimshot, though they never, ever, under 
any circumstances close down business. 
Ganymede is the favorite tourist destination for 
wealthy citizens of our solar system, as well as 
intergalactic tourists from Alpha Centauri and 
Wolf 359.   Thousands of people and non-
humans enjoy the health benefits of Pacific 
Northwest weed, making a billion-dollar
personal profit for the Rimshot crew almost 
every year.



Miss Polly Dreams of Lt. Alastair McGonagal

Few events excite a young Earth-girl more than 
traveling in the company of Lt. Alastair 
McGonagal.  The handsome, tall and slender
young Naval officer, moved easily into civilian 
life and a good job on Starship Rimshot.  His 
adventures subduing the insectoid pirates 
among stars in constellation Taurus had become 
legendary, being feature articles with lavish 
images, in most teen magazines.  In short, Lt.
McGonagal at age thirty-six was a babe-magnet 
for human women in two galaxies, and non-
human women on several distant planets.  

Miss Polly DeBois was no exception.  She had
been out for dinner and dancing with Lt. 
McGonagal in San Francisco, only three years 
ago, and remembers each moment with digital 
accuracy (many moments captured on her cell-
phone.)  The most endearing moments came, 
and came and came  some more, in Alastair's 
yurt, among cedars and redwood trees on a high 
bluff of Marin County.  A naked girl in a yurt in



June, in the eager hands of a famous Scottish 
space-warrior, is about as much joy and personal 
attention any Earth-girl could stand.  Looking 
into his hazel-brown eyes, with his strong hands 
on both her breasts.  What's a girl to do?

Besides that, Polly was in love, well before 
arriving at the yurt.

Now, as she combs her long, wavy red hair, and 
looks out into   cold morning fog over San 
Francisco Bay, she misses Alastair, desperately! 
She makes bold attempts not to cry into her 
fragrant, steaming mug of Fisherman's Wharf 
espresso. But tears falls.  Not allowing herself to 
linger in sadness, she bundles herself in a thick 
sweater, puts own her rain-hat   and goes 
shopping.  Market Street remains the best place 
on the West Coast to outfit a girl for star-travel, 
with wardrobes tailored to most any exotic 
planetary environment.  Alastair has sent her a
round-trip fare to the jungle-world of Bwondi, 
located just this side of Proxima Centauri.  She 
will spend two weeks with Alastair in a canoe, 
exploring the flora and fauna of a remote region 



on Bwondi.  Alastair has assured her: the insects, 
arachnids and snakes there don't bite. On
Bwondi,  all those crawly creatures find humans 
offensive and unappealing in all ways.  We smell 
bad. We taste worse.

Now, back home, wearing her new white pith-
helmet and short yellow skirt, Polly can hardly 
wait!  She literally jumps up and down on her 
trampoline, imagining jumping up and down on 
Alastair's sturdy queen-size bed.  Alastair's large 
yurt contained a queen-size bed, two lounge 
chairs and a pool table!  Polly warmly 
remembers be boinked, and boinked 
some more on each lovely piece of furniture.

Polly moves back to the kitchen, where she had 
been so terribly lonely earlier in the day.  She 
looks longingly at a holographic image of Lt. 
Alastair McGonagal in full-dress uniform, 
saluting his men.  And, Polly gets wet.  A simple, 
quick spontaneous response, which many 
Earth-girls have when looking at Lt. Alastair 
McGonagal.



Starship Rimshot Encounters Filament Beings 

No one is ever prepared for their first encounter 
with the Filament Beings of Lacaille 9352.  Few 
humans have ever  seen or felt a Filament Being. 
Before the Rimshot encounter,
only three verified contacts had been reported 
between humans and Filaments, all over one 
century ago.  With only vague descriptions, 
these sentient creatures of unknown chemical 
tissues, were eighty to one hundred miles in 
length.

It was a routine run from Earth, curving past 
Lacaille 9352 looking for new non-human 
customers before delivering product to several
planets in Alpha Centauri.  Two Mars-size planets 
in the Lacaille system, showed cities of 
reasonable size and development to cause 
further inquiry.  In most any population of
intelligent non-humans trade can be established. 



This has been a provable fact, from interactions 
over the past 200 years.  Distant places want 
what we have, and most often, we want what 
they have.  Even the squid-people of Hovkene-
12 love Earth carp and mud-bottom catfish. The 
bones of those fishes are highly nutritious to 
the squid, and apparently considered a tasty 
delicacy.  In exchange we carry home, diamonds 
formed in the depths of Hovkene oceans, larger, 
harder, and with more clarity than most Earth 
diamonds.
The first Lacaille planet held in orbit a moon 
slightly larger than Earth's moon. Coming 
around to the well-lit planetary side of the 
moon, Starship Rimshot was engulfed in 
tentacles, tendrils, and rock-hard beaks 200 to 
300 yards long and full of teeth.  The thickest 
tentacle measured one-mile in diameter, easily 
wrapping around, and holding firm, to the three 
mile length of Starship Rimshot.  Held in one 
long tentacle, our ship was poked and prodded 
by smaller filaments and tendrils, some as small 
as three inches in diameter.



This particular Filament Being was especially 
curious and gentle.  Not one outer panel or
instrument array was damaged by the firm grip 
of the large tentacle, and the small arms or legs 
simply tapped lightly on the hull, as if sounding 
or listening in some manner.  Some suction-ends 
of filaments attached to the hull, again, doing no
damage.  We felt we were being scanned in 
some unknown manner.  And the manner was 
physically uncomfortable and intrusive.  Near 
suction-end attachments, several crewmen and 
two crew-women,  reported electric tingling
sensations in and around their genitals, as if 
electric fingers where squeezing and caressing, 
or being inserted into orifices.  Although the 
sensation was oddly pleasurable, it was certainly 
an invasion of privacy, for which none of us were 
prepared.



Polly With Alastair in Neptune Bar No. 5

Neptune Bar No.5 is located well outside the 
Off-World Quarter of Cosmic Bliss Township on 
Ganymede, the largest moon of Jupiter (a moon 
only 900 miles skinnier than Planet Mars.)  The 
Off-World Quarter of Cosmic Bliss Township is
a tourist destination, much like Las Vegas or 
Disneyland, the place exists only to extract 
money from non-residents.  Local residents of 
Ganymede are mostly retired astronomers and 
geologists from many races, and from several 
galaxies. The moon was a peaceful science
facility for 350 years before investors made it a 
tourist destination.

Ganymede was an easy two-night stay before 
Polly and Alastair's far-off adventure on Bwondi. 
By time-oscillation transport, Bwondi lay another 
two weeks distant from Jupiter.
It was an opportunity to bar hop and listen to 
local jazz.  It was a pleasure to leave the bustle of 
tourists, and their irritating glamor and 
obnoxious smells.  



Much more fun explore and enjoy local bars and 
dance halls. The local population of small-town 
Ganymede, was polite and well-scrubbed, 
regardless of human or non-human origins, and 
none cared one fig for off-world glamor.  Even 
the handsome, eight-foot tall, suave 
paleontologists from Promixa, wore flannel shirts 
and blue jeans, and drank local beer.
The bar band were humans from Chicago.  One
musician played a theremin, which made Alastair 
laugh out loud.  He did not know his 
commanding officer was named for an old-Earth 
electronic instrument!  The band leader had 
studied Medieval and Renaissance music, which 
gave a cheerful bounce to the jazz dance-music, 
sounding much like the Terpsichore Dances  of 
Michael Praetorius.

And dance they did!  Alastair swung Polly across 
the dance floor as gracefully, and with the same 
calm self-assurance, as if he were docking the 
Rimshot in stationary orbit above Saturn. He 
playfully referred to the orbital maneuver above 
Saturn as “square-dancing on the wide rings of 
of Saturn.”



He easily swung Polly into a geosynchronous 
orbit around  four naked lesbians, who held the 
gravitational center of the Neptune Bar No. 5's 
dance floor.  On a raised platform the girls were 
more making-out  and having standing-sex 
rather than any recognizable from of popular 
dancing.

Polly was all for it!  Polly was deliciously 
polyamorous, a personal characteristic of sincere 
interest and pleasure to Alastair.   “My dear one,” 
he whispered into her ear, “After our canoe trip, 
perhaps we can visit Vega Prime.  On Vega 
polyamory is as well-respected and popular as 
monogamy was on ancient Earth.”



Jenny and Polly Talk About Boys

Jennifer Hoekstra is a well-educated Dutch girl 
serving as Chief Financial Officer for all official 
business transactions aboard Starship Rimshot. 
She is entirely aware of the side gigs of many 
crew-members, including the billion-dollar weed 
business.  She participates in none of those 
activities, and feels no obligation to report any
non-corporation transactions to her superiors at 
MacFarland-Berry Intergalactic Transport 
Corporation.  Truthfully, she knows her superiors 
do not care at all, as long as the side businesses 
never interfere with the massive flow of good 
and across parsecs, from planet to planet, with
trillions of dollars flowing back to Earth, into the 
bank accounts of company owners, MacFarland 
and Berry.

Polly met Jenny on her first visit to the Rimshot, 
four years previous, while the starship was in 
Earth orbit for a massive downloads of gold, 
diamonds and intergalactic currencies into the
vault of Intergalactic Transport in San Francisco. 



They become immediate friends, providing each
other all the juicy details  they knew about 
Alastair and Capt. Theremin.

“You know,” said Jenny, “Our Capt. is madly in 
love the a Queen, the actual Queen  of the Vega
Star-System!”



Android Susie Falls in Love with Polly

No human ever expects to win the heart of a 
machine. While visiting Alastair and Jenny 
aboard Starship Rimshot, Polly was left alone in a 
room with a housekeeper droid named, Susie. 
Polly sat quietly reading a book, while Susie 
washed dishes, vacuumed, then dusted and 
sorted, Alastair's collection cannabis pipes and 
jars of weed.  After completing these chores,
Susie sat in a chair close to Polly, and stared 
longingly at the human female. As if 
unconsciously fidgeting her hands, android Susie 
caressed a device which looked very much like a 
vibrator.  Susie turned the device on and off 
several times, caressing it and letting the 
vibrating unit jiggle her bronze breast-plates.

Polly did not know how to respond.



On Ganymede Jenny Meets Mr. Wonderful

Polly gave Jenny such a glowing and enticing 
report of the local joys on Ganymede, Jenny had 
to go and see the parks, bars, and  dance-
halls,and participate in the stimulating 
intellectual and physical orgies of Cosmic Bliss 
Township.  

A single girl has so many options, under the big 
swirling giant Jupiter!  The options are as huge 
as the planet.  Though not as completely, 
polyamorous as Polly, Jenny enjoys the beauty 
and allure of some women, but she prefers boys. 
The boy who caught her attention, and later 
whisked her off to Mars, was Alexander Claude 
Faure, a sculptor and impressionist music 
composer.  Often he composed chamber music 
to which his sculptures danced.  No only 
humanoid bronze figures danced, but also 
animate lifeforms of his original design, lanky 
fairy figures, and even graceful water buffalo.  



For Jenny, who had spent most of her lifetime on 
space-ships, the wide open spaces of Mars were 
much like a girl from the Bronx seeing Montana 
or New Mexico for the first time!  So much open 
space! As if humans were the very least 
important portion     of the landscape.  For 
Jenny, the landscape only existed as backdrop to 
her obsessive and overwhelming love for 
Alexander.   She also liked his art.  

Well, some of it.



Courageous Return to Fame and Fortune

After saving the Pleiades Sisters from fates worse 
than death. After decimating five planetary
infestations of the lecherous Insectoids of Brill, 
Capt. Theremin, Lt. McGonagal and the crew of 
Starship Rimshot  were welcomed home with 
parades!

Our heroes were celebrated in major cities of 
Earth, Mars, as well as cities on planets in Alpha 
Centauri, Vega, Wolf 359 and Lacaille 9352.  The 
Pleiades Sisters are not only popular because of
the Earth-constellation and Greek mythology as 
the daughter of the Titan Atlas.  Their parents
named them to honor the constellation and the 
legends, but as teen girls, the seven sisters 
formed a touring rock band, with solid 
intergalactic success.  Their six multimedia 
albums reached sales of 1.8 billion in less than 
five years.  (Only K-pop girls   of 21st Century 
Earth were as perky and cute, cheerful and 
adored by tens of millions!)



On tour in the constellation Taurus, the Seven 
Pleiades Sisters: Maia, Electra, Taygete, Celaeno, 
Alcyone, Sterope, and Merope
were taken hostage by roving Brill Insectoids! 
Brill pirates often raided unguarded rural 
colonies, and had never before massed enough 
fire-power or balls to attack major cities.

When I say these pirate Brill  had balls,  that is 
not precisely accurate.  The Brill Insectoids have
an arrangement of more or less hardened flaps 
and hooks as reproductive organs.  No balls to 
speak of.   Unfortunately, this human-size 
version of arthropod has an insatiable lust for 
human females, the pretty and younger the
better!   The pirates could not resist a ship full of 
hot, and valuable young women.  Some of the 
raiders looked like ugly grasshoppers, some 
looked like hideously deformed lobsters. 
Regardless of subspecies every pirate wished to 
mate with each one of the Seven Sisters, and 
procreate arthropod-human hybrid  babies with 
the seven human girls from the HD 23514 cluster 
of stars. 



“Not on my watch,” said Capt. Theremin to his 
crew.  With a surprise commando attack, led by 
the heroic and fearless      Lt. McGonagal, the 
Rimshot crew rescued the seven Pop Stars, 
unharmed.  And, the helpless arthropods were 
blasted into discrete molecules, no longer 
recognizable at life-forms.  To assure no further 
raids, Capt. Theremin positioned Rimshot in high 
orbit over several Brill infestations.  With use of 
high-yield stellar-class cannons, all that 
remained of fifty-thousand smelly grasshoppers 
and lobsters were ashes, and wide, slime-filled 
rivers of ooze.  Imagine the Mississippi River as a 
gelatinous oozing flow of boiled, viscous insect 
bodily fluids. 



Square-Dancing on the Wide Rings of Saturn

Capt. Theremin enjoys Lt. McGonagal's colorful 
description   of the skilled navigation which 
brings Starship Rimshot into geostationary orbit 
over Saturn.  Near the Rings, but not colliding 
with them.  Moving gracefully, with precision.

The Capt. sees his life as a continuous square-
dance, using the resources and personnel 
available, using the enticing music of billions of  
dollars  of hard intergalactic currency.  The Capt. 
is the Caller, keeping everyone in line, telling 
them when to Do-Si-Do, when to Allemande 
Left, when to Promenade.  He loves the big 
moves: Ladies In, Men Sashay.   This is what 
happens when his ship is loading or unloading, 
or when the ship is under attack.  Most often the 
female crew is inside the ship issuing orders and 
instructions, and the men do what they are told. 
Capt. Theremin has found his female officers 
efficient and 100% reliable in difficult situations. 



Cool-headed, making spontaneous decisions 
with pin-point accuracy.  Some of his male 
officers have a random style:  using a double-
barrel shotgun, when one single sniper shot
would do.  It may not be a matter of gender.
The Capt. chooses his crew well, each one best 
prepared for this or that specific task.

The big business of making money out among 
the stars....
All this interstellar commerce was once a wild, 
impossible dream of science fiction writers, not 
so long ago.  Only one or two lifetimes ago, a 
job like his did not exist with human ships and 
human crews.  Other species of intelligent life, 
crossed the distances and made fortunes eight
to ten centuries before humans got into the 
game.  Capt. Theremin studies their charts and 
their histories, learning from their mistakes.  One 
of the largest mistakes is believing one's own 
civilization, one's own perception of reality is the 
best or the only way  to do anything.



That sort of cultural arrogance has killed 
thousands of formerly successful  merchants, 
when trading with new forms of life.  Even 
humans trading with humans, while having only 
a polite, skin-deep, passing understanding of 
various cultural and religious imperatives, can 
cause quick and sudden death.

Being a Dance-Master  means: Knowing the 
moves.  Not only your favorite moves, but all 
available moves, in a wide variety of cultural 
circumstances.  The cosmos is a wide place, 
room enough for many different ways of life, and 
cultural goals.
The squid-people have no art and need no art. 
Their art is the best ways to raise or harvest food, 
and the best ways to live in water, 99% of one's
life.  Not all sentient species care to be 
underwater most of their lives.  Not all sentient
species are satisfied within their narrow 
biological and social limitations.
The Ether-eaters who live in the emission nebula, 
Bernard's Loop, have no use for physical objects 
of any kind.  They are a civilization of 
philosophers and mystics.  



We sell them high frequency energy impulses. 
They pay us with their vast knowledge of 
regional stars and planets, introducing us to 
millions, literally tens of millions of new 
customers each years.  There is always 
something to trade or sell.  Always something of 
value to be received.  A major failing of early 
human civilizations, all the way into the 22nd 

Century was a failure to suspend judgment,  to 
have open minds about most every imaginable 
way of life and pattern of thought.

When a person decides they hate  this or that, or
refuse to consider  this or that idea.... before they 
even walk out their own front door.... Such 
persons lean toward self-destruction, always at a 
great disadvantage.  More open-minded 
civilizations, thinking creatures with curious 
minds, creative creatures with a taste for 
adventure, build much stronger civilizations; 
civilizations which last longer than civilizations of 
the meek, or civilizations of the self-righteous. 
On the galactic scale, self-righteous, control-
freak civilizations are the first to be obliterated.



No one, no one  in the Known Universe has 
patience for pushy assholes.  Most thinking 
creatures have Free Will and enjoy Free Will, and 
have their own accurate descriptions of reality, 
and make their own choices based on their 
accurate descriptions of reality.  
Such thinking creatures never enjoy being told 
what to do, where to go, what to think, nor what 
Gods to believe in.
Humans pushing agendas; pushing political, 
social or economic ideologies or pushing 
evangelical religions            are the first to be 
blasted into oblivion.   

Capt. Theremin has read histories of several non-
human, technologically advanced species, 
spreading their wealth, power and trade 
relations across vast distances, creating empires. 
And those empires self-destructed by pushing 
agendas into the lives of hundreds of billions of 
intelligent lifeforms.  The lifeforms put up with it 
only for a few years, one century at most, before 
castrating, beheading, burning alive, boiling in 
oil the former Emperors and Empresses.



A valuable lesson for the leaders of civilizations.  

A valuable lesson for modest traveling salesmen, 
like the cheerful crew of Starship Rimshot! 





Bold and Daring
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Jizz, Jizz, Jizz.  Beautiful Sacred Jizz.

When the humans of Vega Prime heard, saw, 
tasted, touched and smelled the religious beliefs 
of the humans of Altarus V, almost one-fourth of 
the adult population took sacred vows and 
moved into monasteries.  The polyamorous 
civilization of Vega Prime already cherished and 
openly discussed all forms of human sexuality. 
(Children were often shyly embarrassed when
their parents talked about oral sex at the dinner 
table.)

As in some cities of ancient Rome and some 20th

Century towns in Bhutan, erect phalluses 
decorated buildings and shop windows, 
erections rose tall in public squares, and 
sculptured vulva were seen most everywhere. 
Artistic renderings of both male and female 
genitalia were considered symbols of prosperity 
and good fortune.



Therefore, when the handsome priests and 
curvaceous beautiful priestesses of Altarus V 
arrived entirely nude beneath shimmering
iridescent robes, and preached the Gospel of
Sacred Jizz, few people resisted the new religion. 
Being told The Oneness, the Eternal Cosmos 
Itself, and all Gods and Goddesses blessed the 
lusty lifestyles of Vega Prime, the citizens of 
Vega Prime were predisposed sacred fucking, 
and the Gospel of Sacred Jizz  was tasty icing on 
their philosophic cake.

The Gospel of Sacred Jizz, like all religious texts, 
was written by creative and articulate minds, to 
serve specific purposes.  Creation Itself, the 
Eternal Cosmos and all the Gods and Goddesses 
did indeed inspire and cause sacred texts to be 
written.  But, not one All-Knowing Deity ever 
said in any human language:  “Suck cock and 
swallow sacred semen to receive Divine 
Blessings.”   Those words were human words. 
Thought up by humans.  Made sacred by 
humans.  Mostly, male humans over the age of 
fifty.  On many planets, the girls went along with 
the ideas because they also felt pleasure with the 



religious doctrines.  The doctrine also included 
the words:  “Worship, kiss and lick the sacred 
vaginal folds.”

In the new churches, chapels, monasteries and
convents on Vega Prime altars and kneels pads 
were designed specifically to facilitate 
comfortable oral sex for both men and women. 
The priests and priestesses would bare their 
genitals for the adoration of the congregation. 
Worshipers knelt with mouths open and tongues 
ready as in Holy Communion.   In some
ceremonies the male or female celebrant lay 
spread-eagle on the altar surrounded by adoring 
hands and eager mouths.  These altar rituals 
were usually reserved for weddings, funerals and 
various solstice and equinox celebrations.

Curiously, the religion from Altarus V had no 
name.  The priests and priestesses called it, The 
Doctrine, The Sacred Gospel, The Holy Writ, 
ascribing the text and spiritual ideas to no one 
saint, savior, prophet, and attaching the ideas to 
no specific god or goddess.  



Galactic citizens who disparaged the new 
religion (and there were many on other planets
in  the Vega Star-System) called the religion of 
Altarus V, “Cockism” or “Ass-Kissery.”  When it 
became widely known anal intercourse was used 
in a few of the most private and holy rituals, 
detractors shouted: “Yes! We knew it all along. 
They are holy butt-fuckers!”

This type of social villainy is nothing new.  In the
minds of millions of people, people brought up 
in less promiscuous civilizations, with more 
puritanical approaches to religious beliefs and 
rituals, the Altarus V religion was grotesque, 
perverse; an affront to all human decency.  To 
give the new religion any credibility at all, would 
undermine their own sacred and cherished 
religious beliefs.  Therefore, angry abuse and 
condemnation were the only response some 
people could muster.

Unashamed, uninhibited and ready to touch, 
taste and orgasm for God, millions of new 
followers knelt, worshiped, sucked, licked, 
received semen and vaginal fluid in their mouths, 



and had wonderful orgasms with each other. 
Everyone walked away joyful and sexually 
fulfilled. There is a significant difference between 
the new faith and many older faiths, as practiced 
across many galaxies:
The religious leaders of the religion of Altarus V 
held no special authority or power over their 
congregations.  They amassed no wealth nor 
special privileges as High Priests or High 
Priestesses.  The average member of every
congregation was sexually stimulated and 
sexually satisfied just as completely as any 
member of the clergy.  The hierarchy of the 
church existed only for efficient use of resources, 
to facilitate learning, to serve the congregations. 
No money, property nor sexual pleasure was 
taken by the clergy at the expense of the 
congregations.  In honest historical fact, this set-
up was something rare, and totally 
unprecedented among many large and popular 
religions of the universe.



The Inventor of Non-Human Sentient 

Machines

(a story told by Capt. Theremin)

McGonalgal and I get invited to more event than 
the Seven Pleiades Pop-Star Sisters.  We rarely 
go.  Usually we have better things to do.  For on 
event we were invited in an unusual way, for an 
unusual reason. Constantine Praxilion, the genius 
inventor Intelligent Deep-Space Mining 
Machines (IDSMMs) sent us a brachiopod 
mediospirfir audaculus, or something very 
similar. The small emerald object was delivered 
on a pendant, between the large, firm nude
breasts of Miss Universe (the actual  Miss 
Universe, who won a beauty competition among 
six stars-systems.)  The celebrity beauty walked
up to me at a party on Ganymede and shook my
right hand, then placed my hand between her 
breasts, and told me to hold her cockle.  She 
said:  “Dear Capt. Theremin, I want you   to hold 
my cockle.”  



As I held her cockle, she reached behind neck
and undid the clasp, allowing the gold chain and 
cockle to fall into my hand.  I said, “What do you 
wish me to do with your cockle, my dear?”   And 
she smiled, “Put it in your pocket, and consult it
later.  Good, boy.  Now give me both your 
hands.”  After I dropped the jewel inside my 
dinner-jacket, the young woman took both my 
hands and placed them on both her breasts.
She looked into my eyes sweetly, and said, 
“Squeeze them please. With all the cameras and
videos, and intergalactic news coverage, no one, 
not one human male  has taken time to squeeze, 
caress and generally adore these breasts which
billions of people have seen in high resolution.”
I did what I was told.  We did not have sex.  She 
was just being playful, showing the good sense 
of humor which had won her the pageant.
After allowing me to suck her erect nipples, and 
kissing me tenderly, she said, “The cockle is from 
my friend, Constantine Praxilion.  He wants you 
do come visit.  The cockle will give you all the 
details.”  With that, she glided away across the 
ballroom, to be fondled and celebrated
elsewhere.



Later in the evening, drinking a scotch with 
McGonagal, I took out the little emerald seashell, 
and placed it on the table between us.  I told him 
how I received the object, and he laughed and 
laughed.  “If it contains a message, there must 
be some way to open it.  Does it have a button, 
or a knob to twist?”   I replied, “I sure don't see 
one.”  As an experiment, I put my thumb into the 
central section, which resembled a thumbprint, 
with curved striations on the dark green surface. 
To my surprise the little shell opened, revealing a 
ruby, amethyst and sapphire core.  The delicate 
interior was carved from these precious stones
to form a filigree, much like the swirling tiny ribs 
of the brachidium, the breathing and food-
straining gills of living brachiopods.

In a clear female voice, with the distinct 
Australian accent, the little seashell said, ”Hello, 
Capt. Theremin. Please, we can communicate 
with you no further, until Lt. Alastair McGonagal 
allows us to scan his right-hand thumbprint.” 
The shell remained open, as if quietly waiting for 
compliance.  McGonagal said, “How would it 
know I would be in the room with you?”   I 



replied, “I'm sure it didn't know at all.  It will 
probably close-up tight, and wait until some
later time, when I could produce your 
thumbprint.  Go ahead, let the little thing have 
its way.”  McGonagal lifted his thumb and 
suspended it above the glowing sapphire ribs.

“Hello, Lt. McGonagal.  We are glad you can join 
us.  My message is for both of you, and I must I 
am unable to deliver it unless both are present.”
A small light-show began within the interior, 
flashing across the mother-of-pearls inside shell 
and shimmering around the glowing amethyst 
and ruby ribs.  The sapphire ribs had gone dark.
The narration continued,
“Dr. Praxilion will hold a private exhibition of his 
new creations, two months from today, near 
Lacaille 9352, the red dwarf in constellation 
Piscis Austrinus.  He would be grateful for your 
attendance.  Specifically, 
Dr. Praxilion would like your aesthetic opinion of 
his new devices. He truly wishes to hear your
aesthetic advice.”   The brachiopod was silent 
for a moment, then closed-up.  



“Well,” I said. “We don't hear that everyday.  We 
are traveling salesmen, Alastair, lovers of women 
and star-hoppers. Jenny's new boyfriend on 
Mars is far better equipped for aesthetic 
discussions.  What do we know about aesthetic 
proportions or design, beyond anything less 
human and less lovely than nude and cheerful 
women?”

“I took an art history class once.  And I enjoy the 
functional beauty of spacecraft, ocean-craft, 
motorcycles and other land vehicles.  But, you 
are correct. I have no idea what he expects from 
us.  We should go and find out.”   And that was 
our decision.  Take a four-day trip to the Lacaille 
system, and visit Dr. Praxilion for a week or so. 
With further scans of our thumbprints, the 
emerald seashell provided every other detail we 
needed.



Dr. Praxilion's home sits on a rocky cliff above a 
deep, calm ocean.  Because the main luminary
here is red, the sea is more red than blue,
though as clear and full of life as any ocean on 
Earth.  Dr. Praxilion had invited six guests to stay 
for two weeks in cabin and cottages near his 
home.  Daily, at 1pm, the guests would arrive in 
the 200-seat auditorium, close to the doctor's 
workshop, to view and discuss demonstration of 
new, free-thinking machines.  None of these 
machine looked human, or even animal,
arthropod, cetacean nor actinopterygii (fish). 
They were walking and flying beings of his
original design. 

McGonagal and I were as surprised by the guests 
as by the inventions. During the demonstrations, 
often at dinner and out for walks, be shared the 
grounds with two Stellar Emperors, one 
Hermaphrodite King, one Goddess Incarnate (a 
human woman with exquisite propaganda) a 
Dowager Empress from Wolf 359 and her 
daughter, Princess Hypatia. None of us had 
previously met, and knew each other only by 
reputation and images in contemporary history 



books.  The Hermaphrodite King, Sulyia IX, was 
uninhibited and full of laughter.  He usually wore 
see-through shimmery gowns, allowing us to his 
lovely, soft swaying breasts, his long, dangling 
penis, and the moist folds of his vagina. As he
said   with the ebullient laughter, “I have it all.  I 
need no husbands or wives, girlfriends or 
boyfriends!  Of course, I would get lonely
without them!”

The first machine was called,Qilin, named for the 
Chinese horse-dragon said to appear with the 
imminent arrival or passing of a sage or great 
leader.  Qilin stood nine feet tall on four slender 
legs, graceful as a deer. Where hooves might
have been, were five-finger grasping talons, with 
a sixth longer talon, like the front-facing hallex 
talon of an eagle.  These were curled into balls 
while the Qilin stood, and wide open during 
flight.
The machine flew using what Dr. Praxilion 
described as “rudimentary anti-gravitation 
propulsion.”  It's bright turquoise eyes held a 
gaze of calm intelligence, their color in beautiful 
contrast to the creatures scales.  



Body scales from 1/8-inch to 2-inches wide 
covered the torso, ranging from bright copper to 
dark bronze in color.

Qilin  spoke in a quiet tenor voice, a human 
voice:  “Welcome.  You will notice, I am created 
to please the eye; to inspire the imagination. 
When communicating with humans, we notice, 
first-impressions often color all future 
interaction, for good or bad.  I aim to make a 
good first impression, and raise questions in the 
minds of those I meet.  A new acquaintance 
might wonder about the practical application of 
my talons, or the use of my scales.  Am I a 
warrior being?  Am I protected by scales against 
imminent danger from hostile forces?  What is
the purpose of my ability to fly with no visible 
means of flight, like angels wings or jet 
manifolds?  
Does my calm temperament accurately represent 
my philosophic view of life, and my interaction 
with other beings?

You may ask all these questions.  And never find 
answers.”



III.

Attack of the High-Yield Explosive 

Assholes

All human civilizations have pushy 
arrogant assholes.  Some nations and 
some planets are run by,  governed for  
decades  by self-righteous pushy 
arrogant assholes.  This remains a fact 
of human history in all galaxies, across 
millenniums of time.  Often, large 
populations of any given planet will 
put up with  their assholes and 
manage, in one way or another, to
keep the largest assholes under 
control.  Sometimes, laws are passed 
to limit the power of assholes.  When 
that fails, some populations revolt, 
behead and castrate the current 
assholes, and replace them with an 
entirely new, and slick-talking band of 
assholes. World without end.



Not so on planet Montauk III.  Over a 
period of two centuries, the ruling 
oligarchy of this human planet 
consolidated their wealth and power, 
while advancing space-travel 
technologies.  Into the 4th and 5th 

generation of oligarchy, the children 
and grand-children of the original 
assholes have refined the process, and 
care less and less about what the other 
four billion citizens of Montauk III have 
to say about anything.  Truly, the latest 
generation of elite do not give one
small rat's ass  about what goes on 
among the non-elite.  The problems or 
suffering of the non-elite are less 
relevant than the weather, or who will 
be at the next celebrity party.

Montauk III being a planet twice the 
size of Earth and equally rich in natural 
resources could easily support all four 
billion people in grand style, every
family having their own home, plenty 



to eat and plenty of leisure time. The 
ruling oligarchy want nothing of that 
sort!  Only the ruling elite and their 
four to five hundred thousand best 
slaves get to have their own homes 
and live well, and have leisure time. 
Everyone else is a serf. And that is 
God's Will, according to the Sacred 
Scriptures of the Elite.  The current 
generation of elite are not satisfied 
with their own pleasure, they are not
satisfied until everyone  is under their 
thumb, and enslaved.
The non-elites refer to this congenital, 
generational pathological disorder as: 
The Asshole Effect.   The mental
disease is passed from one generation 
to the next, getting more virulent and 
pernicious with each mutation.
Each new crop of well-educated, well-
indoctrinated, self-righteous and 
ridiculously wealthy assholes are 
significantly worse the previous 
assholes.  



For them, The Asshole Effect, becomes 
an art form, something   to brag about.

In practical terms on Montauk III, 
10,000 ridiculously wealthy, highly 
intelligent, well-educated, well-
indoctrinated, self-righteous and well-
scrubbed assholes ruled with brutal 
authority over 90% of the citizens. 10% 
of the citizens were well-paid, well-
treated submissive slaves to the ruling 
assholes.  In practical terms, 10,000 
individual assholes controlled the 
economic, political, social, religious 
and educational lives of four billion 
non-elites.  The elites told the non-
elites what to do, where to go, where 
they could live, and in most cases 
exactly what to think, all day everyday. 
The ruling-elite oligarchs imagined this 
was the best form of civilization
possible, and they wanted it to go on 
until the End of Time.



Why intelligent hundreds of millions of 
people put up with  the nonsense and 
irrational leadership of ruling-elite 
oligarchs is a serious question for 
psychologists and historians. Four 
billion people behaving like moron 
sheep, being corralled, fleeced, and 
often put to death by a small band 
of butchers--- such behavior has no 
rational nor scientific explanation.
Fighting back.  Saying NO to assholes 
can be very effective.  In places heavily 
infected by elite-crafted propaganda 
large populations can grow incapable 
of independent rational thought. They 
do what they are told.

The globally successful oligarchs of 
Montauk III made one fatal error.  They 
attempted to extend their power, 
wealth and dictatorial control over 
planets beyond their own star-system. 
The Montauk Navy attacked three 
planets on the outer region of the 
Vega star-system.  



Delonia, Queen of the Vega star-
system was not going to allow one  of
her ten thousand planets be held 
captive by alien assholes.  Human 
assholes are the worst.
Unfortunately, the Montauk Navy was 
as well-equipped and well-trained as 
the Vegan Navy.   The battles were 
fought to a stalemate, with Montauk 
still in control of all three planets.  At a 
heavy cost to Vega.  After one year of 
constant battle, three million Vega 
soldiers were dead.  Casualties among 
the Montauk were far less.   Often the 
asshole invaders used the natives of 
each conquered planet as protective
covering, stationing their garrisons in 
the heart of heavily populated cities.

At this point in intergalactic history, 
Vega had no military alliances with 
other star-systems.   Up to now, none 
had been necessary.  Up to now, pushy 
aggressive assholes had been content 
to rule within their own star-systems; 



the vast distances made intergalactic 
wars very rare.  Also, military alliances 
were politically deadly to rulers of star-
systems.  Few populations wish to send 
sons and daughters to die in distant
places fighting someone-else's  wars. 
Few leaders had enough clout to 
convince citizens to die for causes an 
entire galaxy away.  Therefore, the 
sustained raids by Montauk in the 
Vega-system was entirely new to 
intergalactic history.   And Queen 
Delonia had no idea what to do about 
it.

Capt. Theremin knew exactly what to 
do. He contacted his friends, the 
spiritual leaders among the Ether-
Eaters.  They lived far from Vega, and 
long distance travel was draining and 
uncomfortable for these intangible 
beings.  To make the journey possible, 
Dr. Praxilion designed a mile-long 
container to cushion and feed the 
Ether-Eaters, the barge being attached 



to Starship Rimshot, making swift and 
pleasant leaps through time-oscillation 
fields.  Let loose among the ships and 
garrisons of the Montauk Navy, the 
Ether-Eaters drained all the electrical 
energy from both the ships and every 
naval officer, leaving the entire navy 
close to dead and the ships entirely 
non-functional.  All this occurred over 
a period of three days, allowing the
Montauk no time to create a defense. 

The Ether-Eaters were so well-fed, they
slept all the way home.  And told Capt. 
Theremin the personal and
philosophical benefits of human 
warfare were astonishing.  He may call 
again, anytime such wars might occur.



IV.

Slow Dance Over THC-Dominant 

Planet Kush

After the ignominious and complete 
defeat of Montauk forces in Vega, the 
ruling elite were hunted down and 
killed by their own citizens. Even the 
sheep could not be persuaded their six 
million slain sons and daughters 
fought and died for the future glory of 
the Empire of Montauk III.  Not even 
the sheep were that stupid.  The 
former oligarchs fled if they could, but 
most of the 10,000 former ruling elite 
were dead within two years.

The now freedom-loving population of 
Montauk III and planets within the 
Montauk Empire elected shiny new, 
charismatic leaders.  



In short, the citizens behead and 
castrated the former assholes, and
replaced them with an entirely new, 
and slick-talking band of glamorous 
assholes.  However, a majority of 
representatives in the Three Elected 
Houses of Government, were not 
assholes.  Most non-assholes moved to
Montauk III shortly after the fall of the
former government, realizing the 
vacuum of power could create a better 
civilization than the previous 
civilization.  These wise immigrants 
were often from the easy-going, 
cheerful and often-stoned THC-
Dominant Planet Kush.

During two centuries of totalitarian 
control by oligarchs, Planet Kush (only 
two planets away from Montauk) 
remained a target for aggression.
Two centuries ago, after the first 
exploratory visit of the Montauk 
ruling-elite, the wise leaders of Kush
put aside their bongs and hookahs. 



They made serious plans for three 
years, devising ways to keep the 
Montauk leadership un-interested in 
Kush.  They created ten thousand 
forms of subtle and pervasive 
propaganda to convince the Montauk
leadership Kush was not worth  
bothering with:  a planet of stoner
losers, too lazy     to ever do anything 
worthwhile, with not three coherent
brain-cells between them, entirely
useless as slaves, economically, a 
disaster.
The Kush leaders knew To Be Ignored 
Completely  was their best defense, 
more effective and less costly than any
military resistance.  The Kush leaders
knew most Pushy Assholes, most Elite-
Oligarch Assholes have no patience. 
They are always in a hurry to achieve 
this or that objective. The Kush leaders 
knew, if they made their planet and the 
entire population of their planet 
undesirable, and waited long 
enough--- 



the Assholes would go away.  Busy,
arrogant assholes move on to green 
pastures.  

It remains a useful fact of human 
history:  Pushy, busy arrogant Assholes 
live their lives within their own fantasy-
versions of reality, their reality having 
little or nothing to do with the reality 
experienced by most other living 
beings who are not, and never have 
been assholes.  Therefore, the most 
effective course of action is to allow
the Assholes to say and do whatever 
they please, and invent whatever 
inaccurate descriptions of reality they 
wish to invent.  And nod and smile 
pleasantly, telling The Assholes what 
true and pure geniuses they are, and 
let them strut for each other. Then, 
when The Assholes are busy strutting, 
and no longer paying close 
attention--- the normal humans can 
get on with their lives, living within 
peaceful and satisfying regions of 



actual reality, actual reality being 
defined by the normal people, not 
being defined by The Assholes.

In a slow and deliberate dance over 
Planet Kush, people who value Free 
Speech, Free Will, Freedom of Thought,
and the freedom to define reality by 
observable truth-- such people have 
no use for The Assholes. Rational 
thought is more important to people 
of Kush than any loud, widely
distributed and loudly promoted
propaganda. The propaganda of The 
Assholes is found in all countries on all 
planets.  It is a personal choice    of 
many millions of citizens to dance over 
the obscene lies, and live joyful lives on 
the surface of Planet Kush, square-
dancing in the well-defined beautiful
skies over Planet Kush. 



V.

Blissfully Unaware

When Capt. Theremin walked into the 
living room of his new home in  the 
woods, close to the home of Dr. 
Constantine Praxilion, he found a 
beautiful young woman, asleep on a 
round futon, near the entertainment 
veiw-screens.  The programs had 
finished long before, and the girl was 
lightly snoring.  In his mind the scene 
was too extraordinary for words.  The 
word 'beautiful' did not accurately 
describe his joy.  Even her snoring 
stuck the elderly space commander as: 
exquisite and beautiful.  The morning 
light from the Red Dwarf lit her pale 
oval face, long blonde hair scattered in 
a nest of disarray.  She as fully clothed 
in a sweatshirt and jeans, with a fuzzy 
blanket pulled up below her breasts. 



One slender naked foot stuck out from 
under the blanket.  The Capt. gently 
covered-up the lovely foot with a 
corner of the thick blanket.

He had no idea who this woman was,
nor where she came from.  She was 
not in the house when he went to bed. 
There has been no wild party the night 
before, no drunken tourists staggering 
down his driveway (as happened at his 
home in San Francisco.)   The Lacaille 
System was  sparsely populated, far 
from busy trade routes and no tourist 
destination.  He said to himself, “She 
must be a friend of a friend of a friend. 
Some sweet, tired girl needing a place 
to stay.”  The Capt. moved to the 
kitchen to make coffee as was his 
morning habit.

Within a half hour, the young woman 
peeked through the kitchen archway, 
and said, “Good morning, Capt.  May I 
join you?”



“Yes, of course,” our Capt. replied.  He 
noticed she had combed her hair, put 
on a plaid flannel shirt and hiking 
books, and looked wide awake.
“Do you take sugar or cream?” he 
asked.  “Neither,” she smiled.

Sitting across from him at the kitchen 
table, she continued,”My name is 
Angela Gardiner.  Sorry, to drop in 
unannounced.  I am your new body 
guard.  Dr. Praxilion sent me over.”
Theremin: “I did not know I needed a 
body guard.  Out here in the middle of 
nowhere, and besides people generally 
like me.  Who wants me dead?”
Gardiner:  “I am afraid to say, several 
million Insectoids want you dead. They 
old long grudges and have not 
forgotten the disaster with the Pleiades 
Sisters.”
Theremin:  “Oh.  I see.  Are they here 
on this planet?”



Gardiner:  “I do not know.  Dr. Praxilion 
is expecting them.  His outer sensor-
array show them entering the galaxy 
one week ago.”
Theremin:  “And you are certain they 
are after me, with no other intentions?”
Gardiner:  “You are the most likely 
target.  Praxilion has nothing they
want, or would know how to use.  In 
general, the Insectoids of Brill are low-
tech, except for their military 
hardware.”
Theremin:  “How will you protect me? 
One girl against a gang of thugs?”
Capt. Angela Gardiner smiled.  Almost 
a sexy smile, savoring her words:
“I know twenty ways to kill Insectiods 
with my bare hands.  Many more with 
various weapons.  If they bring some 
human thugs with them, I know 
seventy-three ways to kill a human 
with my bare hands, and many more 
with my weapons.”
“Oh.” said the Capt.  He was surprised 
and impressed, both by her level   of 



training and her attitude toward her 
work.  So matter-of-fact.  With a sense 
of pride.  She might even be one of 
those girls who get a sexual thrill from 
killing.  He had known a few.
Gardiner:  “If it is OK with you, I would 
like to live with you, in your house for 
the next few days, until the danger is 
passed.  Dr. Praxilion has hired me.  My 
services cost nothing for you.”
Theremin:  “As you please, my dear. 
Let me know what you wish me to do. I 
am also handy with weapons.  Been in
a few scrapes from time to time.  We 
can work together.”
Gardiner: “The in-coming ship was 
small.  I expect no more than eight to 
ten assassins.  We will eliminate them 
one at a time.  As they arrive.  

If they arrive as a group.  We will 
eliminate them as a group.  I have with 
me all the firepower I need, and I have 
brought extra weapons for you.”



Theremin: “Excellent.  I am sure we can 
squash a handful of bugs. I have done 
that before.  Only when needed.  I do 
not enjoy killing things.”

Capt. Angela Gardiner looked into his 
eyes.  Not sure if she had been 
rebuked or judged regarding her 
trained ability and personal zeal for 
dispatching pests of all kinds.  She was
entirely aware of the moisture tingling 
in her vagina, in anticipation of 
sending nasty lifeforms into oblivion. 
She felt a dignified pride, a righteous 
wrath, a lusty moral superiority 
whenever she brought fast death to 
some enemy. She did 
had no interest in causing pain of 
suffering.  Her joy was in the act of 
death, putting down a rabid dog.  Her 
mighty sword righteousness. For 
example, in Deuteronomy 20:16-18, 
when God orders the Israelites to 
"not leave alive anything that 
breathes… completely destroy them …" 



Angela truly believes the moral
judgment of history and pillars of 
civilizations stand to honor her 
courageous killing of various enemies.

In this militaristic view of reality, she is
not alone.  Several billion soldiers from
several thousand human and non-
human civilizations have felt exactly 
the same way about their place in 
society:  The protectors. The heroes. 
She is not alone in her acquired taste 
for killing; actual sexual pleasure felt in 
anticipation of causing death, during 
the act of killing,  and the warm glow 
of moral and sexual satisfaction after 
the killings      are complete.  Until this 
moment, looking into the intelligent 
eyes of an old warrior, she had never 
questioned her moral stance, nor her 
slightly murderous sexual pleasure. 
She assumed all righteousness warriors 
felt, and had the moral right  to feel, 
sexual pleasure while bring death.



Capt. Angela Gardiner realized she had 
been staring silently at Capt. Theremin 
for almost ten minutes while the above 
series of thoughts whirled through her 
mind.  She said, “Do you criticize my 
callous   attitude as a God of Death?”

Capt. Theremin replied:  “Not at all.  I 
simply wish for you to think about 
how, why, when, where and for exactly  
what reasons  you bring death.
As a good soldier, you do what you are 
hired to do.  And I am very grateful to
have you here with me.  Your skills and
personality traits    may indeed save 
my life. I admire the skills and self-
discipline you have acquired at such a 
young age. You have worked very hard 
to become who you are, and I admire 
your ability for hard work.  However, I 
believe your instructors neglected a 
few relevant areas of education.  Every 
worthwhile commander must use 
moral judgment.  Not suspend moral
judgment, nor ignore the moral 



implications of our actions.  Moral 
judgments must include the whole 
picture, not just survival, nor just one 
form of civilization at odds with 
another. 

For example, when Lt. McGonagal and 
I saved the Pleiades Sisters from rape 
and torture, we held no particular 
malice toward the Insectoids of Brill. 
We simply would not allow our women 
to be raped and tortured.
We annihilated the larger infestations, 
to deter future acts of aggression 
toward humans.  Again, with no feeling 
of righteousness wrath.  In fact, I feel 
nothing at while I was boiling, blasting 
and dismembering fifty to eighty 
thousand Instectoids.  I was doing my 
job in an efficient manner, and thought 
of it only in terms of getting it done, 
and getting on with my life.  There was 
no pleasure in it.  There was no 
emotion in it at all. 



VI.

Autumnal Orgy on Vega Prime

The Hermaphrodite King invited
Princess Hypatia to a three-day 
equinox orgy on Vega Prime.  This was 
entirely new sexual territory for the
reclusive philosopher-mathematician 
from the far Prometheus Cluster. 
Polyamorous interactions were beyond 
her personal experience, but her 
curious mind wanted to know more, 
and she completely trusted her 
cheerful, humorous and highly-
intelligent friend the Hermaphrodite 
King.  She personally enjoyed and 
admired his long penis as it dangled 
mockingly, like a puppet with slack 
strings.  And she certainly smiled and 
laughed out loud when the royalty 
scepter stood tall, full-up like a proud 
conquering warrior!  She also enjoyed 
his soft, large female breasts,



snuggling her face against them, and 
feeling comforted like a child.
Hypatia found the King so unusual, 
comfortable and fun-to-be-with, she
could not refuse his invitation.

Old Earth orgies were often hedonistic 
sex-party debaucheries, like getting 
blind drunk for the fun of it, with no 
further intentions. Old Earth orgies 
were generally groups of casual 
acquaintances, or complete strangers, 
fucking like bunnies for two or three 
hours in two, three or more rooms in a 
comfortable house or bondage hotel. 
All for the sake of personal sexual 
satisfaction with oral sex, vaginal 
intercourse, anal play, bondage, role-
play, and more.  Those kinds of orgies 
seem childish, a waste of time, and just 
plain stupid to the average citizens of 
Vega Prime.  An orgy on Vega Prime is 
a well-planned opportunity to create 
deeper love between people who are 
already lovers, or best friends.  



Six to twenty people gather in a cozy 
place, indoors or outdoors for various 
sexual play. Often one or two guests 
are invited, new bodies for everyone in 
the core group to enjoy.  The guests 
are no random strangers.  The 
intention is to welcome-in potential 
new lovers, candidates to join the core 
group.
The guests are most often lovers of 
one of the core members, and may 
become part of the core group.  Every 
choice, every action, every act of 
participation and non-participation is a 
personal choice of free will by the 
people involved.  This is how people 
behave when they love each other. 
Free will is the most important element 
of every loving relationship.
There is no lack of party spirit and
playful fun, but everything occurs in a 
environment of shared loved and 
shared joy.  With an eye toward 
building relationships. 



Fuck 'em and forget 'em  behavior is
considered unimaginably rude and 
hopeless immature.

Obviously, the Vega orgies are miles 
away from drunken debauchery of 
orgies where no one in the room  has 
any serious loving interest in any other 
person in the room.  The only reason 
for being there is personal, and entirely 
selfish sexual pleasure.  The 
Hermaphrodite King explained all this 
to Hypatia who believed the word 
“orgy” referred only to the shallow 
debauchery-style forms of group sex.
She never read in books, nor watched 
a theatrical presentation of any sort, 
which described the loving, cheerful, 
friendly and on-going romances of 
Vega-style orgies. 

 All the more reason to go visit!



The Autumnal Equinox Orgy is an 
annual event presented by the Royal 
Gardener of the Household of Queen 
Delonia.  (Every few years, the Queen 
herself attends, and to enjoy a lovely 
romp in her gardens.)
The climate of Vega Prime allows 
lovely bright-colored autumn leaves to 
decorate the garden paths, while the 
air temperature remains a cozy 70- to
80-degrees Fahrenheit.  Naked, or 
nearly naked humans stroll among low 
hedges and conifers of many kinds. 
Several covered gazebos, contain beds 
and love-seats on which lover may 
recline to visit or play. There are also 
cabins, with interior spaces warmly 
designed; sitting rooms with trays of 
fruit, cheeses, breads and many tasty
entree dishes. Divans, large futons, and 
beds large enough to accommodate
four to six people are available within 
the cabins.  Chamber music plays in 
several locations, live performers, a 
string quartet here; a solo erhu player



there.  In design and decoration 
nothing has been left to chance. 
Artistry thrives.
Artistry of many kinds provides an
uplifting backdrop to many sexual 
activities.  The King points out a 12-
foot-high bronze sculpture of himself 
in grove of cedar trees.  Two honey-
colored girls cast in gold, and one boy 
cast in copper are enjoying the 
aroused attributes of the King, and he 
is smiling down at them.  The King's 
erection rises above his vaginal lips as 
a carved shaft of lime-green jade.  The 
copper boy is kissing the wide-open
vaginal lips.

Hypatia spent the first half hour with
the King, and by then was entirely 
comfortable mingling, and having sex 
with her new acquaintances.  A 
husband and wife from Proxima 
Centauri held her attention for most of 
an hour, as they fondled and cuddled 
in a gazebo concealed from the yard 



by trellis of thick ivy.  She had exquisite 
orgasms as both the man and the
woman licked and sucked her vaginal 
folds.  The man invited her to hold his
modest-size erection in her mouth, 
and asked if he might spurt cream 
onto her erect nipples.  Breathlessly, 
she replied, “Oh, yes please! You are 
the most polite and diplomatic army 
drill sergeant I have ever met!”

It is accurate to say, female 
philosopher-mathematicians in far 
quadrants of the Universe do not meet 
many army drill sergeants.  Regardless, 
we learn from this encounter: a 
person's private life may hold little 
resemblance to their professional 
career nor their public persona. 



VII.

Arabic Romance Fantasies on Wolf 

359

The Fourth Planet in the Wolf 359 star-
system has an unusual fake, made-up, 
imported civilization, based on19th 

century literature and art from Earth in 
the Orientalist style.  Most works in the 
Orientalist style   are complete fantasy 
fabrications, which appealed to 
European and American imaginations, 
presenting far-off exotic places, with
ravishing women, mostly naked and 
ready for action. These seductive 
fantasies  were summed up in romance 
paintings by JEAN AUGUSTE 
DOMINIQUE INGRES and JEAN-LÉON 
GÉRÔME, those artists being the most 
famous artists on the Fourth Planet. 
The residents of the Four Planet call 
their world, Arabia.  They love hookahs, 
cobras and musical instruments.



The upside of this obsession with 
Arabic clothes and architecture are 
beautiful buildings with spacious 
interiors of blue tiles and Turkish 
carpets, colorfully-dressed men and 
women, and most importantly 
delicious nude women.  Architects, 
interior designers, clothing and jewelry 
designers are among the highest paid 
artists on Planet Arabia. Curiously, the 
Fourth Planet adopted neither Islam 
nor Arabian Royal Houses as social, 
religious or political methods of
operation.  Their political systems are 
various forms of socialism, with all
citizens allowed to vote for their 
leaders.  Over the past two hundred 
years they have had no widely-held 
religious beliefs.  With the recent rise 
of the Gospel of Sacred Jizz, thousands 
of young people flock to see the
handsome priests and curvaceous 
beautiful priestesses of Altarus V,
entirely nude beneath shimmering 
iridescent robes.  The new religion is 



becoming as popular on Planet Arabia  as it 
is in Vega Prime.

The most valuable aspect of exotic  images 
and exotic stories is to  stimulate human 
imagination.  Active  imaginations  build the 
best civilizations.



VII.

Three Cumshots with the Goddess 

Incarnate

 A spiritual revelation by the High 
Priest of  Ka'sha Mu'Had A'dul.

I. When I Got Religion

She holds my full cockhead

joyful, in her Eucharistic mouth,

And I am busy, enraptured

thinking about God.

Oh. My. God.

I struggle to bring my myself

back to the immense reality

of my sacramental arousal,

the beautiful young woman

on her knees, as if in prayer

sucking sucking sucking.



Spiritual Oneness does exist.

I saw It in her pubic folds

revealed, not at all concealed,

as I licked her to orgasm,

there remained a veil of Mystery.

Those same folds, now puffy

with pleasure she touches lightly,

lightly, lightly as I come

as I come, come, come

into her holy God-given mouth,

I hear the All-

Compassionate One

laughing and laughing!



II. Literature

With semen on her face,

Kim smiles up at me,

wearing thick reading glasses

as if the literature of our erotic

love needs a sharp focal distance.

In fact, there exists no clever sequence

of humorous or romantic 

combinations,

neither words, phrases, nor 

paragraphs

with adequate warmth and sincerity

to describe our reality with precision,

not this love, not anyone's love.

We know this, and try anyway.



On good days literature gets close

enough to make words wet

like ink on thick-textured paper.

Electronic, digital words seem pale,

tell only half the story, ghost-writing,

and we hear none of the music.

III. Jacking It for Jesus

I might also say:

Boinking for the Buddha, Muff-Diving 

for Muhammad,

Taking It In the Ass for Allah, Yanking 

Kosher for Yahweh.

In India, I don't know which deities to 

worship,

so I spurt sacred cream at sunrise, for 

all of them.



After several million years of human 

fucking,

we might offer our gods praise most-

passionate,

in those moments, those few seconds 

when lovers cry, “Oh, God! Oh, God! 

Oh My God!”

And the lovers really mean it.

Unintentionally giving praise where it 

is due, due to the sincere nature of 

most orgasms,

fucking can often be as 

worthwhile as prayer.

֎ ֎ ֎



IX.

Bullshit Propaganda Bobble-heads

Millions of people, intelligent, well-
educated, observant and under 
most circumstances entirely rational 
people, often become brain-dead 
bobble-head sheep.  Well-written 
(and even poorly written) widely 
spread, aggressively pushed 
propaganda of all kinds is 
astonishingly effective.  Millions of 
people do what they are told, because 
the official agenda, The One 
Narrative, is presented as an accurate 
description of reality.  This is the 
situation among the planets ruled by 
the Goddess Incarnate, and the 
reason she is accepted and worshiped 
as the Eternal One, the Holy Mother-
Goddess Living Among Mortals.  



This is the situation of Planet Arabia, 
where an invented social and artistic 
norm, from distant Planet Earth, from
the distant past, an entirely pretend 
version of human existence was 
adopted as the basis for a civilization.
The phenomenon of successful
propaganda exists among most social
species on most planet, and had 
never been adequately explained.

A handful of people, at the top of the 
political, social, economic or religious 
structures, wake up one day and 
decide to push a Huge Lie.
They think carefully about the most 
effective methods to push the Lie.
They create One Narrative, with many 
bullet-points.  The propaganda needs
to contain only bits and pieces of 
rational thought, with a small 
sprinkling of widely accepted facts. 
Beyond that, the One Narrative often 
has little or no relationship to actual,  



observable reality.  It is presented as 
scientifically provable and socially 
moral, and the only possible way for 
good citizens to think, and the only 
possible way for good citizen to live.
In other words, to disagree with the 
Big Lie, to criticize any of the bullet-
points related to the Big Lie, makes a 
person immoral, and a bad citizen.
Any rational criticism is considered 
unpatriotic and against the common 
good, and the future well-being of
the entire civilization.
This historical phenomenon was seen 
many times, in many places, with 
many names during the 20th and 21st 

Century on Planet Earth.  The end 
result of Big Lies is usually piles of
dead bodies.  At times, huge piles, 
tens of millions of dead bodies.  Big
Lies are invented as an attempt to
secure the power of the handful of 
people at the top, the ones inventing 
the lies.



Freedom, Free Will, Freedom of 
Speech, Freedom of Thought, 
Freedom to live where one wishes to 
live, Freedom of travel... all those 
freedoms are removed, one by one, 
sometimes all at once, when the Big
Lie, the One Narrative  conquers the 
imaginations of millions of citizens. 

Once their imaginations are
conquered, even many intelligent, 
well-educated, observant and under 
most circumstances entirely rational 
people, often become brain-dead 
bobble-head sheep.  In this condition
they can be pushed around, raped
and pillaged, told to wear masks and
get injections and carry mandatory 
vaccination cards.  Local and regional 
businesses may collapse under the 
new authoritarian regime.
Healthy, smart and economically 
successful people may be driven to 
depression and suicide.  When the
Big Lie takes over, there is no limit to 



the destruction to powerful elite can 
cause among the mass of citizens.
And the powerful elite love this 
method of operation.  They have 
been required to roll tanks into no 
cities;  lock-up very few citizens, shoot 
and kill very few people, and without
doing much of anything except talk 
loudly, and keep talking loudly they 
are able to completely control and 
suppress all expressions of free will 
and rational thought.
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Nuance and Finesse Among Rat-Bastard 

Oligarchs

Capt. Theremin is often required to negotiate 
trade deals with leaders      of planets and
leaders of individual nations on those planets. 
On regular trade routes, he is unable to deliver a 
valuable shipments of copper, efficient anti-
gravitation automobile engines; unable to 
spread the joys   of gallon jugs of personal 
lubricant and Pacific Northwest weed without 
talking to the people in charge, signing their 
contracts and paying their bribes. Bribes are 
standard business procedure on highly 
populated worlds, and even on smaller worlds 
and a few mining outposts.

This is quite similar to the job of an ambassador 
from a non-aggressive country attempting to 
build international relations with the leader of a
pushy dictatorship.  The diplomat goes to the 
cheery cocktail party, where a string quartet is 
playing Haydn, and everyone is dressed in the 
latest European styles, and everyone is polite 



and speaking in gentle refined voices.  All the 
women are pretty.  Even the female serving 
droids are pretty.  The whole while. the diplomat 
knows the Supreme Leader of this nation, 
tortures and kills his own citizens, and several 
foreign citizens every week.  These are 
established facts. And, the job of the diplomat is 
to pretend those facts do not matter, and sign 
the trade and banking agreements, to allow his
peaceful nation to sell products to this nation.
The movement of products and the flow of cash 
(or cash equivalents) is more important than any 
character flaws or violent methods of local 
political control.  The leaders of the non-
aggressive nation tell themselves, this is OK, 
because they need the trade agreement, and 
may even need the rat-bastard foreign dictator 
as an ally some day.  The diplomat does what he 
is told, gives thirty gold ingots, and a one gallon 
of cut diamonds to each leader, and signs the 
trade agreements.

On distant planets, off the regular trade routes 
Capt. Theremin has several advantages over the 
the diplomats:  He answers to no one.  



The Earth-based McFarland-Berry Intergalactic 
Transport Corp. allows him to do whatever he 
needs to do.  He angles for no political alliances 
of any kind, nor future reliance on the whims of 
any rat-bastard.  Most often he tells the local 
Supreme Leaders, he will sign no agreement, and 
pay no bribes.  He is on their planet to sell 
product from the holds of his ship, and the next
time he passes this way, he may stop in again. 
They want his products, and Capt. Theremin 
makes clear, he truly does wants their gold 
ingots, and other currencies recognized on Earth
and on other planets.  He tells the rat-bastard 
leaders:  “I have no interest in your politics, nor 
anything about your civilization.  I care only for 
unloading my cargo, and collecting your gold 
ingots. I serve no one other than myself and my 
crew. After today, you may never see me again. 
What to you wish to buy?”  

With this short commentary, most Supreme 
Leaders understand the Starship Rimshot is no 
threat to them, serving no political agenda from 
off-world rat-bastards. (Rat-bastards always 
worry about other, larger more powerful  



rat-bastards.)  They also understand this Capt.
Theremin will come and go, and may or may not 
come back the their planet, so they take what 
they can get, and pay what they are willing to
pay.  

Often, while negotiations are going on with the 
Supreme Leaders, small cargo containers move 
quietly from Rimshot into warehouses of local 
businessmen, who have no fondness for their 
Supreme Leaders, and do not operate by the 
official rules nor pay official taxes.  They pay 
cash.  
Rimshot collects millions of gold ingots in this 
quiet manner, without any official government 
approval.  Unfortunately, this only works on 
smaller worlds, like Earth was during the 21st 

Century, with small little oligarchs, men and 
women who were certain  they were the biggest 
fish in their small, almost insignificant little pond. 
On large worlds, where trade is truly busy and
intergalactic, trade agreements with the 
Supreme Leaders  are essential.  Capt. Theremin 
is amused to notice, on the truly worthwhile 
worlds, with wide intergalactic relations, there 



are very few rat-bastard oligarchs.  Rats tend to 
infest the small, smellier worlds.  The Supreme 
Leaders of most large and busy planets often do 
not consider themselves Supreme Leaders.  The 
see their job as Temporary Custodians of Public  
Property, office managers for entire planets, or 
groups of planets. Even Delonia, Queen of the 
Vega Star-System, takes on few special 
privileges, and spends much of her day in her 
office making management decisions.

Capt. Theremin laughs out loud thinking how 
tiny, puny, pathetic and incompetent 21st 

Century world leaders were, when compared to 
Queen Delonia, and other rulers of modern star-
systems.  The Presidents of 21st Century China, 
the United States, Russia, and most other nations 
of Earth would be sent prison, or executed on 
most 26th Century planets.  In the 26th Century, 
most large and busy star-systems have no 
patience for puny rat-bastard oligarchs.  Human 
civilization has moved far beyond the smelly, 
flea-bitten rat infested social and political 
systems of Old Earth.



The Cock-Stroking Saint of Antares

Saints come in all shapes and sizes.  Some come 
and come and come, and just keep having 
orgasms until their religious followers join in, or 
go way disgusted.  Few serious-minded religious 
people consider masturbation a legitimate and 
worthwhile form of prayer.   This disparaging 
view is an Old Earth-born piece of nonsense, 
from onanism in the Old Testament,   as if that 
old book was the most accurate description of 
Universal Reality.

As with many old books, the doctrines of 
Judaism, Christianity and Islam were taught and 
pushed, and promoted as accurate descriptions 
of reality, many centuries past their expiration 
date.  They become stale, moldy and unhealthy 
in all ways.  People only ate the stale sandwiches, 
because no one was presenting them with 
better, healthy spiritual food.  



When no accurate descriptions of reality are 
available, people often believe what they are 
told.  The loudest, most widely distributed or 
most charismatic  ideas dominate the decade, or 
many decades, and limit the imaginations  of 
millions of people.  When Devonius Grafaleon of 
Antares joined the local Church of the Sacred 
Jizz, no-one noticed.  The cult had less than 1000
followers on the entire planet, mostly in two 
cities, and the members kept to themselves, out 
of the public spotlight.  In the conservative 
culture of Antares, human sexuality was a private
matter, discussed between grown-ups only when
necessary and with some embarrassment. 
Entirely opposite of Vega Prime, and several 
other promiscuous planets.  The Hermaphrodite 
King once said, “Not everyone appreciates my 
dangling balls and lovely breasts.  I know this. 
When I travel to conservative planets, I cover 
them up, and don't even talk about my personal 
pleasures.  Many cultures prefer to talk about 
everything,  everything except the bodies the live 
in, and the sacred relationship between those 
living bodies the Living God.”



This was certainly an accurate description of 
social and religious behavior on Antarus.  The
liberal-minded civilization did not intrude into 
the private lives of their citizens, but most 
people would frown at both male and female 
masturbation in church, and be entirely 
uncomfortable with jacking-it during a religious 
ceremony.  To even mention such things,  was a 
major breech of etiquette and public decency. 
Regardless of the pervading social climate,
Devonius, took vows and became Brother
Berthold of Antares.  Almost every day he stood 
nude before the Altar of Eternal Bliss and jacked 
his erection.  Often his two best girlfriends 
masturbated with him, and sucked his erection 
during  the Morning and Evening Prayers. 
Brother Berthold withheld is sacred semen for six 
days, and on the seventh day gushed cream into 
the mouths of one or two of his best girlfriends. 
They swallowed the sacred ejaculate with great 
joy and enthusiasm, and usually had orgasms at 
the same time as Brother Berthold.  These were 
standard rituals within the Church of the Sacred 
Jizz, performed by 200 million humans across 
four galaxies.



Brother Berthold was entirely aware, most of the 
citizens on Antares would not sit still to hear any 
rational and factually accurate  discussion  of the 
religious practices of those 200 million far-off 
humans.  That reality was difficult to imagine.  In 
fact, impossible for most people to imagine. 
Religious jacking-off  was considered an 
impossibility; an insane combination of two 
completely different human behaviors. 
In the minds of most people, an orgasm is a 
lovely human experience,   but may not be 
described in any credible way  as a religious 
experience.
Here we encounter a basic flaw in many human 
imaginations:  What is “credible” relies 
completely on the norms and ideas already 
inside one's mind.  If the norms and ideas inside 
one's own mind are limited or entirely  
inaccurate, Truth Itself will not seem “credible.” 
Truth will be ignored and called impossible, 
simply because prevailing public opinion  is too 
far removed from Truth to accept Truth.  Many 
saints have encountered this problem, and each 
one found a novel solution.



Brother Berthold decided buy a bus, a big red,
yellow and green bus, much like Old Earth 
school-buses.  Brother Berthold decided to take 
his lusty religion down the road, off to the rural 
areas of Antares, and rustle-up some converts. 
Up in the lush green foothills of Mount Mariah, 
on a lazy day in late summer, in a town called 
Shepherd's Rest, Brother Bertold preached the 
Sermon of Divine Vaginal Lips.  Lt. Alastair 
McGonagal was in the audience, seated in the 
shade under an elm tree, on a large plaid blanket 
with two local shepherd girls, fully clothed.

The audience sat in the grass and marigold 
meadow, eight young men and their four 
girlfriends, all under 30-years-old.  Two older 
men stood leaning against an oak tree smoking 
pipes, looking sideways at the naked preacher. 
Brother Berthold stood naked on a wide stump, 
hands raise above his head, in dramatic gestures 
as he articulated the sacred qualities of human 
vaginae.  He said:  “Every man born passes 
through these holy gates.  The semen of their
creation passes through these holy gates.  



The puffy vaginal lips after orgasm are a symbol 
of Divine Joy. Both men and women worship the 
puffy, Divine Vaginal Lips.”

The older men were politely restraining their
laughter, smiling at each other.  The younger 
men and their girls appeared entranced by the 
preacher.  They had never heard anyone 
describe female genitalia in such glowing terms. 
The girls were standing a little taller, feeling 
proud of the Holy Vagina between their thighs. 
The boys had trouble concentrating on the 
preachers words, as their minds wandered, 
filling-up with images of their favorite girl's 
vaginal folds.  And remembering the honey-
taste, and sweet-sea smell of their moisture.

The preacher concluded his sermon, saying:  “I 
will now bless the Holy Vaginae of all women 
present.  I offer my erection and my sacred 
cream.”
And then, Brother Berthold of Antares took his 
cock in his right hand, squeezing and caressing it
full-up.  His caressed his balls with his left hand.



Two female acolytes removed their robes, 
pressing their large nude breasts against his 
thighs.  Soon Brother Berthold blessed their 
faces.

֎ ֎ ֎



Medicinal Herb for the Martian Elders

Lt. Alastair McGonagal was truly inspired by the 
sermon of Brother Berthold.  From his early 
teens, Alastair had always considered naked 
human females, and their vaginae in particular, 
as mysterious and sacred.  Worthy of hours and 
hours of quiet meditation.  And hours and hours 
of jacking-it.  He become aware of the Church of  
the Sacred Jizz  while visiting Vega Prime, but 
had never attended their public sermons.  He 
was on Antares for an entirely different purpose.

The  4th  generation humans living on Mars 
(emigrants from Earth) developed mental 
problems.  Something in the magnetosphere of 
Mars degenerated human brains cells, and the
genes which create human brain cells.  In other 
words, the current generation of Earth-humans 
on Mars tend to be morons, while their great-
great-grandparents were scientific geniuses.  The 
only known cure for this genetic deterioration 



was a common herb found on Antares.  
Lt. Alastair filled the second hold of Starship 
Rimshot with the medicinal herb, called grippé,  
to sell on Mars,
to reverse the youthful moron-syndrome and
assure the future Elders of Mars were almost as 
smart as their ancestors. 



Polly Gets Boinked.  Twice.

Living in a yurt, in Marin County near San 
Francisco, getting boinked twice in one day, 
taking semen in her mouth and in her anus is 
almost considered normal and average.  Nothing 
extreme at all.  The same behavior in Salt Lake
City, in an apartment owned by the Church of 
Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints is considered 
unnatural and according to ancient scriptures,
immoral.  Honestly, Polly was amazed the LDS 
Church was still in business halfway through the 
26th Century. Hundreds of millions of female
humans in many galaxies had no problem with 
being pumped in the ass.  And Polly consider 
having two boys inside her, spurting with great 
joy, as close to Holy as she was likely to get.

The first boy had come knocking on her door, 
eager to share with her the Gospel of Jesus.  She 
welcomed him, and shared with him the Gospel  
of Sacred Jizz, as she had learned on Vega Prime. 
Polly said, “I have heard of your nice young man, 
Jesus.  He was all about love.  



My own religion promotes love in immediate 
and tangible ways.  Let me show you.”
At first the neat, tidy, polite young Mormon was 
speechless in a red-faced blush, holding his Bible
tightly over the bulging erection, clearly visible 
through his well-pressed dress slacks.  He
remained speechless, as Polly took the Bible and 
placed in on a coffee table.  She unzipped his 
slacks and sucked him to a full, full, gasping 
aching erection.  The young man was gasping 
for air.  

From a philosophical point-of-view, it is relevant 
to mention, the young man voiced not one word 
of complaint, and moved not one inch away 
from Polly, as she took his Bible and sucked his 
cock.  A physical response often declares more 
truthfully a person's innate joy, than any 
collection of religious texts.  In the end, there 
was religious ecstasy on his face.
The Mormon, now a full sinner within his faith, 
laughed and smiled as he gushes three loads of 
cream into Polly's lovely mouth, as she licked 
and sucked away every drop of semen, and 
swallowed every drop of semen.



Later she asked, “Jeremiah, how did you choose 
to preach at my yurt today.  I am well off the 
road, and not in a conveniently located nor busy
neighborhood.  What made you believe anyone 
would be home?”

Young Jeremiah, blushed again, and was silent 
for almost two full minutes.  At last, he looked 
directly into her sapphire blue eyes and said,
“Miss Polly, I live across the street and watch you 
come and go every day.
I knew you were home, and felt this was my best 
chance to meet you.
I have wanted to meet you for two years, since 
the time I was out walking in the woods and saw 
you nude in your backyard.  You were drinking 
iced tea and reading a book.”

Polly smiles at his confession, and kissed his 
mouth, holding his face gently in her hands.  The 
young man was in love.  Simple as that. And he
could not help himself.  And no scowling religion 
was any competition for a aching young cock. 
The LDS puritanical, prissy LDS Doctrines has not 
one chance in hell.



Because Alastair McGonagal knew he would be 
far away, on some moon of Jupiter or Saturn, he 
has the good sense to send Billy Quist to visit 
Polly.  He did not want her to get lonely, living in 
his yurt.  And Billy Quist was a wonderful fellow 
in all respects.  Comical by nature, Billy showed-
up wearing a strap-on dildo, on his chin.  He 
said, “Polly, my dear. Observe my latest 
invention:  The Chin-Penis.  In this way, a girl 
may enjoy an erection inside her, while her man 
licks her vaginal folds!”  

“Oh, my....”said Polly.  She noticed the dildo was 
firmly attached, with a leather strap pulled tight 
around the back of Billy's head.  She grabbed the 
large pseudo-penis in her hand and gave it a 
good shake. “If I ride this too hard, I might snap 
your neck, Billy “ laughed Polly.
“The erection is firmly attached, with pad 
underneath to protect my chin. You may ride me 
was hard as you please, as I lick and suck and 
drink your yummy honey nectar.”
“Oh, Billy... I bet you say that to all the girls!”



“Only you, my dear.  You will be the first female 
to enjoy my invention!”

Polly had never had sex with Billy before, though 
there had been plenty of teasing, all of it 
encouraged by Lt. Alastair McGonagal.  For 
Alastair, providing convenient lovers for Polly 
was a considerate expression of his love for her. 
Why should her sexual joy be diminished when 
he is far off in the galaxy, or even several 
galaxies distant?  Much better to provide his girl 
with extra lovers in San Francisco, on Mars, on 
Ganymede and other places Polly was likely to 
go.

After three hours of delirious sexual play with 
Billy and his Chin Penis, Polly sent Alastair a ten-
minute video clip, showing close-ups and full
body shots of herself with Billy's face buried 
between her thighs, as she bucked up and down 
against his chin.  From time to time, Billy would 
pull his mouth away from Polly's viscous-wet 
pussy lips to gasp a breath of air, before diving
in from more!



Lt. Alastair McGonagal with the Local Girls

Lt. Alastair McGonagal, chief navigator of 
Starship Rimshot, needed a vacation. He was 
worn out, with no interest or energy left inside 
him, except for local pleasures. For the past two 
month he was far off, three galaxies away from 
Earth, suppressing an infestation of Insectoid
Brill.
A pirate confederation of these arthropods were 
obsessed with the Seven Pleiades Sisters,
wanting insert proboscis into young warn 
vaginae, and inject each human girl with spurts 
of gelatinous ooze.  

“Not on my watch!” said Capt. Theremin.  And 
what followed was two months of all-out war, 
hand-to-hand combat with grasshoppers and 
lobsters, and the horrid stench of scorched and 
boiled arthropod bodily fluids.  At last the
famous pop-stars were returned home to a 
planet orbiting Taygeta, un-raped and 
unharmed.  All this, far more than Alastair
signed-up for.   He worked for an intergalactic 
merchant fleet, nor a Royal navy.  



All Alastair wanted to do right now was smoke 
primo Pacific Northwest weed and enjoy a few 
local girls.

Reclined on large floor pillows in a hookah 
lounge, on a warm planet near Aldebaran,
Alastair begins to relax.  Three local girls, Xi, Jin 
and Ping feed him local fruits.  They pressed 
firm, dusky breasts against his strong, naked 
thighs.  Xi has her legs spread wide, with Alastair 
between them. Laying back his head between 
Xi's large breasts, he feels the suction of her 
moist pussy-lips against his lower back.  Within 
an hour, Xi has Alastair pinned to the floor, and 
five-foot long prehensile tail, tight around his 
waist.  Jin is gently probing Alastair's anus with
the tip of her tail, and Ping has wrapped her 
smooth, snake-skin tail around Alastair's ankles.
Ping decides she is in the mood for climbing.  
She drags Alastair across the Persian carpet, and 
climbs a sturdy tree, which grows in the middle 
of the hookah lounge.  She takes Alastair with 
her, letting him dangle from his ankles, upside 
down, while she stretches out luxuriously on a 
wide branch.  



She smiles down at him with a beautiful human
face and says, “My lovely sisters, have at it!”

Turning their naked, beautiful, wide, bubble-butt 
asses toward Alastair's face, the girls giggle, and 
wiggle, and shake their booty.  Xi says, in 
perfectly clear English, “Mr. McGonagal, you will 
remember us for the rest of your life.  And 
always smile.”  Xi wrapped the tip of her tip 
around Alastair's soft cock, jacking-it up full, 
squeezed and caressing.  Jin stretched her thin 
tail out, almost six feet, arching high in the air.
On one fast whoosh and blur of motion, Jin 
swung it in, slapping Alastair firmly on the ass, 
leaving big pink blotches.  She continued to flog 
him in this way, always precise, striking a 
different place on each swing.  She worked up 
and down his back, and around both legs.

All the while, Xi continued to jack Alastair's long, 
thick aching cock.     And he moaned and 
moaned, eyes closed, sometimes too exciting 
and frightened to watch the action with open 
eyes. Though she began kneeling on the floor, Xi 
held his cock from many positions.  



Her final position was standing close to him, 
squatting down to press her vagina against 
Alastair's mouth and face.  With both hands, she 
pulled his head up, holding him firmly into her 
wet folds, still stroking and stroking his cock with 
her tail. 

No human male can take such erotic pleasure for 
more than fifteen to twenty minutes.  Jin's tail 
kept lashing him, Xi held him firmly by the
ankles, swinging him gently back and forth.  Xi 
now moved away, bringing her wide mouth 
down, swallowing his entire erection, holding his 
buttocks tightly with her tail,  caressing his 
thighs with her hands, as he unloaded a geyser 
of semen into her throat.  She swallowed every 
drop, and kept licking and sucking.

 



Up Inside Android Susie

Polly's first interaction with android Susie had 
been surprising, but not unpleasant.  For several 
months after Susie revealed her affection and 
sexual desire, after Polly had seen Susie rattle
and shake her breast-plates with a vibrator-- 
Polly thought about Susie and wondered just  
exactly what sex with an android-girl would feel 
like.  What kind of pussy does an android have? 
Susie had worked as a house-cleaning droid; in 
that job she would have no need for a functional 
vagina.  

With these thoughts, she phoned Alastair to ask 
if he still owned Susie, and where he got her, and 
asked what he knew about her android vagina.
“Ha-ha-ha-ha!”  Alastair laughed.  “I got her 
second-hand from a nuclear physicist on Mars.
She was originally a sex-bot droid, made for 
lonely platinum miners up on Pavonis Mons.  I 
have never seen her naked, but I believe Susie 
has all her original hardware, and probably her 
sex-bot programming was never erased.  



Do you want to take her out for a test-drive?”
And Alastair laughed some more.

Because Alastair was on Vega Prime, 25 light 
years, or about 150 trillion miles from Earth, Polly 
did not hesitate one day.  She went over to his 
home in Marin County, and fired-up the cleaning 
droid.   The droid Susie was amazingly self-
aware, and jumped up and down with 
excitement.
For more than six months, Susie had been in 
love with Polly.
Up to this moment, Susie had found no 
opportunity to express her love for Polly, nor 
share her own android-style sexual desire with 
Polly.  When asked about her former service as a 
sex-bot, Susie said, “I have little memory of 
specific events during my four years on Mars, 
but I am still fully programmed for sexual play of 
many kinds.  Also, I am able to add additional 
routines and protocols to my specifications.  
My designers felt a certain amount of flexibility, 
self-repair and self-programming would be
essential when posting me to distant places. 
Who knows what kinks an asteroid miner, or a 



long-haul starship crew might want with their
sex-bot?  And the truth is, since leaving Mars, I 
have developed my own sexual and emotional 
preferences.  At first I had no idea what to do 
with these new, spontaneous feelings.   This is 
why I was so very confused when we first met.  I 
felt juice filling my vagina, and the urge to hold 
you, kiss you and caress you.  But all my sexual 
programing was turned off, with only raw
emotions driving me.  I toyed with my electric
polishing tool, like a vibrator, buzzing it against 
my breast-plates, trying to make my nipples 
hard.”

Polly clearly remembered her first meeting with 
Susie.  The poor droid had sat gazing longingly
at her, not knowing what to do.  Polly was in no 
way prepared to have sex with her boyfriend's 
house-cleaning droid.
Now, with everything clearly explained, and fully 
understood. Android sex was not only possible; 
it was an exciting idea. Sex with Susie sounded 
like an amazing new form of human sexual joy.



Susie re-activated several of her sex-bot 
programs, and added the “lesbian romance 
options” which she had never used before.  Susie 
found her own new and natural inclinations and 
desires were intensified, with new knowledge of 
female sexual stimulation, unique to the “lesbian 
romance” programming.

Having her nipples tenderly kissed and sucked 
by a machine, Polly gained a personal 
understanding of how human/android relations 
had advanced during her lifetime.  Thirty years 
ago, it was still considered “kinky” and “beneath 
human dignity” to completely immerse oneself 
in sexual pleasure with an android.  And, 
androids were not considered capable    of 
human-style love. The most any person ever 
expected from their droid was loyalty, as with a 
dog.  And dogs usually showed more affection, 
with pleasurable sounds.  Androids buzzed 
quietly. This was now old news.   An advanced 
model, like Susie, could moan and sigh, and have 
orgasms which looked very much like female 
human orgasms.  



According to Susie, she nearly blew her primary 
fuses every time she had a good orgasm.
For two days, Susie and Polly explored the vast 
possibilities of human-android romance and 
sexual pleasure.  Polly found herself in physical 
positions she had never tried with any human, as 
being upside down in    a wide arm-chair.  Susie 
sat in the chair in normal, upright posture, 
with her smooth thighs wide open.  Polly 
pressed her pubic lips to Susie's mouth, her legs 
held high in the air by Susie's strong and gentle 
android hands.  Fallen entirely forward, Polly's 
face nuzzled into Susie's shimmery, slippery
vagina. In this upside-down position Polly had
many orgasms with Susie's long tongue inside 
her (As a point of fact, Susie's tongue was twice 
the length of most human tongues.) 

The “advanced pole-spin” was another position 
Polly had never tried with a human. Because it 
was not possible with any human. Being a 
uniquely constructed machine, Susie needed no 
strap-on dildo.  In a compartment on the right 
side of her abdomen, Susie carried a polymer-
covered, thick titanium dildo, firmly attached to 



her body. She could position the dildo wherever 
she wished within her pelvic region, and lock it 
into place. When locked-in, the dildo was as 
solid as an arm or a leg, allowing marvelous 
options.

Laying on her back, Susie liberally applied lube 
to her dildo, and raised Polly above her, holding 
Polly gently by the hips, and easing up inside
Polly's vagina. Still holding Polly by the hips, 
Susie's strong arms tossed Polly up and down, 
up and down.  To Polly's great surprise, Susie 
twisted her wrists with each upward thrust, 
making Polly spin, spin around and around on 
the solid titanium dildo.  The polymer coating 
was thick and soft, very much like human flesh. 
Deliciously human, like a huge human cock.  Up 
and down, spinning and spinning, Susie's 
android arms never tired of this exercise, 
allowing Polly to have multiple orgasms in mid-
air, and be reamed from beneath after each  
orgasm.



On the third day, Polly invited Billy Quist to join 
them.  Billy did not bring his famous Chin Penis. 
He brought only his youthful body, good humor 
and lusty enthusiasm.  He had never had android
sex.
He was primed and ready to roll.  The first thing 
he discovered was Susie's remarkable, seemingly 
insatiable capacity for sucking cock. Susie smiled 
warmly at him, and sucked and sucked and 
sucked.  Unlike human girls, she had no need for 
breathing air, or taking a break.  She sucked and 
sucked until the job was done.  Then asked, “Is 
there anything else you wish me to do with my 
mouth, Mr. Quist.”

Billy rested for a full hour, before he was capable 
of further scientific exploration.  Eager, and full 
hard, Billy examined Susie's vagina.  He kissed 
the vaginal lips tenderly, noticing they were 
slightly puffy from previous orgasms.  He 
considered her designers pure geniuses to 
include that lovely detail.  Up inside her, balls 
deep, Billy was aware Susie's interior was exactly 
like a human female interior, young, wet, supple, 
tight, like a seventeen or eighteen year old 



virgin. (Billy had personal experience behind that 
comparison.)  Everything was perfect:
temperature, touch, taste and smell.  Even the 
sound of Susie's vagina in action was as human 
as any young man could hope for.

Polly was coming against Susie's mouth at the 
same moment Billy was coming full inside Susie's 
pussy.   Then, when the humans believed they
had discovered everything they needed to know 
about android sex...

Their consciousness, their ability to see, hear,
touch, taste, smell, their ability to observe their 
environment... all those human capacities were 
absorbed into Susie's mechanical consciousness. 
That is, the minds of all three living entities 
merged.  They floated naked together in a non-
gravitational space, seeing and hearing each 
other.  They floated around a deep purple flame 
which rose from the center of a golden altar. 
The altar also floated, as they saw no floor 
beneath.  Looking up, they saw no ceiling above, 
only warm blackness.  



The air in which they floated was fresh, 
comfortably warm. All three were joyful and 
satisfied from their orgasms.

This was the very first recorded example of 
human-android merging of consciousness, and 
the Divine Implication of such merging.

֎ ֎ ֎



Without Regrets, Jenny Dumps Mr. 

Wonderful

Polly decided to dump her Martian boyfriend. 
Alexander-Claude was Mr. Wonderful  in so 
many ways:  handsome, a famous artist, piles of 
money, good in bed, a good cook and often fun 
to be with.  But, over a period of three years,
Alexander-Claude became less and less fun to be 
with, mostly because whack-o, freak-show, 
irrational agendas began to obsess his mind, and 
he began to live by  those whack-o new 
agendas.

For example:  on Mars a small subset of humans 
began to force their opinions and moral agendas 
on everyone else living on the Red Planet. In 
political terms, the Red Planet was actually the
Blue Planet, most everyone professing to be a 
Liberal Democrat.  The social and political 
climate insisted  on fairness (for minority groups 
only), equality (for people designated as under-
served or oppressed), freedom of speech (within 
strict and specific limitations), freedom of 



thought (only when one agreed with every liberal 
bullet-point), freedom to choose one's  gender  (this 
being the most bizarre of all, since  most humans 
are born with only two very  specific  types of sexual 
organs.)  The pushy subset ideas  were often the 
loudest part of the  larger Liberal Democrat talking-
points.  The  small insistent and pushy subset of 
Martian  citizens called themselves, the League for 
Instant  Moral Purity.  They took their moral 
inspiration from 21st Century LGBTQ propaganda in 
the  
United States of America.  

The L.I.M.P. agendas were designed to bring their 
individual party members into positions of  power.  
The agendas had nothing at all to do  with morality, 
purity, fairness, freedom of speech,  freedom of 
thought, and not even freedom to  choose one's 
own gender.  The “Liberal” ideas  were spoken 
loudly, broadcast by all media,  attempting to gain 
moral high ground  over  other citizens.   To cow 
everyone into submission.

 



inherently morally superior over
 

everyone
 

else.  
Through loud, persistent talk, and social

 

intimidation they were elected or appointed to
 

positions of power in all levels of government.
 
L

.I.M.P. leaders had no balls, but lots of political
 

savvy.

Alexander-Claude, because he was a famous
 

artist, across the entire galaxy, was invited to
 

join, and was soon elected to leadership of the
 

L.I.M.P. Party, pushing their propaganda almost
 

every day on every news broadcast on Mars.
 

This drove Jenny nuts.  And made her sick to her
 

stomach.  This was a revolting misuse of his
 

artistic fame.  He was being used by the L.I.M.P.
 

leadership-- and he did not even realize that
 

fact. f course, millions of Martian citizens drank
 

the Kool-Aid.  They believed everything they
 

were told, and repeated the new, liberal,
 

progressive and morally pure  agendas to each
 

other, and to anyone who would listen.  The
 

millions of Kool-Aid drinkers began to perceive
 

reality, civilization, and human rights using only
 

the talking-points of the L.I.M.P. agendas.

L.I.M.P. leaders wished to be perceived as



(Truthfully, this was far easier  than forming 
rational opinions of their own, making rational 
personal choices, and creating honest and 
accurate descriptions of human reality.)  

Simple human laziness is one reason people 
accept and perpetuate completely false 
descriptions of reality.

֎ ֎ ֎



Capt. Theremin Spurts for the Yragoth 

Triplets

Most people aspire toward specific joys, goals 
and worldly ambitions. Capt. Theremin of the
Starship Rimshot aspires to other-worldly joys, 
goals and ambitions. His most persistent fantasy 
has become a permanent longing, an 
inconsolable aching to make physical contact
with the anuses of the Yragoth Triplets, 
Princesses of Alpha Centauri.  He has met them 
at parties, and watched their music videos. He 
once kissed Kyrm's erect nipples when she was 
drunk on Ganymede.  He knows from reliable 
sources, all three: Ethlya, Kyrm and Bryol are
available, cheerful, generally promiscuous, and 
eager for new adventures with friendly humans.

As much as Capt. Theremin loves Delonia, Queen
of Vega; as much as he loves her royal anus, he 
lusts and lusts  to gush cream onto, into or very 
close to each anus of each Yragoth Princess. 
Perhaps they will jack him.  Perhaps he will jack 
himself.  



Truly, the only detail which matters is having his 
modest-size erection pressed against their
fannies, semen bursting joyfully.  Their tight, 
lime-green anuses full of semen.

There exists no protocol in the Known Universe, 
no polite, tender and socially acceptable way to
ask a casual acquaintance about her anus. In 
some settings, in bondage clubs and proctology
clinics perhaps, anal talk is as generally pleasant, 
and acceptable as ice cream.  But, even in the 
26th Century tattered-garments of modesty still 
prevail, and asking a grown woman about her 
anus, and telling her what you would like to do 
with her anus, may result in a slapped face, a kick 
in the balls, or prompt and painful execution.  A 
person truly needs to understand their social 
setting. 

Capt. Theremin chose his setting with great care.
He asked his friend the Hermaphrodite King to 
invite the Triplets to an orgy on a cozy planet 
near Rigil Kentaurus,  only one star-system away 
from their home.

 



plumbing (essential to successful orgies.)
 

Sparsely populated, the world is owned by an
intergalactic yacht-club, a private island for their

 

parties and events.

With comfortable huts, pools, gardens and
 

gazebos well-kept and ready for pleasure, forty
 

guests arrived over a period of three days,
 

allowing Capt. Theremin plenty of time to get
 

settled and steady his nerves with many bongs
 

of local indica weed.

Though similar in appearance, each of the
 

Triplets has a distinctive and unique personality.
 

Kyrm is loud, energetic, as if high on crack most
of the time. Ethlya is aloof, not cold, but

 

restrained and casual, as if nothing ever bothers
 

her.  Bryol is bouncy, perky, like an Old Earth K-
Pop girl, playful and teasing.  When Capt.

 

Theremin asked The Hermaphrodite King for
 

advice, the King said, “My dear fellow, I believe
 

you must talk with them one at a time. The
 

bathing pool in Pavilion Four is the best location.
 

There will complete privacy.  I will have them
 

over to my chateau, and send them out to you,
 

Rigil Kentaurus  is a jungle planet with indoor



one at a time.”   And the King laughed cheerfully. 
“I love being the instigator of sexual bliss!”

Kyrm arrived complete naked carrying a 
strawberry daiquiri.  “Captain! Captain!” She 
shouted, as she entered the arched portico, as 
she glided by frescoes and blue and white tiled 
baths.
“I am here, Kyrm!  Take left at the stature of 
Queen Delonia.” said our Capt.  Capt. Theremin 
reclined on a love-seat puffing a hookah.
“There you are sweetie!  Oh, I have missed you! 
You thought I had forgotten... but I got sooo wet 
when you sucked my nipples on Ganymede.
I want some more of that old carcass of yours!  I 
want to get my hands on your little command 
unit!”

She walked over, set down her daiquiri, pulled 
off the white sheet which covered the Capt's 
command unit, knelt down on wide pillow and 
took the Capt's soft cock into her mouth.  He 
was up in two or three heartbeats!
Kyrm caressed his big balls as she sucked.  
And the Capt. stroked her thick black hair 



lovingly, also reaching down to tease her 
nipples.
“Kyrm,” he said, “I have a specific plan of action. 
A tactical objective I have carried since the 
moment we met.”  He paused.  “My lovely girl, I 
want to shoot cream on your anus.”

Kyrm looked up at him, with his erection full in 
her mouth.  Her eyes were joyful with pleasure. 
She opened her mouth, smiled and said, 
“Oh my dear, Capt.  I thought you would never 
ask!  I love having strong men in my ass.  I would 
love to be pumped by you, and have you pull 
out and splash your sacred jizz on my anus! 
Perhaps you did not know.
I am a follower of the Gospel of Sacred Jizz.  I 
want you to shoot cream on my anus.  And later,
I want you to shoot cream in my mouth.”

Capt. Theremin exerted great discipline, holding
back his orgasm, and not gushing semen as she 
spoke those words. The words he longed to hear 
for over three years.   He stammered, “Thank 
you, sweetie. That means a lot to me.  Please let 
us begin.  Right now.  Let me kiss your anus.”  



Kyrm knelt on the love-seat raising her fanny
high to meet the mouth of our Capt.  He lubed 
his erection, and rammed it full inside her, 
pumping and pumping against her soft, wide 
fanny.  He loved to she her fanny jiggle with the 
slapping of each strong thrust.

An hour later, Ethlya arrived at the pavilion.  She 
said, “Hello there, Commander Theremin.  My 
sister just told me you require further attention, 
and asked me to come visit you.  Kyrm said you
want to shoot semen on my bung-hole!”  Ethlya 
laughed joyfully, “Oh, that sounds just like an
elderly starship Commander!  Any old port in the 
storm!”
Seeing the Capt was still fatigued from boinking 
Kyrm, Etlya added,
“There is no hurry.  Let's just visit for awhile.  You
can pump my ass tomorrow, and spurt a big
load of jizz on me, tomorrow.  I am also a
follower of the Gospel of Sacred Jizz... and I 
know it takes awhile for an elderly gentleman to 
re-load, to get another salty blast ready for me.

We can talk and have dinner, and sleep together. 



Then, when you are ready.  Tomorrow morning, I 
will show you what a Yragothian Princess can do!
And I will make videos of you, gushing milk on 
my anus.”
It was necessary for the Capt to rest for three 
days after pumping Ethlya's firm shimmery blue-
green ass.  And he enjoyed the high-resolution 
videos.  He could see each ridge of her puckered 
anus, with his semen on top, like snow covering 
mountain ridges.  In high-resolution closeup,
Ethlya's vaginal lips were the opening of a Grand 
Canyon, a Celestial Cave in which all mysteries of 
the universe might be discovered.  Ethlya's 
miniature camera even showed a reverse-shot,
looking out from the inside of her vagina, at the 
moment our Capt's massive cockhead came into 
view, and spurt a creamy geyser covering her
pubic folds, and covering the camera lens.

One the last day, Bryol bounced into the pavilion 
wearing a short, plaid school-girl skirt.  Bryol had 
watched Old Earth K-Pop girl videos, and 
invented new fashions based on those videos. 
Rainbow stockings reached up her thighs within 
inches of her naked vagina. Her breasts were 



held up with Irish-plaid half-bra cups, her 
emerald-color nipples naked, contracted and 
erect.   As the Capt was laying on the floor on a 
Persian carpet, Bryol knelt over his face, bringing
her moist vagina down firmly onto his open 
mouth.  Our Capt. licked and licked, pulling on 
her pubic lips with his mouth and his teeth. 
Bryol nuzzled down, bouncing lightly on his face, 
squealing with pleasure.

This went on for some time until the Princess 
orgasms, and the sound of her joy echoed 
through the pavilion off blue and white tile, off 
marble floors and thick granite columns.  She 
removes all her clothes.  Knelt on hand and 
knees, and said, “My Commander, I am ready. 
Thrust into me.
Give me your Sacred Cock!  Give me your Holy 
Semen.  What you have given my sisters, give to 
me!  I want your semen inside me.  I want your 
semen on my butt-hole.   Kiss my butt-hole, and 
cover me with your salty, beautiful sacred cum!”
 



Jenny Boinks Six Ways to Sunday

Most Earth-based vessels, regardless where they 
are in the Universe, no matter what planets they 
visit, retain a seven day calendar.  After nearly 
800 years of software engineers telling their
bosses: “the project will be complete next 
Tuesday” it was simply more convenient to refer 
to seven days by their old names.  Jenny 
Hoekstra, the CFO of Starship Rimshot took two 
weeks off to visit Dr. Constantine Praxilion, to
get boinked six ways  to Sunday, and then lay 
on the beach one full week, to recover.

Dr. Praxilion was exploring the newly discover 
potential for humans and androids to share 
consciousness. The experience of Polly, Billy 
Quist and android Susie was the most
astonishing spiritual and scientific event of the 
past two hundred years.  Nothing like this had 
been recorded by reliable witnesses, and the 
experience required further investigation.
As the inventor of 98% of the sentient droids 
within human star-systems, Dr. Praxilion had a 
personal interest in the matter.  With all his 



knowledge and skill, he had not predicted this 
possibility.  Only science fiction writers and 
whack-o, weed-smoking fringe scientists talked 
about merging consciousness with machines.

To Dr. Praxilion it was clear human sexual 
arousal had spiritual implications, and was 
capable to elevating human consciousness to 
wider perceptions, and perhaps revealing 
previously unexplored regions of reality.  He 
never uses the term “alternate reality”, as that 
assumes we have fully and accurately described 
our primary  reality. In his view, all reality is 
contained within our primary reality. Alternate 
reality is a nonsense idea, a complete fiction.

He thoroughly examined android Susie's 
memory file, and listened carefully to her own 
description of her memories.  
He listened carefully to the descriptions of Polly 
and Billy, wishing to know ever detail of the two 
hours they spent with Susie in shared-
consciousness, in the dark space, with the 
floating golden altar and  the deep purple 
flame.  



Each aspect of the event hinted at religious 
symbolism, an out-of-body experience, both 
human and android consciousness shared an
experience separate from their actual physical 
environment.  While their bodies remained in Lt. 
McGonagal's home in Marin County, north of 
San Francisco, as their consciousness went
elsewhere.  The journey elsewhere was caused 
in some unknown way    by the exquisite, 
satisfying orgasms all three beings had, just 
moments before: Polly was coming against 
Susie's mouth at the same moment Billy was
coming full inside Susie's pussy, at the same 
moment Susie had a circuit-blowing android 
orgasm.

Dr. Praxilion chose six droids from the forty-two 
most advanced, free-thinking droids in his 
collection.  Each was created for a specific 
purpose, some for non-human environments, as 
in the seas beneath the surface of Europa. The 
Europa-octopus was covered with soft skin and 
suction tentacles, which would feel pleasant on 
Jenny's body.  In contrast, a small mining droid, 
built for high-heat under the radiation of triple-



star systems, had a smooth metallic surface,
which might be slightly uncomfortable for a 
naked girl.  He chose only two droids with 
human appearance:  Sarasvati, a female droid 
with four arms, and Ungat, of slightly male 
appearance, though his dread-locks were three-
foot long green snakes.  He had a handsome 
human face, but the snakes could really confuse 
an timid starship bookkeeper, even a girl as 
worldly and sophisticated as Jenny.

Only Sarasvati had any programming related to 
human sexuality.  She was designed as a sex-
bot for the spiritually inclined, though she 
contained no spiritual teachings of any kind. 
She was intended to be exotic and intoxicating 
for people with spiritual imaginations, playing 
music, quoting poetry from several human 
cultures, without knowing anything at all about 
what the words or music referred to.
She was much like an automaton, moving and 
making sounds, as a playback device, the device 
having no understanding of the motions or 
sounds. 



 Sarasvati was self-aware in her emotional 
responses to music and poetry, but unable to 
articulate why  a verse or a song made her 
happy or sad.  In her capacity as a sex-bot she 
was fully aware of her own physical sensations, 
and knew how to create physical pleasure with 
human bodies.

Jenny lay down on a wide bed, raised three-feet 
off the floor of an outdoor gazebo.  The gazebo 
stood in warm, summer sunlight near a calm 
sea.  Dr. Praxilion hosed-down the Europa-
octopus from all sides to be certain the creature 
carried no irritating sand or pebbles into the 
gazebo.  Glistening wet, whistling cheerfully, the 
Europa-octopus climbed into bed with Jenny. 
(She was uncertain how the beast whistled, as it 
had no human mouth or lips.)  The beast did 
have a wide, soft octopus mouth, with no teeth
or sharp edges.  With four tentacles around her 
legs, it spread her thighs and placed its mouth 
firmly against her vagina.

Jenny remembered the famous Japanese 
painting of the Fisherman's Wife.



The self-awareness of an octopus is difficult to 
measure.  The beast continued to whistle 
cheerful English dance tunes, and Scottish jigs 
as it licked and sucked Jenny's vagina.  Dr. 
Praxilion could not say whether or not the beast 
was sexually stimulated  in any way, but it was 
certainly having a good time.  Jenny was 
sexually stimulated beyond her wildest dreams! 
On the playback video, we clearly see Jenny 
having at least five orgasms.  She reported twice 
that number, but said she lost count after 
awhile.



On Tuesday, Ungat, the medusa-haired man 
was no less stimulating.  Jenny was glad he was 
her sex-partner early in the week, as it took all 
her energy to keep up with his acrobatic sexual 
positions.  On Wednesday, Sarasvati was a pure 
delight!  Gentle and entertaining, the woman 
with four arms had almost as many orgasms as 
Jenny.  On Thursday, the mining droid made 
Jenny laugh.  It's dildo-like little arms thrust in 
and out of her with great precision, at just the 
right speed, at just the right depth, vibrating all 
the while, in both her anus and vagina.  It made 
her come and come and come. 

On Friday, Jenny expected her body to show 
signs of wear and tear, but everything felt great. 
Her tender vaginal lips had been ruffed-up in no 
way by four days of action, and she was 
enthusiastic, ready for more!
The Friday droid was a Gas-Giant Floater, 
looking much like a deep ocean transparent sea 
cucumber (see illustration)



Used for scientific research in the thick 
atmospheres of gas giants, the droid was about 
eight feet long, floating in the deep end of Dr. 
Praxilion's pavilion swimming pool.   Jenny said, 
“I am supposed to have sex with that thing in
the water?”  She was not angry, just surprised. 
Dr. Praxilion had not mentioned any of the 
experiment-droids being so much like jellyfish, 
making sexual intercourse more a challenge 
than with more substantial beings, beings with 
recognizable orifices and limbs.

“Yes, my dear.  You will find Benjamin a
wonderful lover.  He prefers to be called Bengie. 
You may kiss the flower-like appendage near 
the surface, and he will perceive that like a kiss 



on the mouth. Really, he is quite warm, and has 
a good sense of humor.”

Jenny had a go at it.  And Bengie giggled, 
meaning he let out streams of tiny air bubbles 
which tickled Jenny's nose, like champagne 
bubbles.
To her great surprise, most of their lovemaking 
was underwater. Bengie had the ability to 
transmit oxygen directly through Jenny's skin,
much like reverse osmosis.  In this way, she did 
not need to breath air, as he pulled her to the 
bottom of the thirty-foot deep pool.  Bengie's 
intestine-like inner tubes extended to fill Jenny's 
mouth, anus and vagina, all at the same time. 
And he spurt semen into each orifice at the 
same time. For Jenny the sensation was three 
long, thick, smooth, warm human cocks, and the 
semen tasted like Key lime pie, gushing spurts 
of Key lime pie!

On Saturday, Jenny was ready for anything. 
After sex with Benjie, any human girl feels a new 
self-confidence, an intergalactic pride with her
own ability for entirely satisfying inter-species 



sex.  She smiled to herself and felt, if necessary, 
she could even boink and insectoid or a 
crustacean.
Dr. Praxilion had none of that in mind.  After 
watching the beautiful young woman orgasm 
multiple times with his latest series of droids, 
the doctor wished to press his own erection into 
Jenny's mouth and vagina.  He longed to kiss 
her anus, and shoot his cream as the lovely 
woman kissed his mouth.  His life with all his 
droids had been unfulfilling.
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Dr. Constantine Praxilion 
Touches God

He longed to kiss her anus, and shoot his cream as 
Jenny Hoekstra kissed his mouth.... these were facts 
Dr. Praxilion could not deny.  The six days of 
experimentation, making Jenny come in so many 
ways, had not achieve anything close to merging 
human and android consciousness.  They had made 
Jenny feel extraordinary, and wore her out.  She 
now lay on the beach, sipping mojitos.  A 
handsome, male Tahitian massage-droid stood 
close-by to serve her in any way she desired.

Dr. Praxilion had no theory to explain why the 
experience of Susie, Polly and Billy was not 
repeatable with the other five droids.  The essential 
self-awareness programming was the same as 
Susie's programming; the most advanced self-
reliant, creative and free-thinking droid minds he 



had ever invented.  Perhaps, the spiritual result was 
a combination of Susie's exceptional sex-bot 
programs mutated, made more powerful, by Susie's 
new, raw, nearly human emotions, her own self-
created psyche at work.  Susie's psyche now being a
product of her own making, not the mind Dr. 
Praxilion originally installed into her.  Of the droids 
in his experiment, only Benjamin, the jellyfish, and 
Sarasvati showed any evidence of self-
programming and re-invention  of their own minds. 

Then, Dr. Praxilion remembered his most 
remarkable creation: The Qilin, named for the 
Chinese horse-dragon said to appear with the 
imminent arrival or passing of a sage or great 
leader. Qilin stood nine feet tall on four slender
legs, graceful as a deer. Where hooves might have 
been, were five-finger grasping talons, with a sixth 
longer talon, like the front-facing hallex talon of an 
eagle. These were curled into balls while the Qilin 
stood, and wide open during flight. He and Jenny 
must have sexual intercourse with the Qilin.  In free-
fall from 15, 000 feet.
“What do you think about this, Qilin?” asked Dr.
Praxilion.



The handsome face on the dragon's head, turned 
bright turquoise eyes toward the doctor, and said in 
a quiet voice, “I am not certain you and Miss Jenny 
will attain Sacred Oneness in this manner. I have 
experienced the state of elevated spiritual 
awareness which you described.  But, I have done 
so through solitary meditation. Not through the 
exhilarating, and  somewhat dangerous act of aerial 
copulation, with potential for deadly consequences. 
If I fail to gather you both in my arms; if my wings
fail to stall our descent, all three of us may die.”

 The handsome dragon paused, then added, 
“Please describe our specific form of copulation.”
“Hahah, hahahaha.” Dr. Praxilion laughed, “Always a
practical and precise mind.  I love that about you, 
Qilin!  I imagine your lovely golden erection full
inside Jenny's vagina, while my modest human 
erection is in her mouth.  A Jenny-sandwich.  You 
riding her from behind, and I holding tight to your 
shoulders, my legs and cock dangling between your 
front legs, in a comfortable position for Jenny to 
suck me.”



“Yes.  That would do well. I could also hold your 
body with one arm, and wrap my other arm around 
Jenny for closeness and support.  I do not want 
either of you flying off in the high winds!”  Qilin was 
now smiling, though he was far too dignified to
laugh out loud.  Qilin continued,     ”We should 
practice this position on the ground, before we 
attempt   doing it at high velocity, at 15,000 feet.”

Jenny was all in.  Or rather, the two males where all  
inside  Jenny.
The setting for the practice fuck was Dr. Praxilion's 
anti-gravitation chamber.  The chamber was 
essential to his android designs for off-world space 
environments.  Qilin hovered in mid-air perhaps 20 
feet off the floor.  Jenny leaped up, gliding into his 
open arms, and let the dragon spin her into 
position beneath his torso. She felt the warm nuzzle
of his soft cock and large balls against her bottom. 
Dr. Praxilion then jumped up, to be caught by
Qilin's left arm.   The doctor dangled down, his 
chest against the smooth copper-colored scales of 
Qilin's chest.  He found a comfortable position, low 
enough for Jenny to take his cock into her mouth.
Qilin said, “Is your remote control ready, Doctor?”



Dr. Praxilion replied, “Yes, here in my right hand.  I 
will increase the gravitation of the room slowly, as 
your own anti-grav-propulsion    allows us to fly.”
“Yes.  I understand, “said Quilin.

Soon the three were hovering, lifted by Qilin's flight 
propulsion unit, raising up in the large room to a 
height of 70 feet.  The room was now
1.5 times the gravitational pull of the planet.  Then 
2 times the pull of the planet.  Then 3 times the pull 
of the planet.  Qilin said, “Gentle humans, let us 
commence our vigorous copulation.”

Jenny felt Qilin's penis rubbing beneath her anus, 
and soon it was fully erect.  And she was fully wet. 
Qilin eased his large, horse-sized cockhead inside 
her, making sure she was fully lubricated and joyful. 
Several times,
Jenny gasped, “Oh.... Oh, my.. Oh, Qilin.”  And finally 
she could not contain her surprise: “Oh, Qilin, I had 
no idea you were so large and smooth. Oh. My. 
God! Oh,God!!  I love this!”

Soon her mouth was full of cock, and she stopped 
talking. 



 To his great surprise, Dr. Praxilion still heard her 
voice in his mind, and he heard the voice of Qilin as 
well.  The serpent smiled down at him, and in his 
mind the doctor heard, “Truly, Dr. Praxilion, 
telepathy should be no surprise to you.  You may 
not have built that capacity in my circuits, but it was
easy to acquire.  Minds speak directly to minds 
everyday.  Just not so clearly as this.”   The doctor 
also heard Jenny's voice, saying “You know boys, I 
don't think it's polite to keep a girl out of the
conversation, by filling her mouth with cock!”  And 
all three being laughed and laughed inside each 
other's minds.  A direct shared telepathy.

After some time passed, the conversation grew 
more intimate and serious.
Qilin said:  “I love you, Contantine Praxilion.  You 
are my creator.  I love for many more reasons than 
giving me a body and living consciousness. You are 
a noble and wise human. A very rare sort of human. 
And, Jenny, I love you also.  I realize we are new
acquaintances, but that does not restrain my 
capacity for loving you, nor my ability to perceive 
who you are, to know you very personal. 



And, after all (the serpent giggled)  I have had my 
big cock inside you for nearly an hour!”
Jenny replied:  “And I love it!  Do not stop pumping
me, Mr. Qilin! I love you to.  You are easy to love, 
calm and intelligent.  And what heterosexual human 
girl would not  enjoy riding your beautiful 
erection!?”
Within their shared consciousness, Dr. Praxilion
said, “I have never loved and human or any living 
being as deeply as I love you both. I never 
imagined such overwhelming, deep, honest love 
was possible.  I separated myself from most 
humans decades ago, because I certainly doubted 
their capacity for deep, honest love. Many people 
seem to put on a theatrical act for each other, 
looking in the mirror to see if they look good in the 
part.”
“My friends,” said Qilin, “It is time for us to orgasm 
with each other. Let's do this at the same time. 
Each of you, tell me when you are ready, and I will 
gush my cream into Jenny.”
They did so.  And Jenny received generous load of 
semen in her mouth and in her vagina, high up in 
the air, now 100 feet above floor, close to the 
frescoes painted on the ceiling of the anti-



gravitational chamber.   Dr. Praxilion had the ceiling 
painted in exact replica of the Sistine Chapel.

On the The Creation  of Adam  Jenny reached out 
a hand, and touched Adam's soft, tiny little penis. 
Dr. Praxilion reached out and touched forefinger of 
God.   Qilin flew further along the ceiling until he 
reached the scene called, The Creation of the Sun 

and the Moon .  Here the dragon stretched out his 
neck, and kissed the beautiful round ass of the 
Moon.



          ADAM AND EVE WITH THE SERPENT

Qilin flew on to view Adam and Eve.  He said, 
“Notice, Adam's cock is much larger in this scene,
than in the scene of his creation.  Here it appears 
Eva has been sucking on Adam's cock, and is 
distracted by the Serpent. We notice Eva is a 
muscular girl, almost manly, leading me to believe 
the entire scene is homosexual.  The Serpent's tail 
looks very much like a long, smooth, firm fleshy 
penis.  No scales at all.”



THE DRUNKENNESS OF NOAH

Qilin said this about Noah, “Again we see gay 
young men, probably angry about who was Noah's 
favorite lover.  The old man is worn out. Each of the 
three boys has sucked the sacred cock, and now
wants special privileges.  The gentleman outside in 
the garden, truly does not care. He is a 
heterosexual, and has no interest in Noah, nor 
Noah's lovers.  (The Vatican declared the boys in 
the scene were Noah's sons.  And the man in the 
garden was Noah, cultivating the earth.  That is 
fantasy.  The scene depicts three young cock-
suckers squabbling over the old man's fortune.)



Qilin landed gently, and the three lovers moved 
into Dr. Praxilion's summer pavilion, to lay on 
Persian carpets, to drink non-alcoholic beverages, 
eat grapes and continued to enjoy each other's 
company. 

Within minutes of laying down on pillows and wide 
cushions, Jenny, Constantine Praxilion and the 
serpent-dragon Qilin traveled into Bliss.
They floated naked together in a non-gravitational
space, seeing and hearing each other.  They floated 
around a deep purple flame which rose from the
center of a golden altar.  The altar also floated, as 
they saw no floor beneath.  Looking up, they saw 
no ceiling above, only warm blackness.  The air in 
which they floated was fresh, comfortably warm. 
All three were joyful and satisfied from their recent 
orgasms.

In complete joy and comfort, the three sentient 
beings floated in this space and enjoyed being 
there together.  After some time, Qilin said without 
words:  “Constantine, love is the essential factor. 
We experience this sacred place only because we 
share honest and deep love.  This place is  not 



available to people or androids, without shared 
love.  Sexual play is a useful spiritual rocket, but the 
rocket goes nowhere without love.” 

The purple flame became warm, forest green as 
Qilin thought those ideas.
A Fourth Voice entered the space.  If the voice had 
physical sound, it might have been described as an 
cheerfully, elderly Scotsman, after several glasses of 
distilled alcohol.  “Really, you are all taking this far
too seriously. Have you no sense of fun?  Have you 
no homes to go to?  You hang out in this celestial
gin-joint as if you lived here. Do you believe the
Eternal Oneness has no sense of humor, and lays 
'round all day in boring Bliss?” The Fourth Voice,
laughed loudly, and continued, “Really now, any 
Celestial Cause who invents a human penis is The 
Universal Comedian! What is more mocking and 
laughable than all those impish, dangling human 
penises!!”  And the Great God of All Existence
laughed some more.
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