




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Все книги автора
Эта же книга в других форматах

Приятного чтения!








Epic Sex Stories



The First Space Orgy








CHAPTER 1


The year 2030

James Johnson presented himself to the stunning hostess at The Floating Palace, one of the most expensive restaurants in Manhattan, who informed him that his guest had already been seated. Surprised that she had not waited for him, James quickly crossed the restaurant to see his beloved drinking the second half of an expensive champagne.
Every table had seats attached, and together they hovered and slowly rotated several inches over the floor, giving off a low humming vibration that guests found soothing. They reminded James of round bumper boats that rammed each other in giant pools at mini golf courses. It always surprised James how many people enjoyed eating while floating, and were willing to pay several times a conventional meal for the privilege.
Over everyone’s heads rotated a 3D hologram of our solar system. Every time astronomers found another tiny moon orbiting one of the gas giants, the restaurant updated its software to keep their image accurate. They bragged that they were the only restaurant in the world that employed a full time astronomer. Worlds larger than Pluto floated slowly near the walls while the Sun dominated the middle of the dining room. Thousands of tiny reflectors on the walls represented the Oort Cloud. The one kilometer wide asteroid expected to strike Earth in 127 years ominously flashed red as Jupiter’s gravity well flung it past Mars.
As always, James stopped below Earth to admire the Ganymed Space Port — the asteroid that the Space Future Corporation re-orbited around the planet. Its highly elliptical orbit swung several thousand kilometers from Earth, then made its way halfway to the Moon. The mag-lev catapult they were building on its surface would soon fling people and millions of tons of cargo to Mars, Mercury, and the Moon. The sight of this miracle hardened his cock like a billion bucks.
"Pristina!" he said with a giant smile, giving the gorgeous blonde a big kiss before carefully climbing onto the cushioned bench across from her. An artificial candle, secured to the middle of their table for two, changed colors every few seconds.
"Hello, James," she said simply.
"What's wrong, sweetheart? Your text said we needed to talk."
"Oh, nothing. Everything." She would not make eye contact with him.
"Honey, I will soon be your husband, so you can tell me anything."
Pristina downed her glass and poured another. "I can't go through with it."
"The honeymoon on Ganymed?" Quivering in fear, his voice flew an octave higher. "But, darling, those tickets are non-refundable."
"I tried to tell you before: I can't go into space. I get sick on Space Mountain, so how the hell am I going to orbit one thousand miles above Earth?"
"It's kilometers, sweetie, not miles, and those non-refundable tickets cost $1 million. Each. And that's after my discount for being an early investor."
"I told you I can't go!" she yelled, startling the guests. "So stop pressuring me."
James held out his hands. "All right. Calm down. We'll think of something."
"Stop telling me to calm down!" She jumped off her seat so abruptly that her flawless tits bounced heavenly under her sheer red gown. "Going into space is a dream for you, but a nightmare for me." She pulled off her massive engagement ring and threw it on the table. "I'm sorry, James, but I cannot marry you. We just want very different things."
Her outburst drew every eye and ear in the enormous room. Everyone, of course, recognized Pristina from the society pages. She got more press than Lindsey Lohan on her millionth drug scandal. Waiters stopped in their tracks to give them hard looks. James noticed the manager stop in mid-conversation with Senator Franklin to study the situation.
James never felt more embarrassed in his life. Pristina had the looks of a supermodel, but the temperament of a spoiled rich girl who couldn’t understand why she couldn’t always get what she wanted. He hoped the manager didn’t ban him from his favorite restaurant.
Pristina flung her hair back and left, gathering her dignity as she went. On her way, however, she halted in mid-stride to glare at another customer, before storming off.
Stunned, James could only stare at her back in horror until she disappeared. But then he locked eyes with a beautiful brunette across the way.
"Gina?" he asked, astonished that she was already here. Even after twenty years, she stood out in a crowd. He had a crush on her ever since high school. Every eye in the restaurant now turned to her, making her blush. She wanted nothing more than to disappear under the tablecloth. "Holy crap! Hi. How are you?"
The head waiter growled at his attempt to talk across four tables.
"Oh, sure." James gestured to Gina, "can I join you?"
The lady looked frozen, but her daughter waved him over as if it was totally normal. She seemed to enjoy his embarrassment. Eager to end the public scrutiny, James grabbed the champagne bottle and hopped over, sizing up the daughter. Geez, they looked like sisters. He sat down in their booth and scooted over to minimize his visibility.
"Thank you for saving me. That was so humiliating,” he said to the girl while pouring her some bubbly. “I'm James Johnson."
“Jasmine. Nice to meet you, James. How do you know my mom?”
“We went to high school together. I actually played football with your dad. Together we broke a few school records. You probably don’t remember me since it’s been three years, but I attended his funeral.”
Jasmine studied his face as her mother grew uneasy. “Oh, yeah! You’re the guy who insisted on dropping a football in his grave.”
James nodded. “When we won the state championship, everyone on the team signed the football and gave it to me as the team captain. But your dad also wanted it because he scored the winning touchdown, so I promised I’d give it to him one day. The funeral was the first time I’d seen him since high school. I felt bad that I didn’t give it to him earlier.”
“Dad was pretty proud of his football years.”
“We made a pretty good team. I could throw and he could catch. Your mom was our best cheerleader before she got pregnant.”
Gina cut in. “I was the best damn cheerleader after the birth, too. And at least I didn’t drop out of school like other sixteen year old girls.”
Jasmine remembered something. “Wait! If you were the football captain, then you and mom were voted prom king and queen!”
James blushed. “Yeah, that didn’t go over well with your dad. I didn’t even want to be nominated, but we just won the championship, and people were pretty juiced.”
“Did the king and queen get any royal action?” Jasmine joked, making sexual gestures with her hands.
“Jasmine!” her mother scolded her.
Surprised at their strong reactions to her weak joke, the girl studied their faces. “No fucking way! I was just kidding. You guys got it on? Dad must have flipped.”
They both shrank in their seats. The girl could read between lines like a book. Usually women couldn’t understand him no matter how slowly he yelled. Just the other day, Pristina asked him in a bewildered voice: “No? What do you mean, no? James, I just don’t understand!”
“Your dad wanted to be prom king real bad so, in revenge, he seduced my girlfriend, Marcy Denardo, at a party. Granted, Marcy didn’t need much seducing when she drank, but still. Your mom found out and got some revenge sex.”
“That’s right,” the girl remembered. “Mom, you once told me that you seduced dad’s best friend to punish him for cheating.”
James coughed uncomfortably and studied the stars on the ceiling. “That wasn’t me.”
Jasmine gave her mom a hard look. “I’m confused. Did you two do it or not?”
This was not going as James hoped, but Gina was not helping at all, so he twisted the knife. “She got to me eventually.”
Mom defended her whoring around: “I punished your dad for not marrying me like he promised. He lied about wearing a condom, so the least he could do is man up to his responsibilities. I warned him I would fuck his friends until he fulfilled his promise. If I didn’t threaten to seduce his dad, he would never have married me, you would have grown up without a father, and we would have been forever poor.”
“So that’s why grandpa looks at you like that! He thought he was going to get some.”
James fake-coughed again.
“Mother, did you fuck grandpa?”
“I was drunk and vulnerable when your dad died. And he was strong and insistent.”
“Mom! How big a slut were you?”
James patted Gina on the arm and laughed. “Pretty big! Her tits stayed larger after your birth, making her the hottest girl in school.”
“Marcy was way hotter,” Gina corrected him.
“Well, you were the hottest girl over five feet tall, then.”
Jasmine kept staring at her mother, suddenly seeing her in a totally new light. “Mom, what’s the wildest thing you ever did?”
Gina didn’t say anything, but couldn’t help but smile as her eyes rolled up accessing a wonderful memory.
James answered for her. “I don’t know if it was her wildest moment, but your dad saw her do all six blacks on the team.”
Gina sighed at the memory and crossed her legs.
“Mom, did you just purr? James, I think the bitch just purred. Quick! Scratch her behind the ears.”
“In your mom’s defense, your dad thought she was bluffing.”
“I feel so tame,” Jasmine said, suddenly sad. “I’ve never even had a threesome.”
“Would you like one? How far are you willing to go?” he asked.
Jasmine had to think that over. “I honestly don’t know. You’ve obviously been around. What do you recommend?”
“I think monogamy is easier after you’ve tried everything else because then you no longer have to wonder. Orgies, for example, have never lived up to my expectations.”
“Jesus, James.” Jasmine had to fan herself with her menu. “At this rate, you’re not gonna have to get me drunk to take advantage of me. But, out of curiosity, what’s the craziest shit you’ve ever done?”
“Six black football players,” Gina revealed, getting her revenge.
“Oral doesn’t count!” James protested.
“Then you did three of them.”
James wilted, fearing this would turn Jasmine off. “Like I said, orgies have never lived up to my expectations.”
Far from disgusted, she wanted to know more. “Why would dad just watch you two do six black guys?”
“Oh, he didn’t just watch,” James warned her. “He fully satisfied his curiosity.”
“No fucking way!” Jasmine’s hand covered her mouth. Then she shook off her shock. “You guys are just fucking with me!”
“No,” James insisted. “I still have the video. Camera phones were grainy in those days, but you can still see what’s going on.”
“I’ll give you my ass if you give me that video.”
“Done.”
James held out his hand and Jasmine, smiling, fucking shook it.
“You’ve decided to fuck him already?” her mother protested.
Jasmine slapped her mother’s hand. “You were the one telling me how hot he was when he walked in, as if you didn’t even know him!”
“I wanted to know if you found him attractive.”
“Well, now you know. Seriously, James, you must really work out.”
“I’ve gotten back into great shape this past year.”
“Did you like the taste of jism?” she asked him mischievously.
“I wouldn’t pick it off a menu, but it’s better than asparagus, yet worse than broccoli.”
The girl clapped her hands and roared with laughter. “I will never look at vegetables the same again.”
“The waiter’s coming. Can we order now?” Gina begged them, eager to change the subject.
James ordered halibut and advised the ladies to get the double lobster, but this didn’t buy them much time because Jasmine took out her smartphone and Googled him.
“You guys are still fucking, aren’t you?” she asked casually, as if inquiring about the weather. “God knows she needed some deep dicking after dad died.”
“I was lonely after that drunk killed your father,” mom confessed. “I waited two long years before giving in to James.”
“I’m that resistible? That kind of flattery won’t get you anywhere,” James warned her.
“Wait! You run a hedge fund?” Jasmine asked him, looking up from her smartphone. “It says here you’re worth like a billion bucks. I get to fuck a billionaire?”
“I am heavily invested in the Chimborazo orbital launcher and the Ganymed Space Port. If things go well, then these companies will go public, and I’ll finally get a return on my investments. But until then my bank account is hardly flush.”
Jasmine kept studying their faces, trying to piece it together. “Is my mom fucking you for money?”
James laughed, but her mother smoldered. “I am not a prostitute! A slut in high school, sure, but not a prostitute.”
“No, your mom is not fucking me for money.”
“But you are helping her out, aren’t you? I know dad had a lot of debt when that drunk driver crossed the center divider.”
“I felt bad that I never made up with him, and he did let me cum down his throat twice, so I offered to pay your mortgage payments until you guys got back on your feet. Suffering the loss of a loved one is stressful enough without worrying about losing your home.”
“And he paid your tuition.”
“And you never told me?” Jasmine chided her mother. “How many mortgage payments did he end up paying?”
For once James was not forthcoming, so her mother answered. “He fucking paid off the mortgage and wouldn’t even tell me. I never would have known if the bank had not sent me the fucking deed. That’s when I started fucking him. I couldn’t think of a better way to show my appreciation. A Hallmark wouldn’t quite cut it.”
“You paid for our house?” Jasmine asked in shock.
“Just what was left on the mortgage. I had a good year and I believe in showing God that I appreciate his blessings. When you owe God big time, you can’t just slip him a Benjamin and call it a day.”
“You lost me on the God stuff.”
“I believe that those who appreciate their blessings continue to get blessed, and that those who do not, do not. So, when life is very good to me, I feel an obligation to spread it around. I don’t like giving to big charities because most of their donations go towards overhead, so I just look around me. And I never have to look very far or very long.”
“How much have you given away?” the girl wanted to know.
“I donate about 10 % of my income.”
“So how much do you give away?”
“In great years I give away several million.”
Jasmine found that hilarious, slamming the floating table so hard that she nearly unbalanced it. “How do they make these damn things float, anyway?”
“Huge magnets under the floor,” he answered.
She made a face. “Crap. Now it doesn’t feel magical anymore.”
“It will actually feel more magical on your next visit.”
“Dude, this is way beyond my price range. If mom didn’t win two free meals in an Internet contest, we would have never come here.”
James and Gina now looked uncomfortable again. Jasmine searched the vibes they gave off. “Ah, fuck! You invited us?”
“No. I invited her. You see, Pristina started acting distant ever since I bought the Ganymed tickets for our honeymoon. I think she would have married me otherwise. She expressed interest in going into orbit before, but apparently that was only to humor me because I am such a space nut. I grew up wanting to be an astronaut, but my father was in finance, so I went into finance.”
“Why did her parents name Pristina after a computer font?” Jasmine asked.
James laughed. “Her mother was a famous Albanian beauty queen, so she named her daughter after the largest city in Kosovo so she would never forget her roots. The Pristina International Airport actually has a giant welcome sign with my ex’s image on it, showing all the cleavage I paid for.”
“You bought her tits?” Jasmine asked.
“And the ungrateful bitch still wouldn’t swallow me.”
“Buy me tits and I’ll fucking swallow you!” Jasmine laughed when she said it, but everyone understood that she fucking meant it. The old couple in the next floating table didn’t doubt it either.
“Jimmy has a beautiful cock,” Gina added, before blushing. “It doesn’t bend like a banana like your father’s.”
“Mom!”
“It’s true. Look! I have pictures.”
Mom whipped out her phone and the two of them starting ooo-ing and aaa-ing while James gestured to the waiter for more champagne. Minutes after his fiancee broke up with him, he didn’t expect his mistress to share nudes of him with her daughter. Her really hot daughter. Jasmine was just like her mom, only more so. Which meant his crush on Gina would be nothing compared to how he felt towards Jasmine.
“So why wasn’t I invited?” Jasmine demanded.
“I expected Pristina to dump me and assumed I would need some self-pity sex to help me get over it. Plus I’ve always wanted to take Gina here. I have no idea why your mom brought you.”
Although a few thoughts crossed his mind.
The two of them stared at Gina, and the silence increasingly grew unbearable.
“Mom, you gonna tell us why you brought me along? This man — who paid off our house — was expecting to get laid. Now I feel like a third wheel.”
Gina finally reached her breaking point. The dam burst and everything spilled out.
“Jimmy needs a good wife! That shallow, materialistic fashion-obsessed airhead would have hired servants to do her fucking job. He wants kids, yet I had my tubes tied, so I spent the last year searching for someone worthy of him. Without luck. You know he wouldn’t even date my sister? Says she unfuckable. Sure, she went overboard on the plastic surgery, but her tits are harder than cement.”
“She does have incredible boobies,” Jasmine agreed. “Why didn’t you, at least, fuck her?”
James sighed. God, this was going to sound so lame. “I didn’t want to be unfaithful to Pristina.”
“But fucking my mother was okay?”
“We stopped fucking once I proposed. Call me old fashioned.”
“Okay. You’re old fashioned.”
They all drank as one.
“So why me?” Jasmine asked her mother.
“You’re self-absorbed like most teenagers, but at least you’re pretty, smart, and hard working. And don’t even pretend that he isn’t a major upgrade from the boys you have been seeing since you started community college.”
“Pretty? I can’t hold a candle to that babe.”
“Actually,” James interrupted, “Pristina is not as attractive as she looks. She wasn’t marrying me for my money, per se, since her father is loaded, and she still wanted to marry up. Someone richer than her father, in order to one-up her mother. But I doubt she ever loved me for me.”
“Yeah,” Jasmine replied. “I think she’s a bitch, too. Did you see her throw her hate on me when she walked by? It’s like she knew I would be fucking you tonight.”
“Maybe I should send her video of us having sex.”
“Oh, you are baaaad,” Jasmine said approvingly. “We’re gonna get along just fine.”
“If you really want to get back at her — and I sure as hell do — then I should get you perfect breasts, kick-ass outfits, and really expensive jewelry. Then I can take you out on the social circuit. If you one-up my ex, I’ll make it worth your while. Plus, I bet the fashion show reporters, celebrity gossip bloggers, and sordid tabloids would love to hear you tell them how excited you are to fuck me in space.”
Jasmine’s eyes glazed over just as the Doomsday Asteroid passed overhead. “I will swallow you every morning.”
Now James was the one who had to cross his legs.
“Mom, did this bitch just purr?” Jasmine asked, reaching over to scratch James behind the ear.
“Jasmine,” her mother said disapprovingly.
“But, mom, I thought you wanted me to give him some.”
“No, I want you to give him it all. He doesn’t need you to drain his balls. He needs a wife who will take care of him. You should see his empty condo. I can’t understand how bachelors live like that.”
“I work a lot,” James protested.
“You wouldn’t work so much if you had a horny hottie waiting for you at home.”
“True.”
“And you better be a good fucking wife for him!” her mother demanded, her feelings for James apparently more than sexual.
“Mom, you’ve known him for twenty years, so I have no doubt you believe he will make a good husband, but he’s not going to marry someone he just met. No matter how perfect her tits.”
“Oh, yeah, um, about that. Jasmine, the billion dollars that magazine said I’m worth? I only make that if the Ganymed Space Port becomes profitable. And to become profitable, it needs favorable publicity, so the company that owns the rock plans to document an R-rated reality show to air free on the Internet.”
“You’re gonna be on TV?” Jasmine asked, clearly jealous. “Oh, I am so going to swallow every pez from your dispenser.”
“You see, that’s the catch. The company chose ten rich couples who will marry in Riobamba, Ecuador, then spend their honeymoon in space. I can only go to Ganymed for the reality show if I am one of those who marries. And I just lost my fiancee.
“I have a lot riding on this. Hell, I have everything riding on this. As a large investor, I need to see for himself what works best on the space port. Consequential decisions have to be made, like how much we should mine the interior for precious metals? How many underground hotels should we build in the holes we excavate? How can we speed up construction of the maglev catapult? What should be exploit and colonize first — the Moon, Mercury, or Mars? The Moon alone has $5 quadrillion worth of helium-3, a rare element virtually absent on Earth.”
“I’m sorry. Quadrillion? Is that like a bazillion?” the girl asked.
“After million, billion, and trillion comes quadrillion. $5 quadrillion is $5000 billion. Helium-3 could fuel fusion power plants so cheap they would put coal, oil, natural gas, and nuclear power plants out of business, which could reverse global warming and save millions in pollution-related deaths. Electricity would become too cheap to meter. Fusion power plants do not pollute, contaminate, radiate, produce radioactive waste, or contribute to global warming. The lunar surface has enough helium-3 to power all of the world’s electrical needs for the next thousand years. Only twelve humans — all white and male — have ever stepped on the Moon. Stayed married to me and you may one day kick some lunar dust.”
“And weigh one-sixth as much? That’s better than dieting!”
“A few quadrillion dollars worth of metallic asteroids containing precious metals pass relatively close by, so some investors want the company to soft-land them on Ganymed. Current plans are to push them into the Moon to mine them there, once the catapult makes getting to the lunar surface easier.”
“I don’t want to be too honest, but you had me at big tits,” the hottie remarked.
“The military would pay us billions if we let them install a speed-of-light laser powered by a Toshiba nuclear battery, like one that powers a small town in Alaska. We already have several nuclear batteries to stabilize its orbit. Weaponizing a privately-owned orbital rock gets them around international treaties prohibiting weapons in orbit, but it also adds a lot of political problems. Mining a 32 kilometer rock in orbit is very expensive, so we certainly could use the money, but we may need public support even more. We can become the world’s most expensive tourist location, or we can install a weapon that can wipe out nations, but we can’t do both.”
“I can’t believe you’ve gotten me interested in space policy,” Jasmine admitted. “Much less math. Keep this up and I’ll study geology.”
“As a big early investor, I have a major say in these issues. Yet I need to know first hand what I’m talking about before I start arguing with management. I need the credibility that only comes from seeing things in person. And my only chance is by becoming one of the first twenty tourists to visit the rock. Thousands of people have already put down deposits for the later trips and I cannot afford to wait several years.”
James put her hand in his and looked deep into her eyes. “Help me sell Ganymed. The sooner humanity gets into space, the sooner the Doomsday Asteroid no longer threatens the survival of humanity. Critics say we cannot afford to go into space. I say we cannot afford not to.”
They stared into each other’s eyes for a really long time, lost in what they found in each other. Jasmine forgot to breathe. She had never felt this way before.
When the waiter arrived with their food, he surprised the shit out of them. They shook themselves out of their hypnotic trance and examined their food. When he left, Jasmine had finally recovered.
“You’re fucking amazing,” she concluded. “Let me see if I got this straight. I get to be your wife, go into space, become rich and famous, and help you decide the fate of humanity in space?”
“And you get big tits,” her mother added.
“Yes,” James said with a smile. “Don’t forget the tits.”
“Well, what’s the downside?”
“You have to sign a pre-nup, so you need to stay married to me or it all goes away. Except the big tits.”
“Yeah, but what’s the downside?”
“Our age difference doesn’t bother you? I am sixteen year older than you. ”
“Let me see how old you are.”
She scooted closer, grabbed his head with both hands, and pulled him closer. Alarmed, he found her eyes mesmerizing him as his lips brushed against hers. Then he fucking melted. Like those new 3D holograms that do virtual lap dances in the privacy of wherever the fuck you want, Jasmine had one of those incredible faces that imprinted on him like a baby duck.
Then their tongues met and she kissed him like a Taser. Electricity shot down his spine. Wow! He hadn’t felt this alive since he lost his virginity. Kissing Jasmine was like biting into a ripe peach. He drank her like a cold beer on a hot beach.
When they finally paused, she gave him her verdict: “You ain’t fucking old. Shit. You are light years from old. Your ex must be out of this world. Astronomers will need telescopes to find the planet she’s living on.”
“So you can see yourself marrying me?” he asked.
“I can see myself sucking you off every morning for the rest of my life.”
“The wedding is on Christmas. You have until then to change your mind.”
“Fuck you. I’m not gonna change my mind. You’re stuck with me for the rest of your life.”
For someone he just met, he liked her so fucking much. He dug into his pocket for the ring and slipped it onto her finger.
Then I guess we should make it official. Jasmine, will you fucking marry me?”
Her eyes opened wide and her mouth hung open. Her finger now sported a diamond big enough to pass for a drill bit. She felt dizzy with joy.
“Yes, James, I will fucking marry you.”
Gina burst into tears and the three of them hugged over their seafood.



CHAPTER 2


“Nice fucking apartment,” was Jasmine’s first reaction upon entering her new home.
“Condo,” her mother corrected her.
“Nice fucking condo.”
“Just wait til you see the view.”
“Later, mom. First, I’m gonna show you how to suck cock.”
“Child, please. I’m gonna show you how to suck cock.”
“It’s a good thing I have five cocks,” James joked. “My pants fit me like a glove.”
They both looked up at James, who had no intention of interfering as the two ladies roughly undressed him. Until now he didn’t even know that Jasmine would allow her mother to join.
“Wow! James, you really do work out,” Jasmine said, examining his body like a porn director.
Mom explained as she undressed. “The first time we did it again, a year ago, we were embarrassed to be so out of shape, compared to back in high school, so we made a pact. We’ve been exercising our asses off ever since.”
Mother undressed first.
“Damn, mom. You’re in better shape than I am! I love how you shaved your snatch. Is that an arrow pointing to your pussy?”
Mom giggled. “I’ve been begging you to join my aerobicize class.”
“You won’t have to beg anymore. I’ll hit the gym tomorrow.”
James stared at their trim bodies. “You two look like beautiful sisters. This will be my first time with virtual twins!”
Gina fell first to her knees and gobbled his hard cock. James saw Jasmine’s disappointment, and so pulled her toward him to kiss her. James knew from experience that the best predictor of good sex was the kiss because kissing measures personal chemistry, as opposed to just mutual attraction. Great kisses meant great sex, and lousy kisses meant lousy sex.
Kissing Jasmine was unbelievable. Breaking off, they stared at each other in shock.
“You’re as surprised as I am,” she said in relief.
“Kissing you is addictive. If you go just a day without kissing me, I’ll end up in rehab.”
This lit up her face and they continued making out until her mom smacked her naked ass. Gina had her hand out, so Jasmine slapped it like they were a wrestling team.
“Yeah, mom! Let’s tag-team this dick.”
“Isn’t it beautiful?” her mother whispered in awe at their penis.
“It’s huge! I’ve never seen one that big before.”
“It’s the second biggest I’ve ever had,” mom confessed. “Try it.”
Jasmine slipped the purple head in and moaned. Really, there is nothing quite like a clean hard cock in the mouth.
“I’ve said it before,” James interrupted, “and I’ll say it again: that linebacker must have traded all his brains for a bigger cock. It just wasn’t natural.”
“That was the only time I had to use KY to get it in my pussy,” mom added wistfully. “Honey, you have to relax your gag reflex in order to swallow the second half. Slow your breathing and take your time until your throat gets used to it. You’ll gag if you try to swallow too much, too soon.”
Jasmine wisely listened to her mother give cock sucking advice. James steadied himself against the wall while the girl gobbled more and more of him.
“When you’re ready, go faster, but make sure you’re swallowing the whole thing and not just the first few inches. Oh, you can’t use your hands during a blowjob unless you’re tired. If your man is good to you, then you have to suck him off without your hands. If he’s not good to you, then find yourself a linebacker.”
“What?” James yelled.
“Just kidding,” Gina said, smiling up at him. “And for the record, I never cheated during my marriage. Before the wedding, sure, to motivate him to marry me, but never during the marriage.”
James braced himself with one hard against each wall while Jasmine got her rhythm down. Every time her lips rubbed against the rim of his penis head he cringed in delight. More and more she swallowed until every second or so her nose brushed against his trim pubes.
“Shove a finger up his butt!” mom advised excitedly. James instinctively spread his ass cheeks to give Jasmine access and soon felt a finger exploring his a-hole. “Yeah! Fuck him up the ass.”
Her index finger worked its way in and it felt great. So many sensations overwhelmed him. Deeper and faster her finger fucked his anus as Gina stood up to watch the expression on his face. They made eye contact. She aged really well, which was a good sign for the daughter. Gina now danced naked in front of him, like a girl on YouTube, knowing how much he loved that.
“Oh, yeah, God, oh, shit, fuck. I’m gonna cum. Oh, Jesus, I’m gonna cum.”
If anything, Jasmine increased speed and suction power. James sped past the point of no return without a backward glance and exploded into her eager mouth. It had been a while, so he drove with the full tank. His body shook as wad after wad filled her mouth. Jasmine wanted to drain him before swallowing, but he had too much. She swallowed once, then used her lips to milk him dry, swallowing as needed. Oh, he tasted so good. Most guys are barely tolerable, and that asshole, Rick, from her expository speech class, tasted like vinegar. This was so much better. Someone moaned really loud and, to her shock, she realized it was her.
“I am going to suck you off every morning,” she swore to her penis as James looked down in awe.
“That’s my girl,” Gina boasted. “The secret to stealing a man’s heart is first owning his penis. Blow him daily and that fucker will rise whenever you want it to. Hey, let me show you your new home. It’s got more shit than an outhouse.”
They left him without a backward glance. Jasmine, unlike other girls, did not run to the sink to spit. Instead, she smacked her lips as if she chewed gum. Naked, the two of them laughed at the decor and made plans to fix the place as soon as possible. They both looked so content.
“Help,” James joked, as he fell to his knees, then rolled on the floor. He came so hard it made him dizzy. He closed his eyes and slept like a baby.
Laughter woke him. He got up to see his two girls — still naked — on the sofa, each with a glass of wine watching the pornos he and Gina recorded since high school. He walked over and poured himself some vino. The size of his wall TV made the bodies look huge, but at least they were not in 3D like professional pornos. Now that was just weird, dicks shooting cum at the camera. James had ducked more than once, just out of instinct.
“Mom, I can’t believe you love to be spanked!”
“Don’t knock it til you try it,” mom shot back. “Jimmy, show my girl how good it hurts.”
Jasmine got up so he could sit down, then fell across his legs. “Oh, geez, I’m wet already.”
He slapped her ass softly and she groaned like a whore. “Harder, bitch!” she yelled, apparently drunk. So he hit her harder. “Oooooh,” she moaned. She raised her ass, so he kept smacking it. “Ahhhhhh!” He couldn’t believe how much she seemed to enjoy it. He, himself, sported enough wood to reforest the Amazon. Harder and harder he struck, his eyes in astonishment at how wet her pussy grew, so he started finger-fucking her with one hand while slapping her booty with the other. “Ewwwwww!” His hand left palm prints on her ass cheek, but still she urged him on. He slipped in another finger, then a third, then went for speed. “Ohhhhhh!” Finally, his dick fucking her belly button, she broke. “Oh, yes!”
Jasmine came all over his hand and leg, but not like a normal orgasm. There would have been less liquid if she peed. He had never seen a woman release so much when she came.
“Jimmy, make her yours,” Gina urged him, holding a video camera to record their first time. “Fuck my daughter to another orgasm and you will fucking own her!”
Normally not so willing to take orders, James flipped Jasmine on her back and used his arms to force her legs wide. He placed her feet over his shoulders while her mother slipped his cock in her daughter. Jasmine started with glassy eyes from the last super-orgasm, but now they really began to fog up as he started pounding her like a major leaguer. Since he already came, he knew he could last a long time.
At first he worried that Jasmine lacked the energy to cum, but gradually her breathing changed as she floated between worlds, her small breasts bouncing up and down as he stabbed his sword down to the hilt. All the way in, almost all the way out, faster and faster.
James loved the access that this position gave him. She was at his mercy and he had a lot of aggression to get out. His new girlfriend was just so beautiful. She had one of those faces that fixated the eyes. Lipstick smeared, makeup melting, and hair all fucked up, honestly, she never looked better.
He patted himself on the back for losing those last ten pounds because it made his dick longer. A man loses a quarter inch of dick for every ten pounds he packs on, or so he read somewhere.
Jasmine suddenly opened her eyes and looked at him as if he was a mugger who pulled out a knife. Her facial expression was so clear that he could almost read her thoughts as they bounced around in her head. She must have seen a ghost because she arched her back and screamed at him like a horror movie victim. James was not sure if she had an orgasm or a heart attack.
Then her water broke. Or, at least, a wave of liquid drenched his cock and soaked his couch. She’s gonna become dehydrated, at his rate, he noted. I’m gonna have to stock the fridge with Gatorade.
Oh, the crazy shit that crosses a man’s mind during sex.
He had not yet come, so he turned her over to fuck her doggy-style. He grabbed her by the waist and made a nice smack-smack-smack sound as he hit her booty. Jasmine mumbled something, but seemed incapable of speech.
He gazed out across the Manhattan skyline, so thankful to God for his many blessings. Although a good person, he knew he didn’t deserve so much, so he assumed his life held a higher purpose. He looked at the woman he planned to marry and saw the mate of a lifetime. He had his heart broken before and prayed this wonderful woman didn’t break it again.
That’s the problem with finding someone wonderful — they ruin you for anyone else.
Then Jasmine started barking. At least, that’s what it sounded like, for she buried her face in the seat cushion. James felt her virgina muscles gripping his penis like a golf club, so he slapped her ass hard and rammed her extra rough. She yelled out, her long black hair all over the place, finally whimpering as her orgasm peaked.
That was too much for James. He flooded her canyon in a flash. Exhausted by their marathon sex, he walked around to check on her.
Jasmine collapsed on the sofa, but gazed up at him as if he was a fucking God. Her entire face looked like a smile.
“Thank you,” she whispered, which struck him like a frying pan. Nobody had ever thanked him for sex before. He never felt more flattered in his life. “I love you so fucking much, James.”
Now his legs felt weak. Who was this woman? How come it felt like he knew her better after just several hours than he understood most people after many years?
“I love you, too,” he replied, surprised that he really meant it.
She made room for him on the couch, so he laid down and they slept together, while Gina filmed it all for posterity.
“My girl is taken care of,” mom said before stopping the video.
James had one last thought before sleeping with the woman of his dreams. “Gina, in the upper right cupboard in the kitchen, you’ll find $10,000 cash in a cookie jar. Tomorrow I want you and Jasmine to spend it.”
“I love you, Jimmy.”
“Why don’t you get big tits with Jasmine?” he asked casually.
Gina almost came on the spot. “I just gave you my only daughter. What more do you want?”
“Do you remember my dad?”
“Back in high school, sure. Tall guy like you. Why?”
“My mom left him years ago, but he recently found out that his trophy wife cheated on him. A lot. They had a pre-nup, but the divorce still ended painfully for him. She made it as difficult as possible for him. He’s worked hard his entire life and needs someone awesome to share it with.”
“No. Fucking. Way. Are you kidding me? You want me to marry your dad?”
“You don’t have to marry, but I’d love to see him happy again. He works these insane hours that I fear are literally killing him. He needs a life apart from work. And you have just the right assets for the job.”
“You’re gonna buy me boobs so I can seduce your father?” she asked, totally thrilled. “You’re like a combo of Jesus and Santa. You’re fucking Janta Clause.”
“Yes, but once you marry my father and I marry your daughter, we probably shouldn’t have sex anymore. On the plus side, my father is several times richer than me.”
Gina stared at the naked man holding her nude daughter, her gratitude making her cry. “I love you, man.”
“I love you, too, Gina.”



CHAPTER 3


James knocked lightly on his father’s office door, then walked in. Together, with their researchers and analysts, they occupied the entire floor of the building. His dad impatiently turned off his favorite financial news channel.
“That idiot doesn’t know the difference between fiscal and monetary policy!”
“Dad, remember that you promised to have dinner with me, my fiancee, and her mother.”
“Just a minute.”
“It’s 7:00 already. You shouldn’t keep ladies waiting. That’s their job.”
“But the yield on long bonds isn’t reflected yet in short Treasures!”
James sighed, turned around, and brought in the heavy artillery. He walked the two ladies to either side of his father. Instead of presenting his fiancee first, he changed his mind at the last second.
“Dad, this is Gina, my future mother-in-law.”
James watched amused as two giant boobs intruded into his father’s personal space. He didn’t so much look away from his computer screen as find his eyes mesmerized by something else. James now patted himself on the back for not introducing Gina before the breast implants. Her new tits defied gravity in that thousand dollar dress. NASA wished it could deny gravity like these tits. Flustered and ashamed at his bad manners, his father stood up so hard he flung the executive chair into the wall.
Gina had studied his dad like a final exam. In particular she liked examining his videos until she felt confident she could make him hers. So now she smiled up at him as he looked down at her face and a Grand Canyon worth of cleavage.
“It’s a pleasure to meet you, sir,” she said, looking gorgeous.
“Bob. I’m, um, my name’s Bob. Wow. Jim’s a lucky guy.”
“No, dad,” James interrupted. “That’s my future mother-in-law.” He pointed behind his father. “That is my fiancee.”
Bob turned and the sight of another big-breasted beauty left him grasping for words.
“May I call you dad?” Jasmine begged him. “My own father passed away three years ago.”
“Um, sure.”
“Thanks, dad!” Jasmine, with equally impressive cleavage, gave him a giant hug that made him deeply uncomfortable.
Bob looked over at James, clearly seeking help. He was so much better at numbers than dealing with people.
“Now give my mother a hug, too,” Jasmine instructed.
He turned around to find Gina radiating happiness. She gave him a moment to collect himself, which he appreciated. He finally found her eyes and they connected like a T1 trunk in a world of dial-up. Gina lifted her arms up and he felt himself melting into her. It had been so long since he enjoyed intimate human contact. He felt her breasts pressing against his chest and couldn’t wait to get another look at them.
“Mom, James and I want some alone time to fuck. We’ll meet you guys later at the restaurant.”
“Take care of her, dad,” James threw in as he closed the locked door behind them.
Bob had no idea how long they hugged, but a part of him never wanted it to end. The rest wanted to look at her again. But, before he could break it off, she felt her lips against his face. He sensed her sexual urgency and responded with his own. He turned his face slightly and her lips brushed against his. Suddenly starving, he kissed her back, afraid he would otherwise lose the opportunity. Never a big kisser, he found himself in no hurry to do anything else. The world shrunk to the size of the woman in his arms. He felt her slip a tongue in his mouth and a chill flew up his spine. Her hand pressed his palm on her tit, then groped for his erection. When she grabbed his boner, they both moaned as one. Laughing, their moment passed and he looked at Gina as if seeing her for the first time.
“I want to kiss you down there,” she said, her horny eyes impatient.
“Okay,” he mumbled, overcome by her assault and desperate for it to continue.
She pulled down his pants and checked out her penis with glee. Like father, like son! He reached for his chair and sat down as she fell to her knees and gobbled him without another word. She remembered going two years without sex and felt that sexual tumor inside him. Gina planned on pleasuring him so completely that he couldn’t imagine living without her.
Stunned at how his evening turned out, and oblivious of the bond numbers rolling down his computer screen, Bob watched this total stranger bob up and down on his knob with the enthusiasm of a fag. Now he finally could gaze at her fantastic tits without feeling like a creep. She increased speed and suction as his moans grew in volume and frequency and he started swearing like a NYSE trader.
“Shit, fuck, shit, shit, fuck, shit. Ohhh, God!”
He came to understand that she knew he was about to cum, yet continued sucking anyways. His last two ex’es would move to a safe distance and jerk him off onto their chests. She wants me to cum in her mouth, he realized in stunned disbelief. It had been his experience that the hotter the woman, the less they liked the taste of cum. This must be the exception. She moaned like a Buddhist monk nearing Nirvana, whereas he felt reborn.
He exploded like Mount St. Helens, every drop of magma sucked out of him. Instead of turning away, she used her lips to drain more out of him. Swallowing again, she continued going down on him. Who the fuck does that? It was like she could not get enough. She didn’t even use her hands to jerk him off. For some reason, he imagined Gretel pushing her brother off a cliff and telling her mom, “Look, ma, no Hans!”
He recovered while she sought out his last drop. Bob loved how she looked, with his happy penis in her mouth, her frenzied eyes hungry for more. Finally, she noticed him staring at her in awe. A final drop of cum grew at the tip of his penis. She showed it to him, then carefully licked it off like cream from a cupcake.
“That was amazing,” he concluded.
“Bob, you have a wonderful dick. I hope you give it to me every day. It will help you at work since a man can’t think clearly with his balls full.” He didn’t say anything, so she met his gaze. “What?”
“Is my son really going to marry your daughter?”
“You think I’m a professional?” The thought seemed to flatter her. “I assumed prostitutes required condoms.”
“Please don’t take offence, but that was not an amateur blowjob. And we did just meet.”
“You may not remember me, but I was a cheerleader on Jimmy’s high school football team. My husband caught the winning touchdown to take the state championship. During the after-party at your house, you gave him a toast while I stood at his side with baby Jasmine.”
Bob groaned and shook his head. “Now I really feel like shit because I remember you, and your baby. Don’t tell Jim this, but I came to watch you just as much as I came to watch him. Jesus, you stood out.” He laughed at himself. “I’m sorry if I mistook you for a really expensive call girl, but you look too good to be true. Plus, I came so hard that I feel you deserve compensation.”
She laughed. “I’ll think of something.”
“I bet you will.”
Gina didn’t like how he said that, so she clarified the subject.
“Jimmy didn’t pay me to blow you, but he wanted to give my daughter bigger tits, so she asked if I could get some, too. Then, when I saw a video of you giving an investment speech, I asked him if you were single. A drunk killed my husband three years ago and you have no idea how hard it is to find a good, non-abusive, unmarried professional man who isn’t gay, ugly, or a wussy. Much less one who can make me cum hard. Can you make me cum hard, Bob?”
“God, I’d love to find out!” Bob gushed like a kid in a candy store.
“Generally, the better looking the single man after his thirties, the more repellent he becomes. Handsome men who never get married are always fucked up in some way.
“My husband, who was really good looking, was unusually picky. He once said that 99 % of women aren’t fuckable. Well, I think 99 % of all single men are not marriage material. Not that I need another marriage. But I do want another long term relationship with a man worthy of my time.”
“I’m too old for you.”
“You’re only 52. You are no older to me than Jimmy is to Jasmine. What you need is someone who takes care of you so that you live longer.”
“So, you want a long term relationship with a good man who treats you well and makes you cum hard. Yeah, I could do that. But you should know that I work really long hours.”
“Maybe you’ll work fewer hours if you know I’ll swallow you when you get home.”
He laughed easily now. “Yeah, that would work. But there has to be a catch. What if I don’t marry you?”
“Jimmy wants Jasmine to help him generate positive publicity for his space projects, which means hosting parties, attending charity events, and hanging out with celebrity gossipers. The more you work, the more my cleavage will hang out with them. If you won’t give me the stability a girl my age craves, then I have no doubt that someone else will.”
He now looked at her with respect. “That was well put! Non-threatening, not demanding, but clearly stated. I can even sympathize with your goals. I don’t want to grow old alone, either. If we ever do reach that point, would you be willing to sign a pre-nup?”
“Of course. Jasmine already has. For every month of their marriage, she’d gets $5000 a month, if they divorce.”
“That cheap bastard! If we ever marry and divorce, I’ll pay you $10,000 a month for every month of our marriage.”
“Agreed.”
Gina held out her hand. Surprised this was so easy, Bob shook it with enormous relief. They now took finances off the table. If something fucked up their relationship, it wouldn’t be money.
“I’m not a people person, so you will need to teach me,” Bob suggested.
“Lesson #1: I love to be flattered, and you haven’t even complimented me on my tits.”
He smiled. “They are impeccable. Not just nice, but fucking incredible. I came when I imagined myself cuming on them. Jesus, they look so good they belong in a magazine.”
“Want to see if they sag?” she asked.
“You’ve been reading my instruction manual.”
She took off her gorgeous thousand dollar red dress to reveal a killer body serving a life sentence for man-slutter.
“How would you like to enjoy this for the rest of your life?”
“Your body looks as wonderful as you are.”
“I’ll strip and give you a lap dance if you fuck the shit out of me afterwards.”
“What about our kids? They’re waiting for us at the restaurant.”
“Fuck’em. I need to get laid. And I suspect you do, too.”
“Beautiful and psychic? Oh, we are going to get along splendidly.”



CHAPTER 4


Near the Chimborazo Launch Center in beautiful, scenic Riobamba, Ecuador, ten couples and twenty guests entered a movie theater. The forty of them, plus the camera crew filming them for the reality show, sat in a custom-built Imax theater, looking almost straight up at a huge, immersive 3D screen. Images of space morphed before their eyes. The actor Morgan Freeman narrated the movie because everything sounds more profound when articulated by Morgan Freeman.
“Some galaxies have over a trillion stars. The Milky Way galaxy alone has 300 billion visible stars, and millions more too faint to detect. The universe may have one trillion visible galaxies (antimatter and dark matter galaxies may be invisible), some of which are 11 billion light years away.”
Jasmine started fiddling with James’ cock as soon as they sat down. James joked that she didn’t have an “off” button.
The visible universe contains as many as 300 sextillion stars. If only 1 % of those 300,000,000,000,000,000,000,000 stars had habitable worlds; and only 1 % of those had simple life; and if only 1 % of those had complex life; and if only 1 % of those had intelligent life, then there is a lot of intelligent life in the universe. Like, about, 3,000,000,000,000,000. But that’s just one world with intelligent life out of every 10 million, or 3000 intelligent life forms per galaxy -1% of all star systems. If our galaxy has 3000 intelligent life forms, then the real question is not, are we alone in the universe? It’s, how close are our nearest neighbors?”
James and Jasmine had already started making out, so he felt under her mini-skirt as she spread her legs for him. He had not fooled around in a movie theater since Marcy Denardo in high school.
“The universe is 13.7 billion years old, at least 156 billion light-years across, flat, spherical, pinkish (lots of red dwarfs), mostly empty, and growing. The universe itself could be surrounded by multi-dimensional multi-verses, if those idiot-savants at string theory are correct. And the bigger it gets, the faster it grows, and the faster it grows, the bigger it gets, such that galaxies are flying ever farther away from each other. In several billion years, few galaxies will even be visible within our event horizon. The Milky Way will be a solitary island surrounded by an impassable ocean of empty space. When it takes billions of years to get from here to there, then you can’t get there from here.
“As for travel time, one light year is almost 10 trillion kilometers. Even traveling at half the speed of light, or over 1 million kilometers per hour, the closest stars are not really close. There are about 200 stars within 25 light years, 2000 stars within 50 light years, and 20,000 stars within 100 light years. Just visiting our closest neighbors will take millennia. If it took a million years just to colonize our galaxy, then it would take 100 million billion years to colonize 100 billion galaxies. Assuming one found a feasible way to cross the millions of light years that separate most galaxies.”
He petted Jasmine’s pussy mound like a kitty, and sure enough, Jasmine purred. His fingertip gently pushed her pubes like a hairbrush. She dug her fingernails into the back of his shirt to punish him for making her feel so good.
“Not to rush things, but Earth will be destroyed within a couple billion years anyways, either 1) when the Sun grows large enough to cook our planet; 2) when Andromeda, a galaxy twice as large than our own, crashes into the Milky Way at one million kilometers per hour (creating the Milkymeda or the Andromeda Way); or 3) when the Milky Way, which is part of a galactic club dubbed the Local Group, slams into the Virgo Cluster. Galaxy clusters are the largest structures in the universe bound by gravity (well, technically, super-clusters are), some containing 10,000 times the mass of the Milky Way. Each galaxy has millions of black holes, so a galaxy cluster could have billions of black holes, all heading our way. Talk about a cluster-fuck.
“Our Milky Way galaxy itself has shredded hundreds of smaller galaxies, and even now is devouring the dwarf galaxy Sagittarius, a la Borg. (A “dwarf” galaxy has less than a billion stars, compared to one trillion for the big boys). 15–20 mini-galaxies orbit the Milky Way.”
He inserted his first finger deep into her soaking wet pussy and everyone in the theater heard her gasp. The thought that the camera crews would record them having sex only turned her on that much more.
“And just when one thought it couldn’t get any worse, astronomers using radio telescopes discovered an invisible galaxy, presumably made of either dark matter or antimatter, in the Virgo Cluster, 50 million light-years away, but closing quickly. The entire galaxy, called VIRGOHI21 (because Holy Fucking Shit didn’t sound sciencey), has no visible stars, even though it has enough mass to qualify as a galaxy. Invisible galaxies may not be pretty but, in astronomy terms, they are still pretty attractive.
“Since matter and antimatter explode on contact, and since that explosion is the most powerful known to science, it will be interesting for our doomed descendants to watch an entire invisible galaxy full of the stuff crash into our neighborhood at a million kilometers per hour.”
Once she saw the green dot of a camera pointing at her, Jasmine pulled down her tight blouse so that her big tits fell out. James sucked on one hungrily as he finger fucked her harder.
“Will the universe expand forever, each galaxy a billion light years from each other, such that those in one galaxy cannot detect or communicate with those in other galaxies? Will each galaxy have thousands of intelligent life forms living in peace or battling to the death?
“Will the universe eventually contract and collapse back onto itself in a Big Crunch, a karmic version of the Big Bang? If everything else has a life cycle, then why not the universe itself? Since it is 13.7 billion years old and still growing, and assuming it will contract no faster than it expanded, then its life span could last 30 billion years.”
Jasmine heard someone groan in ecstasy, and realized that her mother was getting Bob off. That slut is stealing her scene! Jasmine instantly doubled the sound of her moans.
“Is the universe infinite, or just really, really big? Is it eternal, or just really, really old? If the universe is expanding, then just what the hell is it expanding into? If you sat at the very edge of the universe, what would you see? Besides the restaurant from the Hitchhikers Guide to the Universe. By expanding, is the universe turning nothingness into empty space? How would you tell the difference? How can the universe be the totality of existence if it gets bigger?
“And if God made us, then why the hell did he wait 13 billion years after the first planets formed? Are we that unimportant, or is he that patient? As Nietzsche put it, is God a blunder of man, or man a blunder of God? Humans separated from chimps several million years ago, so why wait so long before sending Jesus? Why bother making quadrillions of planets if we are so unique? He could have made Earth and taken the rest of the week off.”
Oh, God, Jasmine needed more than a finger. She pulled off his clothes with the agility of a drunk and raced her mother to the first orgasm.
Mr. Freeman continued: “And some things in space just freak space experts out. Like voids.
“A void is not a lot of room with almost nothing in it, like interstellar space. Even tiny amounts of dust and gas, and the occasional rogue planet, exist between star systems and between galaxies. Those are not voids, but lots of space with almost nothing in them.
“Voids are different. Voids have no matter, antimatter, dark matter or dark energy because they give off absolutely no heat or variance in heat. A void is devoid of thermal radiation. Its temperature is always absolute zero.”
James inserted another finger and Jasmine bit her lip so hard she bled. Her mother gave up their current position, took off her undies, and sat on Bob’s lap.
“Nobody believed they could exist until, in 2007, they found one ten million billion kilometers in diameter. That void, called the Big Fucking Void to not confuse it with the Bush Administration, was one billion light years across. 10 million billion kilometers without anything in it. No dirt. No water. No shit. Even Nirvana has a Buddha or two.
“I somehow find it easier to accept that God can make Something out of Nothing than he can make Nothing out of Something. No matter how lost you have ever been using IPhone Maps, you have never been ten million billion kilometers from the nearest sunlight.
“Did it become this big, or was it always this big? How big must Nothing grow until it becomes Something? How can nothing exist? If it’s nothing, then by definition it does not exist. Yet, Zen-like, it does. The Milky Way galaxy has 300 billion stars, yet this void is 10,000 times bigger. That’s a lot of nothing. Some things are better than nothing. Voids, apparently, are not.”
“Mama, show some titty,” Jasmine urged as those behind them whipped out camera phones.
“It would be convenient to write this off as a freak accident, a unique anomaly, except there are lots of voids. Millions, probably, although it’s hard to detect something that isn’t there. Unless it stars on reality TV.
“Maybe astronomers should specialize in studying absolutely fucking nothing. We can’t all be slackers. You can’t have a map of the universe, much less a Hitchhiker’s Guide, without noting the billion-light-year holes where time and freaking space literally do not exist. It is difficult to even imagine a place where Father Time and Mother Nature have not hooked up. Much less one big enough to contain 10,000 galaxies. After Congress, it is the biggest nothing in the universe. Maybe the Big Fucking Void is the undisclosed location where Vice President Cheney hid all those years. Even Hell had stuff — fire, brimstone, self-righteous sanctimonious hypocritical politicians. Perhaps the Big Fucking Void is surrounded by freaked out astronomy professors on one-way trips. Where else can you watch Something stop and Nothing begin? I just want to see the space-time continuum just stop continuing. Maybe this void is Heaven, since Heaven is where you go when you have nothing to do and eternity to do it in.”
That whore next to her pulled her top over her head, exposing her gorgeous new breasts for the cameras. Jasmine didn’t know whether to applaud her mother or ground her.
“The Ganymed Space Port will make space travel possible. And the Chimborazo Launcher makes the space port possible.
“The goal is to get payload into orbit as easily, safely, and cheaply as possible, but launch systems are 99 % rocket and only 1 % payload. Rockets need fuel to lift their payload, but also fuel to lift their fuel, which leads to diminishing returns. But what if you could leave the fuel and the propulsion system on the ground, and put your energy into moving just the payload?
“Frictionless maglev trains can go incredibly fast and don’t wear out. The track has no moving parts and uses electricity for power. Reaching orbit is a question of speed, not altitude. Anything that can be accelerated to 7.7 kilometers per second can reach orbit.”
Jasmine heard her mother huffing and puffing like she was trying to blow a house down. Annoyed, she kicked her ankles up on the seat in front of her, startling a nice older couple who apparently disapproved of sex in public.
“A maglev catapult, at a constant acceleration of 5 g’s, which is the most that an astronaut can tolerate with a pressurized G-suit, blood thinners, and a special seat, only needs to be 25 kilometers long to reach orbital velocity. That’s when we sent our first manned spaceship beyond Earth’s orbit. A few years and several spaceships later, we captured the largest near-Earth-object, Ganymed, and parked her in orbit to turn her into a space port.”
Jasmine saw the camera zoom in so she arched her back to raise her pussy as high as possible as James had his way with her.
“Some roller coasters, like the Fahrenheit at Pennsylvania’s Hershey Park, hit 4 g’s. Since we bought the 58 square kilometer Chimborazo National Park from the Ecuadorian government two decades ago, we have laid over one hundred kilometers of maglev track that accelerates at a constant speed of just 2 g’s to avoid internal injuries. The longer the track, the slower the constant acceleration needed, which means we can launch even the average healthy tourist into orbit. Or, in your case, rich honeymooners. It will be the longest two minute ride of your life. Until the ride down.
“By extending the launcher above the summit, capsules enter the atmosphere at nearly 11 kilometers up, bypassing two-thirds of the atmosphere. Imagine how easily you could hit home runs if the back fence was two-thirds closer.”
Thank goodness her mom was here to help James get his boxers down! James seemed stuck to her breast, so Jasmine pulled his lips to her neck. The prospect of scoring a hickey before millions of viewers excited her.
“Our tunnel inside the extinct volcano is not long since most of the launcher wraps around the national park. Japan’s Seikan Tunnel stretches 33 miles, the Eurotunnel 31 miles, and the record for a people-carrying tunnel goes to the 35 mile long Gotthard Base Tunnel under the Swiss Alps.
“The idea of using a maglev catapult is at least as old as the 1950s movie, When Worlds Collide. Arthur Clark described it in a book half a century ago. What is original is building a maglev launcher at the highest point on Earth.”
Jasmine feared her mother would orgasm first, so she started talking dirty to James to fuel his furnace.
“Mt. Everest is the highest mountain above sea level, but is not the highest point on Earth. Astronomers measure distance not from the Earth’s surface, but from Earth’s center. The Moon’s mean distance, for example, is 384,500 kilometers from the center of our planet. And because the Earth is fat in the middle, meaning it bulges around the equator, the mountain that rises farthest into the atmosphere is Chimborazo, the extinct volcano that you saw when you landed in Riobamba. Mt. Everest is 8.2 kilometers above sea level, while Chimbo is just 6.3 kilometers. But because our planet bulges around the equator, Chimbo rises over 10 kilometers into the atmosphere. Despite being 2,580 meters lower in elevation above sea level, Chimborazo is 2.168 kilometers closer to orbit than Everest. It’s on Wikipedia — look it up!”
Her first orgasm rose to the heavens. She never knew Morgan Freeman’s voice was so sexy. She hoped her seat didn’t smell like sex permanently as she soaked it.
“When you stand at its peak, you are almost in orbit. You are above so much of the atmosphere that when you look up you see black space instead of blue sky.
“And careful with this information. Locals call it ‘Chimbo,’ which should not be confused with ‘chimba,’ which is South American slang for pussy.
“We looked at Mt. Kilimanjaro at 5.9 kilometers above sea level, Mt. Kenya at 5.2, Margherita Peak at 5.2, and in Ecuador, Mt. Cotopaxi at 5.9 and Mt. Cayambe at 5.8 kilometers high. Chimbo worked best because it reaches farther into space, it’s right on the equator, and because its four-kilometer long caldera lets us extend the launcher another half a kilometer up. Digging up lets gravity take away most of the debris, and the volcano is already partially hollow inside.”
Jasmine heard her mother start to sing an orgasm and chimed in for the chorus. “Go, bitch, go!” That fucker, Bob, really had it going on. She would not mind sampling his platter, herself, although fucking her husband’s father may piss off her mother.
“Not only do we leave the fuel and propulsion system on the ground, but the amorphous metal capsules are very light, strong, and heat-resistant. Bypassing two-thirds of the atmosphere means a fraction of the heat for a fraction of the time, which saves literally tons of ablation shielding and lets us re-use the capsules thousands of times. The capsule will actually ride on top of a sled that has superconducting magnets. The sled will parachute after it separates out of the launch tube and the capsule itself will land on water to eliminate the need for heavy landing gear.”
The screen now showed several versions of the bullet-shaped capsule, for passengers, bulk cargo, water, pressurized gas, fertilizer, and heavy equipment. Her mother’s orgasm ended with a painful yelp as she tried to swallow her embarrassment.
“It costs 32 million joules, or 9 kilowatt-hours, to put a kilo into orbit — about 25 cents worth of electricity. We need a three gigawatts power supply and 50,000 kilowatt hours of electricity in all. The local utility can power it only at night, so we use a Toshiba nuclear battery for primary power. Although it cost $10 billion to complete, our operating costs should be just pennies per pound once we reach full capacity.
“The American government is our biggest customer. We designed plug-and-play satellites that use the same chassis, so we simply add whatever sensor module the customer wants. The U.S. bought one thousand satellites in part to deny those orbits to other nations, giving America not just space superiority, but space supremacy.”
Jasmine had sucked James off in the Gulfstream jet they flew in on, so he pounded her like a carpenter. She looked straight at the old man in the row ahead of her as he tried to score glimpses of her snatch as James pumped away. His bride-to-be finally caught on and smacked him like a boxer.
“America launches from the Kennedy Space Center in Florida because it’s our closest land to the equator. The closer to the equator, the least amount of energy to get into orbit. We only launch from Vandenberg in California for polar orbits. The equator moves faster than any other part of Earth, with respect to space, so all launches are also sent into the east to take advantage of Earth’s rotational energy.
“Orbital velocity is 7.7 kilometers per second, or 27,720 kilometers an hour. A launcher must reach that speed to get into orbit. Anything slower is like swimming 99 % across a lake, only to drown within sight of shore. Yet, at that speed, the atmosphere is a brick wall a dozen miles thick, whereas we want as thin a wall as possible.”
Someone behind her moaned, which ticked Jasmine off. Couldn’t she have peace and quiet while she got laid in the theater? Is that really too much to ask? Oh, it sounded like just a blowjob. She was okay with that. From the location, it was probably either the Russians or the Chinese.
“Space is only fifty miles away. Many Americans drive more than that to work. Traveling up is so hard because half of the atmosphere is compressed into the bottom 5.6 kilometers. The lower atmosphere is four times thicker than the upper atmosphere. Atmospheric density falls exponentially with height. 100 kilometers above sea level has only one-millionth the atmospheric pressure of sea level. So the higher we go, the thinner the atmospheric wall. The higher we launch, the less atmosphere to penetrate.
“The more atmosphere we must punch through, the greater the friction, the greater the pressure drag from the resulting sonic shock wave that forms in front of the launch vehicle, and the greater the parasitic drag and skin drag from air flowing over the vehicle body. Rockets launched near sea-level face compression from the shock wave that superheats the nose of the vehicle to about 54,000 degrees F. So we use ablating materials as heat shields, which literally melt away in carefully controlled layers like an onion, but protect the vehicle underneath. But heat shields are heavy, which increases costs and reduces payload.”
It was that old Japanese guy getting his prick blown! Jasmine arched her head to see that nice dude whispering to the red haired Eurasian whore he was apparently willing to marry.
“People wonder why we chose the largest near-Earth object, rather than a smaller one that would have been easier, cheaper, and faster to re-orbit. Well, size does matter. A small rock would have had little more gravity than the International Space Station.
“ Nothing works in zero gravity, including humans. We grow a few inches taller, our bodily fluids flow towards our head, our face and eyes get all puffy and our legs skinny, we lose calcium in our bones, our muscles atrophy, we get cardiovascular deconditioning, balance disorders, the toilets don’t flush without suction, we can’t take showers, we have to pee and poop in diapers, we can’t cook normal meals — we can’t even have sex without strapping our lover down. On his Mercury flight, Gordon Cooper’s condom broke, surrounding him with drops of pee in his tiny capsule. Try to concentrate in that environment!”
The Arab sheik behind her leaned forward with a camera phone. Jasmine smiled, even though the middle aged lady next to him smoldered in rage. Their seats leaned back so far that they put her head near his crotch.
“95 % of astronauts need medicine. I can’t think of a worse place to drug expensive workers than in space, where sudden decompression, which almost happened on Mir, can literally pop your eyes out. Vladimir Komarov lost power to his guidance computer, which gave him 26 hours to reflect upon his coming fiery death. Russian cosmonauts are forced to wear a ‘core temperature monitor,’ a penny-sized probe inserted up their butts. The toilet recycles urine into water, so the crew could die of thirst if the toilet breaks.
“No, zero-gravity sucks. Humans just can’t be productive wearing diapers and anal monitors. We need micro-gravity. The more massive the rock, the more gravity we enjoy, so we chose the largest rock that crosses Earth’s orbit, and put it into a same highly eccentric orbit as satellite Vela 1A. 60 % of Americans would pay a year’s salary to get into space. With four trillion tons of mass, people could live years on Ganymed using heavy boots and clothes to minimize loss of muscle mass.”
The Japanese man yelped in joy like he scored a goal as he came into his wife. Those around him cheered.
“The maglev launcher here sends us to Ganymed. The maglev there will one day send us to the Moon, Mercury, and Mars. Launchers there will send us back. We haven’t landed on the Moon yet — no one has since 1972 — but once we have a maglev on their tallest mountain, we could probably go from Chimbo to the Moon, then return the very next day! At a constant acceleration of 2 g’s, over a few thousand kilometers of track, trips to Mars or Mercury would only take a few weeks instead of several months.”
“James, can I suck off the sheik?” Jasmine asked.
He looked up, startled, his teeth glimmering like a vampire. He made eye contact with the other man, then shrugged his shoulders as he continued to bang his fiancee.
“Astronomers have always wanted to put scopes on the Moon. The Moon has no atmosphere to obscure telescopes, and it provides a steady platform since it’s seismically dead. Because the Moon rotates only once every 28 days, it has 28 more days to collect light, meaning it could see 28 times better or farther by focusing on a distant object for 28 times as long. So we want thousands of optical telescopes, all focusing for long periods at specific objects. And because of the light gravity, we could build telescopes five times heavier than the heaviest on Earth.
“Because it lacks an atmosphere, the Moon is much better for infrared, near-infrared, cosmic-ray, x-ray, gamma-ray, radio-wave, and ultraviolet astronomy. We could put scopes in permanently shadowed craters, each studying a narrow range of the infrared spectrum. The constant cold gives infrared scopes better resolution. Interferonomy scopes would work best in the submillimeter spectrum, which doesn’t work well on Earth because of the water vapor in our atmosphere. And very low frequency radio waves are blocked by our ionosphere, so we’re essentially blind at that range of the spectrum. And the only place in the galaxy permanently shielded from our radio waves is the lunar far side, so that is where we must put our radio telescopes.”
Jasmine worked the guy’s robe off, licking her lips. She found it bushier than she liked, but was too horny to waste time trying to find a replacement. Although she wished that hunky Russian sat closer.
“We should maximize interferonomy scopes, where one device combines the light from several telescopes, all focused on one single distant object. The power of a single telescope in resolving detail is proportional to its diameter, while the resolving power of an array of telescopes is proportional to the diameter of the array. In other words, instead of one huge telescope, it’s better to have several smaller telescopes working together. So we want thousands of scopes, organized into hundreds of interferonomy arrays, all computer controlled. Only amateurs still eyeball space anymore. Then we map every planet within 100 light years.
“The best interferonomy arrays operate in the range of X-rays because its short wavelengths allow for shorter baselines, which are more practical than visible light systems. X-ray is the best band for high resolution imaging, and a good lunar X-ray interferometry scope could detect something the size of a car at the center of our galaxy.”
Jasmine grabbed the stranger by the balls and pulled him close so she could get his cock into her mouth. He groaned, surprisingly, a lot like her mother.
“As we excavate the Ganymed asteroid to turn it into a fully functional space port, our small fleet of spaceships are slowly pushing the largest type-M metallic asteroid that crosses our orbit into a Lagrange point sixty degrees behind Earth. We call it The Jackpot because we estimate the value of its precious metals at over $40 trillion. Jupiter has many asteroids that orbit sixty degrees before and behind it, and Mars has one called 1990 MB. Because they are so stable, we hope to fill all five of Earth’s Lagrange points with valuable asteroids.”
Jasmine had never sucked a smelly dick before and felt conflicted about it. On the one hand, it stank like a pussy after a long jog but, on the other, the very stench made her feel that much naughtier.
“Our growing constellation of communications and remote-sensing satellites we call OmniNet. With OmniNet we can dominate Internet access, phone, radio, TV, movies-on-demand, and gaming.
“Imagine super-fast global wireless satellite services that communicate via the whole spectrum: short-range VHF and UHF, long-range HF, CB, AM/FM, SSB, and L-band. The higher the frequency, the greater the content-carrying capacity. Imagine everyone always wired, even in Siberia, the Congo, or Antarctica. Every ship and plane.
Instead of expensive billing software, we’ll restrict it to pre-pay monthly plans and automatic debits that will save us a fortune sending out bills and processing checks. 80 % of customer service calls are billing related, but we will have no unpaid bills and thus no collections. To maximize subscribers and minimizing switching, we will give away the phones, yet charge a $150 cancellation fee.”
The Arab mumbled into his beard as he fucked Jasmine’s face like an animal. James couldn’t help but stare at the smallish dick plowing into his fiancee’s mouth. It both enthralled and repulsed him. When the guy started yelling in Arabic, bucking his hips as he pumped Jasmine with cum, James found himself spurting semen into her other hole. His back actually hurt from pounding her for so long, but it was so worth it.
“Mars will be worth a thousand times more after we terraform it. Mars is relatively close, has a Goldilocks orbit, the right axial tilt to make seasons, an Earth-like day, and literally oceans of water buried under its surface. However, Mars is only half the size of Earth and has only a third of the surface area.
“Mars is too inhospitable for humans as it is. Constant radiation nukes the surface. The temperature extremes between day and night make long distance travel very dangerous. And the talcum powder-like dust will get into your eyes, nose, ears, throat, anus, food, clothes, suits, equipment, and vehicles. Nothing that depends on grease, oils, sealants, gears, or lubricants would last, including our eyes. Our lungs could fill up with the stuff. Even a tiny tear in a suit would kill you on the Martian surface. Your exposed blood would literally boil away.”
Jasmine gargled the mouthful of cum to judge its flavor. It seemed rude to spit it out, so she swallowed, vowing to never suck an Arab prince off again. It tasted too tangy, like when Panda Express pours too much sauce on their orange chicken.
“And we couldn’t grow anything because Mars has no soil. As hydrogen leaked out of the atmosphere into space, the remaining oxygen literally rusted the planet, creating super-oxidant dirt. We need to cover the entire surface with leafy plants and trees to scrub the atmosphere of CO2, but can’t without soil. Because dead dirt covers the surface, we must bury Mars under organics.
“The gravity is too weak to hold hydrogen, which leaks into space, which is why Mars has no liquid surface water. Increasing its mass increases its gravity, which better retains hydrogen. Importing mass also thickens the atmosphere and warms up the freezing planet.
“We want to optimize Mars for human habitation. Millions of people will not move to Mars if every day is a brutal, life-or-death ordeal. We can triple the size of Mars by importing asteroids. The nearby Main Asteroid Belt has over a million asteroids larger than 1 kilometer and 200 larger than 100 kilometers. The farther Kuiper Belt has 70,000 objects larger than 100 kilometers. Each ship could carry dozens of fusion mass drivers to push several asteroids in the right direction.”
James looked down at Jasmine in awe. It was like watching a T-rex in the wild. He never knew how empty his life was without her, so when she pulled his head down, he kissed her.
“Bulking up Mars will solve several other problems, besides burying the ultra-fine dust and dead soil under a few thousand kilometers of asteroid regolith. First, thickening the atmosphere with trillions of cubic meters of gases protects us from deadly cosmic radiation, even while it warms the planet up by retaining the Sun’s heat. Mars now is like Antarctica, except colder, dryer, windier, and the nearest help is 70 million kilometers away.
“The atmospheric pressure is now so low that few plants could live on the surface. Humans need a minimum density of 100 millibars and Mars at ‘sea-level’ only has 6. Greater air pressure means if you cut yourself, you put on a Band-Aid instead of watching in agony as your blood boils away.
“It would also reduce temperature extremes. Temperatures on Mars fluctuate more in a day than on Earth in a year. It can be 60 degrees F in the day and -100 that very night. Also, raising the mean temperature above freezing would melt the millions of square kilometers of permafrost lying under the surface, and create new lakes, rivers, and seas via rainfall, which would also help settle the millions of cubic kilometers of new regolith.”
His head snapped back at the taste of another man’s sperm. He remembered his black teammates tasting so much better. The Arab laughed arrogantly, waving his penis at him like a little boy groping a garden hose. Then a drop fell off the tip and sank into his eye. It hurt so bad that James howled in pain as he fell to the floor in agony.
“Bulking up the atmosphere would also add needed oxygen, while diluting the poisonous carbon dioxide. Mars now only has. 2 % oxygen, and we need several percent. The only way to get that is by direct importation via comets and ice-teroids. While primitive plants can get by without it, advanced plants need about 1 millibar and humans need 120. Afterwards, we could walk around Mars in t-shirts and shorts while breathing through a simple CO2 filter mask without hauling around heavy oxygen tanks.
“The solution to all of these challenges is bulking up the planet as much as possible, as fast as possible. Scientists will want to study Mars before we bury it, so we quickly thicken the atmosphere by crashing its moons and the largest nearby asteroids and comets into the poles or into deep areas of permafrost. Phobos has three trillion tons and Deimos another two trillion tons of frozen water and other volatiles. Crashing Phobos into the larger South Pole and Deimos over the smaller North Pole would vaporize millions of tons of ice, doubling its atmospheric mass.
“Comets average 60 % water by weight, and over one hundred short period comets approach Mars’ orbit. We could simply nudge the comets at perihelion — when they are closest to the Sun — to strike deep permafrost. This would quickly give Mars enough atmosphere to shield us from deadly radiation, allow us to walk around without pressure suits, warm the mean temperature above freezing, and allow liquid surface water.”
Gina tapped Jasmine and motioned to switch places. Gina got up and, while Bob laid there watching the movie, Jasmine climbed on board, but with her back to Bob.
“Tripling the size of Mars could double its gravity from 38 % of Earth’s to roughly 75 %, which will be great news for the elderly. Gravity and ultraviolet rays are the two main causes of wrinkles, and sunlight is only half as strong on Mars. Like on the Moon, metallic asteroids on the surface gives us quadrillions of dollars worth of metals.
“Afterwards we seed the surface with bacteria, fungi, lichens, algae, and self-composting plants. As the atmospheric pressure increases, we add more complex self-composting plants, mosses, grasses, bushes, and trees.”
Through his burning eye, James watched his fiancee prepare to fuck his father with her mother’s help.
“Botanists once believed that only soil microbes could convert organic nitrogen into the nitrates and nitrites that plants need, but since have discovered 15 self-composting plant species that generate nitrates and nitrites in their tissues when they die. We can therefore create soil by cultivating self-composting plants. We will also need soil and fertilizer factories on Mars, as well as millions of animals for their manure — from rabbits and rodents to farm animals to buffalo. Maybe, one day, we could clone dinosaurs. One super-sauropod has more meat than 200,000 chickens, and would cost less to raise.”
Bracing her hands on the seat in front of her helped Jasmine balance herself as she sank onto her father-in-law’s hard cock. Bob probably assumed that Gina simply switched positions by the way he casually put his hands on her waist to steady her.
“80 % of Earth is covered by liquid or frozen water. Mars would be best served by reversing that ratio. Waterways are low-friction mediums that are far cheaper to transport goods than land or air. We should optimize the waterways to navigate as much of the planet as possible to boost trade and settlement. What we don’t want is huge inland continents like Africa with few navigable rivers.
“We need millions of young, healthy workers to terraform the surface and grow trillions of leafy carbon dioxide-eating trees, lumbar trees, and fruit trees. The tallest trees on Earth are almost 400 feet high, so trees on Mars may reach an amazing 600 feet.
“Mars today has scientific, but no economic, value because no one can live there independently. In contrast, an optimized Mars may be worth $100 quadrillion. And if we are the only ones who can send people to Mars, then we could send only those people we want. Like genetically screened, westernized English speakers. We could have one global government, with one dollar-based economy, without violent crime, poverty, unemployment, or wars.”
Once she accommodated the length, Jasmine flopped her hips up and down like a dancer on American Idol. Few women get so much speed along with so much depth. She was in heaven!
“Once we have enough fusion spaceships, we eventually want to use them as mass thrusters to re-orbit Mercury equidistant between Venus and Earth. We can start pushing Mercury just after dawn on its equator, when Mercury is farthest from the Sun, though the temperature may be 300 degrees below zero. By midmorning, 22 Earth days later, the temperature will have risen to 80 degrees. The trick is to move Mercury far enough away from the Sun because at noon, 44 Earth days from dawn, the temperature rises to 800 degrees, which melts most astronauts.
“Then we give it an atmosphere by importing comets and presto! — a habitable planet. People may prefer to live on Mercury because Mars will retain a carbon dioxide atmosphere that requires wearing masks, while Mercury could have an ideal atmosphere and gravity if we do it right.”
Gina sat in Jasmine’s chair and opened her legs to ventilate her pussy. James, at her feet spitting out the taste of jism, suddenly found something to replace the bitter taste in his mouth.
“Later, to maximize the habitability of the solar system, we could re-orbit every world larger than Ceres into Goldilocks orbits — from Venus to just past Mars — so that humanity could grow to over one hundred billion people.
“There are 14 moons larger than 1000 kilometers: Titan at 5150 kilometers, Ganymede at 5262, Callisto at 4821, Io at 3643, Europa at 3122, Tritan at 2700, Titania at 1578, Rhea at 1528, Oberon at 1523, Iapetus at 1436, Umbriel at 1170, Ariel at 1162, Dionel at 1120, and Tethys at 1072 kilometers. The Kuiper Belt dwarf planet Eris is about 2400 meters, Pluto 2300 kilometers, Makemake 1400 kilometers, Haumea 1300 kilometers, and the asteroid Ceres 950 kilometers. As the need arises, they could be bulked up large enough to retain an atmosphere and provide decent gravity using the millions of rocks in the Main Asteroid Belt. Imagine 100 billion people living on twenty worlds between Venus and Mars.”
James dove his head into Gina’s pussy like a man wandering in the desert too long. He lapped her up like a doggy, searching for anything stronger than the taste of sperm. She, naturally, wanted him to focus on her clit, but instead he went in the opposite direction.
“We would like to bulk up Ceres to several times its current size, so it can retain an atmosphere, to give Venus a moon where it would block most of the Sun’s rays. About a million kilometers from Venus, L1 is a gravitationally stable orbit that would shade the planet. Venus is now so hot that it could melt lead. Once we block 99 % of the sunlight striking the surface, up to one quadrillion tons of atmospheric carbon dioxide will cool enough to rain down and eventually turn solid. We bury that carbon dioxide with regolith by soft-landing small asteroids, and wet the atmosphere by crashing comets and ice-teroids into the atmosphere. Meanwhile, on Ceres, we install enough solar and fusion power plants to make bulk antimatter affordable enough for interstellar travel.
“With affordable bulk anti-matter, we could use our maglev catapults to slingshot an anti-matter spaceship around Jupiter, our most massive planet, then slingshot it around the Sun to get it above half the speed of light on its way the nearest habitable star system. If we could get the cost down, we could send manned missions systematically to the closest habitable planets while firing unmanned probes to the uninhabitable ones.”
Curious more than horny, Gina lifted her ass and James stuck his tongue in her anus. Not just around the rim, but as deeply as he could physically insert it. Which tickled Gina like hell. Not even vibrators made her feel that way.
But he heard Jasmine scream in another incredible orgasm, so he looked up in time to see his father open his eyes in shock at who was riding his pony. He couldn’t believe it. Bob rubbed his eyes with both hands, only to discover it didn’t change who was fucking him. Then he saw his son licking the shit out of his girlfriend to get the taste of cum out of his mouth. He finally turned to Gina, his son’s head still between her legs, and said an investor’s greatest compliment:
“You are the best investment I have ever made.”
James wanted to protest, to argue that he turned out pretty good, too, but Gina broke into tears of joy and roughly knocked her daughter off his cock to embrace him.
“I love you so much,” she said, staring into his eyes. “Now cum inside me before this movie ends.”
When the movie did end, and the lights turned on, everyone gave the girls a standing ovation. I’m finally dating the hottest girl in school, James realized.



CHAPTER 5


The heavily modified Russian Mi-24 helicopter took the last of the guests to the top of Mt. Chimborazo. This was the only helicopter in the world that could fly so high — not the Mi-24, but this specific chopper. The 17 meter long titanium rotors provided the extra lift needed to rise so high in such thin air. Still, the company had to replace the two turbines with more weight-efficient engines, while replacing much of the body with light carbon fiber, in order to get enough thrust versus weight.
“Does anyone know the population of Ecuador?” Jasmine asked.
“No,” Bob answered, “but I hear a brazillian people live in Brazil.”
Gina laughed and slapped his arm. James had never known his dad to act silly before. He almost preferred the grumpy old man than the virile rival who made hotties laugh.
“So, dad, tell us about your trip to Orlando,” James said over the noise of the rotors.
Bob smiled like he just got laid. “When we got into the hotel room, the phone rang. Gina kind of freaked out because nobody knew we were there, so who the hell was calling? We didn’t even tell you guys, so I was a little concerned myself. Of course, it was only the front desk making sure we liked the room. However, I didn’t tell Gina that.”
She reached across to playfully slap his shoulder.
“Instead, I covered the mouthpiece and whispered like I was terrified, ‘it’s the government, and they’re coming to get us! Oh, no, they finally caught me.’
“Gina naturally started screaming, so I asked her if she could see the black helicopters yet. As she studied the sky through our windows, I told the front desk that my wife found a rat in our room, then I let him hear Gina scream like a horror movie victim. The guy apologized and offered to comp our room when the manager got in. I later explained what happened, but not until I had more fun with Gina.”
“Jimmy, your father is a bad man,” Gina said dramatically, clearly in love.
Indeed, every time James felt like the happiest guy in the world, his father unknowingly one-upped him. He wanted his father to be happy, but never expected him to be happier. His relationship with Jasmine couldn’t be better, yet Gina and his father had more chemistry than Dow Chemical. Bob somehow hit a grand slam while only trying for a single.
“Jesus! Look at that. Someone call Michael Bay.”
Sticking out of the nearly four kilometer caldera was what looked like a half-finished bridge to the sky. It sprouted out of the mountaintop and ended in the air. Three kilometers long and over half a kilometer high, the end of the launcher looked like something from a Transformer movie.
Steve Paul, the president of the company, explained that the supersonic boom proved too destabilizing when the capsules left at the summit. Raising the exit half a kilometer meant it bypassed more atmosphere, continued gathering speed, and didn’t shake the damn mountaintop.
They landed and joined the other tourists in the observation tower, which was more of an underground bunker than a tower. They all wore oxygen masks until entering the bunker to avoid fainting for lack of oxygen.
“Welcome, friends and customers,” Steve Paul greeted them. A charismatic leader, Bob never invested in the company because he didn’t trust salesmen, the charismatic, or men with two first names. “Sorry you have to wear the masks and the heavy coats, but we are a few kilometers closer to orbit than the tip of Mt. Everest, thanks to Earth’s bulging belly. Soon you will witness a capsule shoot out of the launcher at 28,000 kilometers per hour, so don’t blink.” Only he laughed at his joke. “Please use your binoculars when we tell you or you will miss it. We have also set up a video that will replay the launch in very, very slow motion. Although this structure is sound proof, a supersonic boom will still hit us. Anyone outside, who could somehow endure the thin air and freezing cold, would have their eardrums burst. Tomorrow twenty of you will get married, and the day after you will be among the rare few to get the privilege of riding a train through a volcano into orbit!”
He laughed again to an otherwise silent room. The lonely ride up unsettled many of them. Several people used their binoculars to look down the mountain.
“That’s a very long walk,” Paul joked. Most of the glacier had already melted, but he didn’t envy the poor bastards who still had to make the trip on foot.
“I’m higher than Keith Richards,” Bob joked to the few people who heard of the long dead Rolling Stones musician.
“This is the view from inside the capsule,” the CEO helpfully pointed out. A giant computer screen showed increasingly blurry images as it shot by. In the beginning, they could make out numbers that marked each kilometer. Towards the end, they couldn’t even identify the numbers. “It is now inside the volcano.”
The Arab prince, who Jasmine grew to despise, for more than the taste of his nasty jism, started swaying like a skyscraper in an earthquake. His soon-to-be wife steadied him in alarm. The group always traveled with a company psychiatrist, who now tried to get the poor man to sit down.
Soon a countdown from ten to zero started.
“Watch closely!”
Something the size of a bus spat out above them, then quickly grew smaller as it flew farther away into the heavens. Instead of smoke, like from a cannon, they could see the contrails as it literally punched through the air. Like spy satellites that find ships by searching for their wakes, the guests tried to see the capsule by the contrails it left behind.
Then the sonic boom hit them like a hurricane wind, shaking the mountaintop like a pissed off giant. It must have been much worse when they ended the launcher at the summit.
“That’s it?” Bob asked, unimpressed.
James heard a thud. Turning, he saw some guests cradle the prince on the floor. His fiancee looked on, horrified. She seemed more embarrassed than concerned for his health. Later they would learn it was a political marriage between ambitious assholes.
Gandhi once remarked that those in the west try to marry the one they loved, while those in the east try to love the one they married. This bitter lady clearly had no love for her husband-to-be.
The guy opened his eyes, but James could not make out what he was mumbling. His right hand shook and something didn’t smell right. His fiancee now started cursing at him. He didn’t understand why until he got his first whiff of urine.
Did that guy just pee himself?” Gina asked.
Indeed he did.
James, who tasted his sperm, had the last laugh. Literally. He walked over, looked the guy in the eyes, and laughed so hard he cried. James began ridiculing him while, to add insult to injury, his fiancee kicked the poor man while he was down.
The psychiatrist looked at the CEO and sadly shook his head.
“It appears we have a vacancy,” Mr. Paul announced with a fake cheer. The Arab lady jumped for joy, fist-pumping the launcher. “Is there a single couple willing to marry tomorrow who is healthy and rich enough to pay $2 million to honeymoon in orbit?”
“I’d love to marry my girlfriend tomorrow,” Bob said, “but I don’t have a ring.”
Gina rushed to the Arab lady. “It will be harder for him to marry you if you give away the rings.”
The princess took off the engagement ring from her finger, searched the guy on the floor for the other rings, then handed them to Gina. Camera crews pushed people aside to get the best view as Bob got on one knee, slipped a ring on Gina’s finger, and looked up at her with love.
“There goes my best man,” James whispered to Jasmine. “I was once best man at a nude wedding and came within an inch of being best man.”
“Shhhh!” Jasmine whipped out her camera phone to record the proposal through her tears.
“I thought I was happy before I met you, but it turns out that I didn’t know what happiness was until you entered my life. Now I can’t imagine living without you. I was blind, but you helped me see; deaf, but now I can hear. You are the last thing I see before I sleep, and the first thing I see when I wake. Losing that would make me suffer more than waterboarding. I need you now, and I need you for the rest of my life. In return, I promise that I will be yours, only yours, and yours forever. I will take care of you, protect you, and savor you for as long as I breathe. Gina, the love of my life, will you marry me?”
No sooner did Gina whisper “yes” than her daughter screamed like fingernails clawing a chalkboard. Gina threw herself at her fiancee so hard she nearly knocked the poor man over. He twirled her around, almost smacking James in the head with her high heels. The producer of the reality show looked happiest of them all. James and Jasmine hugged and the four of them cried until the cameras stopped rolling.



CHAPTER 6


Viewership among women multiplied in the wake of the sudden proposal. It turned out that Arab jerk hurt ratings anyways. But now they had a new and unique element to the drama: high school lovers, one of whom marries the woman’s daughter, while the other marries the guy’s father. Plus, they had decent footage of the girl having sex with her father-in-law, while the guy rimmed his mother-in-law. To further monopolize the show, the girls now talked of having babies at the same time, never mentioning that Gina had her tubes tied.
The beautifully staged wedding rivaled the nuptials of the first son of King William and Queen Kate. Pop stars played for the guests, celebrities filled the audience, and everyone wore their sponsorships literally on their sleeves.
Now came the hard part. The honeymoon.
The nine happy couples and the two Russians were strapped in like those new super-fast, gravity-free roller coasters. The capsule looked so much bigger from the outside. Bob, James, Jasmine, and Gina occupied the front row since they were the most popular characters on the show.
“I hope everyone already went to the bathroom,” Mr. Paul joked on the screen in front of them. “Soon, you will be moving at eight kilometers per second, through a volcano, up into the sky, to dock at the largest rock that once crossed Earth’s orbit. There you will honeymoon at our brand new luxury hotel within Ganymed. Remember: no smoking!”
Viewers apparently found him less annoying than the new married couples.
“Nervous, dad?” James asked, himself having second thoughts.
“Nah. Not after doing the Mission to Mars simulator at Disney’s Epcot in Orlando. I’m looking forward to having sex in micro-gravity. I just can’t believe how boring my life used to be.”
“You fucking married me!” Gina said, still in shock.
“I’ll marry you again in twenty-five years.”
“Done!”
Jasmine loved seeing her mother happy, married, and financially secure, but couldn’t help feel conflicted that her mother was the most popular member of the show. While Jasmine had several months to get used to the idea of wedding bliss, Gina still glowed like one of those new light bulbs. That pulled the heart strings of millions of ladies watching on the Internet.
The sled holding the capsule started slowly. Because it increased velocity at the same rate, it didn’t feel like they were going as fast as they were. Due to intense heat about to wrap around the capsule, they didn’t have any windows. Not being able to see outside masked their speed.
“Great drugs,” Bob volunteered. “I feel as mellow as yellow.”
James never knew his dad could be whimsical. Where was this man when he grew up?
In addition to painkillers and blood thinners, they all had to take sedatives so that stress didn’t trigger heart or panic attacks.
James could now feel something invisible pushing his body back against the customized seat. They modified the contours specifically to protect his head, neck, and back. They matched each seat to each individual. As per training, James closed his eyes, relaxed his breathing, and kept his feet flat on the floor. Now taking two forces of gravity, James had trouble breathing from the force pressing against him. Which was why shallow breathing helped so much. Swallowing, however, was a bitch. Then the capsule tipped up, which meant they now flew through the volcano. Unable to speak, Gina silently prayed her boobs didn’t explode. Although that would probably get her in the Guinness Book of World Records. They stayed at that angle for a few more minutes until the pressure eased and everyone started catching their breaths. James couldn’t believe that the first space workers did this at a constant acceleration of five g’s when the track was shorter.
“Wow!” Jasmine yelled to draw the camera to her. “That was better than sex.” James shot her a look. “It’s just an expression!”
As the capsule slowed down, their bodies pressed against the restraints. One of the crew floated in the air to check on them. The pilot appeared on the screen to welcome them and said everything went five by five, which James hoped was good.
“It will take us an hour to position the capsule to match altitude, angle, and speed with the space port, so just relax and stay in your seats.”
The rock appeared tiny, at first, on their screen, but grew alarmingly large very quickly. Soon it swallowed their screen as they mirrored its path and gradually moved closer. They had only a tiny window of opportunity to dock; otherwise, they had to either wait two weeks or return home.
A hanger door opened and the pilot maneuvered the capsule over the same type of rails that sent them here. Robotic arms grabbed them and gently lowered them on a sled which took them inside the asteroid. When they stopped, a pressurized doorway extended. They watched a device on their door measure relative atmospheric pressure, then a light turned green. The crew opened the door and a beautiful blond welcomed them aboard humanity’s first and only space port.
“I’m Daniela, your guide for the rest of your stay on Ganymed.”
The excited guests hopped several meters at a time down a corridor, past a sign that said, “if you lived here, you’d be home by now,” to a cavern known as Central, since it took them everywhere. They built the ceilings high because nobody could walk normal in micro-gravity. Instead, people had to hop, like those astronauts on the Moon, except they floated higher and longer. The company painted everything in layers with darker colors at the bottom and brighter colors higher up. All floors looked black and all ceilings off-white so that people could better orient themselves. Otherwise, it was hard to determine up from down while free-floating. There is no north or south in space; no upside-down; even up and down aren’t that convincing. Color coating helped people decide where to point their feet.
“I think I shouldn’t have eaten those Wheaties,” James confessed, feeling a bit nauseous as he unintentionally somersaulted over his father. Maybe space wasn’t the best place to have tons of sex. He swallowed the vomit as frequently as it kept rising, souring his initial experience, if not his mouth.
“This is awesome!” Gina screamed, high-fiving the five story high ceiling. “Eat your heart out, Disney!”
“They’re actually one of our partners,” James let her know. “They want to paint Mickey’s face on the surface and boast about the largest billboard within thousands of miles.”
They floated towards Hotel Ganymed, which looked more like a door in the bedrock.
“Hope I didn’t forget my visa,” James cracked.
“I can’t wait to have sex with you.” Jasmine said loudly.
“I hope you’re talking to me,” James said to laughter. “Oh, crap!”
James overshot the hotel and headed for solid rock. The company warned them this would happen. It takes time to acclimate. Not that this helped James, watching the wall of rock get bigger as he flew closer. He didn’t even have a spacesuit to cushion the blow. He held out his arms, but his momentum kept turning him and there was nothing he could do but flail helplessly. He felt like a poorly thrown football.
“Oh, no.”
His ass smacked the rock hard. He couldn’t even stretch his legs enough to re-orient himself. Then his back hit, followed by the back of his head. Someone in a medical outfit foresaw the accident and shot himself over, flying through the air like superman. Except he had a pole with a hook and magnetic boot heels. He used it to keep himself from bouncing off the wall by hooking a handrail and magnetizing himself to a magnet on the wall. Drops of blood floated in front of James and he yelled in panic, but the doctor sprayed some stuff that closed the wound until they could fix him under better conditions.
“It’s just a scratch,” the doctor reassured him.
While he felt like an idiot, his father and Gina did somersaults high over the floor, laughing like kids and flying like pros. James heard his father laugh more since he met Gina than in the rest of his life combined. He couldn’t wait to throw that in his mother’s face, who abandoned him as a kid.
“You’re welcome, dad,” he whispered.



CHAPTER 7


While others took their luggage to their rooms, their beautiful guide led them to the observatory where they watched the Earth get smaller as Ganymed flew away. The view stunned them. James read that the view of Earth from orbit made all the long hours worth it, according to every astronaut who ever voiced an opinion. They docked when the asteroid was closest to Earth, so every moment took them farther away. They would actually spend a week traveling one hundred thousand kilometers towards the Moon until their orbit returned them. The same capsule would take them back to Earth.
The downside was there was no way to get home for two whole weeks. It felt like the Florida Turnpike when the next exit isn’t for another fifty miles.
It would take several years to complete the maglev catapult on the asteroid’s surface. The company could send non-live cargo to the Moon, Mercury, or Mars by speeding up a shorter rail, and fit astronauts could tolerate a constant acceleration of 5 g’s, but sending ordinary people or livestock required enough track that did not speed them past 2 g’s. Even then, they needed a ship to return. Building another maglev on the highest point on the Moon would take several more years. Ditto for Mercury and Mars. Until then, they would use their limited spaceships a lot by returning as few people as possible.
The beauty of space travel is that a ship does not lose speed. Ever. Well, intergalactic space had tiny amounts of dust and gas that slowed it a tiny bit over billions of kilometers but, for practical purposes within the solar system, it never slowed down until they applied the magnetic chute. And the longer the track, the longer they could increase the acceleration, which meant they left the catapult going that much faster.
This meant getting to the gas giants in several months instead of several years. Maglev launchers on the largest moons of the gas giants could turn traveling the solar system into a virtual space highway. Pluto, seven billion kilometers away, could even be within reach. The dwarf planet Eris, three times farther, yet bigger than Pluto, may require fusion propulsion to get there and back in one lifetime.
“You want to know the easiest way for aliens to destroy humanity?” James asked Jasmine, who was becoming something of an expert on space through massive reading. “Traveling trillions of miles is expensive, and every army marches on its belly, so instead of sending a massive military, any belligerent alien will instead send one ship that installs several mass thrusters to push Earth’s largest near-Earth-object into the planet. It’s cheap, fast, and easy. We now control Ganymed, so the next largest is Eros. The only way I’d support a speed-of-light laser weapon on Ganymed is if it’s only used to protect Earth from rocks. Or aliens.”
He wanted the audience to hear this because it pointed out the value of spending billions on a space port. More Americans believed in aliens than believed that Social Security would be there for them, so James needed to play every card in the deck.
“Damn it, James! You know how talk of an apocalypse turns me on.” Actually, the cameras that now focused on them turned Jasmine on. In any event, Jasmine decided to become the face of the first woman to have sex in space. She cared less if it was true — what mattered is that she became famous as the first. Securing that position in people’s minds would be easier if she was the first that people saw have sex in space. She quickly took off her travel clothes to reveal sexy red lingerie underneath. “I don’t know if I can wait until we get back to the hotel to start our honeymoon.”
“Get him, girl,” mama urged her. “Get him!”
“Who wants to join the Thousand Mile High Club?” James asked, taking off his shirt.
“Stop!” their hot tour guide objected. “You can’t imagine how hard it is to keep this place clean.”
James considered the optics. What better time to have sex than with Earth in the background? That meant now or never. He wanted to help sell the space port, and what sells better than sex? They got the female audience with the surprise marriage proposal and the epic wedding ceremony; now they needed the guys to pay attention. People would only see what Ganymed had to offer if they followed the show; and they would only follow the show if they kept things interesting. And what could generate more viral attention than the first orbital orgy?
“Look who wants a little kiss,” Gina said, fondling Bob’s boner through his pants.
“I think he wants more than a kiss,” Bob answered.
James never knew his father could strip on camera. He was pretty hung, but his dad didn’t undress to show off. Instead, he did whatever made Gina happy. Making her happy made him happy. Father and son gave each other the thumbs-up and laughed as their wives showed off their sexy bodies for the cameras.
Undressing for the first time in micro-gravity would have been humiliating if it weren’t so hilarious. When James shifted his weight onto one foot to take off a pants leg, his body would pop into the air until the tiny gravity brought him slowly down. He pulled off a shoe and shot backwards. A Russian kicked off a boot and everyone cringed when it struck the window.
“If you break the window,” Daniela reminded them, “the vacuum will suck us all out into space.”
Which is why Ganymed had more pressure doors than a submarine.
The Japanese guy threw his clothes in the air and everyone liked that so much that they copied him. It looked like it was raining laundry. Bob and Gina embraced, naked, before jumping high through the laundry, twisting and turning while making out like teenagers. James accidentally bounced off the window into the air and watched Jasmine carefully leap after him. She didn’t overcompensate a bit. She even turned in place as she slowly rose, grabbed his legs to maneuver her way to his cock. What little lingerie she wore did nothing to conceal anything important. All that flirting with the cameramen paid off as two of them framed her in their shots.
Oh, she gave such good head. Even when off camera. It’s like a cocaine addiction, except with cock instead of crack. Jasmine just felt so grateful for hitting the jackpot: a wonderful husband, a happy family, financial security, fame, and fortune. She had it all; now she just wanted to enjoy the party while it lasted.
The problem with happiness is it can’t be saved up. You either spend it now, in the present, or not. It can’t be budgeted or scheduled or organized, so Jasmine learned to enjoy it as much as she could, for as long as she could, as compensation for when shit happened. And shit always happens. Rain falls on everyone, goes the saying, but shit hits some people more than others. No longer poor, Jasmine wanted to feast on as many days as possible because you never know when you’ll fall back to earth.
James, no dummy, worked her legs around so he could also get some. His lovely wife opened her legs wide as he stuck his head in. The movements turned them faster, but that only added to the experience as he sucked her succulent peach. She really did taste great. And he loved her scent — not smell, but more of an aroma. The Asians he had been with hardly gave off any odor, while the few black ladies he ate out — God, he hated that phrase — could give smelling salts a run for their money. The one black wife was a gorgeous Halle Berry look-a-like, but with big boobs. She looked like she smelled good everywhere.
In contrast, licking Jasmine’s labia felt more like eating a great fruit salad. Minus the whip cream.
The two cameras dedicated to filming them during sex only made him harder, so James learned something new about himself. Since one of the Europeans went by the name Jim, Facebook, Twitter, and the chat rooms referred to James as the “guy with the hottie.” One unexpected result of having sex on camera is that he put a hell of a lot more energy into it. He didn’t want to make Jasmine cum for her sake, but for posterity. She not only had to cum for him, but cum often. So, hands on her butt cheeks, he worked his magic, thanking God that he paid attention these last several months. Instead of trying to read her mind, James solicited feedback. After hours of wonderful practice, he could now often unlock her safe like a cat burglar.
Jasmine’s groans grew louder and more urgent, so James kept up the pressure, pulling her to the summit. She responded by sucking him harder. 69-ing in space with Earth in the background was wonderful.
“I want to hear you scream,” James communicated to her pussy via telepathy.
“I ain’t cleaning up your cum, damn it!” Daniela yelled. “And if I accidentally fly into any, it’s your ass.”
Jasmine came first — not surprisingly. And theatrically, too. She tasted so good that James couldn’t get enough. However, he did help shake off a few drops for the cameras. His wife may over-act, but he needed everyone watching to know he did, in fact, make her cum. Otherwise they may start calling for a pitch hitter.
Jasmine rewarded his success through sheer willpower. She never used her hands, except to steady herself as they bumped into walls or other people. Bob and Gina pushed off from the ceiling to overshoot them. For some reason, seeing his dad plow his high school lover pushed him over the edge. Maybe the sheer contentment on their faces. Either way, he exploded so hard he lost a few neurons.
To her credit, Jasmine tried to swallow every drop, but several wads got away.
“Don’t you let that hit anyone!” their hot guide chastised Jasmine.
“Mama, help me!” As if she were drowning.
Bob, still fucking Gina, bounced off a wall, flinging them to the rescue. They bumped into Jasmine who flew to the biggest constellation of cum, snapping her jaws like a shark. Gina pushed against Bob as she stretched to gobble one floating in the opposite direction.
“A thousand bucks if you swallow that!” Bob roared at Daniela as she tracked one about to splatter on the window.
“Another thousand if you kiss me afterwards!” Jasmine added.
“Another thousand if you show us your body,” James threw in. Jasmine gave him a wild look.
Three other husbands tripled that offer.
Daniela left her hot boyfriend to get this gig, so she had gone a lot time without getting any, although every redneck on board had hit on her. Used to being the center of the party, she now felt like the only one not having fun. And she took this job more for the fame than the money because ads, reality shows, and endorsement deals made it easy to monetize fame. So taking him up on his offer paid much more than several thousand dollars.
The gorgeous guide leaped into the air, then expertly took off her clothes in mid-air. She hesitated over her bra, before deciding, fuck it. Now wearing only tiny pink panties as her big tits floated free, she tucked her head to flip over like a swimmer reaching the end of the pool and kicked off the window to intercept a wad of cum. Three cameramen had positioned themselves and the luckiest recorded the hottie opening her mouth and engulfing the jism with the blue Earth in the background.
This would soon become the year’s favorite screensaver.
James swung Jasmine around like a merry-go-round before launching her towards the only other girl who rivaled her beauty. This flung James back painfully into a hard rock wall, but it was so worth it. Especially later when he saw them on video. He had sent his wife plummeting towards the window. It looked like she was falling to Earth.
Their naked guide grabbed Jasmine’s hand and they pulled themselves toward each other, finally locking lips. It was like the two finalist for Miss Nude Universe suddenly making out before millions of viewers. Each knew the other would taste like cum, and that knowledge only seemed to rev up their engines as they matched speed and angle.
Reviewing the recording, James loved how they sucked on each other’s tongue, how their hands groped and grasped and gripped. When that clever bitch slipped a finger past the panties into Daniela’s snatch, James thought their host was going to explode. Instead she opened her legs and thrust her tongue down Jasmine’s throat. James watched his wife finger fuck the guide as they bodies rotated before the planet like near-Earth-objects. Their guide finally came, her scream deafening in the enclosed space.
“Another thousand if you make my wife cum,” James yelled from across the room.
“I’ll double that,” Bob shouted.
Ironically, famous sci-fi author Isaac Asimov responded to the women’s liberation movement by saying he wanted women to be free because he didn’t want to be charged.
Other voices joined in and the absurdity of newly married men spending several thousand dollars for an ex-beauty queen to get off a newly married woman in micro-gravity in front of millions of viewers only added to the fun.
James suspected that Daniela would have done it anyways, the way she flipped his wife over and dove in like a bomber. She certainly didn’t resist Jasmine as his wife pulled off her cute pink panties. Not even porn fans had seen two hotter women ever getting it on with more enthusiasm. The clip became a must have for every lesbian woman and straight man on the planet.
Jasmine came first. And second. And James could tell she was not faking it. That bitch had done this before, he realized, as their guide guided his wife to another orgasm. Jasmine finally broke off after her third time, to concentrate on giving back.
Jasmine latched herself onto Daniela’s pussy, but no longer in a 69, so Gina floated over and spread her legs for the cameras. A liter of Bob’s cum threatened to drip out of her.
“Want some more?” Gina asked Daniela.
“Oh, fuck yeah!”
Oddly enough, they drifted just out of reach of each other. James watched them claw at each other, grasping nothing but hot air, the scene looking increasingly bizarre: two hot naked women trying to have sex, but unable to close the distance. Bob came to the rescue, bumping his wife into the hottie, then positioning himself above them so Gina could suck him hard again.
Fuck! James told himself. I couldn’t do that.
The four of them looked like a twisty pretzel in front of an Imax image of the Earth. At the bottom, until they floated horizontally, Jasmine licked Daniela’s clit while finger fucking her — which every lesbian knows is a crutch. Daniela sucked Bob’s cum out of Gina’s pussy, while Gina bobbed up and down on her husband’s cock. Three other couples also had sex, but the cameras paid them no attention, until they swapped wives.
On the Internet, everyone referred to the Observation Deck as the Orgy Room.



CHAPTER 8


The two happiest couples laughed at each other in their space suits while crew members checked and rechecked. Any accident would be very bad for publicity. After the final okay, the crew shut the pressure door behind them. Bob, who adapted the best to micro-gravity, unlocked the outer door and stepped outside first.
The four of them stared out into space. The pale blue dot representing Earth could be covered with just a hand. On the lunar surface, Neil Armstrong famously blotted it out with just his thumb. Halfway there, cameras took pictures of them with the Moon in the background. This was, quite literally, the closest any of them would get to the Moon for at least another decade. It just looked so damn close.
“Let’s run up the hill and jump off on the count of three!”
They named the highest point on Ganymed “Little Chimbo” because that made for great publicity. The company spent more money than they budgeted to tunnel their way near the summit. The Ganymed surface sat half a kilometer below them.
Upwards they ran, or shuffled in their heavy suits, trying not to run into each other. The company spaced them ten meters apart, but needed to give them more cable than that to enjoy their newest attraction: cliff soaring.
The problem with the four Disney parks in Orlando was that they didn’t offer very many unique experiences. The Mission to Mars simulation at Epcot was one, the extreme car stunt show and Star Wars simulator at Hollywood Studios qualified, but lots of parks had log rides and roller coasters like Space and Splash Mountain. Universal Studios in Orlando did a better job creating unique attractions, from Spiderman 3D to Men in Black and the Harry Potter ride. SeaWorld had their animal shows and their Antarctica ride, which no one else had. But most of Disney’s shows, rides, and simulators were not unique.
What the Ganymed company did was exhaust the possibilities of unique experience. The observation deck to watch Earth was a no brainer. Anyone on a suborbital plane ride could get that. But no where on Earth could you fly off a cliff and not fall.
The four of them hopped as fast as they could or else remain stuck on Ganymed. On smaller asteroids it was possible to trip and not have enough gravity to keep you on the damn rock. Scientist said you could literally jump off either of the Martian moons because their gravity was so weak.
The company didn’t want anyone to fall off their rock, so a temperature-resistant cable secured them to Ganymed. And good thing because all four of them leaped off Cliff Chimbo, their hearts in their throats. But, instead of falling to their doom, they escaped Ganymed’s gravity. Technicians gave them enough room until they maxed out at one hundred meters from the mountaintop.
They didn’t float so much as felt Ganymed drag them. To stabilize its orbit, the company spun the rock on its axis, like a football. The spinning pinned the four tourists to the end of their cable. A football field doesn’t look so long from the seats, but that same distance looked terrifying from space.
They spun around a 32 kilometer wide asteroid as its ended its move towards the Moon and began circling back. It reminded James of kicking a ball in the air. Except the horrifying feeling that a tiny micro-meteor could kill them all.
Bob and Gina kept shouting in joy. They couldn’t get enough, so James waited, keeping the bile down because if he vomited into his faceplate, that shit had nowhere to go. And neither did he. So he closed his eyes and slowed his breathing because the faster you breathe, the slower time travels. Normally time passes one second at a time, but sometimes an event like losing your virginity passes all too quickly, while a moment like this lasts an eternity. Jasmine must have sensed something, so he put on a brave face until she told the crew to winch them in.
James had parachuted and bungee jumped before, but leaping off a cliff into empty space puckered his anus. Being thrown around an asteroid felt no worse than a slow line at the DMV, but the relief from being rolled in soothed his palpitating heart. Suddenly he became talkative again. All too soon they entered the chamber, depressurized, and the crew carefully removed their very expensive suits. The reality show people remote-controlled cameras, so Jasmine and Gina danced for them while overhead speakers blasted Ozzy’s Bark at the Moon. James was not even sure Jasmine knew who Ozzy Osborne was.
“Bobby, we gotta do that again!” Gina crowed.
“I can’t wait to do that when we get closest to Earth,” Bob agreed. “The crew says the tiny atmosphere we poke into feels like flying without a plane.”
“But we have to be in the capsule by then,” James said, bumming their buzz. “If you space jump into the atmosphere, you’ll be stuck here for another two weeks.”
“Can we stay another two weeks?” Gina wanted to know.
“They have a lot of people who have already put down deposits,” James informed them. “They’re booked solid until 2037.”
“What the fuck?” James had not seen Gina this pissed since her boyfriend in high school kept making excuses for marrying her. “We have to wait seven years before we can do this again?”
“There has to be a way,” Bob argued.
“I don’t speak for management. I’m just an investor, but they are contractually obligated to all those people. And any time there’s a cancellation, the next in line gets first dibs. Plus, the feedback from the reality show has been so positive that I hear the line is getting much longer as we speak. Paul says we may need another capital infusion to start the next hotel sooner to meet overwhelming demand. I’m afraid too many people have seen us have too much fun here.”
“That’s fucked up,” was all Bob had to say.
“Sorry.” James felt like he was somehow responsible.
“You’re an early investor,” Jasmine chimed in. “You own enough shares to make it difficult for management. All they want is another two weeks here.”
“Or longer. The last week has been unbelievable. Life on Earth will seem so boring after this.”
“Yeah,” Bob agreed. “It’s too bad we couldn’t stay here forever.”
“Exactly! What better place to spend the rest of our lives than right here?”
James couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Honey, you don’t want to stay, do you?”
Jasmine emphatically shook her head no. “I hate to ruin this bod, but I really want to have your children, and I’d rather not do it in micro-gravity. However, I’d love to come back in seven years or so.”
“There must be a way for us to stay,” Bob repeated.
“You missed your opportunity to invest years ago,” James countered. “I went over the prospectus with you.”
“I don’t invest in what I don’t understand.”
“You could invest now. The more money they have, the quicker they can build hotels and exploit opportunities.”
“If the hotels are sold out,” Gina said, “I wonder how much it would cost to build a condo here.”
Bob hugged her so hard they flew across the room to smash into a bulkhead. “This is why I love you so much!”
Like her beauty and awesome personality had nothing to do with it.



CHAPTER 9


The guy filling the helium vest wouldn’t stop looking at Jasmine’s tits. To be fair, he gazed a long time at Gina’s, too. Even “vest” may not be the best word because the balloon wrapped around their center of gravity — the waist. Pleasing everyone, their breasts rested on the “vest” rather nicely. Or not, since boobs in micro-gravity didn’t sag anyways. Certainly not these newly installed ones. Gravity causes body parts to sag. The space port ended this tragedy.
Science fiction writers wondered how spacemen in the future will concentrate on long trips when women’s breasts stand out so temptingly. Making things worse, what is traveling in a spaceship but being in a machine that vibrates constantly? James himself knew how distracting it was to watch his wife’s nipples vibrate constantly. Which, of course, made honeymooning in space so much fun.
With equilibrium set, the crew let James go. Not that he went anywhere. The whole point was to give the balloon enough helium so that he basically floated in place. Micro-gravity allowed people to jump really high, but they still returned to earth, so to speak. The big difference between the International Space Station and the Ganymed Space Port is that the port had four trillion tons of mass that produced enough gravity so toilets flushed, water from showers eventually dropped, and a person could tell which way was up. Although, technically, gravity still affected the space station, for all practical purposes, it was zero-gravity. What was up did not come down. Ever. Without ropes, straps, or velco, lovers could spend more time finding each other than fucking each other.
So those who just wanted to float needed a little help. Too much helium and he would rise to the ceiling, yet not enough and he would remain on the floor unless he pushed off. Instead, they pushed him in the middle of Central where he joined the others. Jasmine grabbed him as he passed by and they hugged like children after strapping themselves together.
Bob and Gina had gone first, so they had been cuddling for an hour now. James wondered if his father died because he went so long without moving a muscle or making a sound. Gina, at least, occasionally purred. Nobody wore anything heavier than underwear, so ten couples floated as if on magical beds. Few moved, so they rarely bumped into each other. Bob and Gina floated the highest, about five stories up, near the middle of the room. Others chose the equivalent of corners. The Russian and his wife preferred to stay within two meters of the floor. Just in case.
James heard of salt water tanks so dense that people could actually float on the surface and never sink. He had never tried them, but this is what that must feel like. The camera crews grew bored filming couples just holding each other, slowly rotating on their axis. Soft jazz music almost put them to sleep. The new trophy wife of the Chinese tycoon farted loudly, but wisely no one wanted to break the mood. Besides, they couldn’t move out of her blast radius anyways. In fact, the only way they could even get down was by deflating the helium cushions.
Despite himself, James felt all tension drain out of him. He didn’t feel sleepy, yet he wasn’t really awake. Not after the first few hours. He didn’t dream so much as lose himself in the wonderful sensation of weightlessness. He knew of no drug that felt this good. Moreover, he wanted to know why they weren’t sleeping like this every night.
Then Jasmine started touching him. Lightly to not move them too much. She hated facing down, for some reason. James just didn’t enjoy feeling upside down, but if he closed his eyes not even that bothered him.
His cock responded long before she touched it. He came in her just a few hours before, so he knew she was just giving him time to recharge.
That’s when it hit him. “I think I’ve figured out anal.”
Well, that woke Jasmine up like a skillet to the forehead. They scrambled out of the strap that held them together and struggled to change their relative positions. They looked like those suicidals who jump off of buildings, the way their arms and legs flailed in all directions. The other nine couples watched closely and even the camera crews on the floor, anchored there by magnetized boots, perked up.
“Let me lube you first,” she begged him, eager to get his hard cock in her mouth.
James gently stepped on her to climb “higher,” although they were now floating horizontally. His momentum carried him down by the time she could get between his legs. They must have moved too fast because now they twirled in the air like synchronized gymnasts. His head pointed towards the floor when she swallowed his penis, not bothering to remove his boxers. They continued to circle, though, head over heels, but neither minded. She bobbed back and forth like a piston, whimpering with desire. Those above watched her work her anal muscles, already anticipating the penetration of her anus. The blowjob lasted three full turns before she pleaded with him to fuck her up the ass.
“Careful taking off your panties,” her mother cautioned from above.
Sure enough, she ended up upside down and moving away from James, who tried “swimming” his way closer. She drifted higher while he futilely tired himself out.
“Daniela,” Bob called down to their concierge, the hottie’s real job title, “please help my boy out.”
Gina had loaned Daniela lingerie to boost ratings, so she kind of owed them. Her participation in the orgy in the observation deck sure made her famous. Sighing in resignation, she took off her heavy boots and ran up the wall before pushing herself off. Daniela tackled James and together they moved to Jasmine, who held out her arms and spread her legs. Without trying James copped a magnificent feel of the guide’s artificial tit. She didn’t object, so he didn’t apologize.
They plowed into Jasmine, driving them all higher and to the side of the cavern. Jasmine found herself looking at Daniela’s panties and gave in to temptation, sticking a finger inside her wet pussy. That bitch has been on low simmer, she realized happily. Indeed, the former beauty queen moaned hungrily and pulled down her thong to give Jasmine access.
The acrobatics also gave Daniela excellent access to James’ throbbing erection. He turned in place, even as they moved together higher. Daniela looked into his eyes and flashed the thousand watt smile that won her Miss Arkansas. So while Jasmine gave Daniela oral, who in turn sucked on his cock, James wanted some, too. His father came to the rescue by swinging Gina down to stomp on his back, which drove him down to his wife’s snatch.
“It fucking worked!” Gina said in surprise.
Swinging Gina down flung Bob to the ceiling. He now shot off the ceiling, grabbed Gina on the way down, and joined the threesome.
“Do the guide,” his wife urged him. “She needs it bad.”
They pushed each other apart. Bob grabbed their host by the waist and let Jasmine lube him up for the big plunge. Watching his wife suck his father while floating in the air lit James up like a Christmas tree. Gina crashed into James, which pulled him away from his wife. He almost lost Gina, who would have spinned into the Colombian drug lord if he didn’t grab her ankle. He pulled her back just as Jasmine pulled him in like reeling in a fish.
“I’m gonna push Jimmy to you,” mama told Jasmine.
The push sent her against the wall, but James grabbed his wife’s ass and swore he wouldn’t let go.
“Will somebody please fuck me in the ass?” Jasmine yelled.
James worked it in as fast as his wife could take it. She grunted more than groaned, in obvious pain, but when he slowed down she snapped at him like a shark.
“Give him time, honey,” Gina advised. “He’s hung like a horse.”
James did a pretty good impression of a horse as he finally got it all in. He did the strap without drifting apart and could now fuck that sweet ass like a railroad spike. He brought it almost all the way out before roughly shoving it all the way in.
Someone cried out in pain and it turned out to be Daniela.
“Should I stop?” Bob asked Daniela since he only got the tip of his dick in her ass.
“If you do, I’ll fucking throw you off this rock! Fuck me hard, bitch.”
“Ohhhh. Now I need some.” Gina looked around her. “Who’s got the next biggest dick after my husband and son-in-law?” The Russian pulled down his pants, ignoring his new wife slapping him hard. “Well, get on up here. My ass won’t fuck itself.”
He jumped towards her and she turned her back on him while pulling off her tiny underwear. He crashed into her, and they smashed into the wall, then ricochet off the Indian automaker tycoon.
“Finger me to get enough lube,” she urged the Russian. He happily dug in, rough just like she liked it. She was so horny she urged him on. “Okay, finger me to an orgasm, then you can have my ass.”
So he did, while her husband and his wife watched. All too soon she screamed at the top of her lungs. By this time, Daniela was crying, her tears flying up like crazy raindrops. Jasmine pulled herself close to shut the bitch up by French kissing her like mad. Together, they screamed down each other’s throats while getting fucked up the ass.
Gina and the Russian, however, were still in motion, bumping other couples who couldn’t get out of the way.
“Yes, motherfucker, yes!” Gina yelled out.
Bob and James, literally fucking the shit out of the women, did a virtual high-5.
“Anal orgy in micro-gravity!” James yelled for the cameras. “Guinness, call me!”
“I need more cock!” Jasmine called out, desperate to be the center of attention again. “Who here can take three dicks at a time?”
The challenge inspired the group to new levels of naughtiness. After several minutes of careful maneuvering, Gina, Jasmine, and Daniela floated in the middle of the cavern, each with a cock in the mouth, pussy, and anus.
“We need more cameras,” James remarked as his wife, mother-in-law, and their hostess collectively took nine cocks in micro-gravity in mid-air as millions of viewers back on Earth watched.
Then one of the Ganymed manager hopped in, as excited as a newlywed.
“Mr. Johnson! Mr. Johnson!”
Both Bob and James yelled back, “yes?”
“The board of directions accepted your modified counter-counter-proposal. As soon as you are done anal fucking the only notary on the asteroid, you can sign the digital paperwork.”
The two Johnsons did a joint rebel yell.
“What’s going on? Are we getting screwed?” Gina asked, spitting out a Chinese prick.
“No. I’ve convinced several institutional investors to match my $10 billion capital investment. Everything I own and all of my hedge funds are now fully invested in the two companies. Together with Jimmy and the founders, we now own 51 % of both the launcher and this space port. We won’t have much cash until we take them public in several years, but at least we can stay here as long as we want. Although some of the workers will have to share rooms until they finish our condo.”
“What? We can stay?” Gina asked, thrilled.
“For as long as we want,” Bob assured her.
“You are the fucking greatest husband in the world!”
“Let’s get these bitches off,” James suggested.
The nine men intensified their efforts and the three whores swooned. Soon they screamed out their orgasms, one by one, vibrating the cocks in their mouths. Like gentlemen, women come first. Then the men started exploding. James watched a total asshole cum into his wife’s mouth, then a really nice guy erupt into her pussy, before he exploded up her ass. Then he saw a repeat with his mother-in-law and their hostess.
“I ain’t cleaning this up, y’all,” Daniela said after swallowing the last of the cum.
Several newlyweds had trouble deflating their helium vests while the rest of the slowly fell to the floor like something out of the Matrix.
“Best. Honeymoon. Ever,” James concluded.
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