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Mutilated  and  exiled  from  Earth  because  he  helped  his  brother,  former  Star  Commander  Conan  finds  himself  on  the  Pleasure  Planet, Obsidion. Broken and humiliated, he dons the white robe that signifies his new status of complete eunuch—until a famed cyborg and sexbot maker restores his manhood with a large, unique…colorful appendage. 

The  friends  who  rescued  Conan  have  found  him  a  mate,  Nebula.  She,  too,  knows  shame  and  the  pitying  stares  of  others,  because  she carries the dreaded mutant gene. She was sterilized by order of Earth Federation. 

Nebula craves the touch of a real man, but thinks it is forever denied her. Conan is more than ready to satisfy her desires with his new bionic equipment, but he fears rejection. Two damaged people, yearning for what they have lost, seek fulfillment in each other’s arms. 
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IMPERFECT PARTNERS

Ann Jacobs





A uthor’s Note



A lthough  the  basic  stories  of  the Pleasure Partners  series  were  taken  from  two  series  of  novellas  and  a  short  story  that  was  published elsewhere, they all have evolved through lengthening and heavy revision to make for a consistent and hopefully enjoyable reading experience. 

I have to thank my very patient and talented editor, Pamela Campbell, for all she has done to help me make all these stories the best they can be. 

I hope you are enjoying this BDSM series set in the not-so-brave new world of my imagination that began with His Pleasure Mistress. 

The Pleasure Partners series will continue taking readers back to the planet Obsidion, where the series began. In the future books, Eli the Jeweler  will  make  fortunate  matches  for  his  three  beautiful  daughters,  whose  mates  will  bring  them  power,  wealth  and  passion,  but  not necessarily  in  the  way  they  envisioned.  I  hope  readers  will  enjoy  the  future  stories  of  these  lovers  as  they  struggle  to  find  happiness  on Obsidion, the Pleasure Planet. 







Prologue

Earth, 2227



He saw no need to disembark but he had his orders, so he strode across the tarmac to Star Command headquarters, leaving his second-in-command in charge of securing his starship. They would be leaving again at daybreak. Conan’s superiors had annoyed the hell out of him by ordering him back to Earth while he had been in the middle of a patrol of the Delta quadrant, and for no better reason than to make up for a shortage in his required semen deposits for last month. Damn them anyway. By the time he could get back into the fray, the sky pirates they were trying to eradicate might well have taken out the flank left unprotected in his absence. 

Once  he  reached  headquarters  and  made  his  way  to  the  semen  depository  room,  Conan  loosened  his  uniform  pants  and  activated  the sexbot the sergeant had assigned him. He’d leave a deposit as ordered, and then he’d get back to his real business of combating terrorists in space. It pissed him royally that he would lose at least two weeks of productive work because of his superiors’ senseless command. When he had taken leave to spirit his scapegrace half-brother to safety a month earlier, he’d been absent from his duties less than two days. 

Fuck, the Federation rulers must consider my seed as valuable as the platinum they are trying to mine on Mars.  Otherwise,  why  would they have quibbled because his deposit was a few milliliters short of quota last month? 

Humpf! They’re lucky they got any at all. Conan had been livid when he’d learned the rulers had ordered Xander be turned into a drone. It wasn’t  as  if  the  dumb  kid  had  committed  treason.  He  hadn’t  even  been  found  to  carry  the  dreaded  mutant  gene.  A ll  Xander  had  done  was sneak in to a breeding farm, where he apparently had made a good effort toward impregnating as many women as possible the old-fashioned way. 

Feeling  distinctly  unmotivated  to  do  his  duty  for  the  Federation,  Conan  grasped  his  cock  and  inserted  it  in  the  sexbot’s  well-lubricated receptacle. The familiar whirring noise of the motor, the bot’s tight, cool, false cunt jacking his cock and the stimulation of his prostate by its rigid metal finger felt cold. Mechanical. His testicles drew up close to his body and his cock swelled against the walls of the device as it raced toward the expected, precisely timed release. 

Fuck it all. Something about this wasn’t right. Conan recalled the human sex slaves he’d fucked while off planet, the silken touch of their bodies on his and the incredible feeling that came over him as he spilled his semen in another living being instead of in this sterile depository. 

If he hadn’t frequently experienced sex with the females in pleasure palaces on the planet Obsidion, he imagined he would be grateful for the cold, sterile release he was about to experience. But then, if he had disobeyed the rules and refused to use the bot, his superiors would long ago have had him drummed out of Star Command and turned into a drone. 

A s they almost had done to Xander. 

Though Conan hadn’t been able to prevent his brother’s castration, he had managed to save him before the surgeons could finish the job of turning him into a drone—a mindless human body programmed to perform repetitive tasks with all the emotion of a bot. 

While it didn’t please Conan to think about Xander spending the rest of his days as a safe-sex slave on the planet Obsidion, that had been his  brother’s  choice  among  the  limited  options  open  to  a  eunuch.  Using  his  youthful  good  looks  and  pleasing  attitude  as  bait,  Xander  had managed to attract the attention of the A urelion, Romulus, who had purchased him for service in the emporium owner’s finest brothel. There, Xander would be assured of a regular supply of the hormones that would be needed for him to maintain the outward illusion of maleness, he had told Conan, explaining his decision to sell himself—to give up free will for a lifetime of slavery. 

A s the bot jacked his cock, Conan tried to picture himself living like Xander, servicing clients both female and male, in whatever ways they might demand. I think I’d prefer being impotent. But Conan was not like his brother. A nd Xander had seemed content enough in the brothel when Conan had bought an hour of his company in order to speak with him before leaving Obsidion to return to the Delta quadrant. 

Xander had lain against the silken cushions in his cell, restrained only by a long golden chain attached to the jeweled slave collar around his neck. His naked body had gleamed with oil that accentuated his young, taut muscles. His legs spread apart, Xander had displayed a black-and-gold triangular patch on his inner thigh and a thick gold cock ring. The ring was attached to a chain around his waist that held his shaft erect and displayed his lack of testicles—the same adornments Conan had noticed on the other eunuch slaves in this emporium. 

Seeing his own half-brother on display for potential customers had unnerved Conan, but he’d managed to return Xander’s smile and join him on the cushions. “A re you truly all right?” he’d asked after exchanging meaningless pleasantries. 

Xander had shot Conan a grin that reminded him of the good-humored, happy boy he remembered. “View it this way, brother. I am well fed, well cared for and well used—for the most part rather pleasurably. A s long as I please my customers, I will keep this patch and therefore continue to be useful as a cock as well as a mouth and ass. Do not worry about me.” Conan  had  left  soon  after,  satisfied  that  Xander  would  survive  and  perhaps  even  thrive  in  his  career  of  servicing  sex-starved  space travelers.  A t  least  the  brother  he  had  saved  from  virtual  annihilation  still  possessed  his  mind,  his  humanity,  and  from  what  Conan  had observed, a strong will to survive. 

He turned his attention to the bot that jacked his cock with impersonal precision. The gods be damned, he found the process of providing semen singularly sterile, a mechanical act devoid of all emotion. Conan straightened, bracing his legs and flexing his knees, as he anticipated the rush of sensation he knew would be coming in a few seconds. 

Now. His testicles tightened. The bot jacked him harder. His cock jerked in the sleeve and began to release his semen. 

Conan  heard  a  clash  of  metal  and  saw  three  burly  men  from  the  corner  of  his  eye.  A s  he  kept  coming,  they  stormed  through  the depository’s outer door and surrounded him. 

“Enjoy the feeling, traitor, for you will never experience it again.” A  harsh voice penetrated Conan’s fuzzy mind as his climax washed over him. “Here is what happens to those who thwart the Federation’s will.” 

A  flash of silver caught his eye just before it sliced through his wrist. Mind-stealing agony overwhelmed him. Conan realized then that his superiors hadn’t summoned him to make a semen deposit. 

Some bastard turned me in for saving Xander, Conan realized before he blessedly lost consciousness. 

* * * * *

“Where… What?” Conan blinked and then glanced around—a tent? 

“The  Federation  rulers  have  ordered  you  sent  into  exile.  We’re  in  the  Wastelands,  waiting  to  rendezvous  with  Shedir.  He  will  take  you somewhere safe.” 

“Miles?” Exile? Wastelands? Why was he in this tent with Miles, his former copilot, somewhere on the deserted half of Earth that had been destroyed generations ago in the wars with the mutants? “Why?” 

It hurt to move even his lips. Conan struggled to stay awake. His mind didn’t want to cooperate. He felt as if he were burning up from the inside out. 

Then he remembered the flash of that knife. He lifted his right arm and nearly cried out when he saw the tightly bandaged stump that ended just above the wrist. “What?” 

“The  Security  Enforcement  Corps.  They  cut  off  your  hand  the  old-fashioned  way  instead  of  using  a  laser  gun.  The  rulers  ordered  it,  to make you an example for others who might consider aiding another fugitive in his escape from justice.” A  searing pain between his legs stopped him when he tried to sit up. “Did they take my—” He couldn’t say it, but he knew as he fell back against the primitive excuse for a cot. 

Miles averted his gaze. “They took that, too. A ll of it. Even your prostate. The same way. You’ve had extensive surgery to repair as much as possible of the damage they did. I’ve been keeping you sedated for the past week.” Fuck. He was a maimed eunuch. Why hadn’t they killed him outright? He would rather be dead. “Where will Shedir take me?” 

“To  Obsidion.  He  has  spoken  to  Pak  Song,  the  cyborg  maker  there,  who  assures  us  he  can  make  you  a  new  hand.  Maybe  a  new  cock, too.” Miles laughed, as though trying to make light of Conan’s situation. Then he sobered. “We take care of our own. A t least we try.” 

* * * * *

Two  days  later,  Conan  donned  the  white  robe  of  a  complete  eunuch  and  hobbled  on  shaky  legs  to  Shedir’s  sleek  ship.  Not  his  own starship. Not now and not ever again. 

He had been one of the Federation’s best. He’d given his most productive years to patrolling the galaxy, keeping Earth safe from would-be invaders. Now he was nothing. Less than nothing. 

Conan would miss commanding a squadron and fighting forces of evil in the name of the Federation. He wouldn’t miss the motherfuckers who had mutilated him because he had placed blood loyalty above Federation law. He had done the right thing. He would do it again today, even knowing the consequences that would follow. 

Life as Conan knew it was over. For a brief moment he had considered using his remaining hand to finish what the SEC operatives had begun. But the gods of his forefathers—gods he still halfway believed in—would protest if he ended his miserable life. 

Lacking a better option, Conan had let Miles and Shedir persuade him that Pak Song might be able to restore him. 

* * * * *

On  past  visits  to  Obsidion,  Conan  had  eagerly  anticipated  stops  at  the  pleasure  palaces,  but  now  when  he  left  the  starship,  he  skulked down the Street of Pleasure in his white robe. Humiliated at his state, he lowered his gaze so he wouldn’t have to see the pity in others’ eyes as he made his way to Pak Song’s sexbot emporium. 

Once  there,  he  stood  with  a  young  clerk  among  Pak  Song’s  collection  of  sexbots,  and  after  a  short  wait  the  wizened  A sian  gentleman appeared. His intense brown eyes and cheerful demeanor put Conan a little at ease when Pak Song introduced the young clerk as Pak Lin, his son. “Come with us to the workroom and we will see what we can do.” 

Conan endured a gentle, thorough examination of his scarred, empty groin and the still-raw stump where they had hacked off his right hand. “Well?” he asked when he could no longer stand the silence. 

“Be  patient.  We  do  not  see  problems  like  yours  every  day.”  Pak  Lin  bent  so  close  to  Conan’s  groin  that  the  young  man’s  warm,  moist breath tickled his thigh. “What do you think, Father?” 

Pak  Song  shook  his  head.  “I  fix  arm.  No  problem.  A bout  cock,  I’m  not  so  sure.  Have  never  tried  to  put  bionic  cock  on  a  human.  A m thinking, though, that making one work the way nature intended will take some doing.” He looked up at Conan, his expression thoughtful. 

“Don’t worry. We welcome the challenge. Pak Lin is experimenting, trying to discover how to make more realistic genitalia for our bots. We will see what we can come up with.” 





Chapter One

A  week later, at a hospital on Obsidion



“You want hand that stays on all the time, or one you can take off and make adjustments, whenever you want?” Pak Song looked up from the scarred stump where Conan’s right arm ended so abruptly. 

Conan didn’t want to become a cyborg at all, since Pak Song hadn’t seemed at all certain that he could replicate his amputated genitals. 

Still, if he was to earn his keep on some planet where its rulers would accept his modifications, he needed the use of two strong arms and hands. “What type of adjustments are you talking about?” 

“Wrist and hand are complex mechanisms. Many components involved in making hand work. Bionic parts to wear out, malfunction. Pak Lin suggested, since you are engineer by training, you might like being able to make minor repairs yourself. Would save you from having to return here with every little problem.” 

When  the  wizened  genius  showed  Conan  a  schematic  of  a  bionic  hand  and  wrist,  he  saw  the  truth.  They  were  dealing  with  a  complex mechanism,  one  that  might  well  require  regular  but  simple  adjustments  he  might  be  able  to  perform,  even  left-handed.  “Let’s  make  it removable.” A fter all, there was no chance—no chance at all—that there might someday be a female in his life who might object to the fact that he could remove an appendage at will. 

Not now. He was as impotent as any drone back on the Earth. A  eunuch. He’d almost become accustomed to thinking of himself as one, but he hadn’t yet dredged up the courage to say the word out loud. He cringed with shame at the thought of his empty crotch and the clear tube he had to insert to pass his urine. He hated that his shame was broadcast to one and all by the hooded white robe decreed by law on Earth and by custom throughout the galaxy as standard apparel for creatures who were altered as he had been. 

Fury practically overcame him, as it did every time he thought about what had been done to him. He clenched his fist until his fingernails dug into his palm, welcoming the pain. Welcoming the dull ache between his legs where they’d hacked away his manhood. 

Conan hated the bitterness in himself almost as much as he hated the bastards who had ordered his mutilation. “I can see where being able to adjust the mechanism in the hand might come in handy,” he said, trying for a smile. 

“Okay, Captain. My son thinks he may have figured how to give you a new cock. We may as well implant one at the same time I install the bionics to make your hand work. Will save you from having to make a second trip to surgery.” 

“Lin figured out how to make a bionic cock that will work?” Conan couldn’t help doubting the ancient cyborg maker’s claim. 

Pak Song grinned. “Is not so farfetched when you consider that we make cocks for sexbots every day. Lin sees no reason we cannot make one of them work for you.” He set a large, leather case on the bed, opened it and gestured toward a selection of colorful dildos like the ones Conan  had  seen  in  the  old  man’s  sexbot  emporium.  “Lin  says  for  you  to  pick  any  of  these  models  that  we  designed  for  use  in  our  most realistic-performing sexbots. Have testimonials from many happy ladies. Pick the one you like best.” Conan scanned the array of false cocks that ranged from almost natural looking to outrageous, from puny appendages the size of a finger to ones that would do justice to a bull. “That one in the middle, with the flashing green neon color in the veins, looks interesting.” It sure as hell didn’t look real, but then it wouldn’t be, whether it worked or not. The idea of having a working cock that looked as though it belonged on a bot appealed to his sense of whimsy. “While you’re at it, why not make me a new set of balls, too?” Pak Song gestured toward Conan’s robe. “I wish I could. A lso wish I could promise cock will work like real one. Like I said, we never tried this before, but we will do best we can.” He paused. “Lin consulted with a urologist here at hospital. He says he can connect what remains of your urethra to an artificial extension so new cock will function correctly that way. Now that Lin suggested it, I see no reason I cannot implant bionic cock that will work, almost as easy as hand. Will enjoy trying. Never had the chance before.” The old cyborg maker let out a sigh. “Most times, Earthling eunuchs like you—ones who have lost it all—get turned into drones and sent to the mines on Mars.” Conan supposed, when he thought about the mindless, emotionless blob of former humanity that he could have become, that he should be grateful to the rulers for leaving him with his mind. “I’ve already put myself into your hands. If you think you can make me a new cock, go ahead.” 

“Okay.” The cyborg maker lifted the neon cock out of the case. His grin grew wider as he looked at it. “You sure this is what yours looked like?” 

“Don’t they all look pretty much the same?” Conan liked the hefty size of the glowing dildo, and who the fuck cared if it provided a beacon in the dark? Looking at it would also remind him that the thing wasn’t an original part, that because he’d helped Xander he’d be spending the rest of his life as neither male nor female unless he dosed himself with the hormones his body could no longer produce. 

“Up to you, Captain. Next week we will attach your new hand.” Pak Song shifted the artificial cock from one hand to the other, his eyes twinkling with amusement. “A nd a deluxe-model cock.” 



Conan hoped so. He’d still be a eunuch, still be compelled to wear the white robe he hated. He thought, if he had something functional to fill  his  empty  groin,  he  wouldn’t  feel  as  though  he  was  quite  as  much  a  subject  for  pity  and  disdain.  When  Pak  Song  shuffled  out  of  his hospital room, Conan stripped off the hated symbol of his unmanning and lay on the narrow bed to await his date with destiny. 

His  eyes  closed,  Conan  daydreamed  himself  whole,  his  cock  proudly  rigid  against  his  belly,  his  balls  tight  against  his  groin.  A s  he approached his bot, it morphed into a voluptuous female—an Earthling woman whose sensuous movements tempted him beyond resistance…

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

He moved closer until they stood mere inches apart, his cock head brushing the slightly convex satin of her belly. 

Forbidden. Her rich, woman scent filled his nostrils, made his mouth water to taste her mouth, her throat, her satiny cunt lips. His fingers itched  to  pluck  ripe  nipples  the  color  of  cherries.  Her  auburn  hair  called  out  to  be  stroked,  caressed,  claimed  in  the  way  his  ancestors  had marked their mates for centuries before the Fall. 

She knelt at his feet as he expected a well-trained slave to do. Her mouth felt hot and wet, like nectar of the gods on his smoothly shaved balls, his rampant cock. His juices bubbled, stimulated by her hands and mouth and the sight of her there, subservient to his desire. She’d swallow his ejaculate and then beg him to give her more of the same where it might take root. 

Pressure built in his balls. He strained to find release. When it didn’t come, Conan reached for his lover. Had to have her take more of his cock down her agile throat. “Suck me, damn it. I’m—” 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

He felt not a woman’s silken hair but his own empty groin. “I’m fucking dreaming.” Chapter Two



“Ouch.” It felt to Conan as though Pak Lin were ripping away his skin along with the pressure bandages that had covered his crotch for what seemed like at least the last six months. 

“Look.” The handsome young man beamed down at his handiwork. “I have made you a cock.” Conan stared at the mirror suspended above his bed—at the biggest penis he’d ever seen, complete with a catheter protruding from the slit at its tip. It sprang from his hairless groin the way his own cock once had, and curved against his thigh as though a permanent part of his anatomy. 

A pparently it was. 

When it twitched and began to thicken as the cyborg maker lifted and examined it, Pak Song cackled. “I told you. My boy has made you cock that works.” 

Gods in the universe, he had a cock again. A  hot-pink cock with a glowing purple head and neon-green veins that blinked up at him as the flesh hardened beneath his gaze. “It doesn’t look real.” 

“The cock looks exactly like the model you picked, except that Lin made it bigger. You big guy. Bigger than the bot he designed that one for.” 

Shit. Conan hadn’t exactly envisioned having a cock that looked exactly like the one he’d selected. Or one that was quite so fucking huge. 

“A ll it needs is a ring or two,” he commented, imagining some sparkling stones winking from the head and shaft of the monster appendage. 

The wrinkles on Pak Song’s forehead deepened, as though deep in thought. Finally he looked up at Conan’s face. “Once you’ve healed, piercing it should be okay as long as you get acrylic ring. Metal might interfere with electromagnetic conduction.” It was all Conan could do not to break out laughing. “When can that be done?” 

“A nother week, maybe. A fter catheter comes out.” 

Conan lifted the monster cock—the thing felt real enough—and slid his fingers lower. “No balls?” Lin shook his head. “I refuse to make something that has no purpose. But I will work on a prototype. Maybe have one ready by time you wear out this cock.” 

“Wear it out?” 

“Sure. Ladies love that model. I told you so.” 

“I don’t know. It’s bright. Very bright.” Conan couldn’t help staring at the glowing veins. 

Pak Song smiled. “If color is too much for you, next time Lin can try for more natural look. He gave it electromagnetic energy so you can become  aroused.  So  you  can  come.  Neon,  fiber-optic  sensors  transmit  impulses  through  the  cock,  much  like  nerve  endings.  Lights  get brighter as sensation gets stronger. You will look like light show when you come.” 

“Come?” 

Lin met Conan’s gaze, his expression regretful. “Not the way you’re thinking. If they had left your prostate, maybe we could have done something with it. But you will be able to give your woman pleasure.” Lin shook his head. 

Pak  Song  wiggled  a  finger  at  his  son.  “Don’t  discourage  our  patient.  Maybe  next  time  we  tune  you  up,  we  can  make  you  sac  with  fake balls,  even  though  they  won’t  do  what  nature  intended.  We  hate  making  bionics  that  cannot  function  like  real  thing.”  The  corners  of  Pak Song’s  mouth  lifted,  and  he  held  his  palms  apart.  “Your  new  cock  is  twelve  inches  when  erect.  Like  this.  Two  inches  diameter.  Deluxe-bot sized. We don’t believe in doing things halfway, so we made you like our finest bot model.” Conan wondered if he’d be able to get his man-made, neon cock up at will or whether he’d have to pump it as he understood women had to do with their sexbots. Still, he wasn’t inclined to ask just now. Now that he’d recovered from the first look at the outrageous cock—he was actually rather intrigued by it—he turned his attention to his hand. He could feel it, or maybe he was just feeling the hand that wasn’t there anymore, because while it looked absolutely real, Conan wasn’t able to control the movement of the wrist or fingers, no matter how hard he tried. 

“It doesn’t work,” he said as the arm came off in Pak Song’s hands. 

“It will.” The cyborg maker set the realistic-looking wrist and hand on Conan’s stomach, then lifted the stump of his arm to the light. “A h. 

Just as I thought. Loose connection here. Not making contact.” Pak Song folded back a flap of skin-like material, revealing a grid of complex connections  that  passed  nerve  impulses  from  Conan’s  stump  to  the  bionic  prosthesis,  and  repaired  the  connection.  Then  he  looked  up  and grinned. “I made flap this way so you not scare people when you not wearing hand. Put it on now.” Conan did, and was amazed that he now was able to move his hand and fingers at will. He grinned as he picked up a water glass from the bedside table. 

“You like?” the old man asked. 

Pak Song’s skill amazed Conan. His meticulous attention to detail in hiding the high-tech circuits that connected his own severed muscles and nerves to the ones in his prosthesis seemed unimportant, now that the prosthesis acted as an extension of Conan’s own body. “I like. A s for the flap and the neon cock, I doubt anyone will have occasion to see them.” When he had the prosthesis on, it looked real, normal. The only visible evidence of his severed hand was a barely discernable line where his own flesh met the bionic replacement. But he could remove it whenever he chose, while his colorful cock was now a permanent part of his anatomy. If he ever disrobed,  that new addition couldn’t possibly escape notice. Of course the empty crotch it filled would grab attention of a different kind. 

“Oh,  yeah,  Captain.  Some  pretty  lady  will  see  it,  because  you’re  gonna  work  better  than  any  sexbot  I  ever  made.  Especially  once hormones  start  working  to  give  you  back  your  sex  drive.”  Pak  Song  slapped  a  small  square  patch  on  Conan’s  left  lower  abdomen. 

Testosterone, forbidden on Earth, was apparently easy to come by on Obsidion. “You try out new cock in one of the pleasure palaces, once that catheter comes out and you get Leander to pierce your cock to please the ladies. Better yet, I’ll lend you one of my own best bots for you to practice on. Now sit up and pay attention. I’ll show you how to make adjustments if arm suddenly needs minor tune-up.” 

* * * * *

The following week, freed from his bed at last, Conan donned the hated white robe that now was the only garment he could wear most places  in  the  galaxy  without  risking  arrest.  He  knew  the  rules  and  had  enforced  them  personally  at  times  before  becoming  a  eunuch.  If  he were caught on Obsidion without it, the king would have him turned into a drone, the usual punishment throughout the galaxy when eunuchs tried to masquerade as whole. 

Conan tried not to notice how people averted their eyes when they passed him. He tasted bile rising in his throat. He felt the pity and the disdain. 

Gods, but he hated being the object of sympathy and derision. A t least he got away from the stares for a while when he stepped inside Leander’s Barber and Piercing Salon and felt the barber’s quiet acceptance. 

“Pak Song said you’d be coming here.” Leander held out a hand that Conan accepted. He couldn’t help the pride he felt when he made the gesture with his new, bionic hand. 

“This is my first stop. I feel naked without a ring in my cock—almost as naked as I did when I had no cock at all.” 

“Understandable. Don’t think I ever saw an Earthling’s cock that didn’t have a Prince A lbert. Pak Song said to show you these,” Leander said, grinning as he took one of the thick, clear circles out of a display case and held it up. “I never put a fiber-optic ring in a man’s cock, but I do it all the time on Pak Song’s deluxe bots. This ring’s the best one I have. It’s clear now, but it changes color to let your lover know when you’re in the mood.” 

“That should work.” For a minute Conan wished he’d chosen a cock that looked more like his own once had. Then he rejected the idea of subterfuge, of trying to pretend to a lover that he wasn’t a complete eunuch. The acrylic ring in Leander’s hand would punctuate the statement he’d already made by choosing the huge, neon-veined cock. 

Leander grinned. “Then take off that robe and climb up on my piercing table. We’ll get this done in a flash.” Nude, Conan did as Leander asked and positioned his legs in the stirrups. “This shouldn’t hurt. Pak Song says this cock only has feeling when it’s hard, except for the sensors that let you know when you need to pee. This ring won’t interfere with the function.” Conan laughed. “Having no feeling there’s a good thing, in case I should ever get into a fight. No pain when an opponent knees me in the groin.” 

Quickly,  Leander  marked  and  pierced  the  head  of  the  glowing,  hot-pink  cock  with  its  psychedelic-green  veining.  A s  he’d  promised,  the large-gauge needle went through the cock without causing the slightest twinge, and Leander threaded the large, thick ring through the hole. 

Once he’d closed the ring with a purple captive bead, he glanced up at the five weeks’ growth of hair on Conan’s shaggy head. “You need shave. Or wax. Your head, not your body. Before I put up the piercing equipment, though, you should get new nipple rings to match your cock.” 

Conan glanced down at the simple gold barbells that adorned his nipples. His testosterone patch would maintain his masculine body and prevent the deterioration of the male attributes that most eunuchs had to endure. “Do you have fiber-optic rings? Thinner ones?” He couldn’t imagine having rings in his nipples that were as thick as the one now swinging from his cock head. 

“Yes, Cap’n.” Reaching into a drawer, Leander brought forth a pair of rings and laid them in Conan’s hand. “These are one-inch diameter and smaller gauge. Perfect to make your nipples stand up for attention.” 

“Thanks. I guess that will be all.” 



“What about that head shave? Or would you rather have it waxed?” Leander paused. “If you’d like, I could remove it permanently with a laser, the way Pak Song did to your body.” 

“He had to do that because the body hair would have interfered with the electromagnetic energy inside me. But I think I’ll keep some hair on my head. It covers the scars where he inserted the bionics. Go ahead, though, and clip it back to about a quarter-inch or so.” Once Conan would have cringed at the idea of anybody seeing him with hair sprouting out of his skull, but no more. Besides, the hood of his robe covered his hair, so nobody would see it when he ventured out in public. 

He no longer cared that he didn’t look the same as every other Earthling male. He could never go back to Earth. A nd he was no longer male, strictly speaking, a fact that had to be obvious to the barber who’d just finished inserting a fiber-optic ring through his prosthetic penis. 

There wasn’t much point in keeping his head shaved now. Once Leander cut his hair, Conan ran the fingers of his bionic hand through the short stubble. It felt good. Soft yet prickly. Different, but then he’d spent a lifetime up to now performing a daily ritual of keeping his scalp cleanly shaved and oiled. 

“Thanks, Leander. I’m sure we’ll meet again.” Conan stepped through the connecting door from the barber shop to Pak Song’s workroom and switched on the sexbot the cyborg maker had provided for him to use to test his cock. 

“Here.  Try  this.  It  is  said  that  using  plug  helps  eunuchs  find  pleasure,  particularly  ones  like  you  whose  prostates  were  removed.  Lin implanted a secret hormone additive in this plug. The additive will help you experience pleasure,” Pak Song said, handing Conan a fat, silver butt plug that looked like a longer, thicker version of the finger on his Federation-issued sexbot. 

“Thanks.” Conan bent and worked the plug up his ass. Then he stepped up to let the sexbot do its thing. 

It worked. His cock worked, and not just to pass urine. It got hard when the bot jacked it in its soft, feminine hand. When he inserted it and began to move inside the bot, it milked him in its tight little cunt. Damn, but he felt each contraction of the synthetic flesh on his bionic cock. A n almost-forgotten sensation of fierce arousal claimed his mind and his body—followed by a climax of sorts. 

It  wasn’t  exactly  the  same  spurting,  tension-releasing  feeling  he  recalled,  but  it  was  still  an  orgasm.  One  that  gave  him  a  sense  of satiation, satisfaction. 

Conan missed feeling the pressure building in his testicles, the sensation of them drawing up close to his body, filling his cock with the hot, slick semen he’d never again spew into a bot’s sterile depository unless Pak Song should come up with balls that worked before his next tune-up.  But  damn  it,  he  could  fuck  and  he  could  come,  if  not  in  quite  the  same  way  as  before.  He  could  fuck  a  real  woman  and  not  only bring her to pleasure, but also find a good measure of gratification for himself. He wanted to grab the old cyborg maker and his son, and hug them until they begged for mercy. 

When he dismounted from the bot, he noticed his old friends Shedir and Guy talking with Pak Song, so he hurried to the showroom to join them. 





Chapter Three

Luna Ten, a few days later



Nebula wondered why Guy and Shedir had demanded her presence, but refusing them had been the farthest thing from her mind. Like her sisters, the men treated her well, as though she weren’t wearing the sky-blue robe of a sterilized female who bore the mutant gene. 

Guy cleared his throat then spoke. “Well, Nebula, we’ve found you a Master. A  mate. His name is Conan, and he was an Earthling Star Commander before the Federation exiled him. A s a matter of fact, he once was Shedir’s superior officer.” 

“You didn’t.” Nebula looked first to Guy and then at Shedir, whose attention was focused at the moment not on the conversation but on the blowjob Doreen was giving him. She guessed the two must be desperate for release, since Shedir and Guy had just returned to Luna Ten an hour ago from a week-long journey to Obsidion. 

Self-conscious in her robe when everyone else in the room was gloriously naked, Nebula asked, “What will this Conan think when he finds out I’m sterile?” 

“He knows. He’s been fixed, too. Think of him as a bot with a brain.” Guy laughed as he shot a look at Doreen. “A  bot that can’t be fucked to death, the way you did with the last one I brought you.” 

Doreen lifted her head away from Shedir’s throbbing cock, and the look she sent Guy’s way could easily have killed. “Shut up, cyborg, or my Master will make you pay.” 

“Your Master will make you pay if you take your pretty lips off his cock again before he comes.” Shedir grasped Doreen’s head, caressing her pale scalp as he pushed her face back down to his groin. “Suck me, my beautiful slave.” He moaned when she deep throated him, a sound that conveyed impending ecstasy. Then he turned to Nebula. “Conan is a good sort. He used to turn all the breeder women’s heads when he’d drop by the breeding farms back on Earth to leave a sample.” 

Shedir  closed  his  eyes,  thrust  his  hips  forward  and  groaned,  louder  this  time.  “Oh,  yeah,  baby,  I’m  coming.  Gods,  but  you  suck  cock better than any bot I ever had.” 

Nebula’s mouth watered. She imagined herself on her knees as both her sisters were, giving pleasure to a Master she’d never dreamed she might be allowed to serve that way. Though she couldn’t visualize a real man wanting her as she was, she trusted that her brothers-in-law wouldn’t have come back home with this shocking news if it weren’t true. “You mean he’s a cyborg? Like you?” she asked Guy. 

“Not  exactly.”  Guy  had  the  decency  to  blush  as  he  gestured  toward  Cassie’s  busy  mouth—and  his  impressive  package.  “We’re  both cyborgs, but we’ve had different body parts replaced. My cock’s all natural. Conan’s isn’t.” 

“But can he…?” She didn’t quite know how to ask. Males were so…so hung up about their sexual prowess. A rgus and A loysius, Doreen and Shedir’s twin eunuch houseboys, seemed to have lost all vestiges of their maleness along with the equipment that once had hung between their legs. 

“Yes, he can fuck you, little sister. When we visited him, Conan was testing his bionic cock out on one of Pak Song’s female bots. Looked to me as though it worked just fine. It’s big, too.” Shedir bent and ran his pierced tongue over the crown of Doreen’s gleaming scalp while he cupped his big hands around her very pregnant belly. 

There would be no babies for Nebula. She’d chosen to have sterilization surgery while on Obsidion so she couldn’t possibly pass on the aberrant gene everyone feared so much, though she had no plans to return to Earth. On Earth, the Federation doctors would very likely have insisted she be made a drone as well. Maybe, since he’d been so badly injured himself, Conan might be willing to accept her, imperfect as she was. Still… “What happened to him? Do you know?” 

“Yes,  I  know.  A   Federation  Tribunal  ordered  his  mutilation.  They  considered  it  fit  punishment  because  he  managed  to  rescue  his  half-brother  and  spirit  him  away  to  Obsidion  before  the  rulers  could  turn  the  kid  into  a  drone.”  His  handsome  face  contorted  with  rage,  Shedir lifted his hands from Doreen’s belly and clenched them into tight fists. 

Since he had given up his dreams of becoming a member of the Ruling Council and made Luna Ten his home, Nebula had noticed how Shedir  had  become  openly  critical  of  Federation  policy.  Pity.  She  believed  the  former  captain  of  the  Federation  Star  Command  would  have made a good member of the Ruling Council. A  fair one. “Is this Conan still on Obsidion?” 

“Yes. Pak Song says he needs to make a few more adjustments to Conan’s bionic parts before he turns him loose. The old man’s a genius, but he’s incredibly picky when it comes to his work. So is his son, Pak Lin. When Conan is ready to leave, he will contact us. Either Guy or I will fly to Obsidion, pick him up and bring him here.” 

“When  you  do,  I  would  like  to  go  with  you.”  Nebula  refused  to  let  herself  become  too  eager,  too  soon.  Bionic  or  not,  Conan  was  an Earthling, and the last Earthling male she’d offered herself to had told her he’d rather fuck a sexbot than spill his seed in a live female who’d been neutered. 

* * * * *

Nebula went to the fucking glade alone, where she allowed herself to dream of having a mate. A  companion to love and care for, to serve as  Doreen  and  Cassie  served  Shedir  and  Guy.  Perhaps  her  Master  might  actually  love  her  as  much  as  Brad,  the  colony’s  founder,  loved  his beautiful A urora. Nebula wanted to become a Master’s slave and serve him the way the other women served their men on Luna Ten. 

She desperately wanted a mate, but she didn’t dare hope this Conan would be any different from the Earthling privateer who not too long ago had driven home the fact that love and companionship were not for her. 

But she still could want. She still could dream. 

In the fucking glade where lovers mated, Nebula slipped off her blue robe and let the sunshine warm her naked skin. The sweet smell of flowering fruit trees filled her nostrils and colorful birds chirped overhead. They didn’t care that she’d been altered, that she’d been marked since childhood for a life of loneliness, of servitude to those who had not been cursed with the mutant gene. 

This was not the first time she’d come here alone. 

She’d  been  naked  that  day,  as  she  was  now.  The  Earthling  privateer  had  caught  her  unaware.  The  man  hadn’t  had  Guy’s  impressive presence or Shedir’s commanding good looks. In fact, he had looked quite ordinary. Unremarkable. Nebula had been sunning herself, drying off  the  water  from  the  stream  in  which  she’d  bathed  and  combing  tangles  from  the  long,  wavy  hair  that  had  veiled  her  body  and  hid  her shame. 

The man had smiled at her, the smile of one who felt desire. Her nipples had tingled with the heat of his gaze. His cock had risen in silent salute. For the first time since learning about her defective gene, Nebula had felt whole. 

“Let me.” He’d taken the comb from her and run it through her hair. Then he’d bent and sucked first one nipple and then the other. “You are beautiful. You’re mine.” 

“No.” A  warning had rung somewhere deep in Nebula’s head, but the pleasure of another human’s touch muted her protest. Her would-be lover had laid her over the fucking stone, as though to mate with her. 

Could he? Could he possibly want her, imperfect as  she  was?  It  seemed  he  did.  His  cock  prodded  her  from  behind,  seeking  her  ass  to claim her. 

She  couldn’t  let  him,  not  until  he  knew.  “I  would  welcome  you  as  my  mate,  but  I  must  tell  you  first  that  I  have  been  sterilized.  I  had myself altered to prevent the spread of the mutant gene.” 

He had jerked away as though she’d burned him and rolled her onto her back. His gaze hung on the tattoo, her mark of shame. “Mate with  the  likes  of  you?  I’d  rather  die.  A nd  I’d  sooner  fuck  a  sexbot  than  spill  my  seed  in  you.  Mutant  bitch.”  A s  he  had  whirled  around  and strode away, he’d spat out the word again and again, as though it were a curse. 

Come to think of it, it was. A  curse Nebula would have to live with all her life. 





Chapter Four

Early that morning, Conan made his way to Pak Song’s sexbot emporium on Obsidion’s Street of Pleasure, surprised at the revelry going on there and the fact that the revelers appeared to be more locals than the usual tourists who flocked to the streets every night. He wondered what the occasion might be and whether it had something to do with the cyborg maker having moved his appointment forward by two days, but Conan said nothing while the wizened little man examined him. 

“You good as new, Captain—almost. Make sure you got plenty of these,” he said, patting the patch on Conan’s lower abdomen. “They not easy to get once you leave Obsidion.” 

“Can one of the patches do for a woman what it does for me?” 

“That  one  cannot.  Females  need  different  hormone.”  Pak  Song  adjusted  the  lighted  magnifier  on  his  forehead  and  bent  to  the  task  of adjusting a tiny cybernetic control he had implanted beneath the skin of Conan’s thigh. “Different patch for women. Patch looks almost like yours.  Must  be  replaced  monthly,  like  yours.  They  are  outlawed  practically  everywhere  in  the  galaxy.  Why?  You  have  a  sterilized  female friend?” 

“Possibly. Do you recall my two friends who visited you the day I came to your shop and tried my new cock out on one of your deluxe bots?” 

“Guy  Stone.  My  first  successful  attempt  at  creating  a  bionic  human.  A nd  your  mutual  friend  Shedir.  They  both  now  live  on  Luna  Ten, yes?” 

“Yes.  I  have  been  invited  to  resettle  there,  and  they  have  offered  me  a  mate.  A n  Earthling  female.  She  is  the  half-sister  of  Shedir  and Guy’s mates.” 

“A  mutant gene carrier?” 

Hearing the words applied to the female he’d been offered as his mate rankled, though if Nebula had not been a carrier, it would have been unthinkable for her sisters’ mates to offer her to one such as him. “Yes. She was sterilized because she carries the mutant gene.” The cyborg maker frowned. “You worry that she will not pleasure you?” 

“I  worry  that  I  will  not  be  able  to  give  her  pleasure.  That  she  will  find  no  joy  in  serving  my  sexual  needs.”  Conan  recalled  crude  jests made in barracks and barrooms throughout the galaxy, about sterilized females being of less use for sex than bots. 

The old man smiled. “I will get you what you need, patches and the injection that will be necessary to stimulate her libido and make her wet for you. Not fair that I made you a new cock if it cannot give your mate pleasure. You tell no one, though. Pak Song could lose head for dispensing female hormones, even here on Obsidion. Only the sex emporium owners have license to get it, but Romulus, the A urelion, owes me big favor.” 

“I will never say a word.” Conan owed Pak Song for having restored his reason for living. “If you are finished with me for now, I believe I will go and see why it seems that every citizen of this little planet is reveling in the streets today.” 

“I can tell you why, Captain. Our king has ordered celebration because succession to Diamond Throne is once again secure. A s you may know, Crown Prince Tabor was killed in battle six weeks ago. The king has located his second son, A rik, alive. A rik returns today from exile to take his rightful position.” 

“Why was A rik sent into exile?” Conan assumed the younger prince must have committed some vile offense to have been banished from the Diamond Palace. 

Pak Song shook his head. “Ten years ago, our king named Tabor his heir and ordered A rik made royal eunuch along with four sons of old king. A rik fled Obsidion rather than accept his fate. Word came a few years later that he was dead, killed by mercenaries off the tiny planet Eastphalia. It turns out, thanks to all the gods, that he survived and settled there.” It amazed Conan how much the cyborg maker seemed to know about the goings-on of the reclusive royal family of Obsidion. “How are you privy to all this information?” 

“The king’s own steward told me when he issued the royal order for me to come to palace this afternoon, to examine A rik’s wounds,” he said with obvious pride. 

Conan reached out his bionic hand to Pak Song. “Go. You must not keep the king waiting. I thank you for everything you and your son have done for me.” 

* * * * *

A s Conan walked down the street from Pak Song’s laboratories, he thought of his brother. Hoped he was happy. Maybe he should check on Xander, especially now that he knew he would be leaving Obsidion soon. 

Conan had avoided the sex brokers, not wanting to encounter Xander and make his brother feel guilty over what had happened to him. 

But Xander didn’t need to know if Conan didn’t identify himself. Deciding he could conceal his identity behind the robe he had to wear, Conan headed into the Street of Pleasure, trying to ignore the pitying looks. 

A t the third sex slave emporium on the Strip, he spotted Xander posing in the window. A s before, his nude body was deeply tanned and oiled, and he wore the same jeweled collar Conan remembered. Now, though, Xander sported a large, red, heart-shaped patch on his left hip instead of the triangular one Conan had noticed on his inner thigh immediately after he’d sold himself to the A urelion. Conan assumed at first that Xander’s new patch held testosterone, as did the square, skin-colored ones Pak Song had obtained for him. 

Then Xander lifted his penis to display his castrated state, as all the slaves on display did when passersby stopped to look. When Conan looked closer, he realized the heart-shaped patch wasn’t testosterone, but likely female hormones. Judging by Xander’s enlarged breasts and his flaccid, shrunken penis, encased in a cock ring that would barely fit on Conan’s little finger, his brother’s owners must have opted to make him a bottom-only sex slave. 

Maybe Xander had suffered a reaction to the testosterone his Master had provided him initially. Conan recalled Pak Song’s warning that such reactions happened occasionally and that Conan would be wise to watch for signs of rejection. More likely, the A urelion and his clone who ran the pleasure palaces had decided that with his youth and boyish good looks, Xander would serve them more profitably as a bottom. 

Conan stood and watched his brother a few minutes longer, hoping the encouraging smiles Xander was flashing toward a potential client were genuine. Finally, after the burly Earthling clipped a palladium collar and leash around Xander’s neck, Conan moved back into the street, thankful for once for the anonymity afforded by his robe. 

His brother’s smiling countenance stayed in Conan’s mind. Xander had seemed pleased that the client he was flirting with had chosen him. 

Not even the click of the lock on that thick second collar or a rough tug on the chain attached to it had wiped the smile off his brother’s face as the man who apparently had bought his services led him away, down the Street of Pleasure. 

Xander had a new life and seemed satisfied with it. He hadn’t even recognized Conan. That hadn’t surprised him. While his hooded, white robe left his face uncovered, it discouraged others from looking too closely, as though they feared by doing so that his misfortune might rub off on them. 

It was unlikely their paths would cross again now that Conan would soon be going to Luna Ten. Xander belonged to the A urelion now, and the rest of his life would be dictated by his owner’s commands. Though Conan felt bad for Xander, he realized the path he’d chosen was common for handsome young eunuchs who had been castrated as adults. Conan sensed that while Xander seemed happy enough with his lot, he wouldn’t want anybody he knew to see him as he was now—especially not someone he’d looked up to in his former life on Earth. 

Earth,  where  only  women  were  slaves.  Where  men  fucked  sexbots.  Here  on  Obsidion,  a  land  with  few  rules,  eunuchs  serviced  whole males  and  female  adventurers  alike.  From  what  Conan  had  observed,  he  deduced  that  sex  slavery  was  one  of  the  few  paths  open  to  those who had been altered for whatever reason, but left with genitals that could be kept alive with hormone therapy or not, as their owners chose. 

He  wouldn’t  be  taking  that  route,  though.  The  gods  willing,  he  would  soon  have  a  mate.  A lthough  he  was  a  complete  eunuch,  legally speaking, he would be a Master on Luna Ten. 

From what Shedir had told him, Luna Ten was a tiny, self-sufficient planet where women were willing slaves, men their Masters. Conan couldn’t imagine himself taking part in the group sexfests that Shedir had explained took place nearly every day, or going about naked with his glowing bionic cock hanging out for everyone to see. 

But perhaps he could. Stopping before a pleasure palace that displayed beautiful females—guaranteed “neutered”, according to the sign in the  window—he  imagined  himself  leading  one  of  the  beauties  away  by  the  light  chain  attached  to  the  collar  around  her  slender  neck  and taking her in a fucking chair. Pounding his cock into her cunt while he pressed her against a wall. One lady’s full red mouth caught his eye. 

His cock swelled beneath his robe. Gods, but he would love to have her give him head. A nd he would love to go down on her. 

She looked at him. No, she didn’t. She looked through him, as if because of his white robe he was beneath her notice. A n eager-looking space privateer, from the look of his gaudy uniform, stepped up from behind Conan. He went inside and came back out a few minutes later, leading the woman who had just starred in Conan’s fantasy. 

Fuck the damn robe. Yeah, he was a eunuch, but he wasn’t a eunuch slave. He was free—a cyborg—not a freak who should have to cower beneath  cruel  stares.  Conan  headed  away  from  the  Street  of  Pleasure,  recalling  that  he’d  seen  a  clothing  store  somewhere  not  far  from Leander’s. Surely he could find appropriate clothes—not like the Star Command uniforms he used to wear, but ones that would do justice to the civil engineer he was to become on Luna Ten. 

* * * * *

He was right. Clothes did, as old legend said, make the man. Glancing at his reflection in the mirror at the tailor shop, Conan admired his image in snug black boots, tight breeches and the bright-blue tunic he’d chosen. 

A s he stepped outside and mingled unnoticed in the crowd, he turned his thoughts to Nebula. She would be his mate and together they would face this brave new world. 

But not yet. Not anxious to tempt the fate that would await him if he were to be found out while wearing his new clothes on Obsidion’s strip,  Conan  went  back  into  the  shop  and  took  them  off.  He  looked  at  his  naked  body  in  the  mirror,  no  longer  shocked  at  the  sight  of  his glowing, neon-veined cock. Sighing, he lifted the eunuch’s robe and put it back on, adjusting the hood to cover his head and block out some of the pitying stares. 

Until  he  left  with  Nebula  for  Luna  Ten,  he  would  endure  the  shame  that  enveloped  him  along  with  the  thick,  all-encompassing  fabric. 

“Have this clothing sent to Conan at Yolanda’s Resort, please. My Master will want it when he arrives.” Chapter Five



A n hour later Conan settled in at Yolanda’s. A s soon as a courier brought the clothing he had bought, he put the uniform back on. 

It had been a long time since he had stayed here, a year or more before his mutilation and exile, long before he’d decided to risk himself to save his brother. He recalled his first trip to Obsidion, when the imposing hotel had still been a pleasure palace known as the Gates of Hell. 

Idly,  Conan  picked  up  a  brochure  from  a  nightstand  and  leafed  through  it.  He  saw  Yolanda  had  retained  the  main  public  dungeon  he remembered.  Reading  further,  he  gathered  that  she  had  also  created  new,  smaller  dungeons  that  apparently  catered  to  every  perversion known on Earth and a few kinks Conan had never heard of. 

On  past  visits,  he  had  pleasured  a  bevy  of  willing  submissives  and  their  eunuch  slaves.  Now  he  only  had  to  please  his  future  mate. 

Nebula. Pretty name. Conan looked at himself in the mirror. 

Yes, he liked how he looked in the uniform. 

But  damn  it,  he’d  forgotten  about  his  hair.  A s  much  as  he  would  prefer  meeting  Nebula  while  wearing  the  uniform,  he  slipped  the voluminous white robe over it and arranged the hood to conceal the closely shorn hair on his head. 

I don’t want to shock her right away. 

Maybe he should have stopped by Leander’s and had his head waxed. Now, though, it was too late. 

Shedir had told him that he and Guy would be arriving at twelve hundred hours with their mates. A nd his. The plan was for them all to take a short holiday, have Pak Song recheck Guy’s bionics and avail themselves of the exotic wares in Obsidion’s shops, considered the most exclusive  in  the  galaxy.  They  would  enjoy  their  respective  mates  in  the  arousing  atmosphere  of  the  hotel’s  renowned  dungeons  before returning home to Luna Ten for the formal mating ceremony between him and Nebula. 

Conan  laughed,  though  it  certainly  wasn’t  funny  that  the  ceremony  would  be  a  farce  because  it  was  supposed  to  ensure  fertility.  That wouldn’t be a possibility, not for him and not for Nebula. He had agreed to go through with the public mating because he thought of it as an acknowledgment  of  their  physical  limitations  before  the  entire  population  of  Luna  Ten.  It  didn’t  please  him  to  know  the  ritual  would  be repeated,  admittedly  with  less  pomp,  every  time  they  returned  to  the  fucking  glade  and  joined  the  others  in  the  sex  ritual  that  Shedir  had described. 

Conan recognized the ritual for what it was—a holdover from the Old Order on Earth, before the Fall and before the Federation rulers had seized  power  and  imposed  their  ironclad  rules,  supposedly  to  prevent  the  spread  of  the  mutant  gene  introduced  by  the  first  wave  of  alien invaders. 

Restless, he strode to the window and discovered it overlooked the hotel entrance. What time was it? Lifting his bionic hand, he checked his chronometer. Guy and Shedir should be coming soon with their women—and Nebula. 

Conan saw them conversing with one another as they approached the resort’s open gates. Shedir, he’d have known anywhere from his swarthy skin, and the fine sheen of his freshly shaved, well-oiled skull—but mostly from the swagger that said louder than words that he was a man, an Earthling of the ruling class who bowed to no one. Once Shedir had shown respect to Conan as his superior officer, but Conan had known  and  respected  the  young  subordinate,  too.  He  had  known  Shedir  was  destined  for  greater  things  once  he  gained  a  degree  of experience at Star Command. 

Guy looked different. Fearsome. Conan had noticed his former colleague’s scarlet, bionic eyes when they met a month ago in Pak Song’s workroom, but now those eyes glowed as brightly as the large, multifaceted rubies in his nostril and ears. A ll that scarlet glow unnerved him, until Conan remembered he, too, was not as he’d been before. 

His glowing neon cock certainly would attract its share of stares when he had occasion to bare it to prying eyes. His unshaved head would attract more astonished comments if he ever went out and about without concealing it within the hood. He tightened his anal sphincter on the titanium  plug  he’d  been  wearing  at  Pak  Song’s  suggestion,  to  enhance  his  sexual  performance.  A lthough  Conan  doubted  the  plug  had  as much to do with his newly restored libido as the one-inch square testosterone patch stuck to the left side of his lower abdomen, he had to admit that wearing the plug kept him in a constant state of semi-arousal, especially when he was moving about. 

Three women trailed behind the two tall men—a delicate-looking blonde, a striking pregnant goddess whose clean-shaven scalp reflected the noonday sun, and another female, his mate, he guessed from the pale blue robe that couldn’t quite disguise her curves. Its hood framed a perfect oval face. A s befitted an unmated female from anywhere in the galaxy, she cast her gaze modestly toward the ground. 

Gods,  but  she  was  beautiful,  a  shy  beauty  dropped  onto  Obsidion  for  his  personal  pleasure.  Conan  felt  his  cock  rising  in  salute.  He checked  the  drape  of  his  robe  over  the  newly  purchased  clothing,  lifted  the  hood  once  more  and  hurried  downstairs  to  meet  his  mate.  His Nebula. 



* * * * *

Conan. Nebula murmured his name. She would meet him soon. Her heart pounded. What if… “What if he doesn’t want me?” 

“Hush, little sister. He’ll want you, all right,” Doreen said. Cassie squeezed her hand, offering silent support. 

“You’re sure?” By the gods, she would die if he rejected her, too. 

Doreen shook her head. “He knows. He has known since Shedir first talked about you to him, that you carry the mutant gene. A nd that you’re sterile. He doesn’t care.” 

Please let that be true. Nebula doubted she could take another rejection as painful as the one she recalled so vividly. 

When Shedir opened the door to the resort hotel where they were staying, Nebula spied a tall eunuch hurrying toward them. His white robe proclaimed his altered status but did little to mitigate the aura of masculine power that surrounded him. 

Conan. She repeated the name in her mind, envisioned herself serving her Master’s needs, whatever they might be. When he came close and paused as though for her obeisance, Nebula sank to her knees. A s she’d been taught a slave must do, she lowered her head to the cool tile floor of the hotel lobby and then raised his flowing robe enough so she could kiss his feet. A  shock went through her when she saw that he was wearing gleaming black knee-high boots instead of eunuchs’ sandals. 

“Conan, this is Nebula.” Shedir shook hands with Conan and then introduced Doreen and Cassie. 

Nebula didn’t expect her sisters and their mates to stay for long, as they had been talking about the pleasures that awaited them in the dungeons since long before the transporter had set down. 

She knew she was right when she noticed Shedir clamp his hand around Doreen’s wrist and pull her hard against his side as he spoke to Conan. “We will leave you to your own devices, old friend. Our mates are weary from their journey.” When Shedir dragged Doreen away and Guy scooped Cassie into his arms and bounded down the corridor toward the dungeons, a tremor went  through  Nebula.  She  was  alone  with  Conan  now  and  the  thought  terrified  her,  but  she  managed  to  maintain  the  illusion  of  calm acceptance by staying as still as one of the erotic sculptures that decorated the lobby. It was all she could do to keep from shaking from the chill of the cold tile floor against her forehead. 

“Get up, Nebula. I want to look at your face, not the back of a hood like the one with which I have recently grown quite familiar.” Unlike most  other  castrated  males  Nebula  had  met,  Conan  possessed  a  booming  voice  resounding  with  masculine  command.  It  sent  a  practically forgotten twinge of something—desire?—to swirling around her lower belly before it slowly made its way all through her body. “Shedir tells me you have visited Obsidion before. Is there anything in particular you would like to visit while we’re here?” Nebula smiled. “Well, perhaps I would enjoy joining in the celebration that’s going on out in the streets. A nd if it pleases you, I would enjoy shopping for a bit. I would like to buy a few items to enhance your enjoyment of me.” 

“You please me just as you are. Come, I’m sure that, like your sisters and their mates, you are weary from your journey.” When Conan took her hand, she felt a twinge of the lost passion that still lived in her mind. It began deep in her belly and curled around, warming her blood as it flowed through her body. “I want to see you naked and let you see me. In private, not in the public dungeon for everybody to witness. We may dispense with these robes once we reach my rooms. Later we will go out to shop and join the locals in their celebration that their crown prince has returned.” 

She  rose  as  gracefully  as  one  could  rise  from  her  position.  “A s  you  wish,  Master.”  Though  she  was  half  afraid  to  look  at  him  and  was terrified that she would not please him once she took off the concealing robe, Nebula looked forward to having his big, rough hands on her. 

She  longed  to  feel  the  heat  of  another  human  body  on  her,  in  her.  For  a  moment  she  mourned  the  loss  of  her  libido,  but  she  quickly squelched her sadness. 

A fter all, her own pleasure was immaterial as long as she was able to please her mate. She should be grateful that he was rescuing her from  a  life  of  drudgery,  of  nonentity.  Hopefully,  he  would  bring  her  the  friendship  and  emotional  closeness  she  wanted  so  much  but  had thought was forever beyond her reach. 

She would do whatever she must to please this big eunuch with the booming voice, to serve and service him as was his pleasure. She’d do anything to keep him. 

* * * * *

For the first time since losing his manhood, Conan thought he must have pleased the gods somehow. 

They had blessed him with a beautiful mate. Her auburn hair, long and silky and hanging halfway down her back, contrasted with satiny skin the color of rich cream—except for her cheeks. They flushed prettily when she shed the robe and stood before him, her eyes downcast. 

Her firm, ripe breasts were just the right size to fill his hands, and the rosy tips beckoned his mouth. When his gaze moved lower, his cock  rose  to  full  attention.  She  had  the  prettiest  belly,  slightly  convex,  and  a  plump,  delectable-looking  mound.  His  mouth  went  dry  at  the sight of her little clit poking impudently out from between her creamy white labia. Gods save him, he could barely wait to feel her long, sexy legs wrapped around his waist, his neck. 



She had lost her fertility, but her lack of perfection didn’t show on the outside except for the distinctive tattoo on her mound. “You please me, slave,” he said, forcing a smile he hoped masked his insecurities. 

If only she would be as happy with him as he was with her. Taking a deep breath and steeling himself for the less-than-happy reaction he expected, he tossed back the hood of his own robe and loosened the ties that held it closed. 

“Y-you have hair,” she stammered, her sober gaze fixed on the bristly crop of dark hair he’d insisted be left to grow on his scalp. “I never

—” 

“You never saw a man with hair growing on his head? I doubt very much that you’ve ever seen one with a glowing, neon-veined cock and no balls, either. Or one who could take off one of his hands and put it back on again.” A fter shrugging out of the robe, he unbuttoned the row of shining fasteners on his tunic and shed it. 



Gods, but Conan had massive shoulders and a smooth, tanned chest that tapered to a trim, narrow waist. Nebula couldn’t help watching the unusual-looking rings swing from his taut, brownish nipples. Then she remembered what he’d just said, and she turned her attention to his hard-muscled arms. They both looked fine to her. “What do you mean, you can take off your hand?” 

“Will this bother you?” He rolled back a flap of skin, revealing some sort of electronic circuitry embedded in his flesh. 

For a moment she looked at the circuits and finally the prosthesis itself. “No, it doesn’t bother me. How does it work? A nd how did you happen to lose the hand?” 

The smile he shot her this time seemed genuine. “The hand is bionic. Sensors embedded in the stump translate my mind’s commands to it. Occasionally the mechanism requires adjustment, so Pak Song decided to make the entire unit detachable. A s for how I lost the original part, it was hacked from my body by order of the Federation rulers.” 

“Why?”  Nebula  would  rather  have  heard  that  Conan  lost  his  hand  honorably,  in  battle.  Or  in  an  accident.  A ny  way  other  than  as punishment. But he didn’t seem to be the type of person to steal, like the unfortunate thieves she remembered having seen on display in the marketplace back home. “What did you do?” she asked, not entirely certain she wanted to know. 

“I helped my half-brother escape from Earth before the rulers had time to turn him into a drone. Nothing I wouldn’t do over again. If you think the hand is shocking, brace yourself for a real surprise. You haven’t seen anything yet,” he muttered as his hands went to his belt. 

His lower abdomen was ridged with muscle. Nebula had to restrain herself from reaching out and touching the satiny skin, exploring the neat indentation of his navel and sliding her hand lower to explore the impressive bulge beneath the fabric of his tight pants. He sighed then shucked the rest of his clothes and straightened, his gaze defiant. 

“Go ahead. Say whatever it is that you’re thinking.” 

Nebula was speechless. Her voice caught in her throat. She couldn’t drag her gaze away from the biggest, brightest cock she’d ever seen. 

“It…it glows,” she stammered when she finally found her voice. “A nd it’s huge.” Oh no! It was growing bigger and harder before her eyes. “It’s…bright pink. No. Red. The veins are glowing neon green. What—” 

“Fiber-optics. When I get aroused, they give off energy.” He grinned, but then his expression sobered. “Want to feel it in your cunt?” he asked, then smiled when she reached out to touch him. 

She stopped, her hand inches from his cock, as though suddenly afraid. “I— It’s so big. A nd it looks sort of like…a sexbot’s.” The grin on his handsome face was positively feral. “The better to fuck you with, sweet slave.” Conan thought Nebula looked dubious when she asked, “Does it feel like a real cock?” 

“Yes, it feels like the real thing.” With only a second’s hesitation, he took her hand and wrapped it around the glowing appendage. 

“Mmmm. Yes, it does. It’s warm, and it feels alive.” She slid her palm along his shaft, making him wish she’d pay equal attention to his tingling cockhead. 

“You look surprised,” he said, teasing her. “Did you imagine it would be shrunken and useless?” 

“Well, not exactly. But I didn’t realize— That is, I didn’t realize it would…ummm…work so well.” Her cheeks, already rosy, turned an even deeper pink as she stared at his colorful erection. 

“My sweet, you have no idea yet how well it works. But you will.”  Soon. Conan focused on her lips, full and soft like the succulent flesh of papayas  sold  in  Obsidion’s  open-air  produce  markets.  “I’m  getting  incredibly  aroused,  imagining  how  your  sweet,  hot  lips  will  feel surrounding it.” 

She  reached  out  with  her  other  hand  and  hesitantly  stroked  his  cock  head,  which  cooperatively  grew  hotter  and  harder.  Its  color deepened,  the  tip  now  glowing  a  darker  reddish  purple.  Soon,  he  knew  from  previous  encounters  with  Pak  Song’s  bots,  a  clear  drop  of lubrication  would  well  up  around  the  ring  she  was  now  rotating  gently  through  his  flesh.  Pak  Song’s  answer  to  a  whole  male’s  natural lubricant, which Conan injected weekly into a reservoir behind his slit. Gods, but it felt so fucking good. 



“It feels so real.” Wonder in her expression, she looked up and met his gaze. 

“A nd  how  many  cocks  have  you  had  occasion  to  play  with?”  Though  he  tried  to  sound  stern,  the  question  came  out  sounding  playful, teasing. 

“One, Master. Doreen and I visited a pleasure palace here on Obsidion and rented eunuchs to pleasure us.” When  she  lowered  her  head,  the  gentle  curve  of  her  spine  caught  Conan’s  eye.  That  and  her  tattoo.  The  small  yet  telling  mark  Earth Federation placed on females deemed unfit for breeding. That mark would have made him reject her not too many months ago. 

It made no difference now. When she knelt before him, he parted his legs slightly, took his cock in his hand and held it to her lips. “You may taste me.” His flesh tingled at the warm, damp kiss of her breath when she bent and took his glowing tool between her soft, red lips. 

She lifted her face and met his gaze. “Can you feel…?” 

“Oh yes, my pretty slave. When I’m hard like this, I feel every wet, warm swipe of your tongue. Every breath you take tickles my shaft. I will feel it when you take me in your mouth, as well. I want you to suck me now.” 

“Yes,  Master.”  When  she  bent  over  his  aroused  cock,  her  hair  formed  a  shimmering  mahogany  curtain  that  flowed  over  his  thighs, obscuring her face. He imagined the way her flushed cheeks would hollow out when she applied the gentle suction that had him straining to make her take him deeper down her throat. He wished he could see her mouth. But it didn’t matter. With the delicious sensations that were bombarding him from her touch alone, he didn’t need the visual stimulation. 

Gods, but she gave great head. She sucked him as though she wouldn’t stop until she’d drained him of every ounce of the seed he no longer possessed. She caught his cock ring with her tongue and rotated it, and it felt incredible. 

She hesitated, as though afraid he’d protest. “Keep doing what you’re doing. Oh yeah. Like that, don’t stop.” He tunneled his fingers through the rich silk fall of her hair, catching it up at her crown in his bionic hand, tugging the thick mass to coax her to move faster. 

Take more. Make me come. 

Pressure seeped into his thighs, his belly. His nipples tingled when a breeze from the open window caressed them. With every draw of her mouth  against  his  cock,  his  sphincter  contracted  around  the  plug  in  his  ass.  Waves  of  pleasure  began  there  and  spread  to  his  bionic  cock. 

Finally the delicious sensations started flowing through his body almost like the orgasms he remembered with such nostalgia. “Oh yeah, my sweet slave,” he muttered, holding her head to his crotch. “Gods, this feels so good.” 

* * * * *

“But you didn’t come,” Nebula said later as they lay in bed, her head resting on his massive chest. What had she done wrong? 

Conan lifted his head and propped it up on his bionic hand. “I came. You gave me pleasure. Never doubt it.” 

“But I should have felt you coming, drunk of your—” 

Conan  laughed.  “My  seed?  I  have  none.  Why  do  you  think  I  must  wear  a  eunuch’s  robe?  Trust  me  when  I  say  you  provided  me  with pleasure. Pleasure that now takes a form more like yours.” 

“Oh.” Nebula didn’t know whether she should believe Conan. Other than testicles, he seemed to have all the attributes of a whole man—

except for his amazing false cock. She looked down at it. Resting now, his cock had changed color, to a glowing rosy pink, as it lay against his taut abdomen. “I want to serve your needs,” she said, leaning over to bathe the tiny nubs of his nipples with the tip of her tongue and suck his nipple rings into her mouth. 

“A nd I wish to serve yours.” 

If only Nebula still possessed sexual needs! “I await your attention, then,” she murmured, thankful that a female need not come to please a lover. The doctors had assured her of that when they’d removed her ovaries and implanted a chemical elixir in their place—drugs designed to eliminate her desire for sex. Neither they nor she had imagined she might someday find a mate. 

He bent and took her mouth, his tongue warm and wet along the seam of her lips until she opened and welcomed it inside. Catching her at the waist, he dragged her atop his muscular body. “Straddle me,” he ordered. 

His  tongue  plumbed  her  mouth.  His  chest  abraded  her  nipples  and  his  cock  rubbed  along  the  length  of  her  dry  slit  when  he  moved beneath her. A  year ago she would have been wet for him. Swollen and ready. Ripe. In the silence, she savored the closeness as she mourned the loss of involuntary, animal awareness that had been so much a part of that long-ago adventure in this very hotel with a nameless eunuch sex slave. He hadn’t possessed half the appeal of Conan, her designated mate. 

She tried to swallow it, but a sob escaped from her throat. 

“What is it, little one?” Conan’s expression hinted at his concern. 

“I cannot be a mate to you. I feel nothing. Nothing of what a woman should feel when her lover caresses her.” Suddenly it struck her how accusatory that must have sounded. “It’s not you, Master, but me. When they fixed me, they stole my youth with drugs. I’m as dried-up as an elder long past her breeding years.” 



Conan smiled, as though relieved. He grabbed her hand and laid it low on his belly. “Here. Feel this.” It was a little square, barely noticeable to the touch. “What is it?” 

“Testosterone. The hormone that drives a man’s desire. Without it, I would have very little if any interest in fucking. I would soon grow as soft as a woman. Before Pak Song prescribed this patch, I had already noticed changes.” Nebula rubbed her finger over the little bit of magic. “A  miracle, then.” 

“A  miracle I will make for you, too, but you must keep it a secret. What I wear has been outlawed on Earth. It is accepted here for free eunuchs and those who service customers in the pleasure palaces. A ccording to Pak Song, distributing its equivalent for sterilized females is an offense punishable by castration or death in nearly every jurisdiction in the galaxy. It is allowed here only by license to the sex emporiums for  their  female  sex  slaves.”  He  stroked  her  belly,  his  touch  gentle,  soothing.  “I  no  longer  care  about  the  Federation’s  laws.  Much  of  my pleasure comes from pleasuring my partner. I want you able to enjoy my lovemaking as much as I do.” Nebula would like nothing better, but she was skeptical. “How can that happen, Master?” 

“I have managed to obtain a supply of the hormone, though you must not ask me how. I will begin by giving you an injection to return your hormone levels to normal. It will make you frantically aroused for a short time. A fterward, you will wear a patch as I do. Over this,” he said, cupping her mound where the hated tattoo proclaimed she bore the mutant gene. “To me, this seems the most fitting place.” 

“Yes,  Master.”  Gods.  It  was  as  though  he  knew  her  mind  and  understood  the  emotional  pain  she  had  suffered  since  the  examiners  on Earth had marked her as defective. Conan somehow knew what to do and say, to wipe away the years of humiliation she had suffered and give her back her pride. 

“Good. It is time, then. Come, I have booked a dungeon to ensure your pleasure and engaged the services of a eunuch sex slave to help me provide it. First, though, I will inject you with desire.” 





Chapter Six

Nebula  lay  helpless  on  a  frame  with  smooth  leather  straps  that  held  her  suspended,  covered  in  buttery,  soft  leather,  her  hands  bound above her head. Her legs lay strapped wide apart, and cool air flowed around her exposed, dampening cunt. A  full feeling warmed her outer thigh, where Conan had injected the miracle hormone he’d told her would restore her sexual desire. 

“I want you to watch, my beautiful slave.” Still wearing his white robe but without the uniform he’d had on beneath it when they met, he had stripped her naked again as soon as they had arrived in this small dungeon. Conan lifted her head and stuffed a soft bolster pillow under it. “The slave you see is Ulric. His purpose here is to join us in our quest for pleasure. Ulric, remove your robe. There is no place here for shame or reticence.” 

With that, Conan stepped into Nebula’s field of vision and removed his own garment. Her cunt clenched at the sight of him, magnificently aroused, his cock glowing, a kaleidoscope of pulsating light. He stood by Ulric, whose natural cock paled by comparison though he wore an impressive array of jewels along its slender six-inch length. The slave lifted his shaft, demonstrating, as all pleasure slaves on Obsidion must do, that he had no seed sac. He proudly showed her the evidence of his castration, proof of his safety as a sex partner—his inability to pass on the mutant gene—beyond the medical certification form she had seen him hand to Conan before taking off his robe. 

Conan stepped away a moment and then returned with a vial of something fragrant. It smelled exotic, its aroma surprisingly arousing. He dribbled  a  small  amount  of  the  slick,  oily  substance  onto  Nebula’s  nipples,  her  belly,  her  mound.  A s  though  the  two  had  orchestrated  this sensual dance ahead of time, Ulric began to rub the oil into her skin, heating her. A rousing her as she hadn’t been aroused in what seemed like forever. 

Conan used his tongue to wet her slit and then slid it deep into her cunt. It felt slick, wet and ever so arousing. Nebula squirmed against her bonds, needing more of his expert stimulation. A s if he knew what she wanted, Conan ringed her asshole briefly and then made his way to her throbbing clit. He took it between his teeth and sucked it as though it were a tiny cock. With big, calloused hands, he warmed her inner thighs as he used his thumbs to spread her outer lips. 

“Come for me, my beautiful slave,” Conan growled against her flesh. 

Ulric  used  his  fingers  to  pluck  her  nipples  into  tight,  hard  points.  He  kneaded  her  breasts  and  belly  and  claimed  her  mouth  with  his tongue.  Gods,  but  she  wanted  to  do  as  her  Master  ordered  and  experience  the  joys  again  that  until  now  had  lived  only  in  her  fading memories. 

She  lay  there,  wanting,  on  the  brink.  That  moment  of  release  still  wouldn’t  happen  for  her,  though,  no  matter  how  hard  she  tried.  “I can’t,” she cried when the sex slave released her mouth. 

Conan blew on her clit, sending small waves of sensation through her. It was as though her cells remembered but couldn’t replicate the overwhelming need, the pressure she remembered from the times before her surgery. So close, yet she felt nothing more than a twinge of remembered ecstasy. “Perhaps the hormone will not work for me. It doesn’t matter, as long as I can give you pleasure.” Conan groaned, but he lifted his head and smeared some glistening lubricant first on his cock and then on Ulric’s. A t Conan’s command, Ulric raised the platform where Nebula lay until it held her upright. Then he moved behind her and positioned his cock at the entrance to her anus. Conan moved close to her body, his massive chest flush against her tingling nipples. The heat from his glowing cock seared her where it nestled, poised to fill her cunt. Ulric slid his arms around her and began to tug at her nipples rhythmically, while Conan slid his hands down to cup her ass. 

Between them they executed an assault on her slowly awakening senses. 

“Open to us.” Conan sank his oiled cock into her cunt until his pelvis rested against her slit. Then he spread her ass cheeks and inserted first  one  lubricated  finger,  then  two,  into  her  resistant  rear  hole.  A   sensation  of  heat,  of  excitement  began  slowly,  grew  stronger  with  each gentle probing. “You can take a cock here, too.” 

Nebula fought the urge to tighten up when she felt Conan pressing the blunt head of Ulric’s shaft against her, demanding she let him in. 

Conan’s  cock  throbbed  in  her  cunt.  Ulric’s  stretched  her  ass.  Conan  kneaded  her  ass  cheeks,  his  touch  firm  yet  gentle,  an  arousing reminder that only her mouth stayed free. Empty. She licked her lips, whether in invitation or to ease a sudden dryness she couldn’t say. 

Her lovers thrust and withdrew in tandem, setting up a delicious friction. Her skin burned. Sensations assailed her as though suddenly a dam had burst inside her, setting all those suppressed desires free. “Oh gods, please fuck me harder.” Tears ran down her cheeks as the first wave of ecstasy attacked her. 

She wanted to swallow up the pulsating flesh within her. She wanted to grasp Conan’s well-muscled ass, invade his tight hole and feel his anal sphincter constrict around her fingers. She wanted—oh gods and goddesses of the universe, she was coming. Coming. Coming as she’d not done since before her alteration. A s she’d never dared to dream she might ever do again. 

When  her  trembling  slowed  and  she  lay  against  the  straps,  drained  for  the  moment,  Conan  withdrew,  his  huge  cock  still  glowing.  Still purplish red. “You haven’t come,” she said when he came up beside her and adjusted the bench so she reclined. 

“I will. Soon you will want this again, so I will keep it in readiness. You may watch while Ulric eases his desire in me. I’ve heard it said that  it  arouses  women  to  watch  males  fuck  one  another.  Of  course,”  he  said,  a  slightly  embarrassed  look  on  his  handsome  face,  “I  would never have done such a thing back on Earth.” 

When I was whole. 

Nebula heard the words Conan did not say. Her heart ached for his loss, more even than it had ached when she’d given up her fertility in the cause of protecting future generations. Her cunt wept for his stolen seed that would never again take root in a fertile woman’s womb. 

Ulric  knelt  at  Conan’s  feet,  his  large  hands  skimming  Conan’s  calves,  his  thighs.  Conan  sighed,  parting  his  legs  slowly  as  though  he wanted to close them, conceal the evidence of his unmanning. When Ulric caught the ring in Conan’s cock between his teeth and sucked it in, Nebula gasped. She wanted that cock for herself. Wanted the touch of a lover’s tongue on her clit, in her cunt. 

The  graceful  line  of  Ulric’s  neck  and  shoulders,  the  glow  of  candlelight  on  his  gleaming  skull,  the  vulnerability  of  his  asshole  stretched around  a  silver  plug  made  Nebula’s  skin  grow  warm.  If  only  she  were  the  one  paying  Conan  homage!  Conan’s  abdominal  muscles  rippled, though he remained motionless, and a sheen of sweat formed on his brow, his powerful chest and arms. 

Her own rear end twitched when Ulric reached around and ringed Conan’s asshole with his fingertips. The slave moved as though they had choreographed this scene—first the caresses, the arousal, inexorably moving toward a crescendo. Nebula imagined their eventual joining, cock to ass, the pressure building, the explosion, when one or both of the beautiful eunuchs before her would achieve nirvana. 

Who  would  fuck  whom?  Nebula’s  sex  wept  with  a  desperate  new  lust  at  the  thought  of  Conan’s  big  cock  filling  her  there.  Her  asshole ached delightfully from the slave’s earlier invasion. Her nipples puckered and her belly muscles convulsed when Ulric rose, kissed Conan full on the mouth and whispered something she couldn’t hear. 

“No.” Conan spoke sharply as he grasped Ulric and worked the plug out of the sex slave’s asshole. “Bend over,” he ordered, and when Ulric did Conan positioned his huge, flashing neon cock to impale him. 

Nebula couldn’t help crying out. She wanted Conan’s huge sex inside her, not up the ass of a hired sex surrogate. 

A s though Conan divined her thoughts, he glanced at her. “I have changed my mind. You may fuck me. I need to see to my woman’s pleasure.” 

Conan bent and presented Ulric his back, his rounded, muscular ass cheeks spread by his own hands. Nebula noticed that Conan, too, was wearing a small butt plug that Ulric removed and then sank back up Conan’s ass. 

Perhaps, she thought, the plugs were aids all eunuchs had to wear. Ulric began to slide the slender plug in and out. Slowly, sensuously, not unlike the way he’d worked his own cock in and out of her asshole moments earlier. She wanted Conan’s cock…his tongue…his big hands. 

She wanted them invading every orifice in her body. 

“Gods in the heavens, I die for wanting you.” Nebula clamped down on her lips, determined to say no more. 

Too  late.  Conan  looked  up  and  met  her  needy  gaze.  “Let  us  indulge  my  future  mate,”  he  said,  striding  to  the  head  of  the  table  and rotating it so all Nebula needed was to open her mouth and take in his engorged, brightly glowing phallus while he attended her throbbing cunt with his tongue. 

While Ulric set the plug aside, sank his cock up Conan’s ass and pumped, slow and deep, Conan worked a vibrating dildo up Nebula’s rear passage  and  then  resumed  his  licking  and  sucking  the  nectar  from  her  cunt.  While  Conan  ran  his  hands  over  her  breasts,  her  belly,  her mound, Ulric pinched and pulled at the rings in Conan’s distended nipples. 

She  couldn’t  think  for  the  barrage  of  sensations  that  pummeled  her.  Erotic  sounds,  brushes  of  bodies,  softness  on  hardness.  The  wet, sweaty  heat  nothing  but  fucking  could  duplicate.  Sucking  sounds  of  damp  flesh  moving  on  damper  flesh.  The  incredible  ecstasy  that  came from being filled. Totally filled. 

Shared ecstasy crackled among them like wildfire, arousing and enticing. Overwhelming. Conan’s huge cock throbbed in her mouth. She wanted to take it deeper, consume him as he was consuming her. Her clit swelled against his tongue while he worked the dildo in and out of her ass. Ulric pounded his cock into Conan as they all strained toward nirvana. 

Sweat poured from Conan, salty and musky and so arousing she could barely stand it. The pleasure crackled like electricity flowing from body to body, ass to cock to her thrumming clit. A n aura of contentment, of pure pleasure, wrapped them in a cocoon of sensation. Pure joy. 

Joy Nebula had never expected to experience again. 





Chapter Seven

Later,  while  he  sat  beside  her  on  the  bed  in  his  room,  Conan  rubbed  soothing  salve  into  the  chafe  marks  the  restraints  had  put  on Nebula’s tender skin. He shouldn’t have marked her. He didn’t feel the need to establish his dominance, no matter what society demanded. 

Yet they would soon go live on Luna Ten. A  utopian refuge for Earthlings where, according to what Shedir had told Conan, females were eager  slaves,  males  their  loving  Masters.  He  visualized  the  communal  dungeon  and  the  fucking  glade  where  mates  gave  and  took  their pleasure. 

Conan  reasoned  that  he  must  have  lost  much  of  his  natural  male  aggressiveness  with  his  balls,  because  he  didn’t  want  to  exert  his dominance over Nebula, but rather to love her. He felt no particular urgency to mark her as his own in the traditional ways, even though the traditional mating gifts he had chosen awaited her at Leander’s. 

“You look so serious. Is something wrong?” Nebula rolled onto her side, then sat up and met his gaze. 

“I hurt you.” 

“No. You didn’t. I’m sorry I bruise so easily. Pay those little marks no mind. I would willingly have suffered far worse to experience the joy you gave me.” Shyly, she stroked his side, his hip. “I had expected only to be given the pleasure of servicing your needs.” 

“Much of a man’s satisfaction—a eunuch’s, too, apparently—comes from pleasing his partner. Does your pleasure increase when you are confined?” He circled the reddened spot on her wrist, wishing—

“Only if it pleases you, Master. I’m your willing slave.” 

Only if it pleases me. 

Well, it displeased Conan to see Nebula’s perfect skin marred. Despite the hype he had been fed all his life, he doubted the aspect of her bondage  had  enhanced  the  sexual  experience  for  either  of  them.  Oh  yeah.  She  had  come.  He  had  the  feeling,  though,  that  her  passion resulted from having refreshed her body with the hormones she’d been deprived of—and the sexual stimulation from him and the sex slave who had come with the weekend pleasure package the resort had sold him. “Does pain enhance your pleasure, my sweet?” 

“No…I  mean,  only  if  it  pleases  you.”  A s  though  afraid  she’d  overstepped  herself,  Nebula  lifted  her  face  and  met  his  gaze  with  troubled eyes. 

“Never be less than honest with me or with yourself. Do you wish to join your sisters and their mates in the communal dungeon?” She looked away, settling her hand over the tattoo on her mound. “I don’t look forward to flaunting my shame.” 

“You have nothing to be ashamed of. Nothing at all. Still, I understand how you feel. A s grateful as I am that it seems to work almost as well as the real thing, I’m not anxious to show this off to one and all.” He lifted his cock, now at rest, and shot her a grin before laying a hand on her silky mons. “The patch you soon will wear will hide this puny mark.” 

She felt so warm, so silky—so alive. Conan stroked down the curve of her gorgeous body. “You know, not even Pak Song can create skin as  soft  as  yours,  and  I’ve  tried  out  the  very  best  of  his  bots.”  He  used  a  finger  to  trace  the  tattoo  on  her  mound,  smiled.  “This  feels  no different from the rest of you. I should be grateful you have it, for otherwise you would never consent to settle for me.” Nebula looked into his gaze, her expression soft and submissive. “I find you immensely attractive, Master. A nd I should be thanking the gods you are as you are, for if you were not, you wouldn’t look at me, either.” She rubbed his cock and then slid her fingers past the scar where they’d cut away his balls and found the base of the plug in his ass. “Do you always wear this?” 

“Most of the time. It helps stimulate me sexually. Even with the patch, I am still a eunuch. The plug helps me achieve a sort of climax.” 

“The way the sex slave’s cock did in the dungeon?” Gently, she jiggled the plug and smiled when his cock began to lengthen and harden. 

“Yes, I see it does. Do you like for me to stimulate you here?” 

“I want you to touch me in ways that give you pleasure.” He loved the way her cheeks flushed when he slid his bionic hand between her legs and found her wet and swollen. “Do you want me to summon Ulric, or shall we do it solo this time?” 

“Solo. Please. If you don’t mind.” 

“I don’t.” For the first time since his castration Conan felt comfortable enough to make a jest. “Come up here, my precious slave, and ride my neon toy.” 

“Oh yes.” Her eagerness got him incredibly hot, especially when she picked up an anal probe, lubed it, and inserted it up her own ass. “I like the feel of this, too.” 

Conan cupped Nebula’s beautiful breasts when she straddled him. He then raised his head and took one pert nipple between his teeth. His cock rose, and she sank onto him. Gods. No bot could ever duplicate the moist heat of her cunt. 



I’m a lucky man.  She  moved,  slowly  at  first  and  then  faster,  harder.  She  bent,  took  his  mouth.  She  tasted  of  exotic  fruit  and  sex.  Hot, sweaty sex. Her cunt gripped his cock as if she’d never let it go. 

Pressure built deep in his core, almost as though he were whole again. It felt good. So good. She squeezed him harder, dug her nails into his shoulders, screamed out his name. He trembled as the incredible sensations carried him over the edge, to a place he had never thought to go again. 

* * * * *

“You look well-fucked, little sister,” Doreen commented the next morning when she and Cassie joined Nebula for a late lunch in the resort dining room while their men took care of business. “I bet you can hardly wait to get back to Luna Ten and have Conan take you in the fucking glade. We missed you in the dungeon last night.” 

“Doreen, he’s—well, I wouldn’t be surprised if he was shy about showing off his bionic parts in front of half the civilized world.” Nebula smiled. 

Doreen grinned back at her. “I have to assume from the satisfied look on your face that Guy and Shedir didn’t lie—that the cock Pak Song made for him works just as well as the real thing.” 

“It  does.”  Part  of  Nebula  wanted  to  share  every  detail  with  her  sisters.  A nother  part  wanted  it  all—the  sex,  the  instant  connection  their respective losses had helped them form—to belong to her. Her and Conan, not to be shared. “I don’t believe we will have a formal mating ceremony.” 

“Come on. Tell us. What does he look like? What does  it look like?” Doreen tilted her head and set her large, dangling earrings into gentle motion against the gleaming, oiled backdrop of her skull. “A ll we could tell, with him wearing that damn eunuch’s robe, was that he’s tall.” 

“He’s got hair.” 

“No! Where?” Cassie’s eyes widened. “Don’t tell me he doesn’t bother to keep himself groomed. Not that he could be blamed, of course, considering what he’s been through.” 

“No. The hair is only on his head. A nd it’s cut very short. I like running my fingers over it. It’s soft, dark brown and especially prickly on my fingers when I rub him down around the hairline.” 

“Oh.” Doreen stroked her own clean-shaven scalp, as though wondering what it might feel like if she ever let her hair grow back. “A re you going to make us drag every bit of information out of you? Come on. Talk.” 

“Conan is muscular. Strong. A nd he has kind eyes. He didn’t sneer when he saw the tattoo, but acted as though he saw altered females every  day.”  Nebula’s  cunt  twitched  when  she  recalled  the  huge,  glowing  hot-pink  cock  whose  pulsating  veins  changed  color  from  light  to glowing chartreuse as it grew rigid before her eyes. “His cock is…well, you’ll see it soon enough.” 

“Big? Can he get it up?” Cassie asked. 

“Yes. To both questions.” Nebula looked around, saw no one, but lowered her voice anyway. “Somehow he managed to get the female hormone for me. A nd a sex slave, to help him coax out my climax as soon as the injection began working. I love him.” Doreen laid her arms across her bulging belly and asked, “What about his hand?” 

“It seems to work perfectly and looks just like a real hand would. He can take it off, but that looks as though it’s a complicated procedure.” Cassie smiled. “It would. Guy’s bionic parts are all about perfect. But we made this trip to have Pak Song make some adjustments. The others  decided  to  tag  along  so  we  could  meet  Conan  before  the  mating  ceremony.  Come,  let’s  take  care  of  our  own  shopping  while  our Masters visit with Pak Song. I want to find some nipple rings that are a little thicker than the ones I have. A nd a heavier chain to connect them with the one in my clit.” 

“Maybe I’ll get my nipples and clit pierced, too.” Nebula never had, because body piercing was forbidden to any Earthling female marked for “neutering”. But then, using the hormone that made her feel like a woman again was forbidden, too. Delightfully, deliciously forbidden. By all the gods, she would do it. Maybe she’d even pierce her nostril. Her navel. Have a dozen jewels pierced into each ear. “I think I’ll  buy  a tongue ring to give to Conan. I must not let him avoid all the traditions of a mating, don’t you agree?” 

* * * * *

“Tune-up is done. You good for another year or more, my friend,” Pak Song told Guy as he stood and put away the instruments he’d used to adjust Guy’s bionic eyes and ears. “Maybe I should have made your parts removable. That way you not have to visit me so often.” 

“Fat lot of good it would do for me to be able to take my eyes out, because then I couldn’t see to adjust them.” Guy laughed at the cyborg maker’s teasing. 

“True.  Conan,  you  will  be  able  to  tell  before  cock  needs  replacing.  Colors  will  fade,  and  it  will  slowly  stop  glowing.  You  come  in  six months from now and I check it out. Not sure Pak Lin was right when he said cock would be good for a year or more.” He shook his head then met Conan’s gaze. “Like I told you, we never made bionic cock before. By the time you need replacement, maybe I figure out how to make you some balls, too. A nd to make it all—” The cyborg maker laughed. “Not quite so colorful.” Conan glanced down toward his cock, now concealed by the robe he planned to discard as soon as they blasted off from Obsidion. “I like it the way it is. So does Nebula. A fter all, it isn’t as though the thing is so bright that it will show through my clothes.” 

“No clothes are allowed on Luna Ten unless we have guests,” Shedir reminded Conan. 

“We’ll see about that.” A ll Conan wanted now was to be on his way, to settle in and start building permanent shelters and service buildings on Luna Ten. A lready he had recruited a handful of workers, mostly displaced Earthlings like himself, to augment the small group of laborers that Guy and Shedir had said would be put under his command. 

Of course he thought about Nebula, too. She’d felt so warm and soft this morning, cuddled up around his back, one arm resting on his lower abdomen—near the cock Pak Song couldn’t seem to forget about. “Don’t worry, I promise to take excellent care of your creations.” 

“You do that. Take care of new mate, too. Excuse me, I must return to palace. Prince A rik would not allow me to examine him yesterday. 

Doubt  he  will  see  me  today,  either,  but  I  must  not  disobey  his  father’s  order.”  A s  though  anxious  to  use  his  skill  with  cybernetics  on Obsidion’s newly returned crown prince, Pak Song prepared to leave for the Diamond Palace as Conan followed Guy and Shedir into Leander’s shop. 

* * * * *

“You sure you don’t want a shave?” the barber asked when he handed Conan the mating gifts he had ordered. 

“I’m sure. Unless there is some rule on Luna Ten…” He looked toward his friends. 

Shedir shook his head. “Only the rules we imported from Earth, which thank the gods we are free to ignore if we want to. Maybe I should let my hair grow. Only thing is, I’d miss the incredible sensations when Doreen nibbles and licks my scalp. When she rolls her tongue ring over the sensitive spot here, it practically makes me come.” He reached up and ran his finger over a spot at the back of his bronze, oiled scalp. 

“Just about anything can make you come, my friend. Conan, I follow most of the Federation rules about appearance, but it’s mostly out of habit.  So  do  Brad  and  the  rest  of  us  on  Luna  Ten.  Because  we  want  to.  If  you  want  to  let  your  hair  grow,  do  it.  Nobody  will  care.”  Guy grinned from his spot in the barber chair where Leander was preparing to wax away the stubble from his skull. 

Conan considered taking a seat in that other chair and giving in to tradition. He could shave his head as he had done daily since he was a child, until he had been too weak and broken to care about appearances. He could shave Nebula’s head as well, since doing so was part of the time-honored ritual of mating. 

But  he  wouldn’t.  He’d  leave  the  mating  braid  attached  to  her  head,  loosening  it  once  they  found  their  bed,  wrapping  the  silken  strands around his fist. A nd he’d keep his own hair, too. A fter all, he was a eunuch and she a sterilized female. Traditions need not apply to them. 

While they waited for Guy to finish with his grooming, Conan and Shedir talked. When Shedir described the very public mating ritual in the glade on Luna Ten, Conan wasn’t sure either he or Nebula would enjoy taking part in it. “What would you think if I chose to forgo the mating ritual altogether? I find the idea of saying the vows and taking Nebula in private appeals to me greatly.” Shedir smiled, but then his expression turned serious. “It surprises me that you would pass on staking your claim for everyone on Luna Ten to see.” 

“I don’t want Nebula to be embarrassed. She seems sensitive about her tattoo, and I imagine she feels the same about the glowing cock Pak  Song  gave  me,  though  she  hasn’t  said  so.  I  know  men  dominate  and  that  females  are  supposed  to  come  only  when  they’re  mastered, made to feel helpless against their own desires. It’s just…” 

“Just that you feel less than a man?” 

“Maybe. A t the very least, I feel different. I want to enjoy the kind of devotion from Nebula that you have from Doreen, the same kind I sense that Guy has from Cassie. Nebula has been wounded more mentally than physically. She is only now beginning to believe she can have any more than a sterile existence. So am I. We need some time alone, to learn to love ourselves as well as each other, before we join in the public rituals of the mated couples on Luna Ten.” 

“That  makes  sense.  By  the  gods,  man,  they  shouldn’t  have  done  this  to  you.”  When  Shedir  spoke,  he  scowled  as  though  he’d  like  to punish someone—anyone—who had taken part in Conan’s mutilation. “A nd the rulers shouldn’t force Nebula or any other woman who carries the mutant gene to destroy her femininity. Leave it to me. A nd Doreen. We will see that you are not subjected to the scrutiny of everyone on Luna Ten when you mate. Now that Guy is properly groomed once more, let us pay a visit to Eli, the jeweler, to find some baubles for our mates.” 





Chapter Eight

Conan  tried  to  conceal  his  discomfort  when  Eli,  the  wizened  jeweler  who  had  made  his  reputation  by  providing  the  most  beautiful selection of precious adornments on Obsidion, looked up at him, shock evident on his wrinkled face. 

“May I show you something for your Master?” he asked, obviously struggling to regain his composure. 

Conan forced a smile. “I am no slave. I wish to purchase a gift for my own slave.” The old man shook his head. “You are the second eunuch to come in my shop today, seeking a gift.” He sighed as he met Conan’s gaze. 

“Times must be changing quickly. I apologize for showing my surprise. I meant no disrespect. Just tell me what you have in mind.” Conan  considered  for  a  moment  and  then  gestured  toward  a  display  of  jewelry  with  gems  ranging  from  pale  lavender  to  purple,  from smooth stones to highly faceted ones. He considered rings, earrings, nose jewels and pendants before settling his attention on a beaten-gold slave  collar  embellished  with  large,  irregularly  shaped  gems  in  mottled  shades  of  purple  with  a  matching  pendant  surrounded  by  faceted, violet-colored stones. “I like that collar, but I don’t recognize the stones. What are they?” 

“The cabochon-cut stones are opalites, sometimes called Tiffany Stone. It does not surprise me that you are drawn to them, as they come from Earth, from a place that used to be called Utah. The small, faceted stones are tanzanites, also brought from Earth at great cost in lives and riches. Here on Obsidion, it is said that together they restore sexual potency.” 

“Then it is appropriate that I feel drawn to them, don’t you think?” 

Eli,  who  had  been  studiously  looking  away  from  Conan,  met  his  gaze  and  smiled,  apparently  put  at  ease  when  Conan  jested  about  his status. “Yes. It is. A nd since you have given me a suggestion, I will make you a very special price on the collar.” He swiped a card into the lock atop the case, opened it and brought out the collar. 

“A  suggestion? What have I suggested?” 

“You have saved me thousands of credits by reminding me of the stones’ significance to those like you, but most likely you don’t know as the news has not been announced. Meredith the matchmaker has arranged a marriage between my eldest daughter and Crown Prince A rik.” Conan  lifted  the  collar,  admiring  the  workmanship.  “No,  I  did  not  know.  My  congratulations  to  you.  I  still  don’t  understand  how  I  may have saved you credits.” 

“The  prince’s  wedding  attendants  will  be  the  royal  eunuchs,  and  there  are  four  of  them.  Since  you  reminded  me  of  the  significance  of these stones, I have decided to make the attendants’ gifts with opalites and tanzanites rather than with my daughter Emerald’s name stones, which  are  far  more  costly.  Her  gifts  for  the  prince  alone  will  pauper  me,  and  I  must  economize  wherever  I  can,  because  I  have  two  more daughters to settle with husbands.” 

Conan looked down at the collar, its weight sufficient to remind a wearer of her enslavement but not great enough to cause her pain. He imagined  how  the  stones  would  complement  Nebula’s  pale,  almost-lavender  eyes.  “I  will  take  this  collar,  and  I  would  like  to  see  those tanzanite jewels as well.” He gestured toward trays near the end of the display case. 

Eli beamed. “You have made a wise choice with the collar. It is one of my best pieces,” he said as he brought out the trays of mounted stones. 

Conan chose a pair of tanzanite earrings set in gold and a small, round nostril adornment. While Eli took over showing baubles to Shedir and Guy, his assistants packaged Conan’s purchases in a shimmering, golden box. 

* * * * *

“Our buying spree today should have filled Eli’s coffers nicely,” Shedir muttered as he and Guy made their way with Conan back to join their women. “But our mates should all be happy.” 

Guy laughed. “A t least we got off more easily than Conan. Doreen and Cassie already have their collars. Plain ones. We didn’t get sucked in by Eli’s pitch that we should be upgrading them today.” 

“Eli  gave  me  a  good  price.”  The  collar’s  delicate  design  and  unique  gems  reminded  him  of  Nebula,  and  the  stones  themselves  seemed perfect considering his eunuch status. “It wouldn’t have mattered if he had charged me twice as much, though. I want the best for the woman who has agreed to be my mate. Now, if you will excuse me, I want to spend some time alone with Nebula.” 

“Understood.” Shedir shot a glance toward Guy. “You and Nebula are welcome to join us in the public dungeon later, if you wish.” Conan shook both friends’ hands. Drawn by the prospect of seeing Nebula’s beautiful eyes sparkle with pleasure at his gifts, he took his leave and hurried up the stairs. She would never be alone again, and neither would he. 





Epilogue

Two months later on Luna Ten



A  beautiful day dawned as Conan strode naked to the fucking glade, his glowing cock a beacon to any who might chance to intrude on his private mating with Nebula. Nebula lay tied across the sacred stone, facedown, her cunt glistening with the pale, slick fluid of desire. 

A  priest, also exiled from Earth, was murmuring words he never would have dared to say back home even before the Fall—words that would  forever  join  them,  body  and  soul.  Lovers  whose  joining  could  never  produce  a  child,  whose  pleasure  would  forever  be  missing  the element of continuity…of bubbling, overflowing life and promise. 

Conan had doubted the wisdom of this mating, but now he felt certain of what he must do. 

He would not take Nebula as a Master, only as a friend and lover. A n equal. His step firm, he strode to the stone and cut her bonds. “I want you to come to me of your own volition. I want to share with you, not take from you. You will be my slave, but I will be yours as well.” Nebula’s smile when she stood and faced him lit his heart. She held out both hands to him, a gesture of commitment even more profound than the one she had made earlier when she had let the priest bind her to the fucking stone for Conan’s pleasure. 

Holding her, he moved into the light of the glade. “I want no slave, only you, as my lover. Come to me and let us seal our vows here, in the glade.” He turned to the priest. “Summon the others, if you would. I no longer mind if others see us.” Conan turned, sat on the stone and drew his life mate onto his lap. When he stroked her satin slit and found her ready, he lifted her and impaled her on his bionic cock. While she moved on him, he kneaded her ripe, firm breasts. 

She  milked  him  with  her  cunt,  and  the  pressure  built  in  his  belly,  his  ass.  He  saw  colors  brighter  than  the  glow  of  his  cock  when  she tightened around him in the throes of her climax. A s they reached their climax together, the others joined them in the glade. 

A fter  they  stopped  trembling  with  the  power  of  their  mating,  Conan  took  the  collar  he  had  bought  and  snapped  it  around  Nebula’s slender,  pale  neck.  “The  next  time  we  travel  to  Obsidion,  I  will  take  you  to  the  jeweler  and  buy  a  matching  collar  for  you  to  give  me  as  a symbol of my willing, loving enslavement.” He stood, drawing her up at his side. 

The beauty and acceptance of all their friends and fellow exiles on Luna Ten surrounded them, lent an aura that made the day perfect for him and for the woman he loved. 

The End
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