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Book 1 - Star Sluts: The Sex Generation


Chapter 1

Captain Cassidy Clitko materialized on the transporter pad, screaming in ecstasy.

“Ohhhhh fuuucckkkk!!! Yes!! Right there, Commander Cocque!”

On top of her was the lovely body of her first officer, whose huge cock was fully inside Cassidy’s pussy. Commander Ju’sey Cocque was a Whorlcan, an alien race that had both a penis and a pussy, so she was ambidextrous when it came to sex. The rest of her was all feminine. She had firm, perky tits and a striking face with sharp features and short black hair. She also possessed elvish ears, the pointy tips enhancing her beauty.

But, at the moment, her cock was the thing Cassidy cared about the most. It penetrated deep into her womb with the logical precision of the commander’s race.

“Captain, you are screaming like a whore,” Cocque told her in her matter-of-fact way of speaking.

“That’s because I am a whore! A huge slutty space whore!” Cassidy wrapped her athletic legs around her subordinate’s waist, trying to pull the alien’s dick in even farther.

Lieutenant Hott and Ensign Ho watched from the control console, mouths agape at how their captain was getting pounded.

Cassidy usually didn’t transport while in the throes of passion, but this was an emergency. Their First Contact with the people of the planet Penetratius didn’t go as planned. Cassidy and Cocque had gone to make peaceful relations, but the Penetrations blasted Cassidy with a sex ray that made her uncontrollably horny.

They told her they intended to make her their sex slave, where she would pleasure them day and night.

While a part of Cassidy was turned on by that idea, she had a ship to run. She didn’t make captain at 28 years old, the youngest ever to do so in Slutfleet, to throw it all away and become an alien courtesan. Though maybe she could try it out on holidays.

So her first officer did what any good second-in-command would do: she tore off her captain’s uniform, shoved Cassidy on her alien cock, and took off, with Cassidy’s pussy bouncing on her huge shaft the whole way.

As a Whorlcan, Cocque possessed the mental fortitude to withstand the sex ray blast. And her enhanced strength and speed allowed her to outrun the Penetrations. It also allowed her to smash Cassidy’s pussy much harder than any human could. Cassidy really loved having a multi-species crew.

After a bunch of sprinting and fucking, Transporter Chief Maura “Hottie” Hott finally got a lock on them and beamed them up to the ship, which was in orbit around the planet.

Hott was an Octoovian, a blue-skinned aquatic race with eight tentacles emanating from her skull. They were often called octo-girls because they were among the most desired species in the quadrant. They were gorgeous, had perfect curves, and could do wonderful things with their tentacles.

Ensign Hannah “Hot Ass” Ho was next to Hott. The two were best friends and spent a lot of time together. Ho was a Cardashian, a species with the juiciest butts in the galaxy. There was no ass that could compare to a Cardashian’s. And Hannah probably had the juiciest of them all. Anytime she walked down the corridors, she made every crew member want to spank and fuck her hot booty.

Hannah was also a big nympho. So she, of course, ran out the whooshing doors of the transporter room and yelled to passers-by. “C’mere, everyone! The captain is getting railed by Commander Cocque!”

A flurry of people hurried into the room, eager to watch their hot captain get her pussy pounded.

Cassidy would have yelled at Ho for inviting in so many voyeurs, but she was too busy screaming for Cocque to pound her harder. Plus, she kind of liked having an audience. Maybe she should invite Cocque to sit in her captain’s chair and place Cassidy on her lap, where the Whorlcan could spear her with her cock while Cassidy tried to give orders to the crew.

“Captain, you seem to be getting more aroused with the crew watching,” Cocque observed.

“Ohhhh, y… yes! I’m such a whore!”

“Indeed. You have said so many times while I have been fucking your tight human pussy.”

“Oh fuck, Cocque! You say the nicest things. Now finish me off and shoot all that green Whorlcan jizz into me!” The elvish race had green spunk, which was thicker than a human’s and made girls’ pussies feel especially full and slutty.

“Of course, Captain. It is my duty to fill your pussy.”

Cassidy smiled through her moans. That really wasn’t part of a first officer’s job description, but Cocque was very devoted to protecting her captain in all aspects of life, including making sure she was sexually satisfied. Cassidy couldn’t have asked for a better Number 1.

Commander Cocque lifted her off the pad and fucked her while standing, pointing Cassidy’s ass at her adoring crew. Cassidy kept her body in tip-top shape, so she had an ass to marvel at. Which is exactly what her subordinates were doing.

“Yeah, smash her ass, Commander!” Ensign Ho yelled.

Lieutenant Hott and the others cheered on in agreement.

“Ohhhhhhhh!” Cassidy clung to Cocque desperately. The fact that her crew was staring at her jiggling ass while her first officer railed her had her on the verge of exploding. “C… Cocque, I… I’m going to cum!”

“Very good, Captain. I will also expel my fluids.”

They came at the same time, Cassidy squirting past Cocque’s cock and soaking the transporter pad. The commander shot her sticky green slime up into Cassidy’s cunt, filling her tiny human cavern.

She lifted Cassidy off her spewing dick so she could coat the captain’s ass. And so the crew could see the green liquid drip out of Cassidy’s pussy.

The captain trembled in Cocque’s arms. The Whorlcan was doing everything possible to make Cassidy feel like a complete slut in front of the crew. What a great first officer!

Cocque eased Cassidy to the floor, where she held her superior officer and watched her eke out her cum.

“Wow, Captain!” Ho exclaimed. “You are one amazing slut!”

“Ensign Ho!” Cassidy barked. Well, more like moaned as she was still cumming. “Report to my quarters in twenty minutes to be disciplined.”

“Eek!” the young woman squealed. “Yes, ma’am.” She saluted and scurried off.

Cassidy came again. “Ohhhhh! And the rest of you better get back to work.”

“Yes, ma’am!” They filed out quickly, sneaking one last peek at their captain’s naked, writhing body.

Commander Cocque carried Cassidy to her quarters. Cassidy snuggled into her, enjoying the warm strength of her first officer.

“Captain, your body is very sticky. It would be logical for me to clean you and remove my cum from your vagina.”

Cassidy tingled. There was something about the matter-of-fact way the commander talked about her body that turned her on.

“Good idea, Miss Cocque. What did you have in mind?”

“I will bathe you in your private shower.”

Even more tingling. “Make it so!”


Chapter 2

Commander Cocque’s strong hands gripped Cassidy’s hips as the warm water ran down their naked bodies.

She had finished cleaning the rest of Cassidy, so there was only one place left.

Cocque applied the sonic soap to her fingers. “Captain, I must finger you deeply to make sure there is no residue of the Penetrations’ sex blast.”

Cassidy shivered. “Th… that’s a good idea.”

Cocque rubbed her fingers along Cassidy’s slit. The commander had a firm but supple touch: she instantly had Cassidy’s lips quivering. “I will ensure you are properly lubricated before I penetrate you.”

“Fuck, Cocque! You’re getting me lubricated just by saying stuff like that.”

Her first officer raised a quizzical eyebrow. “I am merely stating facts, Captain. All human females should be lubricated before their pussies are penetrated.”

Cassidy let out a soft moan as Cocque rubbed her harder. “Ab… absolutely. I admire how attentive you are to pussies, Miss Cocque.”

“Of course, Captain. Failure to study your pussy would be a dereliction of duty.”

Cassidy let out something between a giggle and a moan. Even though she didn’t mean to, Cocque often said amusing things. And really hot things. “You have my permission to study my pussy as much as you want.”

“Thank you, Captain. Are you ready to be penetrated?”

“Ohhhh yeah.” Cassidy closed her eyes. She focused on the water running down her smooth skin, on her first officer’s taut body. She was so ready.

Cocque’s firm fingers pressed against Cassidy’s barrier. They offered resistance, but the commander was insistent. Her captain’s lips were forced to part. Cassidy let out a gasping moan as Cocque’s fingers slipped inside.

“Ohhh fuck, you feel good, Commander!”

“I am happy to hear it, Captain. But I have barely entered you. I must explore much deeper within your human womanhood.”

“Yes! Go as deep as you can!”

The Whorlcan pressed Cassidy against the wall of the shower. She kept one hand on her captain’s hip while the other was busy foraging into the depths of Cassidy’s cavern. Whorlcans had longer fingers than humans: thus, Cocque was able to get much deeper in a pussy than any Earth girl.

“Ohhhhhhh, fuck!!” Cassidy wailed. “Y… you’re so deep!”

“Indeed. You are providing generous resistance. Are all human females as tight as you?”

Cassidy’s hips bucked, and her pussy spasmed. “Cocque, you say the hottest things!”

“I do not believe you can gauge words by temperature, Captain. And you did not answer my query.”

Cassidy laughed through her moans. The logic of Whorlcans could be quite amusing. “Um, well, I’m not sure. I haven’t examined all human pussies.”

“I will begin a study on the matter. Probing the pussy of every crew member on board will be an excellent starting point.”

Cassidy leaked juices out of her hot cunt. “Th… that’s a very worthwhile research project. Please keep me updated on your progress.”

“Of course, Captain. I will report all my findings to you.”

Cassidy smiled. Having a detailed study about all her crew’s vaginas might not be essential to the operation of the ship, but with what just happened with the Penetrations, it could be useful to know what every pussy on her vessel was capable of. “Oh, and Ju’sey?”

“Yes, Captain?”

“Thanks for saying I have a tight pussy.”

“Of course. As you know, I always state the truth.”

Cassidy smiled. That’s why it meant even more when her first officer said it. She knew the Whorlcan wasn’t just trying to butter her up: she really thought Cassidy had a super-tight cooch. This was turning into a good day after all.

Cassidy wondered how much her tightness contributed to her getting the captain’s chair. Like all officers, she had to fuck a bunch of admirals on the promotion review board to see if she was fit for command. She had passed with flying colors, many of the admirals saying they needed to see her after hours to offer their personal congratulations. Which entailed shoving their cocks in her pussy or planting her mouth on their dripping cunts. Slutfleet had the best ways to advance in rank!

“I am fully inside you, Captain,” Cocque said, bringing Cassidy out of her pleasant memory. She had a feeling she was about to make an even more pleasant memory right now.

She squirmed against the wet shower wall. “Ohhhh, yes, I can feel that, Commander.”

“I will now pound you ferociously. I believe making you expel your fluids will flush the sex ray’s power from your system.”

Cassidy’s body shook. God, the logic of a Whorlcan was such a turn on! “Whatever you think is best, Miss Cocque. I trust your judgment.”

The first officer eased her two fingers back and forth in Cassidy’s vagina, building up to a frenzy of pussy pounding.

Cassidy couldn’t help but scream like a whore. Her body flailed out of control. She threw her arms around Cocque, clinging to her so she wouldn’t collapse onto the floor of the shower.

The commander pressed her body more tightly against Cassidy, making sure she wouldn’t fall. Every inch of the Whorlcan was toned sensualness. Every piece of bare skin that touched Cassidy set her aflame with desire.

The squishing and slapping sounds of Cocque’s fingering reverberated off the walls of the tiny shower.

Cassidy’s breasts rubbed against Cocque’s, both women’s nipples fighting to see which could get more erect.

Cassidy’s long, wet hair clung to her back. The water ran down her ass crack and over her pussy lips, her own juices mixing with the liquid from the shower head.

She didn’t want this moment to end. It was wonderful being in the firm grasp of her first officer, giving herself over to a subordinate who had the strength to pin Cassidy down like a submissive whore.

Her hips danced under the power of Cocque’s fingering. “Ohhhhhh fuck, Cocque! Y… you’re going to make me cum!”

“Then my ministrations have been successful. Please cum hard, Captain. I need to see you squirt all your lovely human juices for me.”

That brought Cassidy’s orgasm to the precipice. How did such a serious, logical species get so good at saying super-sexy stuff? “D… do you really think they’re lovely?”

“Indeed. I have seen you cum many times. You expel your juices in an elegant arc. It is like the waterfalls of Shina on my home planet.”

That did it. Being compared to beautiful alien waterfalls sent Cassidy’s climax crashing over her. She screamed and shot out a huge stream of cum. “Ohhhhhhhh my Goddddddddd!!!”

Cocque removed her fingers and let Cassidy squirt freely. Then stuck them back in and pounded her until she squirted again. She kept repeating this process, keeping Cassidy in a never-ending state of squirts and shrieks.

“Captain, you are expelling nearly as much fluid as the shower.”

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!! Th… that’s because you’re so good at fucking me!”

Cocque nodded. “I am gratified to hear that. One of my most important duties is to make you cum.”

That made Cassidy cum even harder. Was that really in the first officer’s handbook? Had they updated it since Cassidy had served in the role? Of course, she had fucked her captain a whole bunch too. But she didn’t remember it being laid out in black and white. Though sex with subordinates certainly helped ship captains relax and do their job. So Cocque was just being an astute Number 1 by making sure she saw to Cassidy’s pleasure. Cassidy was glad the Whorlcan had been assigned to her ship.

“You’re an amazing first officer, Miss Cocque! Please make me cum more!”

“To do that Captain, I must apply the Whorlcan clit pinch.”

Cassidy gasped. The Whorlcan clit pinch was legendary across the quadrant. It sent women into unstoppable, gushing orgasms that turned them into helpless whores who could do nothing but flail on the ground and shoot out round after round of their slutty juices.

Was Cassidy prepared to be reduced to a wailing mess of submissiveness in front of her first officer?

Hell yes!

“Miss Cocque, pinch me!”


Chapter 3

Cocque sat behind Cassidy on the floor of the shower. She bent her captain’s arms behind her, pinning them in place. Then wrapped her legs around Cassidy’s hips and forced her thighs open.

“When applying the Whorlcan clit pinch, most women cannot control their bodies,” Cocque explained. “To reduce risk of injury, I will maintain a firm grip on you.”

Cassidy shivered. She felt helpless with Cocque holding her arms behind her back and making her spread her legs. “You have a very sexy grip, Commander.”

“Thank you, Captain. Are you prepared to lose all control of your vagina?”

More shivering. How did Cocque’s logical words always come out so sexy? “Yes, Miss Cocque. My vagina is in your capable hands.”

“Very good. I will now apply the Whorlcan clit pinch.”

The elf-eared hottie reached her right hand between Cassidy’s thighs and gripped the captain’s exposed clit with her thumb and index finger. While anyone could pinch a clit, the Whorlcans had developed a special way that only they could perform. It required their enhanced strength to apply just the right amount of pressure. And their amazing dexterity to twist the sensitive spot with exact precision.

They kept this technique a closely guarded secret. Cocque had explained since Whorlcans were the most logical race, it made sense for them to have the ability to make the females of all other species submissive to them, just in case those species let their emotions get out of control, making them do foolish things like attempt to take over the quadrant. Cassidy suspected Whorlcans really just liked knowing they could make any woman their slut any time they wanted. Cassidy definitely liked knowing that. She got turned on knowing her first officer could toss her onto the deck and make her a gushing space whore at any moment. Not that Cocque would do that without Cassidy’s permission. She was a loyal officer. A very sexy, loyal officer.

Cocque pinched her captain’s clit. Cassidy gasped loudly. But was surprised she wasn’t instantly cumming.

“Um, Cocque, I don’t really-”

“Just wait a moment, Captain. You are about to feel it.”

Two seconds later, Cassidy felt it. There was a huge build up within her pussy. It was like nothing she had felt before. It was like her entire vagina was on fire and had to release a volcano of cum. “Oh my!” she squealed. “C… Cocque, I fe… I feel…”

“Just let it happen naturally, Captain. You won’t be able to control your body from this point on.”

As Cassidy thought about how nice it would be to give control of her body to her first officer, the inferno inside her came roaring out. It was like a million orgasms were consuming her at once.

“Holy space cummmmmmmmmmmmm!!!” she screamed as a huge blast rocketed from her pussy. It wasn’t like the tight streams she usually let loose. Or even the multi-streams she sometimes released. She was a pretty versatile squirter after all. This one nearly equaled the amount of fluid coming out of the shower head above her. The circumference of her pussy blast was the same as that of Cocque’s massive penis.

Cassidy’s cum struck the opposite wall of the shower with such force, it bounced off it and sprayed back over her and Cocque.

“I’ve never squirted like this before!!” she wailed, thrashing in Cocque’s arms. If the Whorlcan wasn’t so strong, Cassidy knew she’d be flopping on the floor of the shower like a slutty fish who just had a good railing. As it was, her arms, legs, and torso shook uncontrollably. Her orgasm was overwhelming her. She possessed no ability to move her body of her own accord. And the orgasm wasn’t stopping. The fluid emanating from her cunt seemed like it would never stop.

“Your body contains an impressive reservoir of your female fluids, Captain,” Cocque told her.

“Th… thank… oh my fucking Goddddd!!!” Cassidy couldn’t even thank Cocque properly. She was too busy gushing and feeling like the biggest slut in the galaxy. A title she had considered competing for in the annual Miss Slutfleet Pageant.

“You are doing an excellent job of purging yourself of the sex ray’s effects. Though it might help you squirt even more if you confess your inner slutty thoughts to me.”

“G… good idea!” Cassidy didn’t think it was possible to squirt any more than she currently was, but she loved confessing her slutty desires, so was more than happy to oblige her first officer. “I… I’m a huge space slut!”

“Very good, Captain.”

“I… ohhhhhhhhh… love being helpless in your arms!”

“I very much enjoy holding your helpless body.”

“Fuck, yes, you’re so strong! I feel so submissive!!”

“Good. Slutty captains should be as submissive as possible.”

That set off rapid fire cum bursts from Cassidy’s cunt. She would have to tell Cocque to call her a slutty captain more often. It really turned her on. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!!! I… I can’t stop! My pussy won’t let up!!”

“Do not worry, Captain. You are doing an excellent job. I believe I have a way for you to have the biggest release yet and expel the last vestiges of the Penetrations’ weapon.”

Cassidy’s hips wanted to do a slutty dance to match her slutty, gushing pussy. But Cocque’s powerful thighs kept them planted on the shower floor, where the water pooled under Cassidy’s naked ass.

By this point, her squirting shower matched that of the actual shower. Her arc of fluid crossed that of the one coming from the shower head. Maybe she could offer cum baths to her crew as a way to conserve water. There were probably a bunch of girls on her ship that would go for that.

“Wh… what do you want me to do?” she asked Cocque.

“You must promise to let me to fuck you in your captain’s chair in front of the bridge crew.”

“Wh… what?!”

“I will strip you in front of the crew, place you on my lap, and ram you until you confess to everyone what a galactic slut you are.”

“Oh my God, Miss Cocque!”

“I know you have secretly fantasized about this, Captain.”

Cassidy came even harder. “Holy fucking space cunts!!! H… how did you know that?” Did the clit pinch give Whorlcans mind reading powers too?

“I have observed the way you glance at me and squirm around in your chair on the bridge. Based on your sexual history, which of course is fully detailed in your Slutfleet records, it was logical to surmise what you secretly desired.”

“Ohhhhhhhhh!” Cassidy’s body vibrated, her orgasms affecting every inch of her. “Y… you’re such a diligent first officer.”

“Thank you, Captain. Now please make your slutty confession.”

Cassidy knew she had no choice but to comply. She was cumming non-stop and had to do whatever Cocque wanted. She’d also be lying if she said Cocque’s assessment was incorrect. She had been dreaming about the commander dominating her on the bridge, making sure her entire crew knew what a whore they had for a captain.

“Ohhhhhh fuck!! Miss Cocque, I want you to strip me in front of the crew and fuck the shit out of my submissive pussy until I admit what a huge slut I am!”

“That is excellent, Captain. But I need you to make it a command.”

Cassidy trembled. She knew if she made it a command, Cocque would have to carry it out. Was she really prepared for the crew to see her be that submissive?

“Commander Cocque, I order you to treat me like a huge slut on the bridge!”

“As you wish, Captain. Now be a good slut and give me your largest orgasm ever.”

Cassidy had to obey. The clit pinch had put her completely at Cocque’s mercy. She sprayed the entire shower in her girl juices, soaking both her and her first officer.

Cassidy lost track of time and nearly blacked out. But, finally, Cocque applied the reverse clit pinch and shut off her captain’s release valve.

Cassidy lay in Cocque’s arms, trembling and holding on to the lovely Whorlcan body like she could never be separated from it.

And that’s when Ensign Ho walked in. Her jaw dropped as she saw her two commanding officers on the floor of the shower: wet, covered in cum, and shaking.

Cassidy gasped. How the heck was she going to explain this?


Chapter 4

“Oh momma!” Ho exclaimed, staring down at Cassidy and Cocque. “Captain, you’re so wet!”

“It is logical to be wet, Ensign,” Cocque replied. “We are in the shower.”

“Yeah, but I meant she’s wet from being covered in cum.”

Cassidy blushed. She was drenched in her own juices, sprawled in her first officer’s arms like she had just been fucked for ten hours straight. Which is what it felt like after getting the Whorlcan clit pinch. “Miss Cocque was assisting me with my pussy.” Cassidy groaned. That didn’t come out right. But her juicy fluids sure came out right thanks to Cocque’s clit techniques.

“I bet!” Ho replied gleefully. Her skintight costume showed off all her ridiculously sexy curves. A 22-year-old Cardashian was the dream of everyone in the quadrant. Thank goodness Cassidy couldn’t see the ensign’s ass or she would have cum again. Cardashians had a reputation for making girls cum just by shaking their hot butts. And Ho had the hottest of all of them.

“The captain needed to experience massive orgasms to expel the effects of the Penetrations’ sex weapon,” Cocque said.

Ho pouted. “Dammit, I missed it.”

Cassidy pushed herself to her feet. Cocque rose behind her, steadying her wobbly captain.

“What are you doing here, Hannah?” Cassidy asked. It wasn’t proper protocol for ensigns to burst in and watch their captains get fucked. Not that Cassidy was complaining. Hannah was crazy cute and bubbly, and part of Cassidy was glad the ensign had seen her reduced to an exhausted, cum-covered mess.

“You ordered me to report to your quarters for punishment. I rang the chime, but no one answered.”

“Your extremely loud screams of pleasure must have masked the sound of the bell,” Cocque stated.

Cassidy blushed. “Um, y… yes, I guess I was a little loud.”

Ho hopped up and down. “You’re one vocal slut, Captain!”

“It appears the ensign cannot help being naughty,” Cocque said.

Cassidy nodded. “What do you have to say for yourself, Ensign Ho?”

The young woman stood at attention. “I’m a very naughty slut who must be severely disciplined.” Cassidy tried to hide a smile. Hannah was as eager to receive the punishment as Cassidy was to dish it out.

“I am sure the captain will mete out the proper punishment,” Cocque told Ho. “But first, help me dry her off.”

“Yes, ma’am!” Ho eagerly grabbed a towel and went to work on Cassidy’s body. Cocque grabbed another, and soon their towel-clad fingers were all over their captain.

Cocque attended to Cassidy’s breasts while Ho rubbed between her legs. And kept rubbing.

“H… Hannah,” Cassidy gasped. “I… I think I’m dry enough.”

“Oops, sorry, Captain. I wanted to do a thorough job. I take caring for your pussy very seriously.”

“As you should, Ensign,” Cocque said. “There is nothing more important on this ship than the captain’s vagina.”

Cassidy turned redder than a sunset. Did everyone feel this way about her womanhood? Would they leap in front of laser blasts to protect it from harm? She was lucky to have such a loyal crew.

“Th… thank you,” she replied, getting one last vaginal stroke from Ho. “I appreciate your dedication.”

Ho saluted. “I’ll dedicate my life to your cute cunt!”

“Ensign, that language is not appropriate,” Cocque scolded the younger woman.

“Eek! I’m sorry. I just get so excited about the captain’s pussy.”

Cassidy had to suppress another smile. While Hannah was breaking protocol, she was adorable. And it was flattering she thought so highly of Cassidy’s vagina. But she had to maintain discipline on her ship. “Ensign Ho, strip immediately.”

“Yes, ma’am!” She peeled off her uniform, revealing ultra-firm breasts and a smooth, sexy stomach. She turned around and slid the tight fabric down her hips. Her ass popped free, jiggling all over the place. Cardashian asses did that: they moved of their own accord, no hip-shaking required. Many found the ass movements hypnotic and would stare at those asses for hours on end. That’s why Cardashians were so popular in strip clubs: customers couldn’t tear their gaze from the luscious booties and would keep ordering more and more drinks, not to mention toss inordinate amounts of credits on stage. Cassidy knew Hannah could make a fortune working at one of the Sappho’s Sexpots clubs that could be found on virtually every planet in the quadrant. Luckily for Cassidy, the ensign had chosen Slutfleet instead. And she didn’t admire the young woman just because of her beautiful booty. Hannah was a good officer and had a promising career in front of her.

But right now, all Cassidy could do was ogle Hannah’s ass. She clutched Cocque, unable to contain her desire for her young ensign.

“Captain, are you out of equilibrium?” the gorgeous first officer asked. “You are holding on to me tightly.”

Cassidy relinquished her grip. “Sorry, Miss Cocque. I’m… just eager to discipline Ensign Ho.”

The ensign turned around and faced them. She had a shaved pussy, in line with Slutfleet regulations, her cute lips glistening with excitement.

Cocque nodded. “I understand. A disciplined crew will help with the functioning of the ship. I will leave you to it.”

“Thank you, Commander. And… thanks for helping me with that, um, other issue.”

“Of course, Captain. It is my pleasure to serve your pussy.” She saluted and exited.

Ensign Ho raised her eyebrows suggestively. “If I make first officer, will I get to service your pussy every night?”

Cassidy rolled her eyes. “You’re a very impudent ensign.”

“I’m sorry! I just get so wet when I see you naked.” It was true: Ho’s inner thighs were now coated in her lovely essence.

Cassidy smiled. She was glad she had that effect on her crew. “Follow me.”

“You got it!”

Cassidy led Ho into the main area of her quarters, knowing the young officer was staring at her ass the entire time.

She stopped at a circular table. “Bend over.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Ho leaned forward over the table, presenting her ass to Cassidy. It jiggled even more than before, like it knew it was about to get a bunch of sinful discipline.

Cassidy stared at it, mesmerized. It was big and juicy, firm and bouncy. It was everything Cassidy could ever want in a booty.

Ho glanced over her shoulder. “Um, Captain, everything okay?”

Cassidy shook herself out of her derrière dreams. “Yes, of course. I was just determining the best way to begin your discipline.”

“Spankings are always good,” Ho suggested cheerfully.

Cassidy seized Hannah’s ass cheeks with both hands, eliciting an adorable gasp from the young ensign. “Oh, I’m going to spank it all right. And then fuck it with a nice, juicy dildo.”

Ho trembled. “My booty loves being fucked with juicy dildos!”

Cassidy spanked her. “Hannah! You’re not supposed to be so happy about being punished.”

“Sorry! But it’s not every day you get disciplined by the sexiest woman in Slutfleet.”

Cassidy’s jaw dropped. Did Hannah really think she was the hottest officer in the fleet? Is that why her crew seemed so enthusiastic to serve under her? Cassidy smiled. She had definitely made the right career choice.

She slapped the young woman’s jiggling ass cheeks again. “No sucking up, Ensign.”

“Sorry, Captain!”

Cassidy massaged Ho’s booty. “But, um, thank you. That’s very sweet of you to say.”

“I’m always honest with superior officers. Can I please have more spankings now?”

“Yes. I expect you to make cute Cardashian yelps when I do.”

“Yes, ma’am!” Cardashians had very sensitive booties and made the sexiest sounds when their asses were spanked, fondled, or fucked.

Cassidy went to work, delivering strong slaps to Ho’s ass. As a Slutfleet captain, Cassidy had to spend many hours in spanking training. It was important for commanding officers to be able to discipline their subordinates. Cassidy fondly remembered all the times she and her roommate at the academy practiced on each other before Spanking Class. They had a tough instructor, both of them barely able to walk afterwards. But it was excellent training, which was paying off now as Cassidy whacked Ho’s butt again and again.

“Oh fuck, Captain, you’re such a good spanker!” the naked ensign cried.

“You have the perfect booty to discipline,” Cassidy told her.

“It loves being disciplined!”

Every time Cassidy spanked Ho, her ass cheeks danced and rippled. Cassidy had never seen an ass move like that. She could easily see why Cardashians had the most sought after posteriors in the galaxy.

Ho let out sultry moans with each whap, her pussy getting wetter and wetter.

“Do you like being spanked, Ensign?”

“I fucking love it! My ass exists to be spanked by you and every superior officer!”

“Good. I’m glad you realize your place. I think I’ll have you report to my quarters every night so you don’t forget.”

“Ohhhh!” Ho squealed after an especially hard whack. “Yes, ma’am. My ass is here to serve you.”

Cassidy smiled. She liked being served by hot asses.

She made Ho’s ass do a million different sexy dances until the ensign’s deeply tanned skin was gleaming red.

“How do you feel?” she asked Ho.

“Uhhh,” the ensign moaned. “Like a well-spanked slut!”

“Good. Now you’re going to feel like a well-fucked slut.” Cassidy waved her hand in front of the fabricator built into the wall, bringing it to life. It could create virtually any item she wanted. “I need a dildo perfect for fucking a slutty Cardashian ass.”

The fabricator buzzed to life, materializing the sexy instrument.

Ensign Ho took one look at it and gasped.

Cassidy smiled. This was going to be fun.

