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A Short Story 

Written by Andrea Houtsch

A tiny red dot blinked in the corner of Solange’s vision, but it was not from an indicator light on her navigation console. This tiny blinking red dot was an internal ship’s alarm that only she could see. Its appearance was expected but ill-timed. Ederion was not yet ready. Three days had not been enough to establish the emotional intimacy necessary between them, but the red blinking dot did not care. It was time. 

“Captain, I would like to utilize some downtime with your permission. Neither of us has once visited Unity’s wash station since departure,” she said, formal but inflective, adding special suggestive weight to her phrasing. Her smooth, sweetly mellifluous sound roused Captain Ederion from his zone of concentration. He looked at her as if remembering her after a long forgetfulness. Large blue eyes framed by thick, tawny gold lashes swept over and drank her in as Ederion took a few precious seconds to savor what he saw. 

Solange repressed the smile this attention merited but breathed out an audible sigh and leaned back in her co-pilot’s seat, subtly arching her back so that her full breasts rode high for a few seconds and tugged on the zipper of her uniform. The green material was form-fitting and clung to her curves without prejudice, outlining a buxom body amply endowed. Pretending not to notice the dilating of his pupils, she inched the zipper down until it lay nestled in the hollow of her ample cleavage. The weight of Ederion’s gaze hovered over the little black rubber tab. He swallowed loudly, the apple of his throat bobbing almost slowly, and wrenched his eyes away. 

“Just don’t use all the hot water. Now that you mention it, I think I’ll shower when you’re done,” he said gruffly. His long, scholarly fingers flicked switches on the console before him; the monitor screens alternately brightened or darkened. Lights flashed, reflecting off the clear view screen stretching across the wall before them. The black void of space stretched endlessly beyond it, the nearest star system light-years away. If Unity’s power core did not receive a power infusion, the ship would fall dark and quiet, its inhabitants and mission dead before they ever saw first contact. The tiny blinking red dot in the corner of her vision grew brighter and more insistent. 

“Of course not, Captain,” Solange said, giving him an appreciative look that he did not see, eyes purposely averted. Her ripe pink lips tightened at his stubbornness. Rising from her seat, Solange deliberately leaned and brushed the length of her body along Ederion’s shoulder and arm before striding away. The beige doors imprinted with Home Command’s swirling sigil slid open with a quiet hiss. Solange hurried through them, eager to reach the wash station in the ship's rear. 

The Unity was not a large ship, having been designed expressly for occupation by two persons only – the Captain and his second in command, co-pilot, and Companion. As such, the span of distance from the bridge to the rear was only a hundred feet, a quarter of the Unity’s entire size. Built for interstellar travel with the capacity for universe-breach, if necessary, the Unity and its crew had one mission: to catalog every life form they came into contact with; the ultimate goal to find a race of beings as sentient and technologically advanced as Ederion’s people, and if not technologically equal, then at least bearing the potential of a genetic match. 

Ederion’s home world, Tomaria, was dying. Thousands of years of evolution and ensuing technological advances had not taught the Tomarians prudence or long-standing forethought into the results of genetic tampering and manipulation. Now, after a hundred years of splicing genes to produce a societal image of genetic perfection, the Tomarians were discovering the ultimate cost of their endeavors. No child had been born in almost two decades without some fatal mutation on their planet. Without new life to invigorate and shepherd the planet as older generations met their natural and timely ends, Tomaria was on the brink of extinction. The Unity and its mission were paramount if the Tomarians were to survive. 

Solange muttered a frustrated curse as she entered the wash station. The small compartment contained an open-fronted niche, a shower, a latrine tucked into the corner, and a large mirror on the opposite wall. The wash station offered little comfort, with sterile walls painted in a soothing yellow meant to uplift. She ignored the décor as she issued a locking command to the door, which hissed closed behind her. Solange wanted Ederion to join her, but it would not do for him to enter the station while she was otherwise engaged externally. There were aspects of her relationship with the ship that she was not yet ready for him to realize. 

Turning toward the mirror, Solange briefly contemplated her physical reflection. The perfect blue eyes were captured in a face made elegant and beautiful by a high, clear brow, a long, straight nose slightly turned up at the tip, broad, sweeping cheekbones, and a smooth jawline. Ederion had chosen in selecting his Companion.  Wanting a taller companion to meet his over-average height, Solange stood a startling six feet in bare feet and still was a head shorter than the man who had taken such a heavy and necessary hand in her design. 

Under her uniform, her breasts were heavy without being overlarge, with large peach-hued nipples quick to pucker if teased or suckled. Solange’s belly was a rounded plateau punctuated by a teardrop-shaped divot meant to simulate a navel where none existed above wide hips. A thick bed of curling blond hair, the same as that cascading from her head, served to hide access to the folds of her sex. Muscled thighs and calves supported her frame while arms laden with sinew hung loose from her shoulders. Solange was the physical epitome of what Captain Ederion Trabulet desired in a woman without being one. 

Staring into her reflection’s eyes, Solange couldn’t help but mark the similarities between her features and those of the man whose touch she craved more than anything else in all the universes. Her eyes were the same shade as Ederion’s, her cheeks modeled after his; her mouth and thick, luscious lips were a feminized version of those she was waiting for him to kiss her with. Even her skin tone duplicated his, a creamy sun-kissed gold that suggested an internal luminescence.  They were not twins by any means, but the resemblance was there. 

These similarities were more than deliberate; Ederion contributed not only his ideas and preferences but also his genetic material. Unity’s mission was open-ended, its length undetermined. The best Companions were those who shared a genetic connection with their partner, and the likelihood of successful emotional engagement and involvement was all but guaranteed. The Unity’s mission relied heavily upon this requisite connection, but exactly how much was something Solange had yet to reveal to her captain. She needed his trust and love more than the panic and fear such a revelation from her would evoke in him at this early stage. 

Solange closed her eyes and leaned her weight against the wall. Once stable and propped comfortably, she withdrew the programming of her consciousness from the physical shell that was the body Ederion had chosen and transferred it to Unity’s onboard system memory. There was a fraction of a second of darkness and a disturbing sense of being physically un-tethered in the passage, and then Solange was fully allowed access to all of Unity, the cameras installed everywhere throughout the four-hundred-foot-long ship becoming her eyes; the communication system becoming her ears, the temperature sensors replacing her body’s sense of touch but to a much greater level of detail different than those her bioengineered peripherals provided.

Immediately, she narrowed her focus range to the bridge where she had left Ederion.  Granted multiple angles of view by the vast array of cameras meant to document the stages of their mission (and likely emotional evolution; Solange was the first of her kind). Solange selected four angles that showed her Ederion in his captain’s chair, two from above and two from opposing angles. What she beheld frustrated her but also captivated her attention. Despite her programming and the furiously blinking red dot, she was enraptured by Ederion’s solo activities. 

The over-tall man had twisted his seat away from his navigation console, and his lanky frame filled it awkwardly. His legs sprawled half across the floor to the chair she usually occupied. The matching green material of his uniform was now partially unzipped, baring the furred expanse of his broad chest down to his muscled belly. One hand lingered on the tab of his zipper while the other massaged a growing bulge between his legs through the material. 

Solange watched this from four different angles for several long, precious-energy-wasting seconds; her attention riveted to the swirling, kneading motion of Ederion’s massaging hand. Accessing the bridge’s comm speakers, she listened to the ambient sounds of the room. 

Ederion’s breathing was labored yet still soft, gently rasping from his lungs as he worked his flesh over in slow manipulations. His palm passing over the material of his uniform was a quiet, squeaking creak that started slow and gradually grew faster until Ederion issued a hissing gasp and tugged his zipper down to his groin, exposing the swollen head of his phallus lying against his belly.  

This was all she needed to see. His flesh was ready, even if his heart was not. It was enough. 

Engaging the communication system, Solange pretended to be remorseful. “Captain? I hate to call you away from the navcon, but we have a problem in the wash station that requires your assistance,” she said. Ederion jumped in his chair and sat bolt upright. His head swiveled as he shot a panicked, fearful glance around the room to confirm Solange had spoken over the intercom and not walked in on his self-pleasuring.  It took him a few seconds to respond, and when he did, he stuttered nervously. 

“I’ll – I’ll – give me – I’ll be right there!” He lurched to his feet and reached into his uniform to adjust his erection, hoping to hide it by tucking it down the length of
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