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Dr. Zachary Smith climbed out of his hiding place on the Jupiter II once he was sure that the Robinson family was all asleep in their hibernation tubes.  He’d hidden aboard the spaceship so that he could have his own laboratory with six experimental subjects at his disposal.  What he wanted to do would never be condoned in a lab on Earth.  Yet, he was convinced that the experiments would be a success and finally sate his appetite for domination.  
The beauty of his plan was that his six subjects gave him a variety that allowed his scientific mind to rationalize his experiment as scientifically valid.  There were three males and three females – two adults, two young adults, and two youths.  But, there would be nothing scientifically supportable about his approach or the fact that where they were headed he would never have a chance to publish his results.  Underneath the façade of science was the plain and simple truth that he wanted to have six slaves for the rest of his life.  
Before he woke any of the subjects up, he fastened a collar around each neck.  The collars were all tuned to a different frequency so he could control the collars individually.  A small electrode pierced the skin of each subject, sinking into the base of the brain and lodging securely in the pain and pleasure center.  Then he began the experiment.  
First he woke up Dr. John Robinson.  There was always a touch of disorientation as a person came out of hibernation.  The husband and father looked around in confusion.  He was expecting to see the rest of the family still in hibernation, but he wasn’t expecting to see Dr. Smith.  “What’s wrong, Dr. Smith?” he asked.  “What are you doing here?”
“A good question, Professor Robinson,” said Smith.  “I suggest you wait a few moments for all of your faculties to return before I answer.  As you can see, we are deep in space and well on our way to our destination.  From that aspect, I assure you there is nothing wrong.”
Somewhat relieved that the mission was proceeding as planned, John Robinson took several deep breaths and felt the confusion fading.  When he was ready, he looked back to the family’s physician.  “So, now tell me why you are aboard the Jupiter II.”
“I’ve come along to run a few experiments,” said Smith.  “The experiments are related to the ability of the human mind to tolerate pain and pleasure.  I am particularly interested in whether pain and pleasure can be used to control people.”
“I don’t follow you,” said John.  “There were no additional experiments authorized for this mission.  I would have been notified of anything along those lines.”
“Oh, these experiments were not sanctioned by anyone but me.  I couldn’t convince anyone on Earth to support my research, so I’ve forced the issue here in space.  Tell me what you feel now,” he said as he pressed a button on the box in his hand.  
“Aaah,” said John as pain shot through his head.  It was mild and brief, but definitely noticeable.  “That hurt.  What did you do?”
“And this?” Smith turned a dial and pressed the button again.  
“Aaaaggghhh,” said John.  “Stop that!  Dr. Smith, give me that box.”  His hand went to the back of his neck and for the first time, he noticed the collar he was wearing.  He tugged at it, but it was securely locked in place.  “What is this?”
“Please, Professor, you must understand the importance of obtaining valid responses from one’s experiment subjects.  On a scale of 1-10, 10 being the highest, how much pain did you just feel?”
“What?” replied the surprised professor.  “This is no experiment.  Stop it right now.”  He advanced on Dr. Smith.  Suddenly immense pain shot through him as Smith pressed a second button.  It was his emergency button, designed to administer extreme, debilitating pain.  “Aaaeeeeeee,” screamed John, falling to his knees and then into the fetal position.  The pain was too intense for him to function at all.  
Smith continued to act as if his experiment was completely normal and he was attempting to gather data.  It was how he expected to best related to the professor.  He waited until John had recovered from the fetal position, but the ship’s commander was still panting from the extreme pain.  “Now, professor, let’s consider that to be a 10 on a scale of 1-10, so let’s go back to here and…” he pressed the first button again.
“Aaagghhh,” sputtered John.  He tensed as the pain shot through his head.  “Stop it, Smith,” he said again.  He was a strong willed person, but the pain was also strong.  
Smith sighed, “Professor, we can keep doing this until you answer the question.  I need to calibrate my equipment.  Now, again, tell me where this is on a scale of 1-10.”
“Aaagghhh,” said John.  He pulled again at the collar.  “A three, OK, dammit, Smith.  Stop it.”
“How about this?” 
“Aaaggghhhh, four.”
“Then this ought to be a five.”
“Aaaagggghhh, hummphf, yes, OK, it’s a five,” said John.  He was beginning to realize that Smith had no intention of stopping and there was nothing he could do to make it stop.  He still lay on the floor and looked across the distance to Smith.  It was over 15 feet to his tormentor.  No way he could make it that far in time to stop the nefarious doctor from knocking him to the floor again, writhing in pain.  
“Ooop, silly me,” said Smith.  “I told you the right answer.  That will never do.  I shouldn’t prompt you, should I?  Tell me what this is?”
“Aaaaaeee,” screamed John.  He shook his head, trying to toss the pain away, but that was unnecessary.  It was amazing that the pain came and went so quickly.  There was no residual pain once Smith stopped pressing the button.  He didn’t want to cooperate, but he was in no position to fight.  “Seven,” he said glaring at Smith.  He looked back at his family and saw a collar on each of them.  “Damn you, Smith,” he cursed.  
“That is not nice,” said Smith.  “And not a good idea to be speaking like that to someone who has such control over you.”  He pressed and held the button for three seconds.  
“Aaaaaeeeeeeeeeeee,” screamed John.  He held his tongue though he wanted to curse again.  
“On a scale of 1-10…” said Smith.  
“Still a seven.”
“That’s good,” said Smith.  “I appreciate consistent results.  I didn’t change the setting, only the duration.  So it should have been the same as before.  Now, let’s try this.”
“Aaaeee, nine,” said John.  
“Very good,” said Smith.  “Now that we’re calibrated, let’s try something new.”  He backed away, giving himself as much room from the muscular man as possible.  “Stand up,” he commanded.  
John rose to his feet and glared at his tormentor.  “Do some high kicks, professor.  Kick your right leg up as high as you can.”
“What?  Aaaagggh,” said John.  He got the message.  High kicks or pain.  But, instead, he took a step toward Smith and was instantly in terrible pain.  Dazed, he found himself lying on the floor again.  Slowly he got to his feet.  
“High kicks, remember, professor,” said Smith.  “Kick your right leg up high.”
“This is sick, Dr. Smith,” said John.  He saw the doctor adjust the dial.  The next shot of pain was higher.  The pain was wearing him down.  Though it had only been a few minutes, he was feeling tired from the stress.  He kicked his right leg half heartedly, wanting to comply yet wanting to be defiant at the same time.  He expected pain for his weak effort, but instead felt a brief wash of relief and relaxation.  
Smith had pressed the pleasure button for the first time.  Still at the lowest setting, it had hit the professor not as pleasure, but as a sense of relief.  With a careful eye, Smith watched the reaction of his subject.  He noted the confusion in the professor as the man tried to make sense of the feeling.  He smiled inwardly as John kicked his leg up again.  Smith pressed the pleasure button again and saw his subject sigh.  
“Do it again, professor,” said Smith.  “Kick higher.  I know you can do better than that.”
John kicked his leg higher.  He hated to surrender to Smith and really wasn’t aware that was what was happening.  A wash of pleasure came over him.  This time he recognized the feeling as something external.  “You did that,” he said.  “Pain and pleasure, Smith?”
“Exactly, my dear professor,” said Smith.  “Kick higher and you’ll feel even better.”  He wasn’t surprised when John defiantly stood his ground.  “Kick higher or else,” he warned.  After a few seconds of defiance from his subject, Smith pressed the pain button.  
“Aaaggghh,” grunted John.  He kicked his leg higher and was dismayed at the feeling of pleasure that he got from obeying the order.  
The two continued their test of wills for nearly an hour.  Smith clearly had the upper hand with his control box.  The collared subject could only hold out for so long before the pain overcame him each time.  Then, the pleasure flooded him when he broke down and complied with Smith’s orders.  After the hour, John Robinson had no will left.  
“So, you see, my dear professor,” said Smith.  He wanted to make sure John Robinson fully understood his position.  “I am now in command of the Jupiter II.  You will obey my commands without question.  If you do not, you will regret it.  When you do obey, you will enjoy it.  The rest of the crew must learn the same lesson that you just learned.  I expect you to assist me in every way while I teach them.”
“Yes, doctor,” said John.  
As his final test, Smith said, “Take off your clothes, professor.”
There was no hesitation from the beaten man as he stripped off his coverall and then his underwear.  It was humiliating to feel the need to obey so desperately, but he couldn’t help himself.  What was far worse was the pleasure he got from standing naked in front of his master.  He glanced nervously at his family, but they were still asleep and unable to witness his final humiliation.  He was so caught up in his own pain and pleasure that he was totally unconcerned about the collars around their necks now.  
Smith wanted to train his subjects one-by-one, so he chained Professor Robinson on the lower deck while he went through the same procedure with Major West and John’s son Will.  The Major lasted nearly as long as the professor, but Will was Smith’s slave in less than 10 minutes.  The boy didn’t have the strength of will to fight for very long.  
Smith stopped his training for the day, saving the females for later.  In fact, he ran the males through more training for two days until he was convinced that they were not only his slaves, but would be his accomplices in the subjugation of the females.  
The night before he would begin his experiments on the three females, Smith put his male slaves to their final group test.  At his command, they stripped.  Their nudity didn’t give him a thrill, but the feeling of power did and he knew that just a few days ago the three would have been thoroughly embarrassed to be standing nude.  He pushed them even farther into the realm of humiliation, by ordering them to masturbate.  
The 12-year-old Will Robinson was still at an age where he thought touching himself like that was a taboo.  Though he did it nearly every night, he didn’t want his father to know about it and he didn’t want to do it front of anyone.  John Robinson and Don West knew that masturbation wasn’t such a taboo, but they also didn’t want to be standing in front of three other males, stroking their hard ons.  
Despite his reluctance, Will was the first to announce that he was about to cum.  Dr. Smith ordered the Major to kneel in front of the boy while Will shot his load onto the Major’s chest.  Though he was thoroughly disgusted, Don made no attempt to wipe himself clean.  Instead he announced shortly that he was on the verge of cumming.  At Smith’s order, John knelt down and took the Major’s cum on his chest.  Finally, John came on the face of his own son.  
Smith nodded his approval.  If they would do that for him, then they would do almost anything.  
Screwed in Space – Two
By Kenna
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When Maureen Robinson awoke from hibernation, she too spent a few moments in confusion.  It was lessened by the fact that the surroundings were about as expected.  Her husband helped her from her hibernation tube while the Major looked on.  Smith and Will remained out of sight for several minutes.  
She thought the period of confusion was over, but when her husband spoke, she clearly misunderstood what he said.  He was speaking to Don when he said, “She’s such a slut, Don.  We’re all gonna get a chance to ride her today.”
Maureen shook her head, trying to clear the cobwebs.  “What did you say, John?” she asked.  
“Never mind,” said a familiar voice.  It was familiar, but it didn’t belong on the Jupiter II.  
Maureen looked over her husband’s shoulder to see Dr. Smith.  “Dr. Smith,” she said, acknowledging the physician.  “What are you doing here?”
“The Doctor is here to train us,” said John.  
“Train us?” asked Maureen.  “Train us for what?”
“To obey,” said Don.  
“I don’t understand,” said Maureen.  
“You will, my dear,” said Smith.  “You will, in time.”  He stepped back slightly and said, “Restrain her.”
The two men grabbed Maureen’s arms.  Smith went through the façade of calibrating his instruments.  His real intent was to make sure that the woman understood the full range of pain that he was capable of meting out.  She struggled, screamed, and cursed, but to no avail.  Her husband didn’t respond to her pleading or her obvious discomfort.  It began to dawn on her that Smith had spent some time training the two men.  She felt pity for what they must have endured to become obedient slaves as they were, but realized she was going to be next.  Horror swept over her.  She was still rational and could see what she was about to become.  
It was about that time that Will was allowed to enter the scene.  “You scream louder than I did,”
said the boy to his mother.  “The Doctor says you won’t last very long.”
“Smith,” said the mother in desperation.  “Please, don’t hurt him.”  She looked at her daughters, still in hibernation.  “Or them.  I’ll do anything.”
“My dear, you will do anything anyway,” said Smith.  “You’ll be well trained before we get to your lovely daughters.  You’ll hardly care that they are destined to become my slaves as well.”
“Oh, my God,” said Maureen.  “Please, Dr. Smith, you can’t.”
Smith stepped back from the distraught woman.  “Kick up your leg,” he told her.  He had used this on all of his subjects so far.  It was just odd enough that they wouldn’t do it normally and would object to the command.  That made it the perfect command.  It was simple, yet just enough to evoke a defiant reaction.  “Kick your right leg as high as you can.”
“Do it,” said John.  The slave wanted the Doctor to be happy.  This stupid slut should obey without question.  
“John, what are you saying?  Can’t you fight him?  Can’t you stop him?”
“There is no point in disobeying the Doctor,” said John.  “Kick up your leg,” he reached for her right leg and pulled it into the air.  
Smith saw the opportunity and was quick with the pleasure button.  Maureen started in surprise at the pleasure she felt from having her leg raised.  Tentatively she kicked it up herself.  It felt nice.  She did it again, a little higher and it felt even better.  
“Now as high as you can,” said Smith.  
She kicked up her leg and felt the warm wash of pleasure.  It was the feeling she would normally get from a job well done, a kind word, or watching her children succeed.  
“Turn around,” said Smith.  When she turned completely around, he pressed the pleasure button again.  She was being surprisingly cooperative.  Smith apprised the woman’s attitude.  She was being too cooperative.  Maybe she was trying to bypass his conditioning by lulling him into thinking he was succeeding.  Well, she’d soon learn that his demands would grow to unreasonable levels and then he would attack her resistance.  
Maureen was indeed trying to convince Dr. Smith that she didn’t need to be further conditioned.  What she hadn’t reckoned on was the addiction to the pleasure that was slowly growing.  The men had succumbed to pain.  She was succumbing to pleasure.  Even now the mere act of turning around was warming her belly, tingling her nipples, and starting to make her pussy wet.  
“Jump up and down,” said Smith.  She did as she was told with a smile on her face as the pleasure grew.  “I like the way your tits bounced when you do that,” said Smith.  
Maureen stopped and looked guiltily at her son.  Smith’s words had made her aware of the show she was putting on.  
“I didn’t say to stop,” said Smith.  He pressed the pain button.  
“Aaaaggghhh,” moaned Maureen.  Caught been the pain and the pleasure, she hesitated.  “Aaaaaeeeee,” she screamed as the pain increased.  
“Come on, Maureen,” urged Smith.  “A little jumping won’t make you my slave.”
In that respect he was lying.  It was precisely that attitude that would lead her down the path of slavery.  But, the pain was intense and the pleasure was fading.  Maureen jumped slightly and felt the pleasure again.  Though she tried to use restraint so that her tits didn’t bounce so much, in just a few seconds she was jumping up and down wildly.  It felt absolutely wonderful.  
“I told you she was a slut,” said John.  His eyes were watching her tits bounce up and down.  Don and Will were also both mesmerized by the bouncing globes.  Maureen heard those words and knew she should stop.  Just a couple more jumps, she told herself.  And a couple more.  And a couple more.  The pleasure grew with each jump and she began to wonder where it would end.  
“Stop,” said Smith.  She stopped.  The pleasure had ended as soon as he commanded her to stop.  Embarrassed, she realized what she had been doing.  She’d surrendered to the pleasure.  
“Smith, please don’t do any more,” she pleaded.  “Aaaaggghhhh,” she screamed in pain abruptly.  
“Don’t talk back to me, my dear,” said Smith.  “I’m tired of hearing you whine.  You do what you’re told, speak only when spoken to, and learn your new place in life.  My name is Doctor.  You will address me only as that.  The slave to your right is Stupid.  The slave to your left is Dumbo.  The little slave is Boy Toy.  Your name will be Slut.  Are there any questions?”
Maureen stared at him in silence.  She saw his finger go to the button on the box.  “Aaaaaeeeee,” she screamed.  
“I asked a question.  I said you will speak when spoken to.  Are there any questions?”
“No,” said the woman.  “Aaaaggggghhh,” she moaned.  “What?”
“What is my name?”
“Doctor,” said Maureen.  It felt surprisingly good to call him that.  The name fit him.  “Doctor,” she said again.  
“Now are there any questions?”
“No, Doctor,” said Maureen.  
“What are the other slaves’ names?”
“Stupid… uh, Dumbo, and…” she stopped and looked at her son.  It was so hard to say.  “Boy Toy.”  Again the pleasure filled her and she knew that those were the right names for the other slaves.  
“And what is your name?”
“Slut,” she said softly.  Her whole body tingled with joy as she spoke the name.  “Slut,” she said again.  “My name is Slut, Doctor.”  She could scarcely believe the pleasure.  “Mmmmmm,” she purred.  
“Good, Slut,” said the Doctor.  “Now, take off your clothes.”  He was skipping a couple of steps, but she was coming along nicely.  
“Doctor… Boy Toy shouldn’t see me like that,” said Slut.  “Aaaaaaggghhh, aaaaeeeee,” she screamed as she paid for her defiance.  She still hesitated.  The taboo was strong.  
“Touch your zipper,” said the Doctor.  “That won’t hurt any.”  When she touched the tab of her zipper, she felt a wave of pleasure.  “Pull it down just a couple of inches,” urged her tormentor.  When she did, it felt nice.  She didn’t stop there.  It felt better as it got lower and before she knew it, the zipper was all the way down to her crotch.  
“Now, see how good it feels to show off a little skin,” said the Doctor.  “All three of them, even Boy Toy, can see your tummy.”
“Mmmm hmmm,” agreed Slut.  It did feel good.  It was wrong, but it felt good.  
“Show us a tit and let’s see how good it feels.”  He watched as Slut pulled her coverall to the side to show off a full, round tit.  Then, she shivered in pleasure.  He didn’t need to prompt her to show off her other tit.  For a few seconds she basked in the joy of showing her D-cup tits to the three other slaves.  “Ooohhhh, damn, that feels good,” she whispered under her breath.  
“More,” said the Doctor.  
She slid the garment off her shoulders.  Stupid and Dumbo released her arms so she could shrug off the garment and it fell to her hips.  
“Feels nice to show Boy Toy your tits, doesn’t it,” said Smith, intentionally goading her.  She put her hands on her tits to cover them.  It didn’t feel nice anymore as he stopped rewarding her.  That behavior was clearly unacceptable.  She wanted the pleasure to continue.  She needed the pleasure to continue.  She felt empty in the absence of the pleasure.  For a moment she fought her conditioning, wanting to feel the pleasure, yet wanting to hide from Will’s eager gaze.  
“Show them to him, Slut,” said the Doctor.  “Put your hands down.  You must obey the Doctor.”
“Yessss,” hissed Slut.  She dropped her arms rather than face his wrath.  The pleasure was addicting.  
“It feels good to obey the Doctor, doesn’t it?” asked Smith.  Part of the conditioning was to make her feel pleasure just from obeying.  Soon he wouldn’t have to even push the button for waves of pleasure to fill her as she obeyed.  
“Yessss,” she hissed again.  He had asked her to take off her clothes and she wanted to feel even more pleasure.  So, she pulled her coverall free of her hips and let it fall to the floor.  She stepped out of it, wearing only a tiny pair of panties.  
When she reached for the waistband of her panties, Smith stopped her with a new command.  “Jump up and down again, Slut.”
She started jumping up and down.  Her eyes watched Boy Toy’s eyes bounce up and down in time to her bouncing tits.  He was staring at his mother as she shamelessly stripped and now flaunted her tits in front of him.  Damn it felt good to her.  She wanted to touch her tits and massage them to make the tingle grow, but she’d been ordered to keep her hands away and bounce.  So, she bounced.  
“Now the panties can go, Slut,” said Smith.  
The woman fumbled with the waistband of her panties and pulled them down.  She stood nude in front of everyone and it felt soooo good.  Resistance was fading from her.  Each new command and her quick response brought more pleasure.  She felt on the verge of an orgasm, but if it did happen it would be the best ever.  Her whole body was an erogenous zone and it was afire.  
“Out of your clothes, slaves,” said the Doctor.  
The three males stripped quickly.  Even that brought a tingle of pleasure to the female slave.  It was fun to watch the other slaves obey.  They were good slaves.  A trace of reluctance still filled her.  Her son was nude in front of her and she was near orgasm.  Her husband and the Major… Dumbo were nude also.  Their cocks hung limp.  
“Get hard,” said the Doctor and Maureen watched with amazement as the three cocks sprang to life at the command of their master.  Even 12-year-old Will had a hard on in seconds.  
“Can you say cocksucker?” asked the Doctor.  
Maureen looked at him dumbly for a few seconds.  “Cocksucker… Doctor,” she said as his finger moved toward the pain button.  
“Kneel down,” said the Doctor.
She knelt down and found herself eye level to three hard cocks.  She knew what he wanted and it felt good to please him.  Still, she fought the urge.  He hadn’t commanded her yet.  She couldn’t be expected to fulfill a command that hadn’t been given.  
“What are you going to do?  What do I want?” insisted the Doctor.  
“You… you want me to… to… suck the cocks, Doctor” said Slut.  
“And what are you waiting for?”
“Your command, Doctor,” answered Slut truthfully.  
“Good, Slut,” said the Doctor.  “You are learning.  This is for being patient and waiting for the command.”  He pressed the pleasure button.  “This is for knowing what I wanted.”  She purred in pleasure again as he stimulated her.  “Now start on your husband.  I want you to suck the entire cock.  You can’t use your hands.  And, when he cums, you swallow every drop.”  
When had she crossed the threshold? she wondered.  When had she become his slave?  The line was blurred and she couldn’t remember how she’d gotten to where she was – naked, kneeling, and leaning toward her husband’s cock with her son watching with his own hard on.  She put her lips on Stupid’s cock and slid it all the way down her throat.  She’d never sucked a cock this deeply before.  Remembering the pain of failure, she fought the gag reflex to press her face to Stupid’s belly and let his balls bang on her chin.  Then, she slid out and back and out.  She sucked for about a minute when Stupid said, “I’m going to cum.  May I cum, Doctor?”
“Yes, you may,” said Smith.  
Slut’s mouth filled with cum and she swallowed as she’d been ordered.  Pleasuring a man with her mouth had never felt as wonderful as it did right then.  The taste and texture of the jism was a thrill.  Her obedience and her success at following every direction, including swallowing, which she’d never done before, filled her with joy.  
“Now blow Dumbo,” said Smith.  
Without a thought, Slut turned and sucked down her second cock.  The command had been simple, but there was no doubt that she was to take the entire thing and swallow when she was done.  Again the owner of the cock asked for permission, received it, and then filled her mouth with cum.  
She turned to face her son.  The small cock beckoned her.  It would feel and taste nice in her incestuous mouth.  She could scarcely believe the words that came out of her mouth as she stared at the hard cock.  “May I?” she asked.  
“Oh, my dear Slut,” said the Doctor.  “That is so nice of you to ask permission.  I think that just a few minutes ago you would not have even dreamt of sucking your son’s cock.  Now you’re asking for it.  I want you to say, ‘May Mommy suck cock like the slut she is?’”  He wanted to push her beyond her limits.  He wanted to make her feel the pain from disobedience.  
But her will was gone.  “May Mommy suck cock like the slut she is?” she parroted.  
“Yes,” said Smith.  He watched in triumph as Slut engulfed Boy Toy’s cock and swallowed his cum.  
He had succeeded in taming the matriarch of the family in less time than he had expected.  Yet, Smith decided to wait until the next day to train the other two females.  A little suspicious that Maureen had surrendered too easily, he spent the rest of the day forcing her to do odd and demeaning things.  His suspicions died down as he put her through a final trial.  
He positioned her with her leaning forward, her hands on a table and her ass sticking out prominently.  He whipped her with a leather belt.  There was no sign of reluctance and she showed every sign of thoroughly enjoying the pain, taking pleasure from her obedience.  “Fuck her, Boy Toy,” he said as he finished with 20 lashes across her now red ass.  She came over and over as the 12-year-old fucked her from behind.  
Screwed in Space – Three
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Dr. Smith licked his lips as he looked at the last two of his slaves.  They had yet to undergo their training, but he had little doubt that they would be his within a few hours.  He allowed Stupid and Dumbo to awaken Judy, giving her a comfortable time to regain her senses.  There was the usual brief moment of consternation at the discovery of Dr. Smith on board the Jupiter II.  
She was nearly the same build as her mother.  Smoothly muscled calves and thighs that showed her athleticism.  They were slim, long legs that led all the way up to a perfect ass.  He knew that well from physical exams he’d given the 21 year old Ph. D.  Her stomach was equally muscular, firm and flat.  There was but one difference between Judy’s tits and her mother’s.  Judy had no sag at all to the grapefruit sized tits now hidden under the coverall.  Finally, he brought his gaze to her face.  Lovely full lips and deep blue eyes made her face so appealing.  He could only imagine right now what it would be like to have those lips wrapped around his cock, those eyes gazing lovingly up to her master’s face.  Then, he “calibrated” his instruments while Judy screamed in pain.  
The three adults stood and watched as Judy’s training started.  There was a brief, but familiar surge of pain through their bodies even though the Doctor was focused on training Judy.  The brief pain seemed out of place since they weren’t disobeying and the Doctor was paying no attention to them.  The Doctor didn’t notice each one grimace in pain and then recover.  A few seconds later he didn’t notice the look of surprise that hit each of the adults as their bodies tingled with pleasure.  All three of them just figured that it was some malfunction in the Doctor’s equipment and were too well trained to speak out of turn.  They simply endured the seemingly random sensations.  
The Doctor was quite surprised at Judy’s pain tolerance.  She fought him longer than any of the others had, but eventually she too was beaten down by the pain and enticed by the pleasure.  Smith gave her the name Bitch.  After over an hour, he decided it was time for her to be nude.  By that time she was totally under his control.  
“Take off all your clothes, Bitch,” he commanded.  
She didn’t hesitate as she stripped off everything.  Even as he taunted her, she didn’t stop.  “Strip for your daddy,” he said.  “Let your little brother see your tits.  Show us all your pussy.”  She did it all, gaining pleasure from the joy of obedience.  She serviced three cocks with her mouth and then everyone got dressed for the final training session.  
As Penny was awakened, Dr. Smith and Will again moved out of sight.  As he stood waiting for his final subject to be ready for her training, the Doctor felt a twinge of pain.  He grimaced at the sudden onset of pain and at the bad timing of it.  He didn’t want to have a headache right as he was about to make a captive of the last of the Robinsons.  That might mean delaying the training until tomorrow.  But, just as quickly as it came, the pain passed and he didn’t think about it anymore.  Will didn’t miss the Doctor’s reaction.  He saw the man’s face cloud with pain and then relax again.  
Penny came out of hibernation quickly.  Smith gazed at the 14-year-old.  She immediately brought her ever present electronic diary up to her mouth.  “Dear Diary,” she said.  “Dr. Smith is here and I didn’t think he was coming on the trip.”  She looked around.  “Everybody else is here, but they look weird.  Mom and Dad are like zombies.  More to follow.”  She put the diary away.  
“Hi, Penny,” said Slut.  She looked at Dr. Smith.  “What’s her new name going to be, Doctor?”
“Cunt,” said Doctor.  
“What?” said Penny.
“Cunt,” said Slut.  Her daughter stared bug-eyed back at her.  “Your new name is Cunt.”
“Mom?!” said Penny in disgust.  “What’s wrong with you guys?”  She reached for her diary again, but Stupid took it away and put it out of her reach.  “Aaaagggg, ouch,” she said as the “calibration” began.  It took her breath away as the pain increased in intensity.  The worst part was the way everyone just stood and watched her writhe in pain.  Even her parents didn’t do anything to stop the evil Dr. Smith from hurting her.  
Will watched with special interest.  Penny was closest to his age.  He’d always thought of Judy as so much older that she was in a different world.  But, the preteen boy had often fantasized about his 14-year-old sister.  Watching her blossom just two years ahead of him had been so frustrating.  Now he was looking forward to the moment when she would surrender, strip, and swallow his cock.  
Penny learned the value of pleasure and in short order was doing everything that the Doctor ordered.  “Everyone strip,” said the Doctor.  “Not you, Cunt,” he added as the girl had started to unzip her coverall.  This time he wanted everyone else naked first.  Trained as she was, she wasn’t immune to the surprise of seeing her parents, brother, and sister strip off everything on command.  She watched them, feeling a growing pleasure at the mere sight of their nudity.  With amusement she looked at Dumbo as he stripped, too.  She’d come to think of the strong, handsome man as her sister’s boyfriend.  But, now she could admire the nude man to her heart’s content.  
“Your turn, Cunt,” said the Doctor.  “Show us those pretty little tits.”  She reached for her zipper, but stopped when he said, “Your brother wants to see his big sister nude.”
“Aaaagghhh, aaaeee,” she screamed as she was reminded that hesitation was not allowed.  As with everyone else, she learned that pulling down her zipper felt good.  Showing her young tits to everyone felt better.  Pulling down her panties to show off the fine curls on her pussy felt the best of all.
Smith felt a twinge in his own cock at the sight of the young beauty.  So far he had not partaken of the women he had under his command.  That would change this very evening.  For now he was simply satisfied to humiliate the entire crew and watch the females perform for him.  “Kneel down, Cunt,” he ordered her.  “How many cocks have you sucked?”
“None, Doctor,” said Cunt.  She wasn’t that kind of a girl.
“Well, I’ll let you start on Boy Toy, then,” he said.  “He’s got a cock that’s the right size for you.  Get hard, Boy Toy.”  Boy Toy’s cock rose to point at Cunt’s face.  
“What do you mean start on Boy Toy?” asked Cunt, fearing that she knew exactly what the Doctor meant.  
The Doctor explained to Cunt in no uncertain terms what was expected of her.  She opened her mouth and sucked on her little brother’s cock.  It tasted surprisingly good and felt wonderful.  She’d always thought it would be disgusting and had planned never to do what she’d heard other girls talk about.  Yet, here she was, sucking away and right in front of her parents, too.  It wasn’t long before a fabulous tasting liquid filled her mouth and she swallowed every drop.  Her whole body tingled with pleasure as she faced Dumbo’s cock and then Stupid’s cock as well.  They were better than she had ever imagined.  
“I’ll bet that Boy Toy has always wanted to fondle his sister’s tits,” said Doctor.  “Go ahead, Boy Toy, touch her wherever you want.”
She had to stand still while her little brother’s hands roamed in places that she’d never let anyone touch.  It felt good, although deep down inside she knew that he shouldn’t be doing it.  The Doctor kept pushing everyone’s pleasure button so that they all enjoyed watching the girl being fondled.  They enjoyed watching it so much, that pretty soon Stupid said, “Doctor, this slave would like to touch her, too.”  After that, everyone, even Slut and Bitch, took a turn playing with the 14-year-old’s soft tits.  
The master was enjoying the scene so much that he decided to take it the next step.  “Cunt, I want you to lick Slut’s pussy.”  Without a word, the young girl knelt in front of her mother and licked up and down the furry slit.  Stimulated by pleasure and her daughter’s tongue, it wasn’t long before Slut came.  Seconds later, Cunt was servicing Bitch who also came quite noisily.  
Will couldn’t take it any longer.  He’d been planning his revolt for a couple of days and now that everyone was enslaved, he made his move.  “Dr. Smith, your new name is Asshole.  Say it for me.”
Startled, the Doctor pushed Will’s pain button, but nothing happened.  “I’ve jammed my frequency,” said the young genius.  “Robot, restrain Asshole.”
The giant robot that had been dormant in the corner suddenly came to life.  Smith jumped back in horror, but in the confined space of the Jupiter II, there was no place to run.  In seconds the strong mechanical hands had gripped the evil doctor and subdued him.  
The other slaves shifted nervously as they watched the revolt unfold.  They were thoroughly cowed by the Doctor and afraid to help.  But, as soon as Smith was restrained, Judy was the first to speak, “Thank God, Will, you’ve done it.” 
But the boy walked over to the doctor and plucked the control box from his hands.  “Who said you could speak, Judy,” he said and pushed his older sister’s pain button.  
“Aaaagggghh,” sputtered Judy in surprise.  “Will, don’t.”
“My name is Master,” said Will.  “Say it.”
“Master, Master, Master,” the slaves murmured one by one.  Even Judy saw the box in the boy’s hands and knew that only her ownership had changed.  “Yes, Master,” she said.  
“Now watch this,” said Will.  He simply looked at Smith and Smith screamed in pain.  “I’ve taken your idea, Asshole,” he explained.  “Only I’ve perfected it.  I’ve been feeding you tiny nano-machines that have infected your pain and pleasure center.  They’ve been hidden in your food.  I’ve wired the ship to take my commands mentally and transmit the pain signal on my mere thoughts.  So, Asshole, on a scale of 1-10, what is this?”  He glared at the doctor.  
“Ooooohhhh, nnooooooo,” wailed Asshole.  “That was an eight.  Oh, please, dear boy, I was always… aaaaaeeeeeeee…”
“You can let him go now, Robot,” said Will.  “Jump up and down, Asshole.”  The weak doctor was trained in less than five minutes.  
Will turned his attention back to the family.  “I have to thank Dr. Smith, I mean, Asshole, for training you so well.  Now, I assure you that you must follow my commands as well as you did his.  Just so there is no doubt about that… Dad… Don… Mom… Judy… Penny.”  As he called out their name, each slave cried out in pain.  A mere look, a mere thought from their Master and pain shot through their bodies.  “Or it could be like this… Dad… Don… Mom… Judy… Penny.”  They all smiled in pleasure as their name was called out.  He had total control.  
“So, Mom, lay down on your back.  Don, get hard and fuck her.  Judy, get down on your hands and knees.  Dad, get hard and fuck her like a dog.  Penny, get your pretty little ass over here and suck my cock again.  I really like the look of your lips wrapped around my cock.  Asshole, you can jack off.  Catch it in your hand and eat it.  When you’re done with that, Asshole, you can clean every inch of the Jupiter II… with your tongue.”  
The new Master smiled in real pleasure as his sister sucked him off.  Afterwards, he handed Penny her diary.  “Make sure you keep a record of what’s going on,” he told her.  
The 14-year-old raised the diary to her lips.  “Dear Diary,” she began.  “I just swallowed the Master’s cum.  It is so heavenly.  I hope he has me do it every hour on the hour for the rest of my life.”
Screwed in Space – Four
By Kenna
(Ffb, inc, d/s, oral, mc)
Judy felt the familiar tingle of pleasure that meant Will was thinking about her.  It was unnerving when he did that.  He wasn’t even in sight, but he could reach out with his mind and make her feel good.  Over the past few days he’d been experimenting.  He was getting better at it.  The Doctor had made her feel pain or pleasure in an intense, but still unfocused way.  Her little brother was making her nipples tingle right now.  She closed her eyes and felt them harden.  It felt wonderful when he did it, though she hated the control he had over her.  
The 21-year-old knew that Will wouldn’t stop at just her nipples.  On average she earned his attentions about 3 times a day.  He started by teasing her and built up until she couldn’t resist him anymore.  Sometimes she ended up paired with her father and sometimes with Don.  Will liked to mix up the action.  At least once a day she ended up sucking or fucking her little brother.  
She looked around and saw Don and Dad.  Neither appeared to be feeling the effects of Will’s power, but she wasn’t sure if that meant anything.  They always seemed to be able to spring to life at a moment’s notice.  Penny wasn’t far away and she caught her little sister’s eye.  Penny moaned softly, her hips rotating gently and Judy knew that Will was teasing Penny as well.  
What Judy hated was the loss of control.  She didn’t want her little brother to command her.  But, at the same time, deep inside, she wanted him to keep going.  He was capable of giving her such pleasure that she looked forward to the orgasms she had.  Whether it was Dad, Don, or Will, her body felt the physical release of orgasm while her mind felt pleasure that only her Master could grant.  The combination was beyond anything she could achieve without him.  
The tingle moved to her tummy and her whole body began to warm.  She felt her pussy getting wet.  At Will’s command, the whole crew wore only their coveralls with nothing underneath anymore.  Her perverted little brother got a thrill from watching that V of skin appear as she pulled her zipper down slowly.  He liked watching Mom, Penny, and her step out of their coveralls and be completely nude.  It had been his first sexual experience as he’d watched each of them strip for the Doctor.  Though he didn’t realize it, that memory was ingrained in him from the Doctor’s training.  So, he got an inordinate amount of pleasure from watching them strip.  And he wanted them easily accessible for sex, yet modestly covered at other times.  
No one dared to question the Master’s authority.  If the pain and pleasure wasn’t enough control, there was always the example of Dr. Smith.  They’d all watched him lick every inch of the Jupiter II and they knew they could be ordered to do the same thing.  Then, shortly after being ordered to clean every inch of the spaceship with his tongue, the doctor had taken it a bit too literally.  He’d gone to clean the outside of the ship with no tether and no spacesuit.  His mistake had, of course, been fatal, but nobody really missed him.  He wasn’t even supposed to be on the ship in the first place.  Still, the remaining slaves knew that the Master could order them to do anything and they would do it… even commit suicide.  
The entire crew had fallen into an odd routine.  The ship required no intervention, so there was really nothing for them to do.  They read books, played games, cleaned up, cooked, and ate – and stopped everything when Will wanted sex.  The horny young boy was cumming about five times a day.  Once he’d do his mom.  Once he’d do his older sister.  But, he favored his younger sister and she found herself being fucked or fed his cock three times a day.  
Judy saw her Dad and Don staring at her and she realized she was pumping her hips, fucking the air.  Dad looked away when he saw he’d been caught staring, but Don continued to stare at her.  She’d initially disliked the Major, but she’d come to think of him as a good fuck.  Hell, she thought to herself, Will could make the Robot feel like a good fuck.  It was so hard to separate Will’s fantasy world from reality.  A sudden thrill shot through her body and she gasped in pleasure.  She felt herself slip into that world where she had no control.  She went to find Will.  
Will smiled as Judy descended the ladder to the lower deck and into his view.  She walked up to him, her face flushed with excitement.  “You are so sexy when you look at me like that,” he said.  
“I feel so sexy,” she said in return.  “I like it when you… make me feel like this.”  She couldn’t believe she’d said those words, but it was the truth for now.  Her hand went to her zipper and she held it for a few seconds of bliss.  The thought of pulling it down was marvelous.  The anticipation of what was to come was worth savoring for a moment.  Then, she slid the zipper down.  Her brother’s eyes followed it down to her navel and then jumped back up to the bare space between her tits.  As his eyes locked on the soft up swell of her still concealed breasts, she felt a tremor of heat in her pussy.  
“Stop there,” said Will.  He stared at the bare skin that extended from just above her pussy to her throat.  He concentrated on Penny and saw her descend the ladder into his view.  She rushed breathlessly to stand beside her big sister.  “How’s my hot little sister?” he asked.
Judy felt a pang of jealousy as he said that.  When Will didn’t have her under his spell, Judy was relieved that Penny had more of his attention.  But now, she wished that it was her, not Penny, that was cumming five times a day.  She also hated the fact that Will referred to her as his big sister while Penny was always his ‘hot little sister.’  The 14-year-old wasn’t his little sister.  She stood a few inches taller than the boy and would always be 2 years older.  The ‘little’ part irked her as being inaccurate, but it was the ‘hot’ part that really bothered her.  
“Ready for anything you want, big brother,” said Penny.  Her life had changed from protected virgin to horny slut who would do anything to feel the pleasure that her brother could give.  She had no self-control left and eagerly responded to Will’s suggestions.  On occasion she would initiate a session with her brother by stripping herself without his command.  
“I am, too,” said Judy.  What did I say?  She replayed the words in her head in disbelief.  But, she continued.  “I’m hot for you, big brother.”  What?
“Are you, Judy?” asked Will in surprise.  She’d always been so reluctant.  
“Yes,” she said.  “I’m ready for anything, too.”  She wanted to compete with her little sister.  She wanted to convince her brother that she was hot, too.  
“You’ll suck my cock?”
“Mmmm, yes.”
“Let me fuck you?”
“Oh, yes, of course, anything.”
“You’ll be my hot big sister?”
“Oh, God, yes,” Judy moaned with pleasure at the wonderful title she craved.  
“Unzip Penny’s coverall,” he told Judy.
Penny reached for the zipper of her coverall, then… “Ouch,” she jumped as the pain shot through her hand.  
“I told Judy to do it,” said her brother.  
“Yes, Master,” said Penny.  She wanted to feel the pleasure of showing her young breasts to her brother, but instead she’d felt pain for disobedience.  As Judy responded to Will’s command, Penny feared she’d be denied the pleasurable feeling of stripping for her brother.  It was a pleasure she’d come to expect.  
Judy reached for her little sister’s zipper and felt a rush of pleasure from the action.  Penny was relieved when she too felt the pleasure, as if she was doing it herself.  A hot rush of excitement shot down her bare skin as it was exposed from neck to navel.  The two stood facing each other, panting from their rising lust.  They wanted more, but they had only been commanded to unzip.  
“Pull her suit open, Judy,” said Will.  He was amused at the sight of Judy licking her lips as she reached forward and spread the coverall open.  Penny’s small tits came into view.  “You can suck them, if you want,” said Will, consciously making it a suggestion instead of a command.  But he added, “It will feel good when you do.”
The older girl was too far gone to care if it was a command or a suggestion.  Following Will’s desires made her feel good.  She bent forward and took a 14-year-old nipple into her mouth.  She sucked on it softly, lovingly while pleasure filled her.  She didn’t know how much more she could take.  Her pussy was tingling wildly.  Without thinking, she pulled the coverall farther open and slid it off Penny’s shoulders as she sucked on the cute little tits.  The coverall slid down and off Penny’s hips to pool at her feet on the floor.  Judy continued to play with Penny’s tits, using her lips and her hands until Will told her to stop.  
At a command from Will, the girls traded roles.  Soon Judy was nude and her nipples were standing up hard.  Both girls had come down the ladder to their Master, expecting to be used by him.  But for the moment each simply enjoyed her sister as if there was nothing better in the world.  When he commanded them to kiss, Penny raised her face from her sister’s tits and met Judy’s lips as they descended to her.  They wrapped their arms around each other, hands caressing bare skin while their tongues met feverishly.  
Will watched with interest.  Their unrestrained passion was giving him a major hard on.  But, what was even more interesting was the fact that he’d stopped stimulating their pleasure centers.  The two girls were enjoying each other’s bodies of their own free will.   He knew that they would never do something like this without his push, so he also know that his slaves were learning to have their own kind of pleasure simply from following his commands and making him happy.  Dr. Smith had mentioned that and now the boy had taken it as his goal – to teach them to enjoy obeying without his external interference.  
“Now lick her pussy, Judy.  Make her cum.”  The older girl knelt down and licked up and down her younger sister’s slit.  She thrilled at the scent and taste of Penny’s cunt.  Putting her arms around her sister and firmly on her ass, she pulled Penny firmly to her.  Though Penny looked ready to cum on her own, Will helped out with a burst of pleasure that he knew would make her orgasm even better.  Then, Penny returned the favor to her sister, bringing Judy to a wonderful orgasm.  
At that moment, their Dad appeared.  He was already nude and his cock was standing up like a flagpole.  “Judy, come suck me off,” ordered Will.  “Penny, you blow Dad.”  Judy smiled in silent triumph that she’d been selected to serve their Master this time.  As the two cocksuckers settled down to their task, there came the distinct sound of their Mom screaming in pleasure from the upper deck.  
Screwed in Space – Five
By Kenna
(FFfb, d/s, spank, oral, inc, mc)
The Jupiter II was on a one-way trip that would take years.  The crew was at the mercy of a very horny 12-year-old boy would had complete control over them.  As the weeks passed, they became more accustomed to serving their Master.  It wasn’t long before it seemed as if they had always served him and they did so without question.  Will found that he didn’t need to stimulate their pain and pleasure centers.  His slaves had forgotten why they served him.  They simply knew they had to serve him in every way.  
But, every once in a while, Maureen Robinson found a lucid moment.  Everyone else had surrendered totally, but deep inside, she fought the control that her son had over her.  She was his mother and so thought of herself as the last line of sanity for the good of the boy.  It was that maternal instinct that occasionally surfaced.  
Screwing up her courage and resolve, Maureen faced the 12-year-old boy.  “Will, we need to talk,” she said.  
Will smiled inwardly.  He knew his mother was the only one who still fought him.  He’d recently heard a conversation between Judy and Penny where they were discussing cocksucking techniques.  A couple of days earlier, he’d heard his dad and Don talking about how to stay out of trouble.  
“About what, mom?” he asked, toying with her.  
“About what you’re doing with us,” she said.  “You know it’s wrong.  You have to stop doing it.”
“It’s an interesting idea, mom, don’t you think?” he said to her.  “I mean, what is right and wrong?  Who gets to decide?”
“Will,” her voice got stern.  “Thousands of years of civilization have decided what’s right and wrong.  It’s not open to discussion or to change.  Owning people is wrong.  Making us do those disgusting things is wrong.”
“Disgusting, mom?” said Will.  “You did those things with dad.  They weren’t disgusting then.”
“Your dad and I are married.  You can’t be doing them with me and your sisters.  You can’t be making us do them against our will.”  She reached up and adjusted the zipper on her jumpsuit, lowering it a couple of inches.  That was just about right… then she caught herself.  “Stop it, Will,” she said, pulling the zipper back up to the top.  “I’m trying to talk to you.  I’m your mother.”
“I know you’re my mother,” said Will.  “And, you’re a very sexy mother at that,” he added, stroking her pleasure center lightly.  
“Thank you, Will,” said Maureen, beaming at the compliment.  She liked making him happy and being sexy was nice… She shook her head, trying to toss off the artificial feeling.  “Will, stop it,” she insisted.  “I can’t think straight when you do things like that.”
Will chuckled.  “I just think it’s amusing that you think you’re going to win an argument with me, mom.  You can’t even keep your mind on the subject, can you?  The thought of licking your own tits keeps interrupting your train of thought.”
Her mind wandered to the thought of erect nipples and how good that would feel.  She could make them stand up hard.  She looked down at the swell of her breasts hidden under the jumpsuit.  They had become so sensitive lately.  All it took was a… “Will, please, don’t do that,” she pleaded.  
“Yeah, mom,” said Will.  “We were discussing right and wrong.  Are you going to tell me that feeling good is wrong?”  As he asked the question, he could see Penny descend the ladder from the upper deck.  
“Yes, well, no, not really,” said Maureen.  “Feeling good is OK, but it’s how you make us feel good.”  Judy followed her sister down the ladder.  “You’re making us feel good at the wrong times and doing the wrong things.”  
“Mom, I love you,” said Will.  “I enjoy making you feel good.  I love Penny and Judy, too.  They should get to feel good.”  His mom’s back was to the ladder, so she couldn’t see her two daughters as they approached to answer his summons.  “I think I’m making you happier than you’ve ever been before.”
Arguing with her son was difficult for Maureen.  The memory of intense pleasure was always there.  He was right in saying that he could make her happier than she’d ever been before.  “Well, yes,” she agreed with him.  “But that’s not the point.  You’ve taken away my free will.”  She was suddenly aware of the presence of her daughters as they stepped into her peripheral view – Judy on her right and Penny on her left.  She looked up at each of them and then back at Will.  “Oh, fuck,” she said as her nipples started to tingle.  
The mother of three could feel her resolve fading as her son toyed with her mind.  She knew the other four slaves were totally lost to the pain and pleasure.  Her daughters were just too weak to fight.  The two men were caught up in animal lust satiated to a level they had never dreamed of before.  That left her alone as the last bastion of sanity.  Just before her resolve was gone, she said, “Will, please, I’ll do whatever you want.  Just leave my mind alone.”  
Curious, Will withdrew the tantalizing pleasure he was inserting into his mother’s mind.  He owned her as a pain and pleasure slave, yet she wanted something different.  If he understood her correctly, she was willing to trade her self-control for anything he wanted.  It was a bargain he had not expected.  He took a few steps back to where he could easily take in the view of all three of the females.  With a simple thought, he caressed Judy’s pleasure center and she slid her zipper down to her crotch.  
Maureen caught the movement and looked as the zipper started down.  She looked away then, not wanting to show approval of her son’s wanton desires.  
“Watch her, mom,” said Will.  “Or else…”
Maureen turned her attention back to Judy and watched as her older daughter stepped out of her jumpsuit.  The 21-year-old tweaked her own nipples and moaned in pleasure.  Then, she took her left tit in her hand and raised it up to her mouth.  Snaking her tongue out, she licked her nipple to hardness.  Though it appalled her to watch her daughter put on such a display, Maureen didn’t dare look away.  
“That’s good, Judy,” said Will.  Judy continued to massage her full breasts, though Will removed the artificial pleasure she was receiving.  “Your turn, Penny,” he said to the other girl.  
Without being told, Maureen knew she was to watch the 14-year-old.  Penny slid down her coverall and, with a wiggle of her slender hips, let it fall to the floor.  As she stepped out of the garment, she played with her nipples.  She bent her head to lick at her own nipples, but her tits were too small.  Her tongue licked at the air, trying to reach the nipples as they hardened between her fingers.  “Suck them for her, mom,” said Will.  
The mother of three could recall the intense pleasure she had received on many occasions for this and similar acts of debauchery.  Now she only had the satisfaction that her mind was her own as she took her daughter’s tits in her hand and licked at the hard little bullets atop them.  
“Well, I’ll be darned,” said Will.  He hadn’t believed she would do it on her own.  “Now turn and face me,” he told his mother.  “And strip.”
She hesitated.  It would be so easy to do what he wanted.  It was so hard to argue with him.  For a moment she wondered if he would allow her any more warnings or if he would simply invade her mind.  What would he do if she tried to argue with him?  She couldn’t take the risk.  Her hand went to her zipper.  This time, without the mental reward and loss of control, she knew exactly what she was doing.  But, this time it was her choice.  Of her own free will, she pulled down the zipper, feeling the cool air against her chest and stomach as she bared them for her son.  
As she pulled her full breasts free of the garment, she couldn’t help herself from muttering, “This is so bad.”  It felt terrible to be stripping in front of Will.
“It may be bad,” said Will. “But, there is something worse, isn’t there?”
There were many things worse than stripping in front of her son.  Maureen had agreed to do anything for her son.  She would suck him, fuck him, and… she looked at the two girls standing docilely next to her… make love to her own daughters.  
But, that wasn’t what Will was thinking of when he reminded his mother that there was something worse than stripping.  True, what she was about to do for him was worse, too.  But, the young boy knew now what the worst thing was for his mother.  “You don’t like doing this, but what’s worse is if you did like doing it.”  He paused for a moment.  “I could make you like to do it.  But, then… you don’t want that, do you?”
“No, please, don’t,” pleaded his mother.  “Don’t make me like it.”
“Get down on your knees, mom,” said Will.  He watched with a smile as she knelt before him.  Her eyes went to the crotch of his suit.  “So, we were talking about right and wrong, weren’t we?  It’s not a real easy subject.  There are degrees of right and wrong.” He slid his own zipper down.  “And different people think different things are right and wrong.”  He nodded toward his sisters.  “Take Penny and Judy for example, they think that feeling good is right, don’t you?”
“Yes, Master,” breathed Judy softly.  Standing naked in front of him felt wonderful when he touched her mind like he just had.  
“The best, Master,” agreed Penny.  
“You think being in control is good.”
“Yes, Will,” said Maureen.  
“Then losing control is wrong.”  He shrugged his shoulders and slid his coverall off his slim frame.  
“Yes.”
As he stepped out of his coverall, he said, “So, to keep from losing control, the right thing to do is choose to follow my commands rather than be forced to do so.”
“Yes, that’s what I’ve decided.”
“Then, sucking my cock is good.”
“That’s not quite how I’d put it,” said Maureen, trying to deflect his argument.  
“You have two choices, mom.  One choice is good.  One choice is bad.  You can choose to suck my cock.  Or choose to lose control and I’ll make you suck my cock.  Which is it going to be?”
“Choosing to suck your cock is not good,” argued Maureen.  “It’s just the lesser of two evils.”  She crawled forward on her knees until she was inches from his hard cock.  “I choose to suck your cock because the alternative is worse.”  She leaned forward and licked at the tip of his cock.  Memories of pleasure flooded her as she tasted his precum.  The sudden rush of pleasure was unexpected.  She moaned involuntarily and sucked his cock greedily.  She’d done this so many times under his control that the pleasure was automatic.  It was deep and demanding, even overwhelming.  Taking his entire length in her mouth, she looked up at his smiling face.  
It took all her willpower to wrench herself away from the tasty cock, but she managed to pull away and look at it anew.  It is wrong to be sucking his cock, she tried to remind herself.  It’s not enjoyable.  I must do it.  But, I must not enjoy it.  
“You liked that, didn’t you, mommy,” said Will, leering down at her.  “I can see the real you.”
“You can see what you made me,” she replied.  
“I’ll give you another choice,” said Will.  “You can suck it or Penny can suck it.  Do you want me to rape my 14-year-old sister’s mouth or do you want to save her from that?”
Maureen tried to think logically.  She wanted the taste of his cock in her mouth again.  Yet, she knew she had to fight that urge.  On the other hand, Penny would enjoy it.  Penny was already lost.  If Maureen wanted to save herself, she had to resist Will as much as possible.  “Let Penny do it,” she said.  
“So, we’re back to that question of right and wrong,” said Will, taunting his mother.  “Which is right and which is wrong.  Should the adult suck my cock or should my little sister do it?  I guess you’ve decided that Penny’s the right choice.”
But, instead of commanding his sister to the task, Will stepped behind her and reached around her slender body.  His hands rested on her firm, flat tummy and then came up to cup her small breasts.  “Hear that, Penny?  Mom thinks you’re a good cocksucker.  She wants to watch you suck my cock.”
“Oooo, yes, Master,” cooed Penny.  “I want to show her.  Please?  May I?”  Her body squirmed from the pure pleasure of his touch.  
“In a minute,” said Will.  He left Penny and stepped up to his mother.  He reached out and caressed his mother’s ample tits. 
Again Maureen was caught by surprise by the pleasure of his touch.  She’d been conditioned over many weeks to respond to him.  He didn’t need to be inside her mind.  “Oooh, fuck yes,” she moaned as his hands wandered over her body.  
Will was equally surprised by the intensity of her reaction.  He thought he’d caught signs of her enjoying his cock, but this time there was no doubt.  He understood the principle of operant conditioning well enough to know that even when she was in control, his mother craved the physical pleasures that she denied.  He pressed his body up against her, making sure his hard cock pressed against her inner thigh.  “So, are you sure you don’t want to suck my cock, mommy?”
The strong-willed woman fought the desire that welled up in her.  She had to distance herself from the pleasure, from the conditioning, from the desire.  “Yes… I’m sure…”  she cut off her words.  She had to be very clear about the choice she was making to avoid offending him.  “Given the choice between Penny or me sucking your cock, I choose Penny.”
Maureen winced at the flicker of disappointment that flashed through Will’s eyes.  For a moment she feared he would touch her mind anyway, but instead he turned to his sister, pushed her to her knees, and pulled her head to his crotch.  Penny purred as she swallowed her brother’s cock.  As always, it was an incredible treat to let him fill her mouth with his hard, warm, salty member.  She sucked it deeply, savoring every inch of it.  
Will enjoyed a minor victory over his mother as his sister pleasured him.  “I saw it in your eyes, mom.  You wanted it sooo bad.  It tasted good, didn’t it?”
“Yes, Will, but you gave me a choice and I chose to be your mother.”
“Yes, I did, didn’t I?” agreed Will.  He stepped away from his sister, ignoring her protests as she was denied access to his wonderful cock.  Penny looked at him with hope though as he took her hand and helped her to her feet.  She knew he wasn’t done with her yet.  Whatever he wanted, she would gladly serve him.  She let her lead him over to their mother and put one of her hands on her mother’s left tit.  
Will himself put a hand on his mother’s right tit and the two children massaged Maureen’s breasts.  She moaned in pleasure at the mere touch.  As Will suckled on his mom’s tit, he felt his sister follow his lead.  The young girl’s warm cheek pressed against his as she joined him in sucking their mother’s tits.  Turning his head slightly, he met Penny’s lips and kissed her deeply.  The girl mirrored his actions as he kissed his way up their mother’s chest, shoulders, and cheeks.  Finally, the three met in a single kiss.  
Maureen struggled with this turn of events.  There had been no choice offered this time.  Or rather, the choice had been implicit.  Let her son fondle and kiss her or fight and end up with him in her head.  She chose to let him have his way with her.  It made her tingle to have her children touch her as they were and she didn’t want it to stop.  But, the important issue to her was that she’d chosen this response.  
Will breathed softly in his mother’s ear, “Here’s a choice for you, mom.  Suck me off and swallow my cum or eat Penny until she cums.  Which is it?”
“Suck you off, Will,” she replied.  She knew that’s what he really wanted and didn’t want to risk that flicker of disappointment again.  Without another word, she knelt down and took his throbbing cock into her mouth.  
“I knew you wanted it,” said Will.  “Penny, go eat Judy.”  
As Maureen sucked her son’s cock, Penny happily pressed her face into her sister’s pussy and lapped up her juices.  Will was careful not to touch his mother’s mind, but made sure his sisters had an extra good time.  By the time he’d shot into his mom’s mouth, Judy was eating Penny noisily.  
“Now that wasn’t bad, was it, mom?” asked Will.
“It was the lesser of two evils,” said Maureen, not wanting to give her son too much.  
“Yes, so you said earlier,” said Will.  “But I’d say you’ve been conditioned to enjoy it.  Cocksucking is one of a woman’s greatest pleasures.”
“That still doesn’t make it right,” she countered.  
Since Penny was cumming with great vigor and noise, Will chose to change the subject.  He wanted to tempt his mother even more.  “I have another choice for you now,” he said to her.  “I’m just wondering if a girl can make you cum without my help.  Can you cum if Judy or Penny eats your hot pussy?”
She shifted nervously.  His remark made her very conscious of her dripping pussy.  Sucking his cock had made her so horny that she desperately needed relief.  Given the choice between her son or a daughter, she knew she would choose her son’s cock in her cunt.  But her maternal instinct told her the right choice was neither.  “I choose not to find out,” said Maureen.  
“That’s not the choice,” said Will.  “The choice is Judy or Penny.”
“Then I choose Judy,” said Maureen.  
“Great, mom,” said Judy with a big smile.  Maureen lay back on the deck with her legs spread and let Judy climb between them.  The 21-year-old ran her tongue up her mom’s juicy snatch, savoring the taste.  Then she eagerly found her mom’s clit and started working her up to a fever pitch.  It wasn’t hard to do as again Maureen found herself the victim of conditioning that made the touch of her daughter’s tongue an incredible pleasure.  She surrendered to the pleasure this time, knowing now that every sensual touch would bring a thrill to her body.  It would be a long hard road to recondition herself to what she knew was morally right.  
Even after she came, Maureen found herself craving more.  It was a struggle not to let on that she hadn’t been fully satisfied.  The thought momentarily entered her mind to ask Will to fuck her, but she pushed that aside.  When she saw that John and Don were now in the room and were naked, she felt a wash of relief.  She was going to get some more sex and wouldn’t have to beg for it.  It felt good to know that her son was taking care of her… then, she shook her head at that thought.  No, that wasn’t what she wanted.  He had made a decision for her.  She was going to get fucked when she hadn’t made the choice.  Though no words had been spoken yet, her lust filled mind jumped to the conclusion that her husband and the pilot were here to stick their cocks in her still aching pussy.  It was the very fact that she wanted it so badly made her want to fight it even more.  
Taking a deep breath, Maureen said, “Will, don’t you think that we’ve done enough for now?”
Will looked at his mother in surprise.  “I was about to give you one more choice for the day,” said Will.
“What choice?  Between Don or your father?  Between blowing them or getting fucked by them?  Between sucking their cocks or eating my own daughters?”
“No, mom, I was about to let you choose between staying and joining in the fun or getting dressed and going to the upper deck.”
“What?  You mean I can go?” she felt a wash of relief and a pang of disappointment at the same time.  She bent down to pick up her discarded coverall.  
“I’ve changed my mind,” said Will.  “Stand up straight.”
Maureen felt a chill of fear at the tone of Will’s voice.  She let the coverall lay where it was and stood up to face him, very aware of how vulnerable she was.  His cock twitched as she stood at attention for him.  He took in every inch of her nudity and felt the power that a master has over a slave.  It made him even more excited and his cock rose to full staff.  
The room had become eerily quiet.  The other four slaves felt their Master’s touch slip from their minds as his full attention was focused on his mother.  The pleasure was gone and they stood waiting for a command or a mental touch.  The Master circled his errant slave for several seconds, letting the tension build.  He imagined her in every sexual position he could.  He imagined her begging for his touch.  He imagined her screaming in pain and pleasure.  Finally, he decided that he could never be satisfied with his mother being anything other than his total slave.  
The 12-year-old boy slid a tendril of pleasure into his mother’s mind.  It was just enough to make her nipples tingle and her pussy dampen.  “Please, no, Will,” she begged.  
“Yes, I agree, mom,” said Will.  “That is not the right approach right now.  No, there is something else I’ve been wanting to try and looking for the right moment.  This is it.”
The boy sounded so ominous that the other four slaves started to shake in fear.  Maureen felt like she was falling into a deep, deep well and she knew she would never escape.  Will’s eyes were pitiless as he gazed at his nude, helpless mother.  “I’ve known for quite a while that I can do this…” he stroked her pleasure center and made her clit tingle.  The other slaves felt a similar touch.  Judy and Penny moaned in pleasure and John’s and Don’s cocks rose.  “Or this…” he said and all the slaves felt as if they’d tasted their favorite dessert.  “Yes, I can hit your pleasure center quite precisely.”  
“But I’ve wondered just how precisely I can target your pain center.”  He backed away from his mother and said, “Dad, Don, take her arms and restrain her.”
“No, Will, please,” begged Maureen.  There was no place to run, so she could do nothing to stop the two men from seizing her and holding her fast.  
“Bend her over the console,” he ordered the two men.  They draped her nude body across the center console.  Her ass stuck out and her bare back was completely exposed.  
Will imagined a whip in his hand.  In his mind, the whip had solid handle with several leather thongs extending from it.  At the end of each thong was a knot that gave it some weight.  He raised the whip high in the air and slapped it down across his mother’s bare back.  “Aaaaeeeee,” screamed the helpless woman as she felt the leather whip dig into her back.  She fought to look around.  Where had he gotten something like that?  Again she felt the whip slash across her back.  “Aaaaaaaaa,” she screamed again.  There was no sound – no whistle of the whip slashing through the air or crack of the whip against her tender skin.  No, the whip existed only in her master’s mind and she felt what he wanted her to feel.  
The whip slashed her skin a third time and she screamed again.  This time she was convinced she could feel warm blood oozing from her torn flesh and running down her back.  “Stop, stop, stop,” she panted, her breath coming in ragged gasps.  
The other slaves had no doubt what was happening to their fellow slave.  The whipping motion was unmistakable as was the way Maureen writhed in pain with each blow.  Just as he could target pleasure, he could target pain.  They stood in silent fear as Maureen screamed again and again.  Then, they could only wonder at Will’s next motion.  
Changing instruments of torture, Will imagined a red hot poker in his hand.  He imagined pulling the straight iron bar from a hot fire.  It was pointed at the end, glowing hot, yet cool to his own touch.  He took the poker and shoved it up his mom’s clenched ass.  “Aaaaaeeeeee, eeeeeeee, oh, God, aaaaaaaaaa, nnnooooooooo.”  She writhed in pain anew as the hot iron burned her deep inside.  
Will’s cock pounded at the sounds of his mother screaming.  Her anguish and his ability to mete it out gave him a raging hard on.  He pulled the imaginary poker from her tortured ass and her screaming stopped immediately.  There had been no permanent damage, of course, so there was no lasting pain.  
The boy walked around the group so he was looking in his mother’s eyes.  “It’s better this way, mom,” he said.  “The more I gave you choices the more control you wanted.  You were already trying to tell me what to do.  I don’t want a mom.  I want a fucking slave.  I want you to beg for my cock.  I want you to smile a naughty smile when you take off your clothes.  I want you to beg for me to make the choices for you.”  
The boy stepped back and imagined his father and Don pulling his mother’s arms apart.  They were stretching her farther and farther.  She struggled helplessly against their grasp.  Then, he imagined her arm popped right out of the socket.  Her eyes goggled at him and she sucked in her breath.  The pain was more intense than anything she’d ever felt.  She was being torn apart.  For several seconds all she could do was gasp in silence.  Finally, she screamed long and loud.  
When Will turned away from her, the pain was instantly gone.  But, the memory of the pain would be forever etched on her memory.  There was nothing she would ever do again to challenge the power of her Master.  “Please, Master,” she said softly, afraid her words would offend him.  “Please tell me what you want.  I’ll do anything you command.  I am nothing… nothing, but your slave.”
She cringed in anticipated pain as Will put his face right up to hers.  “Then here’s the last choice you’ll ever get, mommy,” said Will.  He held up an imaginary ice pick.  “Do you want to fuck like a bunny?  I mean, fuck me, dad, and Don… eat Judy and Penny… suck cock… do everything I want.  Or do you want me to leave this stuck in your tiny little brain?”  He made the motion of sticking the ice pick into his mother’s skull.  
“Aaaeeeeeeee,” screamed the woman as incredible pain spiked through her head.  “Fuck… fuck… FUCK LIKE A BUNNY!” she screamed.  “ANYTHING YOU FUCKING WANT, MASTER.”
Screwed in Space – Six
By Kenna
(Ffb, inc, d/s, fist, mc)
Maureen Robinson ran her tongue over the floor of the Jupiter II.  She’d been ordered to clean the space ship, but she’d been relieved that Will had added, “Only the inside.”  She wondered just what she would have done had he not added that condition.  After the lesson of Dr. Smith and then her own object lesson in pain, she was grateful to be given the chance to earn back her master’s kindness.  She knew if she did a good job, she would be rewarded.  
She was on her hands and knees with her hands and her knees spread wide.  Even though Will was on the upper deck at the moment, she wanted to make sure if he happened to come down, she would be in the most inviting, sexiest position she could be. She rotated her ass in time to the lapping of her tongue… slow and sensuous for no audience at the moment.  
After starting his mother on her task, Will had looked around the lower deck and noticed that the others were all out of sight.  Judy, Penny, Dad, and Don all enjoyed the pleasure that he could bring them, but they feared the pain more.  Unless he directly summoned them, they tried to avoid him.  His was a well-earned reputation.  Once when Don had turned in Judy for a minor infraction, Will had punished them both.  The Major had been hoping to get into Will’s good graces, but he was punished for being a tattle-tale.  That’s the way the rest of the crew had come to regard their master.  He was arbitrary with punishment and reward.  It was best to stay out of his way, wait for Will to get horny and then they’d all have a good time.  
With a sigh, Will ascended the ladder to the upper deck.  The four saw him come up.  They wanted to be out of sight, but there was another rule that applied when he arrived in their presence.  They could slip away gradually, but they couldn’t just leave right away.  For a moment, they milled around, trying to figure out if he wanted them to stay or if they could slip away.  
Will knew the way their minds worked.  It was a game he played sometimes.  He’d go up and down, chasing them in slow motion.  He’d go up and then ignore them.  A few minutes later they’d be gone.  He’d go back down and they’d slip away to the upper deck.  Now he didn’t give them the chance to escape.  He watched each of them for a few minutes.  If one moved toward the ladder, he eyed them until they backed away.  It was a silly little game, but it gave him a feeling of power.  It was foreplay to the young boy.  
“Penny?” he said, finally.
“Yes, master,” said the 14-year-old.  She came toward him.  She had no choice, but to answer her master even though she knew he was up to no good.  There were times when he made her tingle from afar and eventually summoned her.  But, then there were these times when he approached her directly.  
“What would you do for me?”
“Anything, master,” said his sister.  She watched Don disappear down the ladder, but didn’t give a sign that he’d slipped away.  
“I know,” said Will.  “And you have.  You’d blow Dad right now, wouldn’t you?”
“Do you want me to?” she asked eagerly, trying to divert him from his other intentions.  She liked the sex games because that made Will happy and she got to cum and everyone had a good time.  
She was disappointed when Will didn’t answer directly.  “You’d lick Judy’s pussy, wouldn’t you?”
“Yes, of course,” she answered.  It was confusing when the master played these mind games with her.  She didn’t know what he wanted and if she made a mistake, she’d be punished.  Deep down she knew that it was only a matter of time before she would be punished.  Will was only toying with her.  
“You’d take off all your clothes and ride my cock, screaming my name, wouldn’t you?”
“Absolutely,” she said.  
“How long do you think it would take you to count to one million?”
“A loooonnng time,” said Penny, wondering where Will was going with this. She watched her dad escape down the ladder, still not letting on that only she and Judy remained.  
“So, if I told you to stand right where you are, not moving your feet, until you counted to one million… would you?”
“I… I…” she imagined what that would be like.  She’d be hungry, thirsty, and messy by the time she’d finished in … a day… a week… or longer.  “I’d have to,” she finished.  
“That’s right,” said her little brother with a smug look on his face.  “You wouldn’t like it.  You wouldn’t want to.  But you would have to.”
She shifted nervously, but she noticed now behind Will that Judy was slowly rotating her hips in a sensuous motion.  The 14-year-old felt a sense of relief that her older sister was being mind fucked at the same time.  She wasn’t alone in her torment and that meant whatever Will had planned, his attention would be divided.  She’d suffer half as much.  
Will stepped away and then to his right, keeping his eyes on her.  His motion put the center console between him and Penny.  He kept his eyes on her, knowing just what was going on behind him.  “Put your arms out straight,” he told his sister.  “Hands on the console.”
She reached out and put her hands where he wanted them.  “You’re not allowed to move your hands,” he said.  “Or else.”
Penny felt a chill run down her spine at the threat.  She had no desire to find out what the ‘or else’ was, so her hands were frozen in position.  Still, she felt a wash of relief as Will turned away from her and faced Judy.  The 21-year-old blond came toward him as she was virtually commanded.  “Hands on the console,” said Will.
Judy put her hands out and on the console.  She was on the opposite side of the console from Penny, facing her younger sister.  Will didn’t even bother to tell her not to move her hands as he turned away from her and circled around.  He walked behind Penny and reached for her zipper.  Holding her zipper, he asked, “Want this, Penny?”
“Yes,” she said.  “All the way.”
“Show me and Judy your tits?”
“For you, anything.”
He pulled down the zipper, getting hard just from the sound of the zipper ticking its way to the bottom and the mental image of the unseen white V of skin that was being exposed.  From behind his younger sister he couldn’t see the bare skin, but he watched Judy’s eyes trace down from Penny’s neck to navel.  He reached around and parted the material, again watching Judy as she stared at the young tits in front of her. 
The 12-year-old stopped and walked 90 degrees around the console, stopping halfway between his sisters.  He looked back at Penny.  She had such nice, firm, little tits.  He really liked the way she showed them off to him.  “You can move your hands just long enough to take it all off,” said Will.  He watched with a smile as Penny scrambled out of her one piece suit.  Naked, she put her hands right back on the console.  
He was already excited.  The thrill of commanding any one of his family made him sexually aroused.  But, he’d learned patience.  There was more to gain from taking his time.  He turned to Judy.  “Get up on the console,” he told her. 
Without hesitation, Judy climbed up on the console and stood in the center.  “Strip,” said Will and she peeled off her clothes and posed nude for him.  
Will loved the sight of his older sister naked.  She had a full body, round and ripe.  Yet, he accepted without question that he appreciated his younger sister’s less mature body even more.  As Judy posed proudly for him, he moved back behind Penny where he could admire her tight ass.  He came up behind her and slid his cock into her from behind.  She pushed back, sinking his cock as deep inside her as it would go.  The young girl felt a thrill of pleasure as her little brother fucked her, but he came too quickly for her to cum as well.  
Sated for the moment, Will wasn’t done with the two.  He ordered Judy to lie on her back on the cold deck of the ship.  “Finger her pussy, Penny,” said the boy.  He watched for a couple of minutes as Penny toyed with her big sister’s pussy.  The command had been rather vague, so Penny’s finger seemed to have no purpose as she diddled Judy.  “Use two fingers,” he added.  “As deep as you can.”
Judy and Penny had performed for Will before, but this was a new twist.  Penny slid two fingers inside her big sister.  She felt the familiar wash of pleasure that Will could provide.  Judy was enjoying the moment as well, her pussy getting wet in response to Penny’s physical touch and Will’s mental touch.  She spread her legs wider, giving Penny better access and started to hump Penny’s fingers.  
“Now three,” said Will.  He watched with interest as Penny’s three slender fingers probed deep inside Judy’s tight tunnel.  He wasn’t quite sure this would really work, but he’d learned that a woman was quite flexible, adaptable, and expandable.  When Judy writhed in the pleasure of three fingers, he said, “Use four fingers.”
While Penny’s mind questioned whether that was possible, she didn’t miss a beat as she added her little finger to the mix.  In just a couple of thrusts, she proved to herself and to Will that Judy could take four fingers up her cunt.  
Judy was thrusting her hips up to meet each of Penny’s thrusts into her cunt.  She was being filled more than she’d even been filled by any cock.  Her little sister wasn’t thrusting as deep as Dad or Don, but her hand was thicker than a cock.  It felt wonderful.  She couldn’t imagine that anything could feel any better until Will said, “Use your whole hand.  Make a fist and shove it up her cunt all the way to your wrist.”
Judy gasped in surprise as suddenly she was filled deep as well as wide.  Penny’s fist drove inside her and she threw her head back and screamed in pleasure.  Will felt his cock stir as he watched Judy cum long and hard.  He’d only just cum, but as he felt the first sign of an erection, he knew he would cum again soon.  
When Judy finished writhing in orgasm, Penny took her hand out.  “Lick it clean,” said Will.  The 14-year-old lapped the slick juices from her hand.  It felt good and tasted good.  “Now lay down on your back.”  Penny lay down beside her big sister.  
“Finger her pussy, Judy,” said Will.  The boy left his attentions on the younger sister.  “Do you think you can take two fingers?” he asked her.  
“Yes,” said Penny, knowing that she was probably soon to take four fingers, a thumb, and a wrist up her tight young cunt.  If Judy’s reaction was anything close to accurate, she was looking forward to it.  
But, at that moment, an alarm went off on the Jupiter II.  As the chime rang and lights flashed, Will pulled himself away from his two lovely sisters and his impending orgasm.  He looked at the display and then decided he needed his Dad and Don to help.  This situation would require the commander and pilot of the ship to respond.  
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