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About This Book

The Oiorpatans are a race of powerful female warriors, genetically engineered to be the "master race."  They eradicated all men from their society a millennia ago, and now they create test-tube babies to propagate their species.

The Oiorpatans are on a quest to wipe out all males from the universe.  Their conquest of planets has gone unchecked, at least until they meet the Vogaraans.  The Vogaraans are a formidable race with advanced technology and skilled battle prowess.  Though the two races have been fighting for years, they know little about the other.

On a routine scouting mission, Commander Elektra Stylos runs into a Vogaraan advanced team.  In the space battle that ensues, her squad is wiped out and only she and a single Vogaraan warrior survive.

Marooned on an alien planet, Elektra buys time for backup to arrive by seducing the Vogaraan who has taken her prisoner.  In her society, it is a crime to have sex with a male - one punishable by death.  But she takes the chance in an effort to make it out of her dangerous situation.

Her captor, the Vogaraan warlord Tyros, is tall, muscular, and even beautiful.  He shows Elektra the joys of being with a male by making tender love to her on the barren alien planet they both crash-landed on.  Elektra is surprised at his warmth and the pleasure he gave her, but not enough to spare him from being taken prisoner when her rescue team arrives.

Now, the tables have turned, and Elektra is the one in charge.  Tyros is taken back to the Oiorpatan fleet and handed off to the evil Doctor to be interrogated so they can learn the location of his fleet and wipe them out once and for all.

But Elektra's experience with Tyros has awakened something in her.  She can't stop thinking about him.  She can't stop wanting to have sex with him again.  She can't help being drawn to him...

To her horror, Elektra discovers that she's somehow become enthralled to her alien enemy.  In her heart and mind, she is still his captive - his slave - and she feels compelled to not only help him escape, but help him end the war between their people once and for all.

Please Note:  this story is a steamy and erotic tale of a forbidden love between two enemies.  Set against the backdrop of a great war in space, the tale of a woman's submission to her alien lover will not only excite readers, but will also satisfy fans of great science fiction.  This tale contains nudity, masturbation, interspecies sex, lesbian sex, anal sex, bondage, BDSM, dubious consent, and male-female-female threesomes (ménage).  If any of this offends you, please read no further.


Chapter 1

Elektra gritted her teeth and fired her thrusters, sending her mech-suit into a supersonic dive in an attempt to evade the enemy blaster fire that was showering down around her.  Even encased in the over-sized exoskeleton and her flight suit, she felt the G-forces like a stack of bricks on her chest.  The pale ground of the planet’s surface below was rushing up quickly as she continued her evasive maneuvers, the bogey on her tail doing an annoyingly effective job at keeping up with her.

She cursed under her breath as she turned her mech-suit into a barrel roll, violently veering off to the side as she continued to drop through the thin atmosphere of the planet like a heavy stone.  What was supposed to have been a simple scouting mission had quickly degenerated into a full-out firefight once her squad had run into an advanced scout from the Vogaraan fleet they’d been playing hide-and-seek with for the past month.

The battle had been fast and fierce – and horribly deadly.  All five of her squadron had been blown out of the sky in no time flat.  The enemy’s mech-suits were far more powerful than theirs.  Luckily, there had been only three Vogaraans, and her squad had been able to take out two of them, leaving only her and her faceless assailant to fight it out to the death.

Running into Vogaraan scouts this close to the Oiorpata fleet was worrisome indeed.  It meant they’d had the same idea – using the barren planet Elektra was now plummeting toward as a staging ground to assault their colonies.  If she didn’t survive this fight, chances were the Vogaraans would be able to surprise the fleet – and who knew how much damage that would cause?

Elektra’s mech-suit rocked with impact as an enemy blaster bolt caught her shoulder.  Immediately, alarms blared, her HUD flashing red in warning as her suit’s power supply began to flicker from the damage.

“Blast it!” she sneered as she desperately tried to keep control over her suit.  If her instruments died, she wouldn’t need to get hit by a blaster bolt – the impact at this speed would be what killed her.

The bandit on her six continued dogging her relentlessly, never letting her get more than a few clicks ahead of him.   Elektra knew the heavy Vogaraan mech-suits were equipped with bigger guns and better armor than her Venus-class battle suit, but the Vogaraan lacked the Venus's maneuverability.  She increased her rate of decent, hoping the bandit would do the same.

As the surface of the planet came rushing up to meet her, she quickly rolled around and fired off a few blasts from her shoulder-mounted plasma cannons.  As she’d hoped, the Vogaraan broke off just long enough for her to open one of her fuel lines, sending a stream of it in a trail behind her.

I hope to Goddess this works… she thought bitterly right before igniting the fuel in a trail of fire behind her with a well-placed plasma blast.

The fire shot up and engulfed the Vogaraan just as he’d locked back onto her tail, as Elektra had hoped.  Mech-suit fuel was designed to burn no matter what, and even the air from their descent wasn’t enough to squelch it.  Her pursuer now had bigger problems than her to worry about – namely, keeping his suit from melting before he could land.

An alert beeped in Elektra’s HUD again, showing her altitude, which was deteriorating fast.  The surface of the planet was smooth, white, and rocky.  If she didn’t correct herself soon, she’d be introduced to it intimately.

Elektra checked her fuel gauge and cut the spray less than a thousand meters above the surface. She hit the airbrakes and began to pull up hard. The enemy pilot streaked by her and she could feel his reverse thrusters fire as he attempted to slow his heavy mech-suit.  She saw pale smoke billowing from his suit as he released some of his coolant to eradicate the fire that had been ravaging him.

Fuck, this asshole is good, she thought.  It was risky ejecting a mech-suit’s coolant because it meant the plasma blasters would overheat if they were used too much.  But she guessed it was a better option to limit one’s blaster bolts than burn alive.

The Vogaraan quickly launched his parachute as soon as the fire was out.  It was an aluminum mesh designed to slow the heavy battle suit in an emergency and double as a solar cell to power the suit's life-support system.  Elektra was momentarily blinded by it as the parachute reflected the planet's sun. She didn't see how hard the Vogaraan hit the surface.

She brought her suit down a few meters from her assailant, blasting what little fuel she had left in reverse thrusters to break her fall.  Despite that, she hit the ground hard enough to make a crater with her suit, landing in a crouch as chalky white dust sprayed out upon her arrival. 

Her instruments were still on the fritz and her suit was barely functioning from the damage it had sustained.  She looked over to the Vogaraan.  His suit was lying on the ground, smoking, its surface marred from the flames she’d tossed at it.  The mech-suit was still in one piece, but there was no sign of movement.  The heavy gunmetal gray machine looked like a pile of garbage against the planet's smooth, white surface.  She tried to scan for signs of life but her instruments were malfunctioning.

I suppose it would be too much to hope the fall killed him, she thought.  Her suit was in no condition to fight.  She had precious little fuel left and her power battery was about to die at any second.  She made the call to channel what little juice the suit still had running through it into an emergency broadcast.  If she could survive long enough for the fleet to send re-enforcements, she could warn them about the Vogaraans.

She approached the Vogaraan vessel, ready to try and crack it open so she could ensure her enemy was dead.  However, just as she was about to reach it, the Vogaraan jerked to the side and hit her dead-on with a plasma blast.

She felt the forward metal casing of her mech-suit explode as she was violently knocked back, hitting the ground hard.  She gasped as she felt her chest burning from where the armor had melted away and her HUD had gone dark.

Instinctually, she grasped for the manual release for the armor.  She was exposed and she needed to get out of the dead weight before the Vogaraan could open fire again.  She felt the suit slacken around her as she pulled the lever, but before she could exit, she felt the armor pull away from her.

She barely had time to look up at the large, purple-skinned alien that was towering over her.  He stood six feet tall, broad-shouldered and muscled, obvious even through his tight, black pressure-suit.  His brilliant eyes glowed with lilac irises, but the rest of his face was obscured by his black flight helmet.

The Vogaraan reached down and ripped her out of her mech, tossing her to the ground.  Elektra hit it hard, causing her head to spin.  She gasped for breath, but the atmosphere of the planet was light – as if they were at a high altitude, and the lack of oxygen made her dizzy.

She looked up at the enemy’s mech-suit.  It appeared that cheap shot he’d pulled had been its last trick before dying as well.

Elektra did her best to scramble to her feet.  She turned just in time to be greeted by the fist of the Vogaraan, who forcefully hit her across the face, sending her helmet askew.  She stumbled back to the ground, tasting blood in her mouth as her helmet was angled awkwardly.

She quickly unclasped her headgear and yanked it off, tossing it aside and spitting the blood from her mouth.  She looked up at the Vogaraan above her defiantly.

“Make it quick,” she said through gritted teeth.  From the looks of him, she’d be no match for the alien physically.  Her only hope was for a quick death, rather than a brutal one.

The Vogaraan glared down at her, his eyes suddenly wide and curious.  He reached up and removed his helmet.  He had a shock of deep purple hair which fell to his shoulders, and a square jaw which made him look rugged.

“You… you have pink hair?” he said, his voice soft – almost gentle.

Elektra looked at the alien, surprised.  She’d never seen a Vogaraan so close before, let alone hear one speak.  She instinctually touched her hair, which was matted with sweat and pulled back into a pony tail.

“What of it?” she asked.

“I’ve never seen a female with pink hair before,” he replied.  “Are all Oiorpatas like you?”

“No,” muttered Elektra.  “I chose to modify my genes to look this way.”

“Modify your genes?” the Vogaraan asked.

“Us Oiorpatas optimize our genetics,” Elektra replied.  “It’s what makes us superior to the other species.”

The Vogaraan’s face darkened.  “So that’s why you terrorize the galaxy?” he said.  “Because you believe yourselves superior?”

“We are superior,” Elektra spat back.  “We’re designed to be.”

“And yet, here you are, at my mercy,” growled the Vogaraan.  “Tell me, how superior are you now?”

Elektra bit her lip.  She hated to admit he kinda had a point.

“If your plan is to kill me by gloating,” she muttered, “I’d prefer a less painful death.”

The Vogaraan smirked.  “What makes you think I wish to kill you?”

“Blasting me out of the sky kinda lends itself to that idea,” Elektra retorted.

“We’re no longer in the sky,” he said.  “Up there we’re enemies.  Down here, you’re my prisoner.”

“Am I?” Elektra said.  “I was unaware brutes like you Vogaraans took prisoners.”

“I’m sure there is much you are unaware of when it comes to Vogaraans,” he responded.

“Enlighten me, then,” she said.  “What do you plan to do with me?”

The Vogaraan hesitated a moment, his bright lilac eyes gazing over Elektra as she lay on the ground.  Her skin-tight flight-suit made her feel uncomfortably exposed under the alien’s leering gaze.

“I’ve never had a chance to speak with a real Oiorpatan,” the alien said.  “I’m curious to know if the rumors I’ve heard are true.”

Elektra raised her eyebrow curiously.  “What rumors would those be?”

“Is it true you have no males on your planet?” the Vogaraan asked.

“Yes,” Elektra responded.  “They were eradicated millennia ago.”

“Then how is it your species survives?”

Elektra chuckled.  This alien’s ignorance amused her.  “We purged our race of everything inferior, including men.  Every Oiorpatan is created in a laboratory, genetically engineered for specific tasks and professions.”

“So, you’re a race of test-tube experiments?” said the alien, smugly.

Elektra bristled at that.  “We’re the master race,” she spat back.  “Perfect in every way.”

“Are you?” replied the Vogaraan.  “Let’s see, shall we?”

Quicker than she would have believed, the alien reached down and ripped open the chest of her flight suit.  Elektra squealed, caught off-guard by the action.  She quickly covered her bare breasts as the alien leaned back cockily.

“Your chest seems a tad small,” he teased.  “Not exactly what I would call perfect.”

Elektra turned away from him, trying to shield her body from another assault.  “You monster,” she muttered.

“Tisk, tisk, tisk,” the alien said playfully.  “We’re just getting to know each other.  No reason to be upset.”

“I do not care to get to know you,” Elektra growled.

“You do not have a choice in the matter, prisoner,” the alien said.  “My name is Tyros Caan, Warlord of the Vorgaraan Vanguard.  Who might you be?”

Elektra was silent.

“If you do not tell me your name, I shall be forced to give you one of my choosing,” he teased.  “Right now, I am leaning toward ‘pinkie’.”

Elektra rolled her eyes.  “Commander Elektra Stylos, serial number 466512,” she said, not wanting the lame nickname he’d just threatened her with.

“So tell me, Captain Elektra Stylos,” Tyros continued.  “Since you Oiorpatans are all women, does this mean you have never been with a male before?”

Elektra looked at him suspiciously.  “What do you mean by that?” she asked, guardedly.

“I’m just curious to know if you’ve ever had sex with a male,” the alien clarified.

“So that’s what this is about,” Elektra said.  “You’re planning to rape me.”

“Am I?” Tyros said.  “And here I thought I was just asking a question.”

“First you rip open my suit, now you ask about sex.  It doesn’t take a genius to see where your mind is.”

“I’m more curious to see where your mind is,” Tyros replied.

The alien reached up and unzipped his flight-suit, shrugging out of it.  Elektra looked up, wide-eyed as the alien revealed his chest.  He looked very “human”, with the exception of his purple skin.  His muscles were well cut and defined – broad chest, large biceps, strong shoulders, and a washboard midsection, all on a perfectly V-shaped upper torso.  He had no hair on his body at all and his skin almost sparkled in the sunlight.

Elektra had never seen a male – of any species – like this before.  All Oiorpatans were forbidden from looking upon males unless it was in the course of their duties with other species.  And even then, there was never nudity involved.  For some strange reason, she felt her heart begin to beat faster as she allowed her eyes to wash over his upper body, taking in the perfect shape and definition of his muscles.

Tyros smirked as he saw the expression on Elektra’s face and pulled his flight-suit down to reveal his completely naked body.  Elektra gasped and covered her mouth at the sight of the long, smooth shaft that hung between his legs.

“What… what is that?” she asked, unable to take her eyes off it.

“It has many names,” said Tyros.  “My people most commonly refer to it as… a cock.”

Elektra felt nervous butterflies in her belly.  She’d heard of such things before.  Knew the stories of how the Oiorpatan men of old used to terrorize the women with them.  But she’d never actually seen one before.  The Vorgaraan’s cock hung a good seven inches.  It was a deep purple color with a bulbous head and smooth-skinned shaft resting above a large, round sack of skin.

“You look afraid,” Tyros said.  “Do I frighten you?”

Elektra swallowed hard.  “No,” she lied.

Tyros smiled, as though he knew she wasn’t telling the truth.  “Aren’t you the least bit curious what it would be like to be with a male?”

“No,” she lied again.

Tyros slowly knelt beside Elektra.  He rested his strong, purple hand on her belly and looked her in the eyes.  She felt frozen as his slid his hand downward, under her flight-suit and between her legs, where she felt his thick finger slide inside her.  She couldn’t help but gasp when it happened.

“The wetness between your legs tells me you’re lying,” Tyros said, softly.

Elektra scanned the alien’s eyes.  What was this?  They were trying to kill each other not minutes ago and now his hand was between her legs.  Was this what rape was in an alien culture?  What was his motivation for doing this?  But most of all… why was she feeling so aroused by the situation?

“I… I…” she started to say.

Tyros began sliding his finger in and out of her gently, tickling the roof of Elektra’s pussy, rubbing against the soft, spongy area of her G-spot, sending ripples of pleasure snaking through her loins.

“Yes?” the alien asked.

Elektra’s mouth opened, but any more words caught in her throat.  The alien’s finger was practiced and deft, and it was hitting her in exactly the right spot.  She could feel her cheeks flush and her breath quicken as her loins started to tingle, shooting nervous electricity down her legs.

She glanced down and saw the alien’s cock suddenly grow erect and she found herself fascinated by how big and strong it seemed to become.

“What’s happening?” she asked.  “What are you doing?”

“I’m claiming you as my prisoner, Commander Elektra Stylos,” the alien said, his voice thick with confidence.  “To do with as I please, until such time as I choose to release you.  What say you?  Do you submit?”

Tyros increased the speed at which he was massaging Elektra’s pussy, causing her to shiver with pleasure.  She looked at him helplessly.  It was obvious what he wanted.  Perhaps, if she could keep him busy long enough with his desires, that would give the fleet time to respond to her emergency signal.

Elektra tried to push away her fear and nervousness.  She’d never had sex with a male before – let alone an alien one.  But if it meant the opportunity to ultimately turn the tables on her captor, that would be something she’d be willing to do.

She slowly removed her hand from her chest and revealed her breasts to the alien.  Tyros’s eyes moved to them, growing wide with desire as he looked at the perky mounds of flesh, Elektra’s erect, pink nipples standing up rock hard.

“That’s a good girl,” Tyros said softly as he continued to finger Elektra skillfully, feeling her get wetter and wetter as he did so.

“I don’t know what to do,” Elektra said quietly.

“Touch my cock,” Tyros said.

Elektra gingerly reached out and laid her hand on Tyros’s erect penis.  It felt thick and strong in her palm and as she wrapped her hand around it, she could feel its warmth.  The smooth sensation of his cock’s skin in her grip felt amazing and she felt an explosion of giddiness erupt in her chest at its touch.

“Stroke it,” Tyros said.  “Gently.”

Elektra began to gently stroke the alien’s cock, tugging on it to-and-fro.  She watched as the purple skin of the shaft worked up and down the raging muscle underneath, the way the tip of its head stared at her, a tiny drop of clear liquid beginning to creep out.

She gasped as Tyros continued to stimulate her.  Before long, they were pleasuring each other with their hands and Elektra was breathing extremely heavily.  Her brain was buzzing, a combination of the stimulation she was receiving and the light atmosphere of the planet.  The lack of oxygen was actually heightening her sensations, making what the alien was doing to her down below even more pleasurable.

Slowly, Tyros leaned toward her.  His eyes never left hers and he moved closer and closer.  Elektra felt slightly alarmed at how close he was getting, until he was an inch from her face.  Then, he tilted his head slightly and kissed her.

His lips were firm, but gentle.  It was unlike any kiss she’d ever had before.  Oiorpatan lips were soft and pillowy, but this alien – this male – his lips were different!  Everything was different.  He was tall, and strong, and his body was rock hard and powerful.  Elektra had never experienced anything like it before.  She opened her mouth and allowed the alien’s tongue to enter it.  She felt the rough skin of his tongue wrestle with hers as he skillfully sent waves of pleasure tickling the inside of her mouth.

He cupped one of her breasts with a free hand and played with one of her stiff nipples, lightly twisting and pinching it with his fingers as he kept massaging her pussy and kissing her deeply.

Elektra couldn’t help but lose herself in the moment as the alien pleasured her with his mouth and hands.  She tried to stay focused, but her head was buzzing and the tingling between her legs was so enjoyable she was getting overwhelmed by it.

Finally, Tyros pulled back and gazed deeply into her eyes, his lilac pupils glowing brightly.

“Do you want me inside you?” he whispered.

Elektra looked at him, her chest tightening with nervousness.  “I don’t know,” she squealed.

“Don’t be scared,” Tyros said.  “Males and females were meant to go together in such a way.  Do you feel my fingers inside you now?”

He slipped two fingers inside her and began rubbing her with a ‘come hither’ motion that was hitting her on the exact spot to cause spiderwebs of pleasure snaking through her.  Elektra could do nothing but gasp and nod meekly.

“Imagine this feeling… only a thousand times better,” Tyros said, softly.

Oh my Goddess… thought Elektra.  She was having a hard time imagining anything could possibly feel better than what the alien was doing to her right then.

“Tell me you want me inside you,” Tyros whispered.

“I… I want you inside me,” Elektra whispered back.

“Tell me you want my cock.”

“I… I want your cock…”

“Beg for me to fuck you.”

Elektra swallowed nervously.  “Please,” she said.  “Fuck me!”

Tyros smiled.  He pulled his hand away and lifted it to Elektra’s mouth.  He ran his fingers over her lips until she opened her mouth and sucked the juices from his fingers.  When she was done, the alien stood up, towering over her with his glorious purple body.  He kicked off the remnants of his flight-suit, then crouched down and pulled Elektra’s off.

Elektra felt suddenly self-conscious being naked before the large alien.  Compared to him, she was a tiny thing.  Her body was lithe and muscular, like most soldiers.  Her fair skin was marred with the occasional scar from past battles.  But as the alien’s eyes washed over her, she could tell he liked what he saw.

“Even the hair between your legs is pink,” Tyros mused.

Elektra’s hand instinctually went down to cover the neatly trimmed area he was referring to.  Tyros laughed at her reaction.

“My, my… are all Oiorpatans so shy?”

Elektra could feel her cheeks flush.  “Just… do what you’re going to do,” she replied.

Tyros frowned at her slightly.  “Do you not want me to?” he asked.

“Does it matter what I want?” Elektra replied.  “I’m your captive, remember?”

Tyros leaned in and cupped Elektra’s face with his hand, gently caressing her cheek.  “Did you not just beg me to fuck you?” he asked, softly.  “Tell me what it is you really want, woman.”

Elektra bit her lip.  How much longer would it be before the rescue ships found them?  She would have to keep playing along.

“I… I want you to fuck me,” she said.  “I’m just scared.”

Tyros smiled.  He ran his hands down to her legs and spread them open, making his way between them.  His large cock rested against her pelvis, atop her mound.  Elektra could feel its warmth and stiffness against her skin and her pussy practically sang out with anticipation.

“Do not fear me, woman,” Tyros said as he leaned over her.  “Embrace the gift I am about to give you.  Let us share in this together…”

Before Elektra could respond, she felt Tyros’s cock slide down to her pussy.  He used one hand to tease her vagina with its tip, the smooth, bulbous head working its way up and down her slit, getting wet with her juices.  The sensation drove Elektra wild and before she knew it, she was angling her hips as though to invite him in.

Then, it happened.

The alien slid the tip of his cock inside her.  It felt huge as it made its way in, pressing against her walls pleasingly and causing Elektra to arch her back and moan in pleasure.  Slowly, Tyros slid in deeper, his cock moving further inside her body, stretching her out and pressing against her walls.

Elektra cried out at the overwhelming sensation of his cock inside her.  She’d never felt anything like it before!  It felt soooooo good.  It filled her up and caused electric shocks of pleasure to shoot through her legs and belly, fireworks of ecstasy exploding deep within her loins.

“Oh, Goddess!” she cried as he pushed all the way in.  She could feel the soft sensation of his balls rest against her, his strong rod deep inside her.

“There you go,” Tyros whispered.  “Good girl.  Take all of it.”

Tyros began thrusting, gently at first, finding a good rhythm as he pumped his cock in and out of her.  He worked his way up to longer strokes and as he did, Elektra wriggled underneath him as his cock slid against the walls of her pussy, again and again, feeling amazing and wonderful in a way she never thought possible.

Each thrust brought with it a new sensation of pleasure.  Her belly tingled with delight, her heart beat faster, her blood pumped warmly as her body moved with his.  She felt her legs quiver as he kept fucking her and her loins were beginning to harbor that rising pressure that ached so sweetly.

“Oh my Goddess!” she gasped as Tyros sped up his assault, fucking her harder and faster.  “YES!” she screamed.  “YES!  HARDER!”

Tyros lay on top of her, scooping her up in his strong, muscular arms and holding her close – close enough to feel the warmth of his skin and the beating of his heart.  Elektra grabbed onto him, her head resting in the crook of his neck as she gazed up at the sky.

Her head was dizzy with ecstasy, her brain tingling as the alien assaulted her, fucking her pussy as it had never been fucked before.  It felt good.  It felt right.  It felt… perfect.

“Don’t stop!” Elektra begged.  “Don’t stop fucking me!”

The alien’s cock plowed into her, hard and deep, hard and deep, over and over.  The sensation caused her whole body to shiver.  Her heart was thumping so hard it felt as though it would burst from her chest.  She felt giddy, she felt high, and she felt so amazing she never wanted the feeling to end.  The pressure between her legs built and built with each excruciatingly wonderful thrust and her belly tightened as she tried to contain herself until it was no longer possible.

Elektra arched her back and screamed as the pressure released and she exploded between her legs, the raw, powerful ecstasy of the sensation completely overwhelming her.  She felt her juices flow from her pussy, dripping down her inner thighs, her belly a raging turmoil of pleasure as her legs shook from the onslaught of sensation.

Tyros did not stop.  He kept plowing into her, fucking her hard and deep, causing her to orgasm again and again as he hit the ideal spot deep inside her – that mysterious, forbidden button that only this alien’s cock had ever been able to reach, and Elektra was powerless to stop.

Her body convulsed as she climaxed, again and again, her eyes rolling into the back of her head as she completely lost control of her body, submitting herself to the ravages of this alien beast on top of her.

She held onto him tighter, her fingers digging into his back as he continued his assault, all the while screaming and moaning with pleasure.

“You’re going to make me cum,” he whispered in her ear as he fucked her.  “You’re going to make me cum…”

Elektra’s brain could barely comprehend his words.  She didn’t know what it meant to ‘cum,’ but something told her it was a good thing.  The world was spinning around her, her brain desperate for oxygen.  But despite it all, she managed to say:

“YES!  CUM!  PLEASE!”

Tyros thrust into her urgently, hitting her deep and hard.  Finally, he thrust in so deep that Elektra almost couldn’t handle it and she felt a queer, warm sensation inside of her.  Tyros arched his back, every muscle in his body going taught, his jaw clenched as he grunted.  Elektra could feel his massive cock pulse within her as the warm sensation continued to fill her up and it made her belly tingle with delight.

Both Tyros and Elektra moaned in ecstasy, their bodies ridged and taught as they lay entwined together, both lost in the bliss of the moment.

Finally, Tyros collapsed on top of her, breathing heavily himself, his large cock still buried in Elektra.  She embraced him, holding him close as she struggled to breathe.  She could still feel the warm sensation that had come from the alien’s climax, as it continued to spread through her body.  She could feel the alien’s sweat as she ran her hands over his skin.

“Wow,” the alien muttered.  “I love the noises you make, Elektra Stylos.”

“Is it always like that?” Elektra asked.  “Being with a male?”

“I do not know, I have never been with a male,” joked Tyros.  “But I do know it is always pleasurable when I am with a female.”

Elektra giggled softly.  Suddenly, she rolled them both over so that she was now on top.  Tyros looked up at her with his lilac eyes, pleasantly surprised as she laid her hands on his chest and smiled at him.

“Do you treat all your prisoners in such a way, Warlord Tyros?” Elektra asked.

“No,” replied Tyros.  “But you struck me as special.”

“Did I?” said Elektra coyly.  “Well, I suppose you’re quite special too.”

Tyros smiled.  “Is that so?”

Elektra nodded.  “I’ve never experienced anything like that before.  Which is why I won’t kill you.”

Tyros chuckled.  “Despite the fact that it would be quite rude to kill me after what we just did – there’s no way you could ever overpower me, Oiorpatan.”

“You’re right, I can’t,” said Elektra as she leaned down and kissed the alien on his lips, before whispering in his ear…  

“But they can.”

Suddenly, three Venus-class mech-suits dropped from the air, landing around the couple with a thunderous crash as they cratered the ground from their impact.  The Oiorpatan warriors stood upright and leveled their arm-cannons at the surprised Vorgaraan.

Elektra got to her feet and gazed down at the alien, whose erection had not-so-unexpectedly disappeared.

“Congratulations, Vorgaraan,” Elektra said.  “You’re my prisoner now.”


Chapter 2

Tyros could feel the energy bands on his wrist tighten when he pulled against them. There was no way to break free. Even though the bands were designed for an average human, his muscles were no match for the military shackles.  The light transport offered him no comfort as his giant frame was much too large for the standard seating built into Oiorpatan ships.

Elektra sat across from him but never met his gaze.  He could see the tension in her body language.  The way she sat, the way she avoided eye contact, the way she almost imperceptibly nursed her crotch.  He knew what she was thinking about.  After her reinforcements had arrived she’d tried her best not to act embarrassed.  Even went so far as to spin a story that he’d attempted to rape her.  Though, from the look on her comrade’s faces, he could tell they didn’t believe it.

He sat silently as the Oiorpatan carrier came into view.  He had seen radar blips of the large ship before combat but fighter pilots never dared fly this close to an enemy for fear of their automated long-range weaponry.  He studied the defense arrays and architecture of the carrier as the transport swung around to the docking bay.

“Take a good look, Vorgaraan,” one of the guards said. “It's the last ship you'll ever see.”

Tyros gave no sign that he’d heard the guard.  He kept his eyes on the warship as their approach slowed.

“I cannot wait to hand you over to the Doctor for your interrogation,” the guard prodded, frustrated that she had been ignored.  “First thing they’re gonna do is cut that tube between your legs off.”

“That's enough,” Elektra ordered.  “You’re not to address the prisoner, understood?”

Tyros had to keep himself from smiling as Elektra’s hard gaze with her blue eyes made the guard look away reproachfully.  It seems the girl might just have taken a shine to him after all.

The transport entered the docking bay, the atmospheric shield activating to pressurize the bay before the transport’s door opened.  His guards got Tyros to his feet and followed Elektra out the door.  As they walked down the transport’s ramp an older woman in a sharp grey uniform was there to greet them.  She was attended to by a small entourage, all of which were women who eyed the purple alien suspiciously.

"Commander Stylos,” said the older woman with a nod.  “Good to see you back in one piece.”

“Thank you, Admiral,” Elektra said with a salute.

The Admiral stepped forward and looked Tyros up and down.  He was still naked and her cold grey eyes seemed to linger on his cock momentarily, a look of disgust creeping onto her face.

“This is the first Vorgaraan we’ve ever been able to capture alive,” the Admiral said.  “I look forward to seeing what type of information he can provide us with.”

Tyros smirked at the old woman.  “Oh, I’m sure there’s much I can provide you Oiorpatans with,” he said with a subtle look in Elektra’s direction.  Elektra blushed and seemed to notice the Admiral glance her way.

“Take this beast to holding,” the Admiral ordered the guards.  “I’m sure the Doctor will want to see him as soon as possible.  And for Goddess’s sake, cover that thing between his legs with something.”

The guards prodded Tyros with their guns to get him walking.  He smirked at Elektra one last time before being led off toward the brig.  The Admiral moved beside Elektra as they watched the alien march off.

“He's big one, indeed,” the Admiral said.

“Yes, Vorgaraans are much taller than us,” Elektra said.

“I wasn’t talking about his height,” muttered the Admiral.  “The rescue team reported that the alien attempted to… be with you.”

Elektra shifted uncomfortably at the Admiral’s interrogation.  Her loins still ached from her encounter with the alien and it only served to remind her of how much she’d enjoyed it.

“I had to lead him on,” Elektra replied, “in order to buy enough time for the rescue to arrive.  If I hadn’t, he may have killed me.”

“The mech-pilots said you were naked,” pressed the Admiral.  “And on top of him.”

Elektra gritted her teeth.  “I may have had to… do some things for the sake of stalling him, ma’am.”

The Admiral sighed.  “Just remember, males are dangerous creatures, no matter what species they might be,” she said.  “There was a reason we wiped them out a thousand years ago, and why we seek to exterminate them from the universe now.  They can corrupt you if you are not careful.”

Elektra nodded.  “I understand, ma’am,” she said.  “I can assure you, I’m perfectly fine.”

“Regardless,” the Admiral said.  “I’d like to you see the Doctor when you’ve recovered from your ordeal.”

“The Doctor?” Elektra asked, concerned.

“Yes,” the Admiral replied.  “Just to have a checkup.  Make sure you weren’t injured or otherwise compromised by your… stalling tactics.”

Elektra nodded.  “Aye-aye, ma’am,” she said, dreading what kind of poking and prodding the Doctor would have to do.

“Dismissed,” said the Admiral, ending their informal debrief.

Elektra made her way to her quarters.  The warship housed roughly 6,200 souls and space was at a premium.  However, her rank as Commander gave her slightly larger quarters with a private bathroom.

The sliding metal door automatically closed behind her.  It felt like every muscle in Elektra’s body ached now that the high of her little adventure had begun to subside.  The dogfight in space, the crash to the planet, and then that little exercise with the alien… it had all taken a bigger toll on her than she’d thought.  She set the sound system in her room to some soothing music as she peeled off the spare jumpsuit she’d been given on the transport.  She briefly wondered if she was the first mech-pilot ever rescued completely in the nude.

She turned on the shower, letting the hot water massage her tired muscles and wash the dirt and grime off her.  She breathed in the moist steam and let the water rush over her head.  The military-issued soap lathered rather poorly but her hands worked vigorously to scrub her petite body clean. Her fair skin seemed to become much brighter under the harsh light of the bathroom.  She made an extra effort to wash her pink pubic hair thoroughly before cleaning out her pussy.

Try not to think about it, she thought as she washed herself.  Just don’t think about it.

As her soapy fingers cleaned herself out, it was hard for her not to remember the feeling of the alien’s deft hands as he’d fondled her and slid his own thick fingers into her.  Before she knew it, she was massaging herself, trying to do it just the way Tyros had done.

Elektra sighed as she hit this right spot inside her, the hot water making her skin flush.  She tilted her head back and closed her eyes, moaning as she pleasured herself.

In her mind’s eye, she saw the alien’s face – his perfect, angular face with his square jaw, glowing lilac eyes, and flowing, deep purple hair.  His strong cheekbones, his thin, firm lips… suddenly, she wasn’t just hot from the water anymore.  Her heart was beating faster and her blood was really pumping.

She had a mental image of the alien’s cock, swinging between his legs when he’d first revealed it to her.  The long shaft, the bulbous head, the way it grew long and strong when he became aroused.  She felt her stomach tighten and her pussy ache with longing at the thought of it.

My Goddess, she thought as she remembered the feeling of it inside her.  Did I really take that whole thing?

She slid her fingers out of her pussy and began sensuously rubbing her clit, sending giddy tingles of pleasure down her legs as she imagined getting fucked by that glorious alien cock.  She clenched the bar of soap tightly in her other hand and arched her back, letting the hot water run down her body, making every inch of her skin tingle with its relaxing warmth. 

She remembered what it was like kissing him – so different than when she kissed another female.  His firm lips, his rough tongue, the way her mouth was tickled when he made out with her, as if he’d been trying to consume her.  Her chest heaved as her breathing deepened and she sped up the stimulation of her clit, causing her loins to quiver with erotic energy that sent a pleasurable shiver up her spine.

“Tell me you want me inside you,” she heard his cool, confident voice echo in her memory.

“I want you inside me!” she breathed.

“Tell me you want my cock,” his ghost said again.

“I want your cock!” she moaned as she fingered herself.

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please, Tyros,” she said, breathlessly.  “Fuck me!”

The thought of the large alien ravaging her brought her to the brink as she massaged herself vigorously.  She felt the pressure build up inside her as she imagined him on top of her, thrusting his long, wonderful cock deep inside her pussy and filling her up with the most amazing sensation.

When she couldn’t hold it in any longer, she exploded, her pussy contracting powerfully as she kept rubbing her sensitive clit as the water washed over her.

Her entire body convulsed as she orgasmed, the mental image of Tyros burning into her brain as her loins cried out for him.  In that moment, she wanted him.  She missed the feeling of his cock inside her.  She missed the feeling of his weight on top of her as he had his way.  She missed his touch, his scent, and the way he filled her up.

“TYROS!” she gasped.

Finally, her knees buckled and she collapsed to the floor of the shower, the hot water raining down on her head.  She rested her hand on her aching pussy, breathing heavily, before turning her face into the spray, its soothing rain baptizing her and helping her to relax. She let herself lie on the floor of the shower, her body now completely worn out and her muscles barely able to operate.

“Water off,” she whispered.

The spray of hot water ceased and Elektra rested her head against the cold tile of the shower, her eyes already closing as sleep rushed in to take her.

Dear Goddess, help me, she thought before she passed out.  I have been corrupted…


Chapter 3

Elektra was roused by the knock on the door.  There was only one person she knew who knocked on the door instead of using the comlink to announce her arrival.

“Elektra?” came Amalie’s voice.  “Are you there?”

Elektra stirred.  She was curled up on the couch, naked, wrapped in a towel.  The cushions were now wet from her not bothering to dry off from the shower before crawling off the tile floor of the bathroom to the much more comfortable sofa.  Amalie knocked again.

“Elektra, please, open up,” she said through the door.

Electra sighed.  “Door, open,” she muttered.

The automatic door slid open with a slight hiss.  Amalie stepped inside, glancing around the darkened room, the only light coming from the muted vidscreen on the wall in front of the couch which was displaying the inter-fleet news feed.

“Elektra?” 

“Over here,” Elektra barely whispered. 

Elektra looked up at Amalie as she rounded the couch.  The look on Amalie’s face when she saw Elektra lying there in a wet mess of towels with tangled pink hair said it all.  She knelt beside her, taking Elektra’s hand in her own.

“I heard about what happened on your mission,” Amalie said, softly.  “Are you okay?”

Elektra rolled over, facing away from her.  “I’m fine,” she muttered.

Amalie grimaced.  She ran her fingers through her blonde hair, frustrated by Elektra’s attitude.

“Do you… need to talk about what happened?” she asked.

“Nothing happened,” Elektra muttered.

“Your squad died,” Amalie said.  “You got shot out of the sky.  You fought face-to-face with a Vogaraan.  That’s not nothing.”

Elektra sighed and turned back toward Amalie.  She’d had her eyes modified to the color violet, making them look sultry and amazing.  Elektra loved staring into those eyes.  But the way she was currently feeling, they only served to annoy her.

They reminded her of the lilac eyes of the alien.

Amalie was Elektra’s Connection.  Every Oiorpatan in the fleet was assigned a Connection who was the most genetically compatible to them.  A Connection was meant to be a best friend, a confidant, and a lover, all rolled into one convenient package.  Amalie and Elektra had been paired together for five years, which was the longest pairing Elektra knew about, at least among mech pilots.

Amalie was a good woman.  Elektra knew Amalie genuinely cared for her.  But as much as she wanted to, for whatever reason, Elektra couldn’t bring herself to have feelings that were as strong as hers.  But she pretended to, for Amalie’s sake.

“Please,” Amalie begged.  “Talk to me…”

She reached out and put a hand on Elektra’s.  Elektra looked down on it, her touch feeling nice and warm on her skin.

“Do I… do I seem different to you?” Elektra asked.

Amalie ran her hand through Elektra’s pink hair, combing it with her fingers.  “You seem more morose than usual,” Amalie muttered.  “But considering what you’ve been through, I guess that’s to be expected.  You look good, though.”

Elektra shrugged.  “I always look good,” she said with a coy smile.

Amalie laughed at that.  “You do, you do…” she said, running her hand down Elektra’s arm gently.  “You’re the most beautiful woman I know.”

“I’d take that as a compliment, if I wasn’t already aware of how few people you know.”

They both chuckled at that.  Amalie kissed Elektra on the shoulder, her pillowy lips soft and gentle on Elektra’s skin.  She looked deep into Elektra’s eyes, her face concerned.

“Tell me what happened,” she whispered.  “Please.”

Elektra shook her head.  “It's nothing,” she said.

“The word is they found you with the Vogaraan… naked,” Amalie said, quietly.  “That you were on top of him.”

“I was stalling for time,” Elektra said.  “Nothing more.”

Amalie was quiet for a moment.  “Are you sure about that?”

Elektra sat up, letting the towel fall away so her breasts were exposed.  She glared down at Amalie.  “What do you know about males, Amalie?” Elektra asked, pointedly.

“I don’t know anything about them,” she replied.

“I learned a thing or two about them in the short time I was on that blasted planet,” Elektra replied.  “I learned that the sight of a naked woman makes them stupid.  It distracts them.  I played along to get along, nothing more.”

Amalie nodded.  “Okay,” she said.  “I believe you.”

Elektra squinted at her.  “No, you don’t,” she said.

Amalie looked away.  Elektra scowled.  “Fine,” Electra said.  “I’ll prove it to you.”

“And how are you going to do that?” Amalie asked.

Elektra tossed away her towel and spread her legs open, revealing her pussy inches from Amalie’s face.  She reached down and began gently playing with her clit.

“By fucking you better than I’ve ever fucked you before,” Elektra whispered.

Amalie’s eyes fell to Elektra’s pussy, her cheeks growing flush.  Elektra knew Amalie well enough that she’d see sex as a sign that their intimacy hadn’t diminished.  Elektra had perfected the ruse.  After five years of being her Connection, Elektra knew how to manipulate Amalie.

“Don’t you want me?” Elektra asked softly, gazing down at Amalie.  “Aren’t I the most beautiful woman you know?”

Amalie’s eyes grew half closed as she gazed into her lover’s face.  “Yes,” she whispered in reply.

“Then kiss me,” Elektra said.  “And help me forget about today.”

Amalie crawled up and kissed Elektra, slipping her tongue into her mouth as they kissed each other deeply, making out lovingly.  Amalie ran her hands over Elektra’s naked body, losing herself in the feel of her lips and the soft, supple nature of her skin.

Amalie disengaged and slowly slid back down until her face hovered above Elektra’s pussy.  She ran her hands up her thighs, breathing her hot breath over Elektra’s slit.  Elektra grabbed her own breasts, tweaking her nipples as she leaned back, ready for Amalie’s beautiful lips to wrap around her pussy.  She did not have to wait long.

Amalie ran her gentle tongue up and down Elektra’s slit, making her moan in pleasure.  The soft, slick feeling of her tongue as it travelled up and down Elektra’s pussy lips felt so good.  Amalie began to kiss Elektra’s pussy all over, peppering her lover’s pelvis and inner thighs with the small tokens of affection.

Elektra massaged her own breasts, lightly pinching her nipples between her fingers as Amalie slipped her tongue inside her.  She could feel her lover’s tongue wiggle as it probed her moistening pussy, feeling nice and soft and wonderful.

Elektra raised her legs, sliding down the couch to present more of herself to Amalie.  Amalie took advantage of the gesture, licking her thoroughly before locking her lips on top of Elektra’s tiny protruding clit.  She sucked on the pink nub of pleasure gently, flicking it with her tongue within her mouth and causing Elektra’s legs to quiver.

Slowly, Amalie slid two of her fingers into Elektra’s pussy, running them along its roof and settling right over the rough patch that signaled Elektra’s g-spot, an area Amalie was well familiar with.  She began to massage it gently with the tips of her skilled fingers and felt her chest tighten with pleasure when Elektra moaned in deepening delight.

Elektra closed her eyes, leaning her head back, losing herself in her lover’s touch.  She felt the fingers inside her, touching her just the way she liked, sending ripples of pleasure down her legs and causing her tummy to flutter with ecstasy.  

Suddenly, in her mind, she imagined Tyros – he’d fingered her just like this on the surface of the planet.  His brilliant lilac eyes glowing as she gazed into them, his perfect face smiling down at her as his fingers probed the depths of her womanhood.  Elektra felt a nervous energy in her chest, as though he was with her once more, his fingers pleasuring her as he gazed at her with his mysterious alien eyes.

Elektra was breathing heavily now, imagining the alien molesting her.  In her mind’s eye, she could see his firm, well-defined muscles.  His perfect abs, his V-shaped torso, and his flowing purple hair completed the picture of him.  How she longed for his rough, firm touch… the scent of his musk… the feel of his lips…

How she longed for his cock to be inside her…

“More,” Elektra whispered.

“More what?” came Amalie’s voice.

“More fingers,” Elektra begged, not wanting to open her eyes for fear of losing Tyros’ image.  “Fill me up… please…”

She felt the sensation of Amalie trying to comply with her wishes.  She slid three fingers inside her, stretching Elektra out slightly in a pleasant way.  But it wasn’t the same.  It just didn’t feel the same!

Elektra remembered how the alien’s cock felt, filling her up inside, hitting every wall all at once and feeling better than anything had a right to feel.  She remembered how deep it burrowed within her, how natural and amazing it felt as it slid in and out of her wet hole, its bulbous head pressing pleasurably against her walls as it did so.

Amalie continued to suck on Elektra’s clit as she shoved her three fingers in and out of her, trying her best to please her lover.  But Elektra couldn’t concentrate.  She didn’t want Amalie…

She wanted the alien.

Elektra pushed Amalie away from her gently, finally opening her eyes.  Amalie looked at her, a mixture of curiosity and concern on her face.

“What’s wrong?” Amalie asked.

“I’m sorry,” Elektra muttered.  “I just… I’m not really in the mood for this right now…”

Before Amalie could respond, a loud beep signaled a call over the ship’s communication network.

“Incoming call,” the room’s computer announced.

“Answer,” said Elektra.

On the vidscreen before her, the ID picture of a young woman appeared, her name “Jennox Desiree” displayed beneath her picture, along with her title of “Physician’s Assistant.”

“Yes?” Elektra replied.

“Commander Stylos?” Jennox asked.

“Speaking.”

“The Doctor would like to see you down on deck 13,” Jennox said.  “Your presence has been requested specifically.”

Elektra glanced at Amalie nervously.  Being called before the Doctor was typically never a good thing.  “I’m not scheduled for my exam until tomorrow,” Elektra said.

“This has nothing to do with your check-up, Commander,” Jennox said.  “It has to do with your prisoner.”

“I see…” Elektra muttered.  “When would you like me to head down?”

“Immediately,” Jennox said.  “It is not wise to keep the Doctor waiting.”


Chapter 4

Elektra walked down the halls of deck 13, the heels of her long, black leather boots clicking away as she moved.  She had quickly dressed in her navy blue pilot uniform.  It was customary to meet with the Doctor in more formal attire.  Amalie had helped her make her hair presentable, combing it and putting it in a ponytail.  She still wanted to talk with Elektra about why she’d interrupted their lovemaking, but seemed to know Elektra had more important things on her mind at that moment.

Eventually, she arrived at the Bio-center.  Deck 13 housed all the Doctor’s offices – the medical facilities, the cloning farms, the fertilization pods, and the “examination rooms.”  Though used for medical purposes, the examination rooms were more notorious for the variety of experiments and torture that they helped to facilitate.

Elektra took a deep breath and pressed the signal button on the door.  It opened and she stepped inside.  The ante-room was pleasant enough, with a dark haired woman at a desk behind an open window.  Elektra approached.

“Commander Stylos,” Elektra said, announcing herself.  “The Doctor requested me.”

“Just one moment,” the dark-haired receptionist said, hitting a button on her computer.  Within a few moments, a side door slid open and Jennox strode toward her, clad in the short white dress that was her uniform.  She had a thin, shapely body and her hips swayed enticingly when she walked.

“Commander,” she said with a smile, gesturing toward the doors.  “Right this way.”

Elektra followed her down a series of sterile, winding hallways before arriving at a set of doors.  Jennox slid her ID badge over the door sensor and they opened.  Jennox motioned for Elektra to enter.

Inside was a small, dark room with a weak overhead light shining down, casting a tiny pool of light on the floor.  Elektra looked around, curiously.  The room was completely empty.

“What am I—“

“Wait here, please,” Jennox said as the door closed, locking Elektra inside.

Elektra fidgeted.  She glanced around, suddenly wondering if she had something to be nervous about.  Did the Doctor somehow know she’d mated with the alien?  Were they going to dissect her to see what kind of effect it had?  A myriad of scenarios ran through her mind, none of them good.

Suddenly, a section of the wall before her began to rise, revealing an observation window.  Elektra stepped forward and gasped.  In the room opposite, she saw Tyros.  He was strapped to an examination table that stood upright.  His hands and feet were bound in an X shape, and his cock hung freely between his legs.  He was awake and appeared unharmed.  He was calmly gazing up at the ceiling, looking a bit bored.

Elektra’s eyes washed over his body, soaking it in.  He looked exactly as she remembered him.  His skin, his muscles, his hair… he was gorgeous, and Elektra felt a tingle between her legs that caused her pulse to quicken when she looked at him.

“Amazing specimen, isn’t he?” came a woman’s voice over a comlink in the room.

Elektra looked up at the speaker in the ceiling.  “What do you mean?” she asked.

“It’s so rare to have the opportunity to study a living Vogaraan,” the voice said.  “I take it this has been your first contact with a male, Commander?”

“Um… yes, it has,” Elektra replied.

“Our sensors did a full scan of you as you entered our offices,” the voice said.  “Based on the state of your vagina, it indicates you copulated with the Vogaraan.”

“I… I was with my Connection when your assistant called,” Elektra said.  “We were in the middle of having sex.”

“Even if you were, our scans indicate trauma consistent with the deep insertion of a phallus,” the voice replied. 

Elektra closed her eyes.  It was no good lying to the Doctor.

“Very well,” Elektra muttered.  “Yes, I had sex with the Vogaraan.  I needed to keep him occupied until my back-up arrived.”

“And how was it?”

Elektra glanced up at the speaker again, surprised at the question.  “It… it was nothing,” Elektra lied.  “I didn’t much care for it.”

“Sensors show you’re lying to me, based on your pulse and heart rate,” the voice responded.  “I take it the experience was pleasurable, then?”

Elektra sighed.  “It was,” she replied.  “It was the best feeling I’d ever experienced in my life.”

“Interesting,” came the voice.  “Would you be willing to do it again?”

“Again?” Elektra asked, suspiciously.

“The Vogaraan is a tough specimen,” the Doctor said.  “Their species has natural resistances to pain, which makes torture far less effective.  Pleasure seems to be a good way to get him to respond to our inquiries.  Scans indicate arousal when we showed him images of you, in particular.  I believe our interrogation would be far better served with you involved.”

Elektra swallowed.  She gazed at Tyros, her heart quickening.  How she wanted to fuck him again!

“Is it not illegal to copulate with a male of any species?” Elektra asked.

“It is,” the Doctor’s voice replied.  “Thus, it is extremely rare to collect information on Oiorpatan physiological responses to such things.  However, since you have already broken the law, you present us with a unique opportunity to gather valuable science, while also gathering valuable intelligence.  I am prepared to grant you immunity for your indiscretion on the planet, should you choose to accept my offer of copulating with the alien again.”

Elektra closed her eyes.  The chance of being with Tyros again… legally, without guilt or shame… could she really pass that up?

“Very well,” she said.  “I’ll do it.”

“Excellent,” the voice responded.  “Disrobe and enter when you are ready.”

Elektra stripped out of her clothes, her stomach a bundle of nerves.  When she was fully naked, a door to the examination room opened.  She stepped inside.  It was dark, except for a pool of bright light shining down on Tyros.  He squinted, trying to see into the darkness.

“Who’s there?” he asked.

Elektra approached so he could get a good view.  His eyes widened in surprise and he smiled at her.

“Commander Elektra Stylos, serial number 466512,” she replied with a coy smile.

“Commander,” Tyros replied.  “I see you’re much the same as I remember you.”

He gazed down at her breasts and she felt her pulse quicken when she noticed his cock responding to the sight of her.

“I’ve been sent here to make you talk,” Elektra said.

“I figured as much,” he responded.

“Care to make things easy on yourself and answer our questions?”

“Never,” he said with a smirk.

“I was hoping you’d say that…” Elektra murmured.

She slinked up to him and grabbed his cock, gently stroking it.  Tyros’s body tensed up, his powerful muscles pressing against his purple skin.  He sucked in a breath of air as he gazed into Elektra’s eyes.

“You treat your prisoners… far better than we treat ours,” he said, jokingly.

Elektra smirked.  “It seems your kind have a hard time feeling pain.”

“Oh, we feel pain,” Tyros said, softly.  “Just not like you.”

“And pleasure?” Elektra whispered.  “Do you feel that like us?”

“No,” Tyros said.  “We feel it more than you do.”

“Then feel this,” she said, sliding to her knees.

Elektra wrapped her mouth around the head of Tyros’s large alien cock.  She sucked on it, tugging on him as she did so.  She felt it stiffen and grow, a low moan escaping from the alien.  Elektra felt her chest heave as she played with his cock in her mouth, running her tongue over the long shaft, moving her head back and forth as she tried to take more of it.

Oh Goddess, Elektra thought, feeling the exquisite sensation of Tyros’s cock sliding to the back of her throat.  This is so hot!

She began running her free hand over Tyros's muscular body and worked her mouth furiously over his pulsating shaft. Her touch was making the captive giant tense and struggle against his restraints. She grabbed his huge member tightly and disengaged, kissing it along its shaft lovingly as she reached up and grabbed his balls, massaging them lightly.

“You’ve… gotten the hang of this, I see,” muttered Tyros, his leg quivering.

Elektra looked up at him.  “It’s all I’ve been able to think about since the planet…” she whispered.

Tyros smiled.  “The same with me,” he whispered in reply.

Elektra got to her feet, leaning up against Tyros’s naked body with her own, his cock still in her hand.  She could feel his warmth.  Smell his scent.  She wanted him, badly – so badly she ached.  And she could tell he felt the same way.

Then, a voice rang out over the speakers in the room.

“Would you like to fuck her, Tyros?” the voice of the Doctor asked.

Tyros looked up into the darkness, as though to see who was speaking.

“You know I do,” he said.

“And you Commander?” the voice asked.  “Would you surrender your pussy to this male?  To let him use it for his own pleasure?”

Tyros looked at Elektra, his lilac eyes shining.  Elektra could feel her face flush.

“Yes,” she whispered.  “He can do whatever he wants to it…”

Tyros’s gaze became hungry as he locked eyes with Elektra.

“He looks to be rather large,” the voice said.  “Could you take all of him, Commander?”

“Yes,” Elektra said.  “I’ll take every last inch.”

She stroked him harder, light blue precum oozing out of the tip of his cock and running to her hand, causing a soft wet sound to ring out as she worked her hand up and down.  She could feel him grow harder, his cock pulsing.  He gritted his teeth, as though he were so engorged it hurt.

“She will fuck you, Tyros,” the Doctor said.  “All you need do is answer our questions…”

“No…” Tyros breathed.

“Where is the location of your fleet?”

“I won’t tell…”

Elektra took the tip of his cock and began rubbing it over her clit.  She laid her head against his chest, running her free hand along his abdomen.

“Please tell them,” she whispered.  “I want to fuck you so bad…”

Tyros slammed his head back against the table, his arms and legs pulling at his restraints so hard, veins were bulging in his arms.

“Where is the location of your fleet?” the Doctor’s voice asked again.

Elektra could feel her juices seeping onto Tyros’s cock, getting it slick as she slid its head along her pussy.  She gasped, feeling its long, smooth surface against her skin.

“Please, Tyros,” she begged.  “Tell them so we can be together… I want to feel you inside me once more…”

Finally, Tyros could not resist any longer.  “The fleet… is staged behind the third moon of Gavaltine… in sector 3384…”

“Very good,” the voice said.  “You may fuck now.”

Tyros and Elektra locked eyes.  “I just betrayed everything I believe in because of you,” he said.

“Thank you…” she whispered.

“Give yourself to me,” he said.  “Be mine.  Let it not have been for nothing.”

Elektra reached up and kissed him deeply, their tongues wrestling lustfully with each other’s.

“I’m yours,” she whispered in his ear.

Tyros just let his eyes roll back as the anticipation nearly overwhelmed him. His throbbing cock was pumping out a stream of light blue fluid as it pulsed against Elektra’s pussy.  Elektra guided him inside her, gasping as his giant member filled her up, moving deep inside her quivering pussy.

"Oh Goddess!" Elektra shrieked. "It’s so big!  So big!!!"

“You’re so tight,” Tyros breathed.

Elektra wrapped her hands behind Tyros’s neck, pulling herself up and bracing her legs against his muscular thighs as she starting banging against him, urgently taking his cock into her.  Tyros immediately started bucking back against her, banging against the table as hard as he could to move his giant shaft in and out of Elektra’s tight little pussy.

Elektra screamed as the alien’s cock ravaged her.  It was so big and thick, it was stretching her out, each deep thrust sending shivers of pleasure up her spine.

“Yes!  Rip me apart!” Elektra cried as Tyros continued to torment her aching pussy.

Then, the table Tyros was strapped to began to recline, until it was completely horizontal.  Elektra sat down on him, taking him all the way inside her – so deep her entire body shook.

“Goddess – you’re HUGE!” Elektra cried, her fists clenched.  Elektra's body convulsed once, then again, as the sheer act of accepting Tyros fully into her caused her to orgasm. She began gasping for air as a wave of pleasure overtook her body and she moaned loudly.

Tyros grunted as he felt her juices run over him.  He gazed up at her breasts, her skin pulled taught and tiny goosepimples appearing, the sight of which turned him on powerfully.  He began thrusting his hips upward, continuing his vaginal assault, causing Elektra to squeal with each movement.

“We go together, don’t you see?” Tyros whispered.  “We’re meant to be together…”

Elektra leaned down, her hands resting against the alien’s broad chest, as she ground her pussy on top of his cock.

“Together…” she said.

“Yes…” Tyros moaned.

The sensation of her clit rubbing against his skin as she worked his cock within her pussy was overwhelming.  She was shaking, as though every movement she made gave her an orgasm.

“Give yourself to me,” Tyros muttered.  “Be my slave… give yourself to me…”

“I do…” Elektra whispered.  “I’m yours…”

“Are you my slave?” Tyros asked as the thrust, sending shocks of ecstasy through them both.  “Are you my slave?”

“Yes!” moaned Elektra.  “I’m your slave!”

“Then fuck me like a slave!” Tyros rumbled.  “Prove yourself to your master!”

Elektra closed her eyes, losing herself in the moment.  She grabbed her breasts as she began vigorously fucking Tyros, riding him hard and fast.

Tyros leaned his head back, the wet sensation of Elektra’s pussy engulfing his massive cock becoming too much for him.  He struggled against his restraints, wanting to rip free – to hold her, to own her, to ravish her.

Elektra felt more pressure building up inside her as she cried out in orgasm.  It felt as though Tyros’s cock was growing even bigger and she could feel it throbbing inside her.

“I’m going to cum!” he cried.  “I’m going to cum within you!”

Elektra immediately remembered what it was like when he’d cum back on the planet.  She bore down harder on his cock, her hips moving purposefully.

“Cum!” she ordered.  “Give me your cum… I want all of it inside of me!”

Within seconds, she could feel a warm, tingling sensation as Tyros’s cock exploded within her, his release filling her up once more.  She gasped, her brain becoming dizzy.  She felt drunk as she felt his cock jerk and pulse as load after load of the alien’s ejaculate was shot into her.

Finally, Elektra collapsed on top of him.  She held him tight, both their bodies shivering.  His cock was still inside her and she didn’t want it to leave.  She could feel his fluids mixing with hers and leaking out of her from below.  They were both breathing heavily and she felt like she just wanted to go to sleep on top of him right there.

“You’re such a good little slave,” Tyros whispered.

“Thank you, master,” Elektra muttered, not even thinking about what she was saying.

“Now… release me.”

Elektra sat up, looking down at him, his words ringing in her ears.

Release me…

She reached over to undo his restrained wrists, knowing she shouldn’t, but unable to stop herself.  Before she could, a painful jolt of electricity shot through her.  She screamed, her body tense, and she fell off the table to the floor.

“No!” yelled Tyros.

Elektra writhed on the floor.  She got to her hands and knees, shaking the buzzing from her head and looked up to see what had shot her.

A tall woman with long dark hair and large, full lips was standing nearby.  She had sultry eyes that looked down at Elektra with smugness, and she was clad in a long, white doctor’s robe.  Two guards stood on either side of her with stun staffs in their hands.

“Hit her again,” the Doctor ordered.

The guards obeyed the woman’s command, shooting Elektra again.  The blue stun rays ravaged her body, making it feel like a thousand bees were stinging her all at once.  She felt her muscles tense so tightly, it felt as though they’d break bones.  She screamed.

“Stop it!” yelled Tyros.  “Leave her alone!”

The Doctor stared at Tyros, her dark eyes cold, but her lush lips curled in a smile.

“You’ve had your fun with her, Vogaraan,” the Doctor said.  “Now, it’s my turn.”


Chapter 5

Elektra awoke when a blazing pain assaulted her back.  She screamed, consciousness suddenly upon her.  She looked around, now alert.  She was in a sterile white room.  Gravity cuffs were on her arms and ankles and she hovered in the middle of the room upright in a spread-eagle position.

The Doctor sat in a chair a few feet in front of her, wearing a pair of glasses.  Her legs were crossed, revealing knee-high white leather boots and hints of her thigh peeking out from behind her white lab coat.  She had a datapad in her lap and smiled pleasantly at Elektra as her eyes focused in on the Doctor.

Jennox came walking around Elektra, clad in white thigh-high stiletto boots, a skimpy white g-string, and nothing else.  She held an electro-whip in her hand and knelt obediently at the Doctor’s side.  The Doctor rested her elbow on Jennox’s head as though she were a piece of furniture.

“Time to wake up, Commander,” the Doctor said.

Elektra tried to move, but the gravity pull on her restraints was too strong.  She knew that all the Doctor had to do was increase their pull to rip her limbs off her body.  She glared at the woman before her.

“What is the meaning of this?” Elektra demanded.  “You can’t do this!  I’m an officer of the fleet!”

“I can do whatever I want to traitors,” the Doctor said, off-handedly.

Elektra’s eyes widened.  “Traitor?” she said.  “I’m no traitor!”

“You aligned yourself with an enemy of the fleet, and a male at that,” the Doctor said.  “What else would you call it?”

“You said I’d receive immunity for helping in the interrogation!”

“That was before you submitted to being his slave,” the Doctor said.  “After that, I could not help you, I’m afraid.”

“That… that was just talk!” Elektra said.  “Something said in the heat of the moment!  It didn’t mean anything!”

“Didn’t it?” the Doctor said.  “Let me show you something, Commander…”

The Doctor tapped the screen of her datapad a few times and a holographic image sprang to life in front of Elektra.  It was multiple videos of Elektra and Tyros having sex with different computer analysis on each instance, along with various biological readings.  Elektra gazed at the images, trying to make sense of them.

“Vogaraan physiology is extremely interesting,” the Doctor mused.  “We don’t know much about it honestly, but now, thanks to you, we’ve gathered some very valuable data.  Once I cross-referenced it with what we’ve learned from our numerous encounters with their species, certain things began to fall into place.”

“What kind of things?” Elektra asked.

“We know for a fact that the Vogaraan are a male-dominated species.  Males of their race take many females for mates, subjugating them in a submissive role.  We always wondered how the females of their kind would allow themselves to be dominated so.  And now, we have our answer.”

An image of Elektra and Tyros having sex grew in the display, showing Tyros ejaculating into her.

“It would appear the Vogaraan male releases a pheromone when he’s aroused that puts the female in a highly suggestible state.  Once he gets the female to verbally commit to his desires, his ejaculate is absorbed by the vaginal wall, introducing protein strains which lock those mental commitments into place, thus permanently changing the psychology of his mate.”

“I… I don’t understand…” Elektra said.

“You are no longer Commander Elektra Stylos, of the Oiorpatan people,” the Doctor said.  “You are now Elektra Stylos, Vogaraan sex slave.”

“That’s ridiculous!” screeched Elektra.  “I am no one’s slave!”

“Oh, but you are,” the Doctor replied.  “You were in the midst of obeying a verbal command from the Vogaraan when we interrupted you.  Had we not, you would have freed him.  Your brain has become hard-wired to obey his every command, satisfy his every whim, and do whatever he asks of you.  You have become the thing we Oiorpatans despise most, Commander – a weak woman, subservient to a male.”

Elektra’s eyes widened in fear and shock as the Doctor’s words settled on her.

“I’d had theories and suspicions that such things were the case among Vogaraan culture, but could never prove it.  And even if I could, I did not know if that would translate to our species, until you came along.”

“You tricked me into becoming a Vogaraan slave!” sneered Elektra.

“Oh, my dear, you were already his slave by the time you returned to the fleet,” the Doctor said.  “He just hadn’t completed the process yet.  Why do you think he would fuck you on that planet rather than kill you?  Once you were enslaved, he could send you back here as a spy and possible saboteur.  He’d be able to pass psychic commands to you and you’d be powerless to resist him.”

“No!” cried Elektra.  “It’s not true!”

“I had to see if my theories were correct, which is why I had you complete the process.  Now you can understand how dangerous the Vogaraans are and why they must be exterminated.  Their race exists to enslave females.  We are a race of females.  If they can enslave us, they can conquer us.  Destroy what took millennia to build – all with the power of their cocks.”

Elektra felt her chest seize up on her.  She wanted to cry.  She felt betrayed.  How could she have been so stupid?

“But…” continued the Doctor.  “There might be a chance for you… albeit a slight one.”

“What do you mean?”

“It may be possible to break the Vogaraan programming, since it is early and may not have fully taken root yet,” the Doctor said.  “But purging it from you will be immensely unpleasant.”

“Why?” Elektra asked.  “What is the treatment?”

The Doctor patted the head of Jennox.  “My assistant will have to torture you,” she replied.  “Attempt to overload the pain receptors in your brain to keep the protein strains from taking root permanently.  I must warn you, my assistant’s skill in torture is quite extensive.  Execution for treason may be far preferable in the end.  But I leave it up to you which you’d prefer.”

Elektra hesitated.  She didn’t much care for either of her choices.

“Torturing me… can it really cure me of the Vogaraan programming?”

“It might,” the Doctor said.  “Then again, it might not, and you’ll be executed regardless.  But it’s a chance.  Would you like to take it?”

Elektra eyed Jennox, who smiled at her wickedly.  From the way the woman’s nipples had grown stiff and erect, Elektra could tell she was eager to begin torturing her.

“Yes,” muttered Elektra.  “Do it.”

The Doctor smiled devilishly.  “As you wish,” she said.  “Jennox, dear.  It is time to begin the Commander’s treatment.  Do not hold back.  We should do everything in our power to help her.”

“Yes, Doctor,” said Jennox getting to her feet.  She flicked the switch on the electro-whip in her hand and a blue lash of light shot out, waiting to be unleashed.  Elektra steeled herself as Jennox slinked around her, her stiletto heels clicking menacingly as she did so.

The electro-lash of the whip struck out, licking the back of Elektra.  She screamed as blazing pain streaked down her back, her skin feeling as though it were on fire.  Jennox struck again, and again, Elektra screamed.

Her naked body squirmed, her harsh restrains unyielding as they held her steady, suspended in the air.  The lash struck again, and again Elektra screamed as her body was ravaged by pain.

Her whole back felt like it was on fire as Jennox continued to whip Elektra mercilessly.  Elektra gasped and moaned and screamed as streak after streak of agony assaulted her back.  Her eyes were watering, tears streaking down her cheeks.

Goddess!  It hurts so much!!!

Then, as Jennox continued to ravage her back, Tyros came into her mind.  His kind lilac eyes looking into her soul, his smile comforting her.

“You are strong,” Tyros told her.  “Do not despair.”

“They’re hurting me!” cried Elektra.  “Oh, Goddess!  It hurts!!!”

“Do not focus on the pain,” Tyros said.  “Focus on my love for you.  Feel it in its purity.  Let it comfort you…”

“No!” replied Elektra.  “I’m not a traitor!  I’m not your slave!”

“We are slaves to one another,” Tyros said.  “Where there is love, there is no suffering…”

Tyros’s image faded.  Elektra screamed once more as Jennox struck her with the electro-whip.  Through her tears, she saw the Doctor sitting with her legs spread, watching Elektra suffer as she played her pussy, aroused at the other woman’s misery.

“Yes,” the Doctor whispered.  “Scream…”

Elektra grit her teeth.  She closed her eyes and tried to imagine Tyros once more.  They were together, fucking on the examination table.  She remembered the feeling of being with him.  The excitement, the peace… the love.

Yes, that’s what it was, wasn’t it?  Love.  Elektra had never experienced it before.  Not even with Amalie.  But she loved Tyros.  She felt it in her soul.  She was his.  She’d do anything for him.

Suddenly, the pain melted away.  She could still feel the lash, still feel her body respond, but it was no longer hurting her.  She’d gone someplace far away, safe in her alien master’s strong purple arms.  He was protecting her.  He was loving her.  He was making her happier than she’d ever been her entire life.

“Halt!” the Doctor ordered.

Jennox stopped whipping Elektra.  “Is there a problem, Doctor?”

The Doctor looked up at Elektra’s serene face, troubled.  “Change the position,” the Doctor said.  “Torture her pussy.”

“As you command,” Jennox said.  She typed on a datapad mounted nearby, and suddenly, Elektra’s gravity bonds responded.

They changed position, bringing Elektra to the floor, positioning her doggie style.  The collar around her neck forced her head to the floor so her ass was up in the air and exposed.

Jennox walked in front of Elektra, her feet right in front of her face.  She raised the electro-whip and brought it crashing down onto Elektra’s pussy and ass hole.

The unbridled pain knocked Elektra out of her safe place and she screamed so hard she hurt her throat.  Her entire body quivered and shook, racked with a pain she’d never imagined before.  Jennox whipped her again, the harsh blue lash landing squarely on her pussy and ass hole once more, the pain so great Elektra’s entire body convulsed.

“PLEASE!” Elektra screamed.  “NO MORE!  PLEASE!!!!”

“More,” the Doctor ordered.  “Punish that fucking pussy.”

Jennox obeyed, whipping Electra’s pussy without mercy.  The tongue of the electro-lash kissed her inner thighs, her ass cheeks, her pussy, and her sensitive anus, leaving no area of her backside untouched.  Elektra screamed and cried and yelled.  She tried to move – do anything to protect herself – but her restrains kept her firmly in place.

The Doctor watched, her lips parted, her fingers furiously working her wet pussy as a soft click-click-click sound emanated from it.  Her cheeks were flush from pleasure at watching Elektra be tortured.

Jennox was immune to Elektra’s cries and pleas.  She continued to whip her, ravaging her pussy and sending spikes of pain and agony through Elektra.  Elektra knew this could go on for hours.  Electro whips were designed not to harm the skin or muscle, just deliver sensations of pain.  Her pussy could be tortured for as long as they wanted and there would be no permanent physical damage – but the pain was unlike any Elektra had ever felt before and she agonized over the idea that it would continue for as long as the Doctor saw fit.

“Please… oh, Goddess… PLEASE!!!!” she begged.

She couldn’t stop crying as her pussy was ravaged.  It felt like searing hot razors were tearing her up between her legs.

Then, Tyros returned.

He held her tight to his chest as she cried.  His arms were wrapped around her, keeping her safe.  He whispered in her ear and when she heard his voice, the pain seemed to melt way.

“I am here,” he said.  “I am with you.  I will keep you safe.”

“Tyros…” she whispered.

“I am yours,” he said.  “And you are mine…”

“Yes,” Elektra replied.  “Take me.  I’m yours…”

Elektra was safe and sound once more.  The pain vanished.  Her screams stopped.

The Doctor looked at her, displeased.  She ordered another position, which Jennox applied.  But Elektra would not scream.  They changed position again.  Again, Elektra would not scream.  Jennox whipped Elektra to the point where a weaker woman would have died.  But Elektra persevered.  She was with Tyros, in his arms.  As long as she was with him, she could endure anything.

Finally, the Doctor raised her hand.  “Enough,” she said.

Jennox stopped her torture of Elektra.  The Doctor got to her feet and walked to the pain-ravaged woman hovering before her.  She grabbed Elektra by the face and looked into her far-off eyes.

“It would appear the treatment has failed,” the Doctor said.  She turned to Jennox.  “Prepare this piece of trash for execution.”


Chapter 6

Elektra lay curled up in her cell, naked, her body aching from the abuse she’d endured.  She felt cold and empty and betrayed.  She was going to be executed as a traitor, disgraced by her love of an alien enemy.  And yet, despite the fact she hated herself for turning against her people… she was happy.  She’d found love and peace somewhere she’d never expected to.  If she had to die, at least, she’d die happy.

When she heard the cold steel door of her cell open, she thought they’d finally come to kill her.  But instead, she felt a warm blanket cover her, and a quiet sob.

“Oh, Goddess, Elektra… what have they done to you?”

Elektra looked up to see Amalie kneeling beside her, tears in her violet eyes.

“Amalie?” Elektra said, weakly.  “What are you doing here?”

“I stole a keycard and snuck in to see you,” Amalie said.

“You shouldn’t…” Elektra said.  “If you get caught…”

“They’ll execute me too, I know,” Amalie said.  “I can’t help it.  I couldn’t bear to keep living if you were dead.  I’ve come to rescue you.”

Elektra looked at her, surprised.  “Rescue?”

“I stole a transport ship pass as well,” she said.  “We can get on it and go.”

“Go where?”

“Anywhere!” hissed Amalie.  “Away from the fleet, where no one will kill us!  I don’t care, as long as I’m with you.”

Elektra smiled.  She reached up and caressed Amalie’s beautiful face.  She was so glad to have a Connection like her.  But she felt guilty that she didn’t feel the same way.  Her heart belonged to Tyros now…

Tyros… she thought.  Yes, that could work!

“We need to rescue Tyros as well,” Elektra said.

Amalie looked at her, shocked.  “The Vogaraan?”

“He could take us to his fleet,” Elektra said.  “They’d give us sanctuary.  We’d be safe there.”

Amalie hesitated, fear in her eyes.  “How could we live among an alien fleet… full of males?”

Males were still such a foreign concept to her.  But Elektra knew if she could introduce Amalie to Tyros, have him make love to her, he could open her eyes to the wonders Elektra had experienced.  It would all work out… as long as they could rescue him.

Elektra sat up and looked Amalie deep in her eyes.  “Do you trust me?” she asked.

“Yes,” Amalie nodded.

“Then help me free Tyros,” she said.  “And believe me when I tell you he will protect us, and everything will be alright.”

Amalie bit her lip nervously.  “Okay,” she said.  “I’ll help you free him.”

Elektra smiled and kissed her deeply.  Amalie helped her to her feet and snuck her out of the cell.  Elektra recognized the prison from the medical research wing on deck 13.  That meant Tyros would be close by.

Amalie snuck her down a hallway and into a room where there were fresh uniforms.  Elektra put on the white leather boots and minidress uniform of a physician’s assistant.  It felt good to have clothes back on.  She tucked her pink hair under a white cap and shrugged on a lab coat.  Then, took Amalie by the arm and started working their way back down the hall.

It wasn’t long before they reached the door to Tyros’s examination room.  Amalie used her stolen security key to access it.  The two walked inside.  The ante-room was dark, but the observation window was open.  The Doctor was in with Tyros.  The two were speaking, but Elektra couldn’t hear what they were saying.

“We have to act fast,” Elektra said.  “They’re going to kill him.”

“How do you know?”

Her psychic link with the alien was warning her about what was going to happen to him.  “I just do,” Elektra said, not wanting to freak Amalie out with her connection to the Vogaraan just yet.

Elektra pulled the manual release on the door to the exam room and quietly slid it open.  Jennox was nearby, still in her torture gear, only now with a tight white bustier covering her chest.  Elektra could see the electro-whip holstered on her thigh.  She snuck up behind her and quickly snapped her neck with an efficient twist.

She caught Jennox’s body before it hit the ground.  She laid it down quietly and unholstered her electro-whip.  The Doctor paced around Tyros, not paying attention to the dark as she mocked the alien.

“We are heading toward your fleet as we speak,” the Doctor said.  “Soon, your ships will be wiped out, and your homeworld ripe for the plucking.”

“You’d kill my entire species?” growled Tyros.  “For the crime of what?  Having males?”

“For the crime of subjugating the females,” the Doctor corrected.  “It is a male’s nature to want to dominate females.  And that, we cannot abide, just as we cannot abide females who would ever accept such a thing.”

Tyros glared at her.  “You act as though what we do is wrong,” he said.  “It is not.  No one is hurt.  The females of my species are happy.  They are loved.  There is nothing bad about what we do.”

“I’m not interested in good or bad,” the Doctor said.  “Only what is in my own best interest, and that of my people.”

Tyros smirked.  “Then you’re probably not interested in what is behind you,” he said.

The Doctor’s eyes grew wide at his taunt.  She turned just as Elektra swung the blue lash of the electro-whip, striking her squarely across the face.

The Doctor screamed, tumbling to the floor from the force of the blow.

“Untie him!” Elektra ordered Amalie.

Amalie rushed to the examination table, undoing the locks on Tyros’s restrains as Elektra continued to whip the Doctor, bringing the lash down time and time again.  Each blow sent shimmers of electric light coursing through the Doctor’s body, making her scream and writhe on the ground.

“Does this still turn you on, you bitch?” snarled Elektra as she continued whipping away at the woman before her.

Eventually, a large purple hand rested on her shoulder, calming her.  Electra looked up at Tyros and smiled.  She dropped the whip and gave him a big hug, nuzzling her face into his chest.

“I knew you’d find a way to come for me,” Tyros said, returning her embrace.

“You saved my life,” Elektra muttered.  “I had to return the favor.”

Tyros turned and looked at Amalie, who stared at their embrace with concern.

“And who might this be?” Tyros asked.

Elektra smiled and held out her hand toward Amalie, inviting her to join them.  “This is the other love of my life,” Elektra said.  “This is Amalie.”

Tyros held out his hand as well and smiled.  Amalie tentatively stepped forward as Elektra and Tyros took her hands and brought her into their embrace. 

“He’s so… purple…” Amalie whispered as she hugged the two of them.

Elektra laughed.  “Don’t worry, you get used to it,” she said with a grin.

“Any friend of Elektra’s is a friend of mine,” Tyros said.  “I thank you Amalie.  You are as beautiful as you are brave.”

Amalie blushed.

“We have a ship waiting for us,” Elektra said.  “We have to get to your fleet and warn them before it’s too late!”

Tyros looked down at the Doctor as she moaned, trying to crawl away.

“There is one thing I must do before we go,” he said, breaking away from the embrace.

Tyros grabbed the Doctor and hefted her up.  The Doctor cried out as he slammed her face-down onto the examination table.

“NO!” the Doctor screamed.  “STOP!”

Tyros tore off her lab coat and pushed her skirt up, ripping her panties off of her.  She tried to fight back, but Tyros punched her soundly in the kidney.  She squealed, all resistance melting from her.

“Females like you do not deserve mercy or love,” he grumbled.  “You are selfish, and cold, and evil.  I am going to make you my slave, so that you may work to benefit my people within your fleet.  But we have a way of doing this so that you will always suffer.  So that you will never experience the joys of my love.  This will be your punishment for what you have done.”

“Please!” the Doctor cried.  “Don’t!”

“Would you show mercy to me, if the roles were reversed?” Tyros asked.

The Doctor’s lips trembled.  “No,” she whimpered.

“I didn’t think so.”

With that, Tyros rammed his massive cock into the Doctor’s ass.  She screamed in pain as he drove hilt-deep into her.  She squirmed trying to get away, but Tyros held her down with his strong arms.  He cupped his hands over her mouth, pulling her head back as he thrust forward again.  Her cries were now muffled as he fucked her ass hole relentlessly, riding her like she was some type of animal whose spirit he meant to break.

Amalie watched wide-eyed as Tyros rammed his long purple cock into the Doctor’s ass, over and over.

“Goddess!” she muttered.  “Is… is that what they do to females?”

“No,” Elektra said.  “Just the ones that deserve it.”

Tyros kept pumping away at the Doctor’s ass hole. Tears were streaming down her cheeks as the alien violated her body, mind, and spirit.  His hands moved from her mouth to around her throat as he leaned over by her ear.

“Who do you belong to?” he asked.

“You…” the Doctor sobbed.

“Who does your ass belong to?”

“You…”

“What are you?”

“I’m… your slave!”

Tyros thrust hard and deep in her ass, making her scream.

“Say it again!” he growled.

“I’m your slave!” cried the Doctor.

The alien pounded away at the helpless woman’s ass hole, fucking her harder and faster, making her cry and moan in despair as her identity was stripped away and she was made subservient to his will – becoming the very thing she loathed and despised.

Finally, with one last powerful trust, Tyros buried his dick balls-deep in her rectum, cumming inside her.  The Doctor’s body shook as he released his fluids deep into her bowels, absorbing the alien protein strands hungrily.

A far off look came over the Doctor’s eyes, her full, beautiful lips parted, framed by tears from her now vacant eyes as the last bit of her identity left her.

Tyros pulled his cock from her ass and she slumped forward on the table, visibly deflating.  She slid off the table and fell to the floor, crying softly.

“You will act normal, as if nothing has happened,” Tyros commanded.  “Once we are safely away, you then actively work to sabotage your people’s persecution of my race.  You will help us to end this war, instead of trying to win it.  Do you understand?”

“Yes… Master…” the Doctor sobbed.

“And one day, if you are a good slave, and you do as you’re charged with… I may see fit to allow you to experience my love.”

The Doctor looked up at him, her eyes wide and hopeful.

“For true?” she asked.

“Yes, if you prove your worth,” Tyros said.  “Until then, you will face the emptiness inside you, and suffer your punishment!”

The Doctor crawled toward him, hugging his leg in a pitiful display.

“Oh, thank you, Master!” she cried.  “I’ll earn your love!  You’ll see!”

Elektra stepped forward and kicked the Doctor in the face, knocking her out.  Tyros raised an eyebrow.

“Was that really necessary?” he asked.

“No,” Elektra said.  “But it felt good.”

“We should hurry,” Amalie said.  “We need to get off the ship before we’re caught.”

“How are we going to get to the craft?” Tyros said.  “I cannot simply walk freely throughout this ship.”

“Don’t worry,” said Elektra.  “I have a plan.”


Chapter 7

They’d made their way to the same deck as the hanger bays.  Amalie still looked scared as a little mouse as she marched down the hall beside Elektra and Tyros.

“This isn’t going to work!” she squeaked.

“It’s worked so far,” whispered Elektra in response.

“We’re going to get caught!  We’re marching a naked purple alien male right to the busiest part of the ship!”

“Quiet,” muttered Elektra.  “We’ll be fine.”

Tyros walked between the two women, his hands appearing to be cuffed behind him.  Elektra and Amalie were both wearing guard uniforms they’d stolen using the Doctor’s access card, each of them carrying a stun staff.  As they neared the entrance to the ship bay, a bulky woman wearing the insignia of a Captain of the Guard approached, giving them a strange look.

“What’s this?” the Captain of the Guard asked, stopping them.  “What are you two doing?”

“Prisoner transfer on orders from the Doctor, ma’am,” Elektra said.

“I haven’t seen any such orders,” the Captain replied.  “And the Doctor knows it’s against protocol to move males through the ship in full sight of the crew.”

“Special circumstances, Captain,” Elektra said, noticing Amalie’s hands shaking from nerves.  “I’ve got a copy of the Doctor’s orders right here if you’d care to see them.”

The Captain looked at Elektra suspiciously.  “Very well, let’s see—“

That’s when Elektra shot her.  The Captain flew backwards from the impact of the stun staff.  A few onlookers froze, shocked at the display, and Elektra shot them too, knocking them out.

“Run!” hissed Elektra.

All pretense of sneaking to the hangar had been lost.  The three ran, shooting anyone who got in their way.

“This way!” Amalie said, guiding them to the transport ship she’d stolen the pass to once they had entered the hangar.

An alarm sounded.  Guards suddenly appeared, entering the hangar between them and the ship.

“Hide!” Elektra said.  “Head for the ship as soon as I draw them away!”

“Be careful!” squeaked Amalie before Tyros ushered her away.

Elektra took off running as the Guards opened fire on her.  She was a pilot and she knew every inch of the hangar bay.  She dodged behind some cargo containers and grabbed one of the chain pulleys used for loading munitions onto ships.  She shot the connector with her staff and held onto the chain tight as its counterweight dropped and she was pulled up into the air.

She hopped onto the catwalk nearby and took off running, firing her stun staff at the workers and guards in her way.

Finally, she made it to the mech suits just in time as the Guards were converging onto the catwalk from in front and behind her.

Elektra leaped over the railing, falling down into the open cockpit of the mech below her.  She pulled the lever to close the canopy, and instantly, the Venus-class battle suit sprang to life.

All systems were go as she aimed the mech’s shoulder cannon above her and blew the catwalk away, sending the Guards tumbling to the ground below.

She walked forward, using the mech’s hand cannons to fire at the guards near the transport ship, sending them scattering.  As soon as there was a clear path, Tyros and Amalie ran to it and entered.

The hangar was in chaos.  Lights were flashing, the alarm was blaring, and more security was showing up.  Elektra was using every weapon at the mech’s disposal, blowing up empty mech suits and shuttles to keep attention away from the transport.

Finally, the transport lifted up and began to fly to the atmosphere shield.  Once it was clear, Elektra ran after it, firing her mech’s boosters and leaping out into space.

The fleet had just cleared the dark side of a moon and the Vogaraan space fleet was there before them.  It was smaller than Elektra imagined, with just a handful of ships present, none of them close to being as big as the ones in the Oiorpatan fleet.

Then, she heard Tyros’s voice over an open comm channel.

“Emergency Alert, this is Warlord Tyros Caan of the Vogaraan Vanguard, approaching Vogaraan fleet with friendly defectors.  Request emergency assistance!”

Plasma blasts suddenly rained past Elektra.  She looked at her rear display and saw that three mechs had launched in pursuit.  She gritted her teeth and began to maneuver, firing her shoulder rockets behind her.

The mechs scattered as the rockets streamed by.  Elektra manually detonated them, the impact from the blasts knocking the pursuing mechs askew in their attempts to maneuver.  She turned and fired on the closest one with her hand cannons, shredding its leg thrusters and sending it spinning away.

Then, a mech slammed into her.  She wrestled with it, the arms of the two mechs flailing wildly, punching and trying to rip each other open.  It was a dangerous maneuver, the likelihood of both mechs exposing their pilots to space was extremely high.

Elektra got her mech’s leg between them and kicked her attacker off, hitting it with a blast from her shoulder cannon.  It hit the mech dead on, blowing its canopy open as the metal shielding melted away, forcing its pilot to eject.

Elektra glanced down at her radar display and saw that the last mech had gotten by her and was heading directly for the transport.

NO! she thought.

She turned her mech and gunned her thrusters, trying to catch up.  She watched in horror as the mech’s shoulder missile launcher angled to lock onto the transport.  But she was too far away – there was nothing she could do to save Tyros and Amalie!

That’s when a Vogaraan mech rocketed forward, tearing the attacker in two before it could get a shot off.  Elektra never thought she’d be so happy to see a Vogaraan mech in her life!

“Warlord Tyros,” came a voice over the comm.  “Set your course to 8-5-8 Sigma.  Have your defectors follow you…”

Elektra punched in the coordinates as the Vogaraan mech escorted them away from the fleet.  They rounded the planet’s second moon, travelling along the provided coordinates when the space before them seemed to shimmer.  A large Vogaraan vessel appeared from nowhere, its landing bay open.

Elektra looked at it wide-eyed.  The vessel was easily bigger than an Oiorpatan cruiser.  As soon as they entered the landing bay, the vessel’s cloak re-engaged and it disappeared once again.

There were many Vogaraan guards awaiting her when Elektra climbed out of her mech.  They wore golden armor and had very large rifles.

“At ease,” said Tyros as he stepped forward.  The guards all lowered their weapons at his command.

Another Vogaraan, one far taller and wearing a brilliant white uniform, approached.

“Leave it to you to make an entrance and forget your clothes while doing it, Tyros,” said the Vogaraan in a deep voice.

Tyros saluted.  “Admiral,” he said.  “Sorry I’m late.”

“No need, everything is going according to plan,” the Admiral said.  He turned his glowing lilac eyes toward Elektra and Amalie.  “I take it these are your defectors?”

“Yes, sir,” Tyros said.  “And my slaves.”

Amalie seemed nervous when she heard that, but Elektra took her by the hand to comfort her.

“Your flagship has a cloaking device,” Elektra said to Tyros.  “We didn’t think your race possessed such advanced technology.”

“Indeed, there is much you don’t know about us,” the Admiral said.  “Our fleet outnumbers yours five to one.  We currently have your people surrounded, though they do not know it yet.”

“You’re not going to kill them, are you?” shrieked Amalie.

“It is not our way,” Tyros said calmly.  “We could have wiped out your people when you first attacked us years ago.  But we are not a violent race.  We only fight when necessary.”

“Tyros was sent to be captured on purpose, to give your fleet these coordinates,” the Admiral explained.

“I don’t understand,” Elektra said.  “Why would he do that?  What are you planning?”

“Those smaller ships will put up a fight, but eventually surrender to your fleet,” Tyros said.  “The males will be taken captive, just as I was.”

“And with the help of the Doctor…” Elektra said.  “You will enslave my people.”

“It is a way of ending this war without further bloodshed,” the Admiral said.  “Merging the Oiorpatan females with the Vogaraan is the only way.”

“You’re going to enslave my entire race?” gasped Amalie in shock.

“It is not what you think, Amalie,” said Tyros softly.  “Being a slave does not mean you lose your power.  In fact, it means you gain a great deal.”

Elektra looked her in the eyes.  “I’ve experienced what they’re talking about, Amalie,” she said.  “It’s… magical.”

Amalie still looked nervous.  “How can being a slave be magical?”

Tyros smiled down at her.  “Would you allow me to show you?”


Chapter 8

Elektra and Amalie knelt before Tyros, naked, their hands behind their backs.  Tyros fastened their slave collars around their necks, first with Elektra, then with Amalie.  The brilliant sapphire collars signaled their status as property of their master and they both looked up at him with love and longing.

Tyros ran his fingers through Elektra’s pink hair with one hand and Amalie’s golden hair with his other.  Both women purred in delight at his touch.  Having given themselves to him separately, now it was time for them to merge together as one.

“What are you?” Tyros asked.

“We are your slaves,” the women responded in unison.

“What am I?”

“You are our Master.”

“What do you wish to do?”

“We wish to please our Master.”

“And what may I do?”

“Whatever pleases you.”

Tyros dropped the sash that was tied around his waist, revealing his glorious purple cock as it stood erect before the two women.  He guided their heads to either side and they opened their mouths, running their lips along his long smooth shaft, partly kissing each other, partly sucking his alien cock.

The girls moaned softly as Tyros gently thrust his erection between their mouths, their hungry pink lips welcoming him and feeling as good as any pussy would.

The girls stuck out their tongues, running them along his shaft.  Then, Elektra dove down, sucking on Tyros’s massive testicles as Amalie took his long cock into her mouth.

Tyros moaned softly as Amalie took him as deep as she could, the tip of his cock tickling the back of her esophagus.  She moaned in pleasure as she rubbed her pussy with one hand while jerking him off with the other.  Tyros mused how far she’d come.  The first time he’d had sex with her, she was nervous and afraid of his cock.  Now, she could not get enough of it.

Elektra took his balls all the way into her mouth and ran her tongue around them playing with them in the most amazing way.  Oh, how he’d come to love his slave’s mouth!

The girls worked him like that for a good, long while.  They traded off, having Amalie suck on his testicles while Elektra worked on his cock.  Finally, Tyros was ready to fuck.

“In position, slaves,” he commanded.

The girls did as they were trained to.  Amalie laid down, head at the foot of Tyros’s bed.  Elektra climbed on top of her in the sixty-nine position.  Elektra began to lovingly eat out Amalie’s pussy, licking and sucking on her clit.  Amalie squirmed and moaned erotically before returning the favor.  Tyros jerked at his cock as he watched the two females pleasure each other.

Then, he approached.  He shoved his dick into Amalie’s mouth, getting it nice and wet before entering into Elektra’s pussy.

Elektra gasped as his massive member entered her.  Slowly, Tyros began to fuck her, sliding his cock in and out as Amalie licked at Elektra’s clit.

Tyros rested his massive hands on Electra’s hips, holding her firmly as he began to fuck her harder.  Elektra cried out in ecstasy as he filled her up with his glorious Vogaraan cock, making her feel so good she cursed her life before she knew the pleasures of being with a man.

“Ohhhhhh, Master!” she squealed as he penetrated her deeper and more forcefully.

Tyros gave her a gentle spanking and continued fucking her.  He could feel Amalie’s tongue as she licked both his cock and Elektra’s pussy, lapping up the juices from both greedily.

Eventually, Tyros could feel his climax coming upon him.

“I’m going to cum!” he breathed.

“Cum inside me, Master!” begged Elektra.  “Please!”

Tyros did as he was bid.  With a powerful thrust, his cock pulsed and exploded with his juices, forcing load after load of his cum inside his slave’s eager pussy.  Tyros moaned in delight as Elektra cried in pleasure.

He pulled out and Amalie immediately wrapped her lips around Elektra’s pussy, sucking vigorously.  Tyros’s ejaculate seeped out into Amalie’s mouth and she drank it up from Elektra’s pussy like it was a spout.  Tyros climbed in front of Elektra so she could clean his cock off with her mouth and taste his cum as well.

After Amalie was done lapping up the cum from Elektra’s pussy, they switched positions, and now it was her turn to be fucked.

Tyros entered her just as he had Elektra as Elektra sucked on her pussy.  He fucked her, Amalie squirming and moaning in delight the entire time, until he came again.  And again, Elektra wrapped her lips around Amalie’s pussy and sucked all the cum she could from it, drinking it down like it was the sweetest nectar.

“Next position,” Tyros ordered.

The girls once more obeyed.  They crawled next to each other on the bed, offering their asses up into the air.  Tyros took Elektra from behind, fucking her pussy doggie-style, before pulling out and switching to Amalie.  He’d go from one pussy to the other, fucking each briefly but furiously, sharing the girl’s juices between the two.

“I’m going to cum!” he announced again.

He stepped back and the girls quickly scrambled to their knees on the floor before him.  They pressed their faces together and opened their mouths.  Tyros grabbed their slave collars and held onto them as he came, a brilliant blue liquid erupting form his purple cock and into the mouths of his two beautiful slaves.

When he was done, the girls kissed each other, sharing his gift between them as they swapped it lovingly between their mouths.  It tasted sweet and satisfying to them, filling their bellies with warmth and making their brains buzz with ecstasy.

When they’d swallowed every last drop, they looked up at their alien master with love and awe.  He smiled down at them benevolently and caressed their faces.

“I love you,” he said softly.  “Both of you.”

“We love you too, Master,” they both replied.

Tyros went to sleep in his bed with his slaves wrapped in his arms, one on each side.  They had started off as enemies, but now they were a family, joined together by the light of love.  They may have been his slaves, but they were also his wives and his closest friends.

And together, they were happy.


Epilogue

The Doctor screamed in pain.  This was the third Vogaraan to violate her ass today.  She was strapped down on an examination table, helpless, as the alien captives took their turns defiling her.  This one, Urgadon his companions called him, was exceptionally large.  She could feel his long, thick cock stretching her anus to its breaking point and she cried tears of despair.

Why Master? she thought.  Why must I be punished so?

She did as her master had commanded.  She’d convinced the leadership of the fleet to take the male Vogaraan’s prisoners.  She’d slowly been calling in members of high command for check-ups, only to let the Vogaraan’s enslave them with their cocks.  She’d been working hard to prove she was a good slave to her Master, and yet, she continued to be punished.

Every time a Vogaraan raped her ass and came in her rectum, it was like a new blanket of sadness would wrap around her and the hollow feeling of despair and emptiness within her would begin anew.

The Vogaraans berated her, calling her names in their language which were meant to humiliate.  She’d been forced to tell them what she was, and they treated her as such – a bad slave, one undeserving of their gifts.

Nothing gave her pleasure anymore.  All the things she used to enjoy now only brought her pain.

Urgadon delved so deep inside her with his cock, she thought she’d be split in two.  She let loose an earth-shattering scream as he came, his cock juices quickly absorbed by her bowels, causing her to experience more emptiness and despair.  He pulled out of her and joked about her wide-open anus which leaked his light blue cum down her legs.

She sobbed as another captive came up behind her, ready for his turn.

Why Master?  WHY????

The new Vogaraan’s cock entered her and he began fucking her ass vigorously, ignoring her sobs and pleas for mercy and he thrust his massive member deep into her, letting her know how worthless she was.

Five more took her like that before they tired of it.  One even spit on her face before heading back to his cell.  They left the Doctor laying on the examination table, weeping, her ass hole gaping open from being used and abused by so many massive cocks.

She grabbed her datapad with a shaky hand executed the healing program.  A robotic arm lowered from the ceiling and shot the reconstructive laser into her ass, fixing any damage the aliens had caused.

Oh how I hate these Vogaraans! she seethed.  Oh how I hate you, Master, for making me suffer so!

Though her ass was fully healed, her soul felt ripped to shreds.  She walked to her research station, still sore from being raped so much.  She sat down and called up her research.  The computer was diligent about recording what the captives did to her.  The more they fucked her, the more she learned about how their enslavement process worked.

Soon, I’ll find a cure, she thought bitterly.  I’ll find a way to break this hold you have over me…

The images of Tyros and Elektra entered her mind, and she felt the fire of hatred burn in her gut so bright, she could barely contain it.

And when I do, you will all pay!

THE END
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